
  
    
  


  Chapter 211 
Living Off of Ingenuity


  Brandika’s coronation was held at the capital of Pena.


  Elrain Kingdom, the merchant country of Pena, Tortoki, and Fatina. Brandika acquired all of the representative cities of the south and the borders leading to the vast Germion Kingdom to the north and the Holy Shushunu Kingdom to the east to create a giant country in the great desert of Ashunasan (God of the Desert).


  Brandika’s coronation was basically his engagement to Queen Raksha. The elder council that were against him were silenced with force, and Queen Raksha was made to carry on the coronation with quivering hands. From this moment on, he would rule over the nation as her husband.


  Saldin, Grave, and Cell were also present in the ceremony to serve as representatives of his clan. The various clan leaders of the clans under the Red King were also gathered in the capital. They all gave their blessings. They already considered Brandika’s success as a good thing for themselves.


  Brandika accepted the throne amidst applauses, but the figure of his friend, who should have been the happiest right now was nowhere to be seen. Carlion’s illness has gotten worse, causing him to miss the ceremony. Just a little, Brandika cast down his eyes.


  After the formal ceremony was a casual party. The nobles and the bureaucrats frowned, but Brandika had no intentions of changing the way he did things. Liquor was distributed to the attendees of the ceremony, and just like when they were just adventurers, they started to drink and make merry.


  To the people who’ve braved the battlefield and overcame countless battles with Brandika, this was undoubtedly the best moment of their lives. Brandika even poured the drinks despite having become king himself. As a result, the attending influential people became panicked, but in the end, the ceremony and the party ended in success.


  They named their country Attibel, meaning the first kingdom.


  When Germion Kingdom and the Holy Shushunu Kingdom got word of their declaration, they were shocked.


  Especially, the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. In just one year, the Red King had managed to create a giant country in the south. Moreover, a spy had been sent previously under the pretense of a messenger.


  The report of that spy stated that King Brandika was a powerful warrior who could match a thousand soldiers, and was himself a frank man easy to approach. Rather than a king, he was more like a clan leader. He was courageous and as a king was strong enough to challenge for the 1st or 2nd place in the contingent.


  The upper brass of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom was shocked when they received the report.


  A valiant king, who was a former adventurer, had suddenly appeared in the south, possessing great military prowess. The fact that they came to know of his exploits despite being in the Holy Shushunu Kingdom meant that they now had to make a decision even as they continued to gather information.


  The most fearful thing was the unknown.


  Should they attack or should they run? The Holy Shushunu Kingdom chose the former.


  Part of the reason was because of the intensification of the war between the Red King, the Red Moon, and the other clans.


  While Brandika and the rest of the upper brass of the Red King were working in the south, Shunrai the Great Scimitar User washed blood for blood against Vine the Mad Blade. Be it in the town or the dungeons or within a country, they would try to kill each other as soon as they crossed paths. Even the guild were troubled by their behavior, so it should come as no surprise that the Holy Shushunu Kingdom learned about their activities when they were gathering information.


  No. That’s not quite right. Actually, someone had intentionally made it so that they would learn of the news.


  The guild is under the protection of the country. Perhaps the details of that standpoint need assessing, but there are times when the guild recommends brilliant people to the kingdom, and there are also times when they accept a job from the kingdom to search a dungeon or subjugate a harmful beast.


  In other words, it’s a give and take relationship. So the details of the past aside, right now, the Holy Shushunu Kingdom shares its lot with the guild. Hence, as the guardian of the guild, the Holy Shushunu Kingdom couldn’t just sit back and ignore the flow of money from the guild.


  —While someone was raising havoc in another man’s garden, a country with a powerful army was born.


  That was how the Holy Shushunu Kingdom saw the birth of the Red King’s Attibel.


  It also so happened that it was in the same period that Claudia Cardina, also known as ‘Lady Impaler’ or ‘Battle Princess’, would be choosing her successor. As such, the people yearning to be her successor proactively gave their opinion on the matter. Many of these people were aristocrats, at the same time soldiers, who hoped to increase their power by succeeding her and gaining the influence that her position entailed.


  The King of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, Milvaro Manyu, could only shake his head as he swept by the opinion of those around him.


  “Their goal is obvious! They’re going to build up their strength, and then they’ll attack our kingdom!”


  As a king, it was difficult to ignore the great majority of the candidates, as doing so would earn him the displeasure of the people.


  —Fight power with power!


  That was the common thinking at the time. The demands of a weak country were meaningless before a powerful country. And the Holy Shushunu Kingdom was undoubtedly a giant country. As a country that reins supreme at the center of the continent, there have been many instances when it has interfered with the group of small countries to the east. Hence, it could be said that their decision was made in haste. The Holy Shushunu Kingdom decided to put the pressure on Attibel.


  —


  Although the mana guards that the battle princess herself raised and inspired and the arch knights, a cavalry unit of archers, that were under the king’s direct command were not thrown into the fray, one of the standard armies of the Holy Shushunu kingdom, the Lance Knights, were mobilized. Word of their movements has already been reported by Shunrai to Brandika.


  “Oh? So, they’re coming, are they?”


  When Brandika heard the report, he smiled ferociously atop his throne and called for the old enchanter, Grave, to bring 6,000 troops to the east. By sending the leaders directly under the Red King, Attibel was able to show its intent. Because the two forces were meeting each other in each country’s border, both countries became very nervous. On top of that, something happened that made the situation even worse for Brandika.


  The maze city of Tortoki was rebelling.


  The rebellion began from a quarrel within the maze, from the very subordinates of the Red King, who took over a portion of the maze and started seizing the prey of other clans. Presently, the ratio of clans in Tortoki that have yielded to the Red King to those that the Red King didn’t even look at was 3 to 7.


  The quarrel quickly spun out of control and ended up into a collision between the Pro-Red-King Faction and the Anti-Red-King Faction. Another reason why a rebellion broke out was because the clan leader of the Red King, Brandika, was not present within the city because of the coronation.


  Without anyone present to control the situation, the fire of rebellion spread throughout the dry land.


  The various clans that the Red King didn’t even look at have already been humiliated by them previously, but behind the scenes, a young girl appeared and persuaded the clans that they could win. That young girl went by the name of Sophia and distributed a vast amount of wealth to the clans. The way she was able to bring the various clans together and raise up a force to contest the Red King was truly nothing short of magnificent. It was enough to be called a work of art.


  Seeing that, Brandika decided to send the clans that attended his coronation back home, while assigning Saldin as the leader of the force that would suppress the uprising.


  “They dare to work together? Is this the work of Shushunu’s old hag of an impaler?”


  Brandika clicked his tongue as he thought of a way to calm the rebellion in Tortoki that was probably spurred on by the Holy Shushunu Kingdom’s movements. The activity of their intelligence department was thin in the Holy Shushunu Kingdom due to reports of the War Princess, Claudia, being on the verge of resignation due to her age.


  Hence, presently, Brandika actually had no idea who instigated this predicament he was currently facing. It could be the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, the elders’ council, the Elks Clan, or it could also be nothing more than a coincidence. Brandika considered every possibility as he thought of a way to deal with the situation.


  But while he was thinking up a solution, another report was brought before him.


  “The remnants of the elders?”


  People calling themselves the remnants of Pena’s elders have taken over a town.


  After Brandika dismissed the bureaucrat that came to inform him, an amazing smile appeared on his face.


  “For all of these things to happen at the same time… Someone must be pulling the strings from behind.”


  The reports were coming too quickly. If one rebellion had simply sparked another, then it should have taken more time. After all, it takes time for word to travel and another faction to think of rebelling.


  The current situation wasn’t like that, It was as if someone had intentionally planned for all these fires of rebellion to be lit at the same time.


  It was simply too convenient a situation for those against the Red King.


  But then… who? Who pulled the strings and lit a flame in three different places?


  Brandika had many enemies.


  It could be one of those he’d crushed in the past. It could be a new enemy. But there were too many either way for him to count them even with both hands.


  But since Brandika was already certain that someone had planned for this, he decided to turn his mind toward a certain truth. The flag of the Elks Clan that ever struggled against him continues to flutter in the north yet.


  “…Elks… The ghost of Touri Nokia, huh?”


  Brandika may have gained the territory of a large country, but he had yet to solidify his foundations. Being able to take advantage of this weakness wasn’t something that some rubbish clan could pull off. Not even the elders could, in fact.


  The war princess of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom could, but she shouldn’t have had enough time to influence the elders.


  At that, Brandika’s animal-like instincts went into work, and he immediately decided that this must be the work of the Elks Clan, who has been fighting with them from the start at the east.


  “Are you provoking me?”


  When he realized that the enemy was intentionally provoking him, Brandika felt something welling up from within. A feeling like when a powerful foe stands in one’s way. A feeling like when one is fighting an enemy like the Iron-Armed Knight. A feeling that has become all the more stronger now that he was the master of such a large nation. It gnawed at his heart like a disease that couldn’t be cured. It was the burning sensation one felt when one happened onto a powerful foe.


  Someone skilled enough to turn the southern lands into the main stage was calling for him. Surely that person knew of the might of the Red King since the Elks Clan has already fought with them once.


  And yet that person continued to wave the banner of Elks in the north, as if saying that they could win.


  Brandika thought so too. Which is why he decided to lead the cavalry himself.


  “I’ll wring you dry, ghost of Touri Nokia.”


  Perhaps, the reason Brandika chose to throw himself into such a fierce fight was because his dearest friend, Carlion, was dying. Like a man trying to pull the wool over his own heart, Brandika departed for Pena.


  His soldiers numbered 20,000.


  Although Brandika had to send soldiers to various places and leave some behind to defend, the difference between his forces and the goblins’ was still 4 times. It could be said that this difference in strength was no other than the very gap between their nations’ might.


  Like that Brandika’s army left Attibel and departed for the north.


  —


  “No, my liege, you mustn’t…” Carlion muttered when he was informed of Brandika’s departure.


  His already slender body was now nothing more than bones and skin. And his skin was so white it was basically transparent.


  Despite that Cell still gathered the information he asked for, and when Carlion heard of Brandika’s departure and the rebellions, he closed his eyes.


  As the person who knew Brandika the most, Carlion could tell what sort of mindset Brandika had when he left.


  It was probably too difficult for him to bear the burning emotions just sitting atop his bloodstained throne.


  In the first place, Brandika wasn’t a schemer. He was a man who valued bravery and preferred to face the world with his own strength. He probably couldn’t bear the weight of the throne unless he fought a powerful foe. And odds were that he wasn’t even aware of that.


  “Did I change him?” [1]


  Genius Tactician? What a joke. Carlion smiled in self-derision.


  To present one’s liege the greatest throne.


  It sounded nice in theory, but the truth was that Carlion actually wasn’t sure if that was really what Brandika wanted. But then again it might be nothing more than Carlion’s self-conceit that has made him suspect that Brandika might have actually been satisfied as a mere clan leader.


  “Are you going?” Cell, who was tending to Carlion, cast her eyes down.


  “Yes. Partly for the sake of my master, and… Partly because if I’m going to die, I’d like to die in the battlefield. I suppose you could say that it’s my real motive.”


  “You… No. It’s fine.”


  Carlion wryly smiled and gave her the order to go east.


  “Please inform Grave-san to prioritize time. Tell him to try and make peace. As for Saldin, it’s okay to abandon the likes of Tortoki, so tell him to rendezvous with the king as fast as he can.”


  As Cell nodded, Carlion smiled.


  “The enemy seems dead set on the king, so it’s probably a survivor of the Elks clan. But odds are that the reason Elks Clan is picking a fight now is because they think they can kill the king. Send a messenger to Germion Kingdom…”


  Carlion’s hands shook like a withered tree as he got out of bebd and changed his cslothes.


  “Ha ha ha… Riding a horse with this body might prove difficult.


  Carlion tottered and was even about to fall, but Cell supported him with her shoulder.


  “Is that your last order?” Cell asked.


  “Take care of yourself…” Carlion replied.


  “…You’re the worst.”


  “I know.”


  After finally being able to leave his bed, Carlion looked up at the sky. Its beautiful azure hue covered the expanse above as dazzlingly as ever.


  * * *


  Pale Symphoria used the darkness of the night and the morning fog to toy around with the 6,000 soldiers of the mixed army. She only had 500 demihumans under her, since the other human forces were busy completing the construction of the fortress of the foggy plains, Melgion. But the movements of the mixed army were being leaked to her thanks to a spy she managed to sneak into the mixed army.


  Which is why even though the enemy forces numbered tens of times more than her own, she was able to somehow put up a fight. But no matter what, dealing with so many with so few meant that they couldn’t engage directly, and that greatly burdened Pale. One wrong move and the fog between her and the enemy would disappear.


  With Shirak as their base, Pale and the centaurs of Tianos scouted the enemy repeatedly. They would come out in the night, coat the area under their eyes with a special medicine, and depart with an eminence of centaurs that could see in the night.


  The mixed army slept in the various towns of the borderlands, but only Shirak Town had walls. Originally, the mixed army would’ve liked to position themselves behind its walls, but Pale’s incessant interferences forced them to give up that position.


  “The town is within sight,” Tianos said.


  “Any shadows near the watch fires?” Pale asked.


  “Please wait,” Tianos said with a kneel, then the scouts came back and reported with great detail.


  The late Daizos, their old chief, was excessively loyal to the elves; hence, the centaurs themselves were meek when it came to an order from the elves.


  After receiving the information of the scout, Pale immediately gave an order.


  “Three volleys in succession. Shoot the watch fires. Wait for my arrow. Afterwards, we will retreat while shooting down the enemies as they come.”


  “Understood.”


  Although Pale spoke casually, Tianos naturally bowed his head when he replied.


  The sound of bowstrings being drawn to the limits resounded faintly within the dark of the night. The bow Pale is using is a favorite of hers from the time when she was an adventurer. She nocked an arrow on that bow and aimed at the distant camp of the enemy.


  After a moment of silence came an air-tearing arrow that shot through the night sky, behind which followed countless arrows. One moment passed, then Pale heard the sound of screams and angry yells coming from the enemy camp.


  After a moment, Pale shot more arrows toward the night sky, landing themselves into the soldiers that were just about to leave their tents, causing the screams to become louder.


  “Let us retreat.”


  Tianos believed they could do even more damage if they were to just keep shooting at the humans, but he did as Pale commanded and retreated.


  Perhaps they might have indeed dealt more damage to the humans, but being able to deal damage didn’t mean also being able to escape. Centaurs shined the brightest when they were able to attack while moving. Hence, harassing the enemy was the most that they could do.


  By the time the mixed army had readied their forces and were about to strike back, Pale and her centaurs were long gone and a rain of arrows once again descending from the darkness.


  Being attacked one-sidedly not only struck fear into the hearts of the mixed army’s soldiers, but it also did a great deal of damage mentally. And after repeating this several times, Pale had managed to corner the mixed army mentally.


  When Melgion fortress was almost complete and Pale was beginning to repair Shirak Town, word of Attibel’s King, Brandika, arriving at the battlefield reached her.


  —


  “This time even Pale might be at a disadvantage,” Falun said.


  Within the depths of the Forest of Darkness, where the elves lived, were Shure and Old Falun. The former ruled the elves, while the latter gathered and analyzed information on the current situation.


  “…The enemy king moves well,” Falun continued.


  The two elves conversed each other while playing a game of chess. From an outsider’s perspective, it might seem like the two were merely playing, but in truth, they were exchanging information and discussing the future.


  “Shure, as great chief of the elves, as the one who holds the future of the elves upon his back, you must eventually make a decision,” Falun urged.


  Falun’s pawn moved to defend the king.


  “…Are you telling me to turn traitor? We have yet to lose.” Shure asked.


  Shure sent his queen to the front lines to try and change the tides of battles.


  “It’s too late once you’ve lost. It is imperative that you take measures so you don’t lose.”


  The pawns surrounded the queen and refused to move even a step away from Shure’s camp.


  “And it was in that way that we have lived many months and years.”


  As Falun sighed, a deep crevice formed between his brows. It was deep, as if all of the troubles he felt had piled up and left a mark. Survival was their greatest problem. Having long life meant that they had more opportunities to watch other races rise and fall.


  “Loyalty is the path we should take,” Shure said


  “What use is loyalty if we are dead?” Falun questioned.


  Shure’s pawns advanced to save his queen.


  “…Anger dulls your judgement. Still too green, Shure.”


  In a flash, Old Falun’s knight cut down Shure’s pawns, the queen’s head within its reach.


  “Pale is a brilliant child. She will not fall so easily.”


  But Shure’s queen slipped through a gap made by the knight and extended her sword toward the enemy king’s neck.


  “Yes. She won’t fall easily. And that is why we will be able to negotiate.”


  Falun’s king fled from Shure’s queen, and at the same time, encroached into Shure’s camp. ”


  If the war lasted for a long time and the elves conserved their forces, their value would rise.


  Or did Shure wish for a position greater than the Great Chief of the elves? Falun seemed to ask.


  “Hmm… A king against a king, huh. You’ve outwitted me.”


  Seeing Shure move his pieces silently, Old Falun wryly smiled.


  “War is different from chess. The world won’t just move according to our predictions,” Shure said.


  “You’ve grown. One day you will surely become a man who can become king,” Falun’s wrinkled face twisted faintly as he laughed.


  “You praise me too much, teacher,” Shure said.


  “The Holy Shushunu Kingdom is connected to the Elves’ – or rather, to be more specific- Gastair’s forest. It is a bond formed by my younger brother. Their intel says that our water and fire brethren have begun to move.” Seeing Shure nod, Falun continued. “Lady Claudia is moving. Though aged, it seems that tomboyish personality of hers is incurable as ever. Her strategies are a thing to behold. Like a chain of traps. Once caught up in it, there’s no escaping.”


  Falun narrowed his eyes as he watched Shure lovingly caress his queen.


  “I see. I’d like to have a match with her once.” Shure nodded.


  When he glanced outside the window, small birds could be seen chirping under the warm rays of the sun.


  * * *


  Word of the battle princess of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, Claudia the Lady Impaler’s, movement was brought to Pale. It was right at the moment when her own plans had succeeded too. Pale believed that with her joining the fray, the Red King’s entire army wouldn’t be able to go after the goblins.


  Claudia the Battle Princess was too big a name to leave alone. She was the sort of enemy that even if one fought ready to lose his arm, victory remained uncertain. The small countries adjacent to the Holy Shushunu Kingdom feared her like a witch or a fierce god.


  After dragging the mixed army into the forest and repelling them, Pale ordered the army to go to Shirak. It was morning, and the veil of the fog covered the surrounding area. It was the perfect time for hiding.


  Zaurosh led his human platoons to repair the walls of Shirak Town. They also brought in materials to construct siege weapons and dig out moats around the castle walls. Simple traps like pitfalls could also be seen around the perimeter.


  The storage rooms were filled to the brim with quivers of arrows, oil, dried wood, food, and water. The Leon Heart Clan worked day and night to prepare everything that might be needed in a siege.


  Pale allowed the centaurs to rest, but she didn’t allow herself the same comfort, as she went to check on Zaurosh’s progress and give them new orders. Afterwards, she analyzed the new information acquired and received the scouts’ reports in order decide what to do the following day.


  Despite the two of them working together, the amount work being pushed onto Pale was still too much.


  “Brandika is going to appear.”


  After receiving the scouts’ report in the dead of the night, within a feudal lord’s residence, Pale looked down at the map.


  Though the sleepless nights have left dark circles under her eyes, Pale was smiling. But because her face was so perfectly balanced, the resulting expression drew a terrifying image. Fortunately, no one was around to witness it.


  The map was filled with details, and according to those details, Pale and her men have already figured out the location where Brandika’s advance party arrived.


  The battlefield was still within her hands.


  The way things were going, Pale even started to think that it might be possible to kill Brandika without having to wait for the Goblin King. But those heated thought of hers quickly cooled down as reason whispered to her that such a thing was impossible.


  Pale closed her eyes to get whatever sleep she could, the raging battlefield appearing behind her eyelids.


  Pale only rested for a little, as they would be attacking once again in the dead of the night.


  Brandika must surely know that they have been attacking them every night, so naturally, he must’ve thought of some sort of plan.


  Brandika was a brave human king, but it was precisely because of that bravery of his that he would surely appear in the battlefield to settle the problem.


  Thus, Pale decided to take the centaurs and a portion of the Leon Heart cavalry to battle.


  Led by she who sought vengeance, an army of 700 soldiers, made up of demihumans and humans, rode onwards.


  When the watch fires of Razuel were within sight, Pale ordered the army to halt.


  So silent was the black of the night that the chief of the centaurs, Tianos, could hear nothing more than the singing of insects and the howling of the monster beasts. Dubious as he was, for Pale had ordered them to stop further from the enemy than usual, he kept as silent as he could as he watched his surroundings.


  “When we are near Razuel, at my signal, shoot once, and then turn around. We will exterminate the enemy in the left woods, and then return,” Pale said.


  Try as Tianos might to strain his ears or eyes, unfortunately, he could not see nor hear nor sense any enemies hiding within the forest.


  “Understood,” Tianos nodded.


  But Pale was an elven tactician, so it’s more than possible that she might have her own methods.


  After Tianos nodded, he made sure that all of his soldiers understood that. From there, they advanced 500 steps, and then Pale gave the order to turn back.


  As soon as the entire army turned around, Tianos finally noticed the presence of humans near them.


  “I can’t believe it. They really were here.”


  Though shocked, the army couldn’t possibly slow down. Tianos stood at the head of the army and encouraged his men as they faced the enemy.


  “Onwards!”


  The centaur warriors followed after Tianos and his bows.


  The centaurs specialized in attacking the enemy while moving. Tianos ran as he drew his bow. When he had shot twice, he was finally able to see the enemy within the forest.


  Tianos shot another arrow, then he changed his weapon to a spear.


  “Onwards!”


  The centaurs jumped over the thickets and swung their spears against them. Without even checking whether they’d killed their foes or not, the centaurs ran. They buried the enemies before them while ignoring the cries of the figures they were fighting. It wasn’t until after they’d passed the forest and took a detour to the right that they finally checked how many they’d lost themselves.


  “We’ll continue our retreat like this.”


  Tianos nodded and they all went back to Shirak.


  * * *


  Brandika clicked his tongue and confirmed the situation of the north during the war council. Shirak was a good position to move westward from. After Shirak they could go to the western territories or even Cultidian.


  As such, Brandika had no choice but to destroy them.


  “Well, when you think about it… It really was just a bad opponent for an unorganized mob.”


  The mixed army was completely defeated before the relentless attacks every night. So great was the fear of the mixed army for Pale and her men after being toyed around by them that they started calling them ghosts.


  Brandika had intended to purge their fear with the trap he laid out last night, but alas, the enemy went above them. The enemy’s instinct that allowed them to see through their cover in the forest was not ordinary.


  The enemy corpses were that of humans and demihumans.


  They were definitely not ghosts. It was just that the enemy commander was terrifyingly sharp.


  “The enemy commander is pretty good.”


  It was as if he was fighting with Carlion himself. When Brandika thought of that, for a moment he hesitated and the thought of trying to pull the enemy commander to his side flashed through his mind.


  “There’s no need for us to play their game!”


  One of Brandika’s subordinate clan leaders woke him up from his thoughts.


  That clan leader suggested that they use their numerical advantage and attack. The many clan leaders present in the war council agreed.


  Brandika yearned for more talents to support his growing nation.


  The clan leaders under him knew that too, which is why they believed that they too would be able to find glory should they succeed in bringing merit. As such, they were very willing to participate in this expedition.


  They also had a lot of soldiers to spare. So Brandika thought that it might be a good idea to leave things to his subordinate clan leaders, let them them measure the enemy’s strength, and give them an opportunity to gain merit.


  When Brandika did just that, the clan leaders organized an advanced army. Of the 25,000 soldiers that Brandika had under him, he sent 3,000 ahead.


  However, unlike the subordinate clan leaders, who were in high spirits, the morale of the mixed army was at an all time low, and it was continuously getting even lower.


  Brandika positioned them in the back and began posturing to preserve the border region.


  But then two days later, a messenger came, bringing word of the advance army’s defeat, causing Brandika to go wide-eyed. Moreover, one of the towns of the former Pena has broken off from them.


  Like this the weakened flank of a newly born country was struck.


  “First-class pain in the ass, I’ll give you that,” Brandika muttered to himself.


  After that Brandika received the defeated army, punished the person who suggested the plan, then he sent the Knight Commander of the Blue Knights, Allen, with 2,000 soldiers to maintain order in the territory of the old Pena.


  “Do I just endure this? They’re really getting the best of me.”


  There is a thing called ‘momentum’ or ‘flow’ in battle. From things that one can sense to things that one cannot sense, there are all sorts of reasons why the momentum ends up leaning toward one side during battle, but regardless, the moment one has lost this momentum, no matter what one does, it will always have a bad result.


  “The flow is against us,” the guest general, Wyatt, spoke out Brandika’s thoughts.


  “Let’s proceed with caution from here on.”


  With that Brandika and his men slowly advanced for Shirak. They split their forces and lit up fires everywhere be it day or night to ensure that they wouldn’t be taken by surprise. The days passed, and slowly but surely, the over 20,000 soldiers of Brandika neared Shirak.


  It should be mentioned that their camp was also flawless in its defense, having moats, fences, and even the nearby undergrowth pulled out.


  Brandika’s army of over 20,000 was like a predator slowly moving in for its prey.


  Naturally, the pressure Pale and her subordinates felt was equally grave.


  But the days kept on passing, and Pale could not attack the enemy carelessly. The morale of the mixed army gradually recovered, and eventually, Shirak City was within sight.


  But when Wyatt saw Shirak, he couldn’t help but groan.


  “My word…”


  Not much time had passed and yet Shirak was barely recognizable. Castle walls stood up high, and atop them were piles of logs and ballistae. Moreover, several layers of fences surrounded the town, preventing anyone from advancing as a unified army.


  It was as if the enemy’s extraordinary general was saying, “Come if you dare!”


  “Brute force would be ill-advised,” Wyatt said.


  Brandika made a difficult face.


  They had been so careful in traveling here that they ended up using more time than expected. Now, even the food supply to feed over 20,000 soldiers was starting to grow sparse.


  “Your majesty,” a messenger happily appeared before the confused Brandika. “Lord Carlion is coming! And he has brought reinforcements!”


  All the people present immediately became elated at the news. Brandika himself was expressionless just moments ago, but as soon as he heard the news, shock filled him.


  Carlion was no longer in the state to be moving. One side effect of the pain relieving medicine he was taking was loss of mobility.


  “Carlion is coming?”


  “Yes!”


  “I’m meeting him. Get me my horse!”


  Brandika hastily left, taking only a few soldiers with him as he went to meet Carlion.


  “Carlion!” Brandika called out.


  Carlion couldn’t even ride a horse anymore, so he was riding a carriage. Beside him was, Cell, who was keeping pace with his carriage. When she noticed Brandika, she ordered for the army to stop.


  Carlion borrowed Cell’s hand to get off the carriage with much difficulty, then he knelt before Brandika and greeted him.


  “My, king… I have come to serve you one last time.”


  “Carlion, you…”


  As Brandika said that, he swallowed his words and grit his molars so hard it was as if he was trying to crush them. He couldn’t help but swallow after seeing the firm resolve reflected in Carlion’s eyes.


  Why did you come? What about your body? Don’t push yourself… Don’t die…


  When Brandika realized this was his friend’s last wish, everything he wanted to say vanished, and instead, he told him what he wanted to hear.


  “I permit it. Take my entire army and crush the enemy!”


  “Gladly. No enemy can stand before my schemes. Nor is there such thing as an infallible castle.”


  Brandika braced himself for the worst. Carlion was going to die.


  And it would be his fault.


  To compensate him, he would have to create a kingdom that would last a thousand years…


  …No matter who stood in his way.


  With the supremacy of the south at stake, the curtains on the last battle of those who lived on ingenuity were drawn.


   


  Chapter 212 
Tactician


  Carlion smiled a little when he saw Shirak’s multi-layered defense. The enemy’s insight to ignore their feints and go straight for the main army caused the name of a certain person to flash through his mind.


  As Carlion felt the tenacity of the Elks Clan that they failed to defeat, he muttered to himself, “Indeed. There was such a person within the Elks Clan, wasn’t there? The tactician that supported Touri’s rapid rise to power, the Silent Moon, Pale Symphoria.”


  The guest general, Wyatt, advised that it would be a poor plan to attack, but Carlion insisted that they attack swiftly.


  One reason was because they didn’t have time. That was true both for him and the Red King.


  The other reason was because the enemy tactician, Pale, was probably waiting for reinforcements.


  Shirak Town could only fit so many people. At most, just 2,000. Stopping the Red King’s massive army with just those didn’t match what he’s heard of the person known as Pale Symphoria.


  Carlion believed Pale wasn’t the sort of person who couldn’t tell the difference between recklessness and bravery.


  And if she was so calm, there must be a good reason why.


  “Let’s see what you got,” Carlion said.


  Carlion believed that it would take at most 5 days to defeat Shirak.


  The battlefield was a place full of misinformation and wrong decisions. It was within such a battlefield that Carlion wove all sorts of plans as if in an attempt to prove who the greater tactician was. He even included his own death within the details.


  Before Carlion stood Saldin’s platoon, which was burning with fighting spirit.


  “Use them as you please,” Saldin said enthusiastically.


  He was really glad to see Carlion standing in the battlefield once more.


  “I want you to get the enemy’s attention, then go in and out of their range to figure out what their range is,” Carlion said.


  “Understood!”


  “Saldin, don’t just charge in recklessly, okay? Make sure to focus your attention in leading the cavalry. Give orders to the mixed army as well. Tell them to harden their defense and approach the town. Their job is to pull out the fences,” Carlion said.


  After seeing off Saldin and his cavalry, Carlion continued to give one order after another.


  “Our platoon, which is under the king’s direct control, shall move east. Be wary of your surroundings and gradually move to the north.”


  Carlion had split the main force into three and mobilized them, then he sent out smaller platoons to serve as feints. The forces of the Red King looked like a swarm of ants as they came from every direction except the north.


  The various commanders kept pace with each other through Carlion’s commands, as well as their own slight touches. Like this they gradually approached Shirak like a pack of beasts eyeing their prey.


  But the counterattack from Shirak was not just adequate but also without waste.


  They ignored the platoons that were only acting as diversions and attacked the platoons with long-ranged attacks when they reached a certain distance.


  Arrows shot toward the approaching forces of Attibel, but these arrows were not just mere arrows, for they were powerful enough to penetrate their shields and armor.


  “There is a powerful archer among the elves and the demihumans. There is no mistaking it now, is there?”


  Carlion was sure of it now. The enemy was Pale.


  The movement of the platoons had gotten a little chaotic after receiving the counterattack of Shirak, so Carlion gave some orders to fix that, but then the mixed army, which was closest to Shirak, received even more long-ranged attacks.


  “Send the heavy infantry to the front, then after an hour, line up the spears.”


  * * *


  “…”


  Pale looked down at the swarm of enemies below from atop the walls of Shirak.


  Pale quietly thought to herself.


  It is said that the elves’ long ears allowed them to read the flow of the wind. And because of that ability to read that invisible flow, they could become exceptional hunters. They could even find their way in the depths of the forest, where humans would lose their way.


  But even without that ability, Pale’s beautiful face as her hair fluttered in the wind, deep in thought, could pass for a painting and none would complain. It was so strange how despite all the ruckus and jeers down below, her surroundings were so quiet.


  “One hour later, they will gather their troops and advance. Lure them to our traps, then shoot simultaneously. For now, Lord Tianos’ battalion can rest. We will hold out with Lord Zaurosh’ battalion alone,” Pale said without averting her eyes once from the direction of the enemy camp. Her eyes narrowed a little as she gave those orders.


  “Understood. We will hurry the men to prepare the arrows… Lord Pale, you should also rest,” Zaurosh said.


  Zaurosh of the Leon Heart Clan was known to be a skilled general within the eastern parts of the continent. As someone who led a giant clan himself, he could easily prepare the things Pale needed with just a few words. Even better, the quantity he prepared was always correct.


  Pale nodded and dragged her body to her room.


  After closing the door, all alone, she closed her eyes. Reflected upon the back of her eyelids were the countless corpses of her comrades brutally murdered in cold blood.


  “…It won’t be long now,” Pale muttered.


  So filled with spirit was Pale that it seemed sleep would be difficult to find, but she still intentionally closed her eyes. Even as she slept, the fire of battle continued to burn within her.


  Her battle continued yet.


  —


  Strategy is deception.


  Carlion believed that, which is why he moved his soldiers in a way that surmounted his enemies expectations and tried to close the distance to the castle walls as fast as he could.


  The main force was made up of the mixed army, the forces of the Red King, Saldin’s cavalry, and the guest general, Wyatt’s, platoon. They advanced while clearing the fences and traps along the way.


  The forces of the mixed army and the Red King approached the fortress from both sides, while Saldin moved straight toward it.


  Brandika wryly smiled when Carlion asked him to become a decoy, but he still accepted his role.


  “In that case, I’ll give you the best decoy you can ask for,” Brandika laughed as he positioned his army in the center and exposed himself. “King Brandika of Attibel is here!”


  Brandika looked imposing as he sat atop his hipparion steed and he raised Valdis (Long Double-Edged Battle Axe), while announcing his presence and calling for flags to be raised on both of his sides.


  “What a troublesome person…”


  Carlion laughed from atop a small hill when he saw Brandika’s antics, but immediately after stiffened. Death was already a familiar companion to him. It was there beside him, just standing, always there, ready to take something important from him at a moment’s notice.


  But that was precisely why he needed to enjoy what little time he had left, as it was simply too long for a man to spend his life suffering.


  To Brandika and Carlion, stealing a country and fighting on the battlefield was a sort of game to acknowledge each other.


  “That’s right, Carlion. That’s exactly right!”


  Seeing that neither had changed since the day they met, Brandika and Carlion laughed to themselves, even though they were far away from each other and in the middle of a battlefield.


  The mixed army and the Red King drew a curve like a sickle cutting grass as they approached the fortress. Saldin’s cavalry slipped through the rain of arrows descending from both sides.


  “Raise your shields and cover each other to defend against the arrows! Vanguards, advanced forward and let the enemy know you know no fear!” Brandika raised his voice and gave orders.


  Since he was the decoy, he decided he would enjoy it to the fullest.


  “HA!”


  The soldiers in the vanguard raised their voices in response and advanced fearlessly despite the descending arrows. As the army directly under the clan leader, if their activities were to be acknowledged, honor was sure to await them. After all, the king possessed absolute authority and wasn’t a noble. As such, the king didn’t have a family backing him and was currently sharpening his fangs.


  If they could just get the king’s attention, honor and glory was as good as theirs.


  Thanks to all the resources they had at their disposable, owing to being such a large army, the decoy plan was successful.


  Most of the arrows shooting from the fortress focused on Brandika’s forces. Moreover, by spreading themselves toward the front of the fortress, they were able to defend against the arrows.


  The mixed army and Saldin’s cavalry took advantage of that opening to destroy the defenses of the enemy while approaching the fortress.


  Brandika advanced while clearing out the fences, pit falls, and abatis, but one time, the arrows suddenly stopped.


  At that, the soldiers glared suspiciously at the enemy camp, but then in the next moment, they heard the screams of the cavalry that had gone ahead. When they turned toward the cavalry, they saw the arrows coming for them.


  “Arrows are coming!”


  As soon as they saw the cavalry ahead fall, the soldiers behind were ordered to turn around.


  Arrows of death covered the sky as they descended onto the soldiers furthest in front, penetrating shields and armor alike as they left the soldiers covered in their kind.


  “Don’t falter! Keep going!”


  But the clan leaders subservient to the Red King continued to push on. For as long as Brandika had his army positioned in the center, there was no such thing as defeat, but the mixed army was different, as their situation could be said to be complicated.


  The mixed army was originally a gathering of clans.


  It was fine when Pena and Elrain were waging war against each other, and it would’ve been fine if one side won, but Pena wasn’t at war. King Raksha had merely ordered them from the capital to protect the border region, but then the Red King and the elders started fighting. And then before they knew it, they were suddenly incorporated into the army of the Red King.


  Despite not fighting, apparently, a victor had already been concluded. Or at least, that’s how the situation felt to them.


  If they were actually truly incorporated into the forces of the Red King, then the morale of the army might have remained high, but as it stands, the Red King was only commanding them through proxy of the authority that Pena had over them.


  The thing is that as far as Brandika and Carlion were concerned, they already had enough strength. As such, they weren’t particularly interested in taking in the mixed army. If anything, what they wanted now was a bunch of fodders that they could safely throw away.


  If the battlefield were a brawl, then strategy was knowing where to hit your enemy to make them fall. The mixed army was a perfect way to test the waters.


  And the mixed army itself knew that, which is why morale within the army was at an all time low.


  Be that as it may, Pale had no intention of going easy on them.


  She would crush any and all who stood in her way if it meant the destruction of the Red King.


  “After me, three volleys!”


  Pale drew her beloved bow, and as she ascertained the flow of the wind, let loose an arrow.


  The arrow breezed through the air and descended into the head of the uninspired mixed army, penetrating a shield and an armor, and then the very body of a soldier itself, before finally ending its journey as it stuck itself into the ground.


  But it wasn’t over just yet, for right behind that arrow was a cloud of arrows that covered the sky.


  Pale watched hell unfold with her especially sharp hunter eyes, then without so much as lifting a brow, moved on to the next target.


  After taking the wind out of both sides and the center, Pale followed with another attack, not giving the enemy even the slightest chance to pick themselves back up.


  “Ready the catapults. The target is the middle army,” Pale said.


  Pale calmed her heart that was burning with vengeance with a breath, then quietly, as if to remind herself, she thought loudly repeatedly within her mind the plan needed to defeat the enemy.


  “All units prepare,” Pale ordered. “Fire.”


  In a flash, giant stones flew through the air with a weight far beyond that of arrows. Their target was none other than the cavalry at the middle. Shirak only had five catapults, but the fact they were even able to bring them here was because of the Leon Heart Clan.


  The catapults were powerful but inaccurate. When the stones landed on the ground, it was clear as day that all of them missed their target. Still, that was more than enough to strike fear into the hearts of the nearby cavalry.


  “Tch!”


  Saldin could tell that his subordinates were scared, so he raised his voice and scolded them.


  “You think these large stones could actually hit us!? Don’t cower! Onwards!”


  Saldin took the lead as he said that, and his subordinates stifled their fear as they followed from behind.


  “Arrows! Turn to the left!!”


  Pale shot more arrows, but Saldin read the trajectory of her attack and guided his cavalry away.


  “Like hell that’ll hit, you dimwits!”


  The arrows descended with great precision, as if to block Saldin’s path, but the arrows still failed to catch Saldin and his men.


  There were more area now without traps, so the cavalry had more space to move around in. The volley of arrows were certainly scary, but it wasn’t hard to guess where they would be landing.


  So long as the soldiers could move freely, it wasn’t easy to get hit by the arrows. That was especially true for the cavalry. After morale returned to Saldin’s cavalry, he pulled back and returned to his position near the center of the cavalry. Although he enjoyed leading the charge, he had to prioritize giving orders. That was the advice Carlion had given him, so he left the head to a subordinate and assumed his leader role.


  “…Arms at the ready.”


  Despite failing to catch the enemy, Pale continued the attacks.


  Again the arrows missed, but now, the cavalry was gradually closing in. If they could just secure a path for a charge and confirm that there were no traps left, then they would be able to easily attack them.


  Currently, there were no traps in the path the cavalry had taken, and that path was gradually being expanded, allowing the enemy to have one foot in Shirak.


  “What, a retreat!?”


  But then Saldin saw a flag from the main force that signalled for a retreat.


  “Just a little bit more and we would have them— No, that’s not it! I know! Carlion!”


  Saldin gritted his teeth as he gave the order to retreat. Immediately after, he found out that Carlion’s call was correct, for a portion of the cavalry up ahead suddenly became disordered.


  “—A trap!?”


  The reason Pale had continued attacking despite not hitting them was so that she could lure them to a trap. Although each attack did little, each attack brought Saldin and his men ever closer to Pale’s trap. Pale’s lips relaxed a little as she took another arrow from her quiver.


  “The enemy can’t move. Aim well.”


  Pale kept her voice as calm as she could as she drew her bow toward the trapped cavalry. In the next instant, the arrow weaved through the air and shot through the back of a soldier on horseback.


  The middle guard and the rear guard of the cavalry had no choice but to abandon the vanguard and turn around.


  Saldin moved the cavalry outside the range of the arrows, but the sound of the wind reached his ears, and he knew that the catapults have been fired once again.


  They had to turn around from Shirak in order to retreat. As such, their flanks were currently exposed. Pale mercilessly attacked that opening.


  Several of the rocks mowed down the soldiers on horseback, and those that were hit directly were utterly crushed.


  Somehow someway, Saldin was able to escape the range of the arrows. And although they’d lost 10% of their strength in just one clash, his cavalry was still in good health.


  When the people in Shirak saw the Red King running, they all cried out in cheers.


  Amidst the cries and tumult, Pale watched the enemy and muttered to herself, “In just one strike, they managed to clear so much.”


  Similarly, from atop the distant enemy camp, Carlion watched the fortress and smiled. “Not bad.”


  He was the one who called for the retreat of the entire army.


  Right now, Shirak showed no signs of falling, but neither Carlion nor Pale appeared worried.


  “—But that’s not enough to make this fortress fall.”


  “—But that’s not enough to keep that fortress from falling.”


  And in some sense of irony, both tacticians believed that they would win in the next battle.


  —


  After a day of battle, the battle continued into a second, a third, and even a fourth day, but Shirak held firm. Still, Carlion’s skillful command of the army allowed the forces of the Red King to slowly surround Shirak, as they cleared more and more of its defenses and killed many men and officers.


  “Carlion, rest already.”


  “Oh, Ms. Cell.”


  Though Carlion could feel the hour of the end drawing closer and closer, the smile never faded from his face. His dark room was illuminated solely by the twin red moons.


  “Unfortunately, it doesn’t seem like I’ll be able to get up,” Carlion said.


  The battle has greatly sped up his body’s exhaustion. Now, even if he wanted to move, he could no longer put any strength in his legs. At most, he could make them twitch.


  “Doesn’t it hurt?” Cell asked.


  “The doctor’s medicine makes it so it doesn’t,” Carlion replied.


  “…You hallucinate too, right?”


  “The swaying plants look like enemy soldiers to me.”


  “And yet you’re still going to fight?”


  “Yes. Making that castle fall and opening a path to the king’s dominion is my duty as his retainer.”


  Carlion’s body was already broken.


  The only thing supporting him now was an extraordinary tenacity.


  “What is pushing you so much? I can’t understand it.”


  “I just want to bring victory to my master. That’s all… That’s all. I want to prove that… we weren’t mistaken…”


  As Cell watched Carlion, she suddenly turned and bid him farewell.


  “Then do what you want.”


  “Sorry to trouble you so much. Tomorrow, we will win.”


  As Carlion saw Cell quietly leave, his lips twisted.


  “…The victor must keep getting stronger. Otherwise would be inexcusable to those we’ve trampled until now. No. That’s not it. I won’t permit any other path than to become stronger.”


  No longer able to sleep because of his medicine, Carlion looked up at the twin red sister moons.


  * * *


  The next day, in a rare turn of events, Carlion appeared before the soldiers on horseback and spoke.


  “You’ve all fought well until now. Today, we will decide this battle. Today, we will purge the monsters that seek to rule over this land and revive the world of humans! Justice is with us! The right to rule belongs to humanity! Now, prove that with our might!”


  Cheers resounded as fists and weapons were raised up.


  To the Red King, this was a just battle. The world belonged to the king they chose. This was not a king chosen by the nobles or by those in authority. This was a king chosen by the adventurers who risked their lives everyday, conquered dungeons, and expanded the territory of the humans.


  “For the king!”


  Victory to Brandika! Glory to Attibel!


  “Move out!”


  At Carlion’s signal, the Red King advanced through the blood-stained road.


  Hastily made catapults threw stones at the enemy walls. At impact, cracks formed at the walls and the area atop the walls shook, causing the archers standing there to lose accuracy.


  Carlion escorted the supreme commander of the entire army, Brandika, until the vanguard. Naturally, they expected the enemy to attack, so Saldin and his cavalry were already ordered to deal with them. Beside Brandika was the Wyatt the Herculean to whom the defense was left.


  A rain of arrows came for Brandika, but Wyatt’s shield deflected them.


  “Onwards! Entrust everything to Carlion’s plan!”


  Brandika brushed aside the approaching arrows from atop the hipparion.


  “…Any further will be dangerous,” Wyatt said as he continued to defend against the rain of arrows.


  Brandika smiled and shook his head. “My tactician told us to go. Trust him.”


  Brandika repeatedly showed himself as he brushed aside the pouring arrows with his Valdis.


  Because of that he was clearly seen from atop the walls of Shirak.


  “—Brandika!!”


  When Pale saw him, that cold mask of hers shattered, and the realization that the object of her vengeance was within reach dawned upon her, causing her to shift from her identity as a commander to that of a mere member of the Elks Clan.


  Strung to the limits, an arrow of vengeance cut through the wind.


  “In the name of the fierce winds (Storm Bullet)!”


  The compressed wind broke through a wall of air as the blue-silver steel (srilana) arrow shot for Brandika. But though that arrow was surrounded by a small storm, Brandika still managed to deflect it with his Valdis.


  His hands went numb from the impact, but when he saw the archer that shot it, a fierce smile appeared on his lips.


  “Hah! The Elks Clan!”


  “AAaaAA!”


  Knowing that the arrow she release failed to reach, Pale took out three more arrows.


  “DiEE!”


  As calm as Pale was, regardless of whether it was the clan leader of the enemy before her, she normally wouldn’t be so obsessed with killing him. But the enemy this time was the sworn enemy who took what was precious to her. The violent emotions that stirred within her no longer allowed her to remain as a calm tactician.


  The three arrows gathered into what was almost a single line, a truly exceptional feat especially considering the state of her mind, but even then, her arrows failed to reach her sworn foe.


  Almost as if her antics were no more than mere tricks, Brandika easily cut them down with his Valdis.


  “Why won’t it reach? Even though my enemy is right there! Even though Brandika is right there!!”


  The corner of Pale’s eyes were wide-open and blood was flowing from her lips which she bit. But Pale ignored that and continued to glare at the Red King’s clan leader.


  “Commander!”


  Pale finally came back to herself when she heard that yell.


  Saldin’s cavalry was already approaching for the walls.


  “KU…”


  But Pale still found it hard to give up on Brandika. She glanced one last time at him and grit her teeth so hard it was as if she were trying to crush them, but then she averted her eyes.


  “Abandon Shirak. We’ll escape from the north. The Leon Heart Clan will take the lead!”


  “Understood.”


  Pale had already turned around by the time Zaurosh replied and was once again looking at Brandika.


  “…Next time. I will kill you!”


  As Pale renewed her resolve, she planned her escape with the elves and the centaurs.


  Smoke bellowed from the northern distance. Pale’s sharp eyes told her that the Red King’s reinforcements were coming.


  “Germion Kingdom and Grave the old enchanter…”


  As she saw even the coat of arms upon the flags, she shelved her feelings deep inside. The retreat would surely be difficult. Just being able to come back with half would be considered a success.


  This timing of the enemy’s reinforcements and their position…


  She had to acknowledge it. No. She was forced to acknowledge it.


  That the enemy tactician was indeed the greatest tactician under the heavens.


  With the defenses of Shirak weakened, Saldin and Brandika made their last attack. They passed through the gates and entered the town, but the place was already in flames.


  Seeing the houses burning, Saldin cheered.


  “We’ve won! We’ve won, Carlion! As expected of you!”


  “Alright! Just as Carlion planned, we’ll take over everything under the heavens! Pursue the enemy!”


  Brandika passed a sidelong glance at the flames and prepared to pursue the enemy.


  Carlion watched the flames from a distance, sighed, and looked up at the heavens.


  “A second and a third arrow will be released, Pale Symphoria. Taste it to your hearts content, the pursuit of the Red King… GUE, HA, GOA…”


  Carlion tried to keep back what was welling up from within him and searched for his king, but try as he might—


  “O king, my king… IT Seems the time to bid farewell has come. Please… Conquer everything… under the heavens.”


  —blood came pouring out of his mouth.


  His eyes hazy, he saw Brandika’s figure when he first met him. He saw himself as well, walking alongside Brandika.


  But even if he couldn’t stand beside him, with the exception of Brandika, the one who contributed the most to the Red King, who used up everything he had, was none other than him.


  The tactician known as the Genius Tactician died in a pool of blood he spewed himself.
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  Genius Tactician/Adviser


  The person you choose will have his abilities bolstered. (HIGH)


  Battle Tactician


  A bonus or assistance is applied during battles between large armies. (MEDIUM)


  Divine Blessing of the Goddess of Wisdom


  Your body will be weaker, but your intelligence will greatly rise. (HIGH)


  Fire Breeder


  Luck increases as you cut away at your own life. (MEDIUM)


  


  


  Tl Note: Genius Tactician should actually be Genius Adviser. Made a mistake on that somewhere along the way and it stuck. I didn’t realize until now because Carlion’s title is actually a reference to the three kingdoms, so I thought that was just how I decided to translate it since I couldn’t find a more fitting translation. Genius Adviser is more correct, though. It’s closer to the meaning of the words.


   


  Chapter 213 
The Kishin of Melgion


  “…Sorry I couldn’t participate in the pursuit,” Brandika apologized to Grave, who came back soaking wet.


  There wasn’t any source of light near Brandika as he stared unmoving at the coffin.


  As soon as he had given the order to pursue Pale, a messenger came before him.


  —Carlion has died from illness.


  Although Brandika knew that this was going to happen and had braced himself, his heart still broke.


  “Carlion is…”


  The weather turning for the worse was another reason why they had to give up the chase. Just a few seconds ago the weather was clear, but then it suddenly poured fiercely. It was almost as if the heavens themselves were mourning.


  “It is always a painful thing for the young to go first… But as king, you must stand. You—”


  “I know. But, even a king should be able to mourn a friend.’


  Brandika said as he watched Carlion’s face that was lying inside the coffin.


  “The reason he became like this… Was because he offered everything to me. A friend like that… Who died like that… Should at least be mourned for a night.”


  Seeing Brandika like that for the first time shocked Grave, and he let out a sad sigh.


  Grave seemed to have misunderstood Brandika for some kind of superhuman. But at this moment, he realized that while the back of the man before him was the back of a man who aspired to conquer under the heavens, at the same time, it was also the back of a man whose dearest friend just passed.


  It was man’s nature to grieve and mourn, but a king needed to be strong.


  What a difficult thing to ask, the old man lamented.


  “No one is blaming you.”


  There was a great difference between the death of another person and the death of someone close. The sadness death brought with it wasn’t equal. And that inequality was proof of being human.


  Grave turned his back on the mourning Brandika. If he was the man acknowledged by the adventurers, then he would surely pick himself back up. Grave believed that.


  After Grave had left and Brandika was all alone, Brandika muttered to himself.


  “…Just watch, Carlion.”


  Brandika looked like he was about to cry, but as if he wanted to crush those emotions, he laid bare his fangs and drew an expression that was closer to that of a beast than man.


  “Once more, I shall vow to you. I will defeat the monsters, make everyone yield before me, and become king.”


  The goddess of destiny forced him to awaken even more.


  The next day, Brandika met with the holy knight, Gulland, who came from Germion Kingdom as reinforcement.


  “You’ve travelled a long way,” Brandika said.


  “…No, my apologies for coming late,” Gulland replied.


  Gulland was an arrogant man who would never bow his head unless it was to King Ashtal himself, but in this moment, he saw a dignified aura about Brandika that seemed to distort the air. Just a glance from Brandika, who was sitting on a camp stool, was enough to cause cold sweat to slid down Gulland’s back.


  It was a pressure so great that Gulland felt as if what was sitting before him was merely an impersonation of man and was in fact something else. When he inadvertently started to compare him to his own king, he immediately banished the thought, for doing so would surely result in one being placed above the other.


  “From here on, we will be taking our entire army to vanquish the goblins. You will be coming, I take it?”


  “Of course. That’s why I’m here.”


  In response to the sharpness of the glint in Brandika’s eyes, Gulland stifled his desire to oppose him and nonchalantly replied.


  Grave the Old Enchanter, who’d come from the Holy Shushunu Kingdom after negotiating for peace; Gulland who came from Germion Kingdom as reinforcement; Kanash, a general from Elrain Kingdom; Wyatt a guest general; Saldin, commander of the cavalry. Brandika took all of these generals with him and led the army to the north.


  With a force of over 50,000, Brandika sought to put an end to the battle in a single sweep.


  But there was someone missing from the list of names: Cell the Sword Dancer. Presently, she was protecting Carlion’s coffin as she escorted him to his hometown. This was both Brandika’s wish, as well as hers.


  * * *


  After expanding and adding to it, the fortress of the foggy plains, Melgion, was now big enough to see the western capital. It was so big that there was surely no way one could slip past it. As a fortress big enough to accommodate a large army of 8,000, with a bountiful source of water behind it, and room to raise monster beasts, it was truly a fortress of monsters.


  In the morning, fog would cover as far as the eye could see and the grassy plains would be wet with dew. A group of muddied soldiers pushed their way through those wet grass and returned to Melgion.


  “…You’re back.”


  The Goblin King had already entered the castle and was there to receive the advance party, which began with Zaurosh.


  —Pale Symphoria had returned.


  By disappearing into the rainstorm a few days ago, Pale was able to come back with 80% of the army intact. Though her beautiful face was covered in mud and fatigue, she calmly looked up at the Goblin King.


  “The enemy is coming. We must prepare to intercept them.”


  The Goblin King nodded. He was starting to trust Pale’s talent as a tactician.


  Pale had come back with barely any sleep and was covered in mud, but when the army retreated, she was protecting the back.


  Although it was wrong of her to be so obsessed with killing the enemy, the king lauded her for protecting her soldiers and not allowing them to die needlessly.


  “Once you’ve given your orders, go to sleep. Fainting won’t win us the battle.”


  “As you command.”


  Pale as Pale was, meekly obeyed the king. Her plan simply couldn’t do without the strength of this powerful monster. The last battle made that loud and clear. Moreover, the king’s charisma that allowed him to gather the cavalry here without a single soldier missing was enough to loosen the tightly drawn string within her heart.


  After Pale had given out her orders, around the time when all of the army that entered the castle had prepared their defense, a great army that covered the land appeared.


  Pale was only able to take a short break before she had to attend to battle once more.


  She stood atop the walls beside the king and looked down at the enemy.


  “That’s a lot,” the Goblin King said.


  “Yes. Are you afraid?” Pale asked.


  The Goblin King’s lips twisted. “I’m afraid to lose my subordinates. I’m afraid to die. I’m afraid to lose the people I call friends. But… I’m not afraid that the enemy is many, for beside me are my subordinates, whom I’ve trained thoroughly, and my most trusted tactician, who I trust with all my heart,” the Goblin King said as he turned to Pale.


  “…The enemy will most likely try to surround us and pressure us. Enemy morale should be high from their victory at Shirak, and will try to make this fortress fall together with siege weapons,” Pale changed the topic since she could no longer bear to endure the king’s gaze. “They have a large army, so they will most certainly try to make the most of that; hence, their objective would be to surround us and then wipe us out. Which would then mean that the formation they will take is the Wings of the Crane siege formation.”


  Pale used her fingers to show how this battle would most likely progress.


  “Our army will have to rely on your might to overturn everything.”


  It was here that Pale looked at the Goblin King for the first time.


  “The enemy is a king. He will attack us imposingly… For his generals would not accept him unless he does so.”


  The Goblin King fearlessly laughed. “Since when were kings supposed to fight in the front lines?”


  Pale nodded and turned to the horizon once more. “The battle will be concluded tomorrow morning.”


  The Goblin King nodded with his arms folded and went down the castle walls to gather his subordinates.


  Around the time when the body of the god of fire (Rodo) was shining brilliantly at the zenith of the heavens, the forces of the Red King attacked from three directions. Archers and heavy infantry advanced, but though they were able to destroy half of the traps, they had yet to break through the defensive line of Melgion.


  Night was the hour of the monsters, so when its darkness came, the forces of the Red King stopped their attack and put up watch fires.


  When the night had deepened, the Goblin King gathered his elite within the fortress and spoke to them.


  “The enemy is a great army of 50,000 soldiers! And many battles have they conquered in the south! They are a worthy opponent!”


  All the goblins that were rare class and above listened quietly to the Goblin King.


  “The humans who have relished in the spring of this world! Our brethren who died for the sake of our dominion! The time has come! To collect what is due and honor our brethren!”


  Empowered by the king’s words, the quiet goblins suddenly opened their eyes and raised their weapons.


  “Whether it be against a multitude or a nation, I shall always stand before you to lead you!”


  A spirit burned within the silent goblins as their eyes tore open and looked up at the king.


  “Come!”


  Though the goblins raised their weapons up high in silence, the light reflected upon them dazzlingly marked the end of the southern wars.


  Tl Note: Kishin means fierce god and is made up of the characters oni/ogre/demon + god. I guess you can also translate it as demon god.


  —


  Within the milky-white fog, the castle gates quietly opened.


  At the head of the army was none other than the Goblin King, donned in armor and mounted atop his terrifying carnivorous horse, which he named Sui. On his back was the Titan Dagger, by his waist was Flamberge, and drawn and placed upon his shoulder was Zweihander.


  The Goblin King wore leather armor to prioritize mobility. There were scars on it, leftover from the previous battles, and Sui himself was also donned in armor.


  Behind the Goblin King was his most loyal retainer, Gi Ga Rax, who rode upon a black tiger steed and was missing an arm. He glared at the enemy encampment with a valiant aura owing to his many years in service.


  The noble class goblin, Gi Be Slay, who was chosen to be in the cavalry that was under the king’s direct command was also present. His ability to handle the terrifying horse while only having one arm was truly exceptional.


  The iron legs of the black tigers of Paradua tribe followed from behind as well.


  Further behind were the rare class goblins, who rode upon hipparions and ferociously exhaled a line of white breath as they passed through the gates one after another. And then in between the hipparions and the terrifying horses (andoryu sarkus) were the gray wolves.


  Altogether there were 800 of them that made up the cavalry.


  The goblin army’s most elite battalion advanced through the fog. They advanced quietly, not even making the sound of pushing through the grass, as the Goblin King increased the pace. Within the fog, it was as if the body of the god of fire that was rising beyond the land was trying to exterminate the night god.


  The one-armed Gi Be Slay kept changing his grip on his steed’s reins as he follow the king and made sure not to lag behind.


  “What’s the matter? Excited?”


  The one who called out to him was Gi Ga Rax, who was in a whole another league compared to him. With a body scarred from the previous wars and a body bigger than that of a noble class, the aura about Gi Ga rax overpowered the other goblins. Gi Be owed his life to him for saving him when he was attacked by some humans once.


  “How can I not? I’m so excited I want to bellow out everything inside!” Gi Be said as he clenched his canine teeth.


  “Calm your heart and wait for the king’s orders. The fiery rage is best imbued into one’s technique.”


  Gi Be felt like he was being scolded, so he quickly bowed his head and nodded.


  To him, Gi Ga was the second ruler of the village. Be it in martial technique or teamwork, everything he knew was taught to him by Gi Ga. The king was great and leads them, but Gi Ga taught them techniques to allow them to live.


  Seeing Gi Be slowly breathing, Gi Ga nodded.


  “That’s better. Control the fire within you and use it to scorch the enemy. Make sure to never lose sight of the king.”


  “HA!”


  Gi Ga left Gi Be and called out to Hal.


  When Gi Be realized that Gi Ga had merely come to encourage him, he felt ashamed of of his immaturity. Right now, he was still too weak to reach Chief Hal and Gi Ga. But one day… he thought. And then the wind seemed to grow stronger and suddenly silence had covered the area and the scenery was moving past them quickly. War was at hand.


  —Don’t lose sight of the king.


  Gi Be recalled Gi Ga’s advice and looked for the king.


  —The king is always at the lead.


  Just as the king said before the battle, his back was always at the head of the army. From that magnificent back stretched out a thick arm that held up a great sword.


  —It’s near.


  As soon as Gi Be felt that, he bit the reins and drew the spear from his saddle.


  He pushed the emotions welling within down into the pits of his stomach as he focused his eyes and followed the king. If not for the white fog that wet his skin and the moisture in the air he inhaled, his throat would have long dried.


  The cavalry was moving in full force.


  As soon as Gi Be thought that the exit out of the fog was near, his field of vision widened.


  And suddenly, the enemies were right in front, looking stupid at them.


  “GURUUuuOOOaaAaOOOOO!!”


  The next moment, the Goblin King bellowed out a howl, and Gi Be felt as if his entire body had turned into flames as he howled along with the Goblin King.


  The goblin army begun their rampage.


  * * *


  “So, they’ve come.”


  Brandika had already expected that the goblins would try a surprise attack, so as he watched the chaos unfolding in the front lines, he gave out his orders.


  “Cut off any paths of retreat! Wipe them out!”


  It was a simple decision. Theirs was a large army of 50,000 soldiers. There was no way the enemy could win by defending. They only had one of two choices: either run or attack.


  And they chose a surprise attack.


  Carlion had paved the road for this with the last battle. The reason they showed themselves while pursuing the enemy was to show them how big their army was and drag them out.


  Clashing with the enemy was the most efficient plan. So long as they could kill them all, the battle would end.


  “About a thousand, huh.”


  After ascertaining the target from how much cloud of dust was raised up by the enemy, Brandika immediately ordered his men to intercept them. All the soldiers positioned to surround the fortress changed their target to the incoming enemy. It they could catch the enemy like a net would catch a school of fish, they should be able to easily defeat the enemy.


  “Avoid the fiercest part of the enemy formation and attack them from the back.”


  Just as the plan Carlion had left suggested and Brandika expected, the enemy launched a surprise attack. No, this was no longer a surprise attack. The moment Brandika saw through it, it stopped being a surprise attack and became an assault. The Red King’s forces that was like a multi-headed beast followed the plan they’d decided beforehand and bared their fangs at the approaching cavalry of the Goblin King.


  They came at the Goblin King like a swarm of insects seduced by the scent of a carnivorous flower.


  “…”


  As Pale watched from atop the walls, she was surprised to see how good Brandika was. He was better than she’d expected.


  “Won’t the king be surrounded at this rate?”


  It was the magician-class goblin, Gi Za Zakuend, who turned a sharp glance at Pale. The druids were slow, so he and his men were instead placed in defense.


  “Yes. The enemy’s movements are much better than expected. They must’ve seen through us.”


  “Bastard! Are you saying the king’s trust in you was for naught?”


  Gi Za glared furiously at Pale as he extended his staff toward her neck. Not a hint of his usual calmness remained, and his eyes made it clear that one wrong move and he was sure to kill her.


  “But even if that were the case… My plans won’t lose a second time!”


  But despite that, Pale never moved her eyes away from the battlefield.


  For everything… The defeat in the last battle, the sacrifices made, the retreat that led the enemy here… Yes. Everything was done for this one moment.


  Reflected on Pale’s eyes was the sight of the enemy troops being sent flying one after another.


  —


  “GURUuoOOOoAaAAA!!”


  With the swing of a sword, the iron shield was torn through, and the body of a soldier was sent flying. But despite that explosive strength, the momentum of the terrifying horse didn’t slow down even a little as it charged into the gap. Already its mouth was dyed in red from the blood of several soldiers, but hungry for more, it bit at the soldier’s head before it and filled its mouth with that delightful red of life.


  Sui crushed the head along with the helmet, but it seemed he wasn’t so fond of the taste of iron, as he immediately spat it out, then he vented his feelings on the wall of soldiers in front. A great lump of weight quickly sped toward the soldiers. There was no end to the death brought about by the horse’s hooves. Already the hair covering its hooves was dyed with blood and was a hue of dark red.


  Atop that horse was none other than the Goblin King himself, who swung his two great swords.


  The Goblin King skilfully handled two great swords. With every howl, the enemies would freeze and their movements would dull. And each time, a line of soldiers would be torn apart like a pair of scissors cutting through a sheet of paper. The Black Flames of the Underworld danced on each great sword.


  That was already a kind of natural calamity


  Each time that raging calamity swung his arms, each time would a life be extinguished. It was almost as if there were no people in the plains as that black tornado charged straight for the human king. Supporting the Goblin King were 800 knights.


  “GURUuUOOOAAaa!”


  The forces following from behind were like a force of flame as they chased after the king. More fearful were their howls than that of a pack of beasts as their bellowed howls shook the earth and struck fear into the heavens. Gi Ga Rax’s spear penetrated the throat of a soldier. Cynthia the Gray Wolf bit off the arm of an enemy. Gi Be Slay skilfully used his spear with one arm, and Hal indomitably lopped off the head of an enemy.


  Pale had told the Goblin King beforehand.


  The enemy was the greatest tactician within the continent. It was likely that they might have seen through her plans already.


  But no matter how great a tactician the enemy was…


  They could never imagine such a fast and powerful existence.


  —In other words…


  “Even if they’ve seen through our plan, use your overwhelming power and flip the board upside down.”


  Even if a trap is waiting, lop the enemy’s head off anyway. The plan Pale spoke of while Gi Za’s staff was aimed at her was not really something that could be called a plan.


  This was purely brute force.


  Flip the board upside down and claim victory with the power of a single monster.


  It was precisely because Pale realized that the enemy was greater than her that she took this plan.


  “…It is a terrible plan as far as plans go.”


  But that is precisely why Brandika would not be able to see it coming. It was precisely because he was not an untalented boor and because of Carlion’s plan that he would fall straight into Pale’s plan.


  With the force of a raging storm, the Goblin King broke through the endless wave of humans. Be it the veteran soldiers that have won countless battles or the fire-wielding wizards, neither of them could stop the king now.


  * * *


  “…Can they not be stopped? There’s no more than 1,000 of them!”


  Despite the enemy falling straight for their trap, the enemy’s charge was showing no signs of slowing. If anything, their own lines were the ones starting to collapse. When the staff officers around Brandika saw that, they started to panic.


  “This is impossible. How is this happening?”


  It was ridiculous. The army that was being surrounded was overpowering the army that was about to surround it. The exact opposite of what was supposed to happen was happening. And that very army was headed straight for where Brandika was. Even if that army was still far away, the pressure from it cold be felt from where they were.


  The sound of the monster’s hooves kicking against the ground and the howls of the monster that swung two great swords from atop it, followed by a horde of man-eating fiends from right behind. That monstrous army was approaching them. Despite all the brave generals and heroic soldiers that stood between that army and them, the staff officers could not feel safe at all.


  They watched as the soldiers were skewered, looked up in fear as the soldiers’ heads were sent flying, listened with anxiety as the soldiers screamed from the top of their lungs, and finally stared blankly as the soldiers tripped over each other and the formation itself was broken. To the staff officers, the sound of breathing had turned into an alarm and was getting faster by the moment. The sea of soldiers was being parted, and the Monster King was going straight through it.


  “…We’ve been had.”


  When Brandika said that, the staff officers strained their eyes, and then they saw Saldin’s and Germion Kingdom’s flag moving.


  “Oh! If it’s them, then perhaps!”


  They could stop the monsters, is what they thought. A faint hope they clung to as their eyes narrowed.


  “Damn it! At this rate, the front is going to be torn into shreds!”


  As a commander of a cavalry battalion himself, Saldin couldn’t help but be envious of the scene unfolding before his eyes. That was a true assault. Not the sort executed against a fleeing enemy, but a true assault that went straight toward one’s foe.


  The very sight that inspired many to become a cavalry commander in the first place..


  An overwhelming charge that rendered any and all who stopped it dead in their tracks. A penetrating power that couldn’t be described by the likes of a human cavalry. Seeing that, called forth envy and hate within Saldin. Fortunately, they were enemies, for if not, he would only be able to watch at them with envy.


  What had enacted that ideal form was not only their enemy but a horde of monsters that weren’t even human.


  “We’re going to make our era! We’re going to open an age of man! Right, Carlion!”


  As Saldin drew his long sword, he ordered his army to advance straight toward the enemy.


  “Mind if we join you too?”


  With a great sword atop his shoulder, that was none other than the reinforcements from Germion Kingdom.


  “Can a holy knight lead a cavalry!?”


  “Ha! You’ve got guts, kid. But you don’t have to worry. This cavalry ain’t mine. It’s something that was lent to me!”


  As he kicked against the stomach of the horse, the Storm Knight sped up and tried to ride ahead of Saldin. The cavalry Gulland had brought with him was not his but was lent to him by his sworn friend, Sivara. However, he only had 300 soldiers with him since they were currently in the middle of a siege and no one was actually expecting him to use them.


  “Like hell I’ll lose to you, idiot!”


  But Saldin wasn’t about to let someone one-up him, so he rode faster and headed straight for the Goblin King.


  The Goblin King took down soldier after soldier with his two great swords as he led the charge, but Saldin and Gulland were about to take him down with a pincer attack. Although these two had never really worked together, as veterans who has fought countless times in the battlefield, they were skilled enough to be able to work together at a moment’s notice.


  “You owe me one! Take this! Ruler of Wind and Lighting (Astaroth)!”


  Gulland unleashed a lightning attack toward the king and managed to get his attention, but a swing from the Goblin King’s Black-Flames-Clad great sword was all that was needed to nullify his attack. One swing and Gulland’s attack both vanished while a nearby soldier was cut in two when the Goblin King’s great sword swung back where it came from.


  That was the difference between their strength.


  But Gulland had intended that attack to be nothing more than a diversion in the first place. With both Saldin and Gulland attacking at nearly the same time, that was no different than him telling Saldin that he was going to get the Goblin King’s attention.


  “No one asked for your help! But I’ll be damned if I don’t take it!”


  Saldin’s long sword extended toward the Goblin King’s flank, but what greeted him was not the sensation of a blade burying itself into flesh but that of the hard material of metal. One of the Goblin King’s great sword had deflected his attack.


  “Tch!”


  As Saldin clicked his tongue, he saw the Goblin King easily receiving Gulland’s two-handed attack with just one hand. When Saldin saw that, a shiver ran through his back. That was a holy knight. A represent ion of a nation’s power, and yet here was an enemy that was handling him like a child.


  Although Gulland was covered in wounds after just a few clashes, he still managed to slip past the Goblin King.


  “Fucking monster!”


  As Saldin spat that, he brought his steed around. As he heard the cries of his subordinates being cut in half, he prepared to make another charge toward the Goblin King.


  At this rate, the Goblin King would soon reach Brandika with that monster cavalry of his; so, Brandika tried to start another charge, but the Goblin King was already out of reach. As such, Saldin decided to change his plans.


  “We’ll take them from the side!”


  Saldin commanded that to his cavalry as they turned around counter-clockwise. They would attack the Goblin King from the side.


  “After me— What!?”


  Saldin had raised his long sword over his head and was about to begin the charge when a goblin on black tiger suddenly appeared beside him.


  “Let’s fight, human! I am Hal of Paradua!”


  The goblin’s spear grazed Saldin’s cheek as he said that. The black tigers had split from the Goblin King’s forces and blocked Saldin’s path. As they were riding parallel to them, they couldn’t carelessly charge.


  “Fucking goblins!”


  Saldin slipped through the spear and attacked with his own long sword, but Hal was too quick with bringing back his spear. Saldin found it shameful to suddenly find himself tied with a troublesome enemy, but he had no choice but to accompany him.


  Gulland found himself in a similar situation, as a slender goblin with long arms on a black tiger stopped him when he was about to start his charge a second time.


  “The small fries should stay put!”


  “Any and all who dare impede my king’s path to domination, become rust upon my spear!”


  Gi Ga Rax the Knight Class Goblin thrust out with his long spear outside of Gulland’s range. With such powerful attacks constantly pouring at him from outside of his range, Gulland couldn’t find the opportunity to make a big move.


  “Fuck!”


  Gulland glanced at the Goblin King, but he knew that he was already too far, not to mention too fast. It was likely that not even an hipparion would be able to chase him. The human army was barely an obstruction to them. In fact, from a third party’s perspective, it looked like he was about to get poked to death anytime now.


  “You asked for this, fucker! You’re dead! You’re done for!”


  “Come, human!”


  Realizing that he had no choice but to kill this fly in front of him, a fierce fight began between the Goblin King’s loyal retainer and Gulland.


  Supported by the two goblins, the Goblin King rode deeper and deeper into enemy territory. With nothing left to stop him, the humans started shaking.


  —


  “At this rate…”


  Gi Za withdrew his staff after hearing Pale’s words, but the situation before them was not really something that could be called favorable. It was true that the Goblin King had broken through and was causing panic everywhere.


  But that was it. The damage the king has inflicted was really no more than a little panic. As soon as the humans shook it off, the threat of a surround will once again be hanging upon their heads.


  “Indeed. At this rate, even the king’s cavalry will eventually run out of strength.”


  “Then why would you have them attack like this!?”


  “It’s not an oversight. I have a plan. It’s just that…”


  “What!?”


  “The burden on the defense will become greater. You will need to prepare yourself.”


  “You don’t need to tell me!”


  Gi Za turned heel and ordered his subordinates to prepare to defend. Gi Gu Verbena the Ruler of the South and Gi Jii Yubu the Battle Demon eyed him from the side as they set out with Gi Zu Ruo who led the Brawler Faction.


  “Can you take a second arrow?”


  Pale narrowed her eyes as she saw the departing goblins off.


  Gi Zu headed southwest in order to suppress the enemy that was going around from that direction. Gi Jii and Gi Gu mustered their strength to support the Goblin King, who fought in the southeast.


  “Ready your spears! We shall aid the king!”


  The regiol led by Gi Jii Yubu the Battle Demon raised their large shields in front as they closed the distance to the enemy, then they gathered themselves in a tight formation. The hedgehog formation (trista) was weak to blows from the side, but its defensive prowess and assault prowess toward the front was unparalleled.


  The purpose of their 600-monster regiol was to support the king’s cavalry from behind. Although right now the Goblin King was tearing through enemy lines and had no one attacking from behind, should his assault be stopped once, he could very well be surrounded and wiped out along with his cavalry.


  In order to prevent that, the second arrow was released. Its duty: to destroy the panicking humans before they could get back up.


  “Go, go, go!!”


  Although their forces were made up mostly of normal goblins, the ferocity of their assault was several times greater than that of a human army. With spears as their choice of standard weaponry, they breathed as one and thrust their spears at the enemies that sought take the king from behind. Because of their tight formation, there was none that could run from the reach of their long spears.


  Be it those who turned around and fled, or those who attempted to dodge but failed, or those that tried to block with their shields, only to have their shields penetrated along with their body, all of them perished. And as if it were feeding off their screams and blood, the Regiol that had taken the Hedgehog Formation (Trista) advanced steadily.


  The soldiers who tried to surround the king’s cavalry were pushed one-sidedly by the goblins that left the fortress. The generals Pale had sent into the fray were a pair of goblins skilled in teamwork and a goblin whose army could be considered as the army’s main force. They were strong.


  When Gi Jii took formation and started bleeding the humans, Gi Zu Ruo took advantage of that opportunity to attack with his southern goblins. They used theslings they developed in the Forest of Darkness to throw fist-sized stones one-handedly at the humans. The might of those wreaked even more havoc among the enemy formations.


  After having the regiols of Gi Jii Yubu ruined the formations of the humans, Gi Gu Verbena also attacked.


  “Release the monster beasts! After me! Attack!”


  Gi Gu bellowed, and the rare class goblin messengers beside him brought word to his entire army to attack. They took the Spear Arrow Formation with Gi Gu at the center, and at Gi Gu’s behest, simultaneously howled.


  In the next moment, the dinos positioned at the edge of the arrow’s head attacked the humans. Before the massive bodies of the dinos, some were crushed, some became lost, and some continued to attack, but regardless what action they took, their formation was already broken.


  Gi Gu pressed on the attack and led his southern army to clash with the enemy. The attacks of the goblins were fierce, and the goblins were able to successfully break the enemy line. But it should not be forgotten that the humans numbered over 10 times the goblins.


  The line Gi Gu and his men had broken was nothing more than one of the many large heads of the monster they faced.


  In order to win, the goblins had no other choice but to take the head of the king general of the enemy, Brandika, himself.


  —


  After Gulland and Saldin passed, the cavalry led by the Goblin King easily broke through the humans’ breakwater.


  The Goblin King’s cavalry that rode onwards with great momentum looked like an army from hell. That ominous image burned itself into the eyes of the humans.


  Seeing that, Grave turned to Brandika and spoke, “Let’s send Lord Wyatt and Lord Kanash.”


  “If we did that, then the formation is sure to collapse!” One of the staff officers said that in rebuttal.


  Grave’s eyes opened as he said angrily, “Are you blind!? Are those eyes of yours just for decoration!? There is nothing more important in the battlefield than King Brandika!”


  Grave inhaled after saying that, then as his old wrinkles knitted, he bowed his head.


  “The enemy’s plan is clear. Only by doing this can we keep Carlion’s plan alive. Please make the decision, Your Majesty!”


  “I permit it.”


  As Brandika nodded, Grave deeply nodded, then he took his platoon and led them to stand against the Goblin King.


  “Not even a kishin shall pass through here!”


  Grave was willing to sacrifice even the platoon he had personally raised if it meant killing the Goblin King. If he couldn’t do this much, then he wouldn’t have the face to show Carlion, who had sacrificed everything to bring them this opportunity.


  Grave split his army into two and attacked the Goblin King from two sides. The momentum of the Goblin King’s cavalry slowed down a little at that.


  But that delay was only so they could show an even more terrifying nightmare to the humans.


  As soon as the soldier at the head of the cavalry clashed with the goblin king, blood splattered in the air and the soldier was cut in two. The sight of the Goblin King’s two great swords cutting the soldier along with the horse was nothing short of a nightmare.


  Grave’s greatest miscalculation was the speed of the Goblin King’s cavalry.


  The cavalry led by Grave was a sorcerer cavalry (mana guard). Although it wasn’t on the same level as Holy Shushunu Kingdom’s, it was by no means weak. They normally fought by employing hit-and-run tactics; hence, they were poor at close combat. Still, they did not expect for their casualties to be this great.


  A swing of the Goblin King’s great sword was all it took for him to dispel the barrage of fire bullets shot at him and mow down Saldin’s soldiers dead. Seeing the forces under the direct control of the Red King, which were praised to be powerful, fall just like that before this horde of monsters left even Grave groaning despite his resolve.


  The speed of the Goblin King’s charge was so fast that they didn’t have the time to withdraw. And without even the time to turn around, they ended up on the receiving end of the Goblin King’s attack. The forces under the direct control of the Red King were turned into lumps of meat as blood splattered about.


  But that sacrifice was enough to buy time for the authority of Elrain Kingdom, Kanash, and the guest general from the Blood Oath of the Flying Swallow (Swallow Clan), Wyatt, to arrive.


  “Sorry, we’re late.”


  When the general of Elrain Kingdom, Kanash, said that, Grave, shocked from only being able to watch as his cavalry was decimated, turned around.


  “Please…”


  That was all he said as he bowed to the general before him. In response, Kanash nodded back.


  His army was the most balanced of those affiliated with the Red King. An army of archers and footmen that fought according to the book.


  “Don’t panic. After the archers shoot, we will crush the enemy with our footmen! Bows at the ready!”


  Playing by the book meant that their odds of victory were higher.


  Arrows rained at the Goblin King’s cavalry. It wouldn’t be odd if this rain of arrows hit even the humans’ own allies, but in response, the Goblin King brandished his great sword above his head, and then wordlessly swung it. And then just like that, in an instant, a path was cleared for the entire cavalry.


  At the end of that path was none other than Kanash’s footmen.


  Only Kanash himself was mounted on a horse. The Goblin King rode toward him with his Terrifying Carnivorous Horse as he cut down the footmen that sought to block his way.


  With a breath in, the Goblin King swung his great sword. With a breath out, he pierced with his other great sword. It was a momentum so quick it was as if the rider and the steed were one. Kanash’s army was easily broken through and the Goblin King rode ever closer for Kanash.


  “Your decision isn’t bad, but you’re too soft, monster!”


  When Kanash brought up his shield and yelled that, the Goblin King’s instincts noticed an enemy approaching. When the Goblin King turned to his left, eh saw Wyatt approaching him ferociously. In the veteran brave general’s right hand was a Blue-Siver Steel Halberd (Congo) and on his left hand was a Magic Steel Shield (Fudo).


  “To purge evil, this once, I shall become a demon!”


  The aura about Wyatt gave the impression of a Scarlet Speckled Big Bear as he swung his Blue-Siver Steel Halberd (Congo) fiercely and his hipparion slammed itself against the andoryu sarkus.


  Wyatt’s attack was powerful.


  “But it’s no longer enough to stop me!”


  The Goblin King howled.


  If a normal goblin were to receive that attack, he would surely have no choice but to turn into ground meat, but the Goblin King’s black-red great sword was able to receive it and repel Kanash’s spear.


  “Mu!”


  The force when Kanash’s spear was deflected was so great that he was forced to groan. The speed and strength of the Goblin King’s attack was like that of a giant’s, even though he deflected the spear while receiving the attack from a brave general like Wyatt.


  “Impudent!”


  Kanash yelled loudly as if to reprimand the fear he felt, then he kicked against his horse. His horse was small compare to the Goblin King’s and Wyatt’s steed, but it was already big for a horse. Unfortunately, try as he might to slam Sui with that horse of his, he couldn’t stop Sui from moving. Wyatt and Kanash rode parallel to the king as they continued to exchange attacks.


  Kanash threw away his shield and approached the king to challenge him to a melee. Kanash used all sorts of secret techniques and gave the Goblin King no chance to swing his great sword, while Wyatt’s blue-siver steel halberd (congo) created sparks with the Goblin King’s black-red-speckled great sword.


  But then in a flash, the Goblin King found a way out of their attacks.


  The Goblin King found and opening and brought Sui to Wyatt.


  “KU!?”


  The Goblin King entered the inner range of Wyatt’s halberd and without any delay swung his great sword. Although Wyatt was able to defend with his magic steel shield (fudo), that was enough to allow the Goblin King leave the staggered Wyatt and attack Kanash.


  As the two great swords swung, the general who was at the prime of his life, Kanash, groaned out loud and fell from his horse. The Goblin King glanced at him only for a moment before pressing the attack on Wyatt.


  In less that 10 clashes, Wyattalso fell from the horse, and the Gblin King was free to ride for Brandika.


  “I can’t let you go!”


  Grave enchanted his own staff and stood before the king.


  “You challenge me knowing you cannot win!?”


  With every blow, Grave’s posture broke and his body creaked. Despite that, he still managed to endure three clashes, and was able to buy time fro the sorcerer cavalry (mana guard), Wyatt, and Kanash to get back up on their feet and surround the king.


  But then Gi Be called out from behind the king.


  “Please go ahead, Your Majesty! Bring victory ot us!”


  When the king heard that, he brandished his great swords and brought them to his side.


  “I hereby order you my soldiers!”


  The Goblin King gave orders while riding upon Sui.


  “Trample upon our enemies!”


  “GURUUOOOOOO!!”


  The cavalry led by the GI Be and the Lady of the Lake Shore (Cynthia) turned to the left and the right, and foght back against the three armies.


  “Die monster!”


  Grave managed to attack the Goblin King from the side, but the Goblin King swung his sword and spoke angrily.


  “Your resolve is praiseworthy, but you are better off dead!”


  The great sword that split the old enchanter in half did not even touch the ground.


  “GURUuUOOOOOAAAAAA!!”


  Before the Goblin King that had trampled upon all of his foes was Brandika, who wielded a long double-edged axe.


   


  Chapter 214 
King Versus King


  Pale could clearly see that Brandika and the Goblin King were now facing each other.


  “…Yes, the king of humans, Brandika, will not flee. This entire stage was prepared just for you.”


  The corner of Pale’s mouth lifted as she watched them from the distance.


  When Pale saw the pursuing forces that after their fortress fell, what ran through her mind then was the plan to kill Brandika. With the Goblin King’s strength, no matter how thick of a formation the enemy sought to lay, it was possible to break through it.


  Losing her strong subordinates and retreating after expending all of her strength in an expedition… None of those things was forgivable. Not to mention permitting a head-on charge toward the enemy.


  But as far as Pale was concerned, the Goblin King’s world domination and Brandika’s army of 50,000 were nothing more than pawns to fulfill her vengeance.


  It didn’t matter how many had to be sacrificed, so long as Brandika died, the plan would be a success.


  Pale quietly laughed in madness.


  In order to keep Brandika from escaping, she turned 50,000 humans into hostages and had them killed by the goblins, then she unleashed the Goblin King at Brandika.


  “Touri… Ryutanu… I…”


  As she looked up, the blue sky filled her vision.


  Even her own life was weaved into her plans. Originally, she should have been killed in front of Melgion Fortress after her pursuers caught up, but because of the sudden downpour, her life was spared. It was a heroic resolve though the Goddess of Vengeance has blessed her.


  “No, no… Not yet… He lives yet. He breathes in the air and raises up his weapon.”


  Tears welled up at the corner of her eyes as she smiled a crazed smile and killed her emotions.


  “Ha ha… Brandika, king of humans, your pride shall be your undoing. No, your undoing is my will… Ha ha ha. I bring death to your army.”


  Pale took her bow, then she covered her arrow in oil and lit it on the nearby torch.


  As she pulled on the bowstring and made the wind cry, she shot out an arrow.


  That arrow could be seen clearly even from a place far away from the battlefield.


  “Move out, move out!”


  In a place half a day’s distance on human feet from the battlefield, the demihumans could see that arrow and know that this was an opportunity for them to mobilize.


  “Is that a signal?” Tanita, who led the long tailed two-headed-two-tailed ones, glanced at Fanfan who was currently talking with a giant restless ant.


  “Fanfan’s eyes couldn’t possibly be wrong!” Fanfan said.


  “I saw it too.” The first wing of the winged ones (harpyurea), Yushika, gracefully stretched her white wings and agreed.


  “Hmm… Then let us go,” Tanita said.


  Behind him were the dependents of the long-tailed, 300 lizard men warriors from the waterside in the Forest of Darkness and 200 ratmans. Every one of them were outfitted for battle and looked at Tanita with a gaze full of reverence.


  “Can’t let those bastard centaurs be the only one to look good,” Mido the Tyrant who led the Fang Tribe (Werewolf) said in jest.


  “Aren’t you just worried about the gray wolves?” Luther the Moss-Covered Shell who ruled the Shell Tribe (Papirsag) readied his monsters.


  “S-Shut up!” Mido replied.


  “Fanfan knows. Cynthia was taken from Mido by the king!” Fanfan’s round and cute eyes gazed into Mido, causing him to falter.


  “Like hell that’s true! Damn it! I’m going ahead!”


  Seeing Mido perk up his shoulders as he walked away left everyone wryly smiling as they each mobilized their forces.


  The third arrow Pale shot was a signal for the forces outside the battlefield to attack the Red King.


  * * *


  After overcoming tens of thousands of soldiers, the Goblin King now stood before him.


  Brandika’s imperial guards and staff officers remained yet, but though they raised up their spears, the Goblin King did not see them.


  Nor did Brandika.


  After passing through waves of horses so numerous they could be likened to the sea of clouds, this goblin now blocked his path.


  His body dyed in blood, a great sword in each hand… Already, there was no telling how many hundreds of men and horses this goblin has slain. And as if his body was afflicted with a great fever, white smoke rose up from the goblin’s body. Even though the morning mist had already cleared…


  Should he still call this monster a goblin? He wasn’t sure. Perhaps chaos itself has taken the form of a monster and now stands in his path. The steed he rode upon snorted in displeasure and kicked against the ground.


  Just that was enough to strike unrest upon the people nearby.


  Wasn’t his army that which conquered the south? Brandika felt anger, but at the same time, he felt refreshed.


  What stood before him was a true monster.


  Not a figure of speech, but a true monster.


  Before his might, humans trembled in fear. With his power, he could pull out the mountains, and with his spirit, move the world. Even the soldiers that should be defending him could only prostrate themselves before his strength.


  But that was precisely why he believed he was being tested.


  Before him was a wall so great it was like a great mountain.


  Brandika couldn’t stop himself from smiling. Perhaps the people who did jobs as reckless as adventurer work and those who prayed for peace were completely different.


  Dying on the throne after years of peace and tranquility was not something Brandika could possibly desire. No. Life could only be life when danced upon the borders of life and death.


  Not a trace of regret could be seen on his friend’s face. Carlion himself lived his life exactly how he wanted to live it; so, what reason was there for Brandika to distort his way of living?


  “Move.”


  Quietly, Brandika ordered his shields away, and he moved onwards. This monster that now stood before him. Surely, he must be the King of Monsters.


  It is only when a king stands before death that a king can show his true worth.


  Brandika wasn’t about to lose now.


  “I am the king. Brandika of Attibel Kingdom!”


  Brandika passed through the imperial guards, who looked on with eyes wide open, then he struck his Long Double-Edged Axe (Valdis) into the ground and boldly named himself.


  “Name yourself, monster.”


  The blood-red eyes of the monster looked into Brandika.


  “I am the king, the king that binds the unhuman.”


  The Goblin King put away his two great swords and unsheathed the Guardian Sword of the Giants (Titan Dagger).


  “Hmph… It’s a battle between kings then! Others need not interfere!”


  As Brandika lifted the massive Valdis, he cleared away the dew from the battlefield.


  Within Brandika and the Goblin King’s chest welled up a feeling. Was it joy? Or was it madness?


  “GURUuUOOOoOAAaAA!!”


  “UOoOOoOOOOoO!!”


  Like that the curtains upon this battle between two kings were drawn.


  —


  The goblins fought valiantly to support the king, but the difference in number was overwhelming. No matter how many enemies they cut down, another would come to take its place. The only reason they were able to keep fighting while keeping their advantage despite wavering between madness and calmness were Pale’s excellent orders.


  “Lord Gi Jii’s platoon shall retreat… Archers, three volleys, after me!”


  The enemies in the area, where the arrows fell, stopped.


  “Again! Another volley!”


  Where Pale’s arrow landed, so did the arrows of the elves and the members of Ganra. The strength of Ganra’s bows has gotten stronger after all the battles they’ve gone through. So, when their 600 archers shot their bows, there was more than enough firepower and precision for them to stop the enemy’s advance. As the arrows continued to rain, they managed to bring chaos to the enemy.


  As one might expect, large armies often relied on their numerical advantage. But moving such great numbers required that someone instructed where each unit go and what each unit should attack.


  But no soldier wanted to die; hence, there probably wasn’t a man who wanted to encroach into the land of death and go where the arrows were raining. As such, the soldiers avoided the place where the arrows fell and moved around them instead.


  This created a dent on their formation, causing them to be unable to assume the offensive posture that they would like.


  “Lord Gi Gu’s platoon shall retreat as well. We will use the catapult.”


  Originally, siege weapons were meant to be used against castles, but by reducing their range, they were able to use them as weapons against the humans that were as numerous as the clouds. South, East, Southeast, Southwest. Humans were closing in from almost everywhere they could, and Pale had to deal with them all.


  “Enemies are approaching from the east!”


  Pale turned a little, and when she saw the enemies approaching the castle wall, she knit her brows.


  “Send a messenger to Lord Zaurosh. I’m leaving the east to him.”


  Currently, Pale was giving orders to the platoons outside while also dealing with the approaching main forces of the enemy from the south and the southeast. No matter how skilled Pale was, she could neither summon soldiers from thin air nor multiply herself.


  There was also a limit to how many things a single person could think about.


  “Understood. Prepare the ballista!” Zaurosh who received word from the messenger looked down the castle walls and at the approaching great army.


  “They sure are desperate.” Fase from Proud Clan (Leon Heart Clan) said as he readied the Ballista beside Zaurosh.


  “The tactician’s plans have come together. The Red King’s army being able to continue fighting is a testament to how strong they are. They probably have a lot of faith in their clan leader.”


  Zaurosh aimed his cross spear at the enemy and howled.


  “Fire!”


  As Zaurosh watched the enemy soldiers mowed down, he renewed his fighting spirit.


  “But we don’t plan on losing either. It’s our duty to kill, so that we can protect those we must.”


  Before Zaurosh’s eyes was the sight of the enemy army panicking under ballista fire while Gi Gu’s army cut them down as they retreated.


  To whom victory would fall was yet uncertain, but both camps continued to shed blood and believe that they would be the one to win.


  * * *


  As two god class weapons clashed, shockwaves leaked to the surrounding area. A monster and a human put their pride on each swing, causing sparks to flash as they groaned and sought to crush the other.


  The monster steed of the responded to him and attacked the enemy with its own attack as it stepped forward. At the same time, the king himself also attacked.


  Black Flames of the Underworld burned within the Goblin King’s great sword. One of the things the king has received from the Goddess of the Underworld (Altesia), who ever seduced one toward death, was the favor of the one-eyed snake. In response, Brandika attacked with his long double-edged axe (valdis). A god class weapon he’d unearthed from a dungeon once upon a time.


  The magic axe responded to its bearer and continued to increase its destructive powers infinitely. It even strengthened the physical abilities of Brandika. Brandika swung that destructive power with both hands and equaled the Goblin King, who has felled countless soldiers until now.


  “GURUUuOOOOAAAaAa!”


  “NUUuUOOORAAAaAaA!”


  Even their battle cries were full of valor. Already they had clashed twenty time, but the battle continued yet.


  —


  As the two warriors clashed with neither taking a step back, it was as if two elephants were fighting in the meadows to decide who would reign king. Before anyone knew it, the goblins and humans near them were charmed.


  Though the standpoints of the soldiers were different, their respective kings, whom they believed in, were fighting each other. It would have been stranger had they not been charmed. Gradually, silence overtook the area surrounding the two kings.


  Within that silence, only the sound of their battle cries and the clashing of steel could be heard.


  The guardian sword of the giants (titan dagger) that the Goblin King swung carried with it powerful winds as the Goblin King sought to slash Brandika diagonally down from the shoulder. King Brandika met that attack from the opposite direction with his Long Double-Edged Axe (Valdis). As axe and sword met, they bounced off each other, and then another attack came.


  When the great sword was deflected, the Goblin King brought it back and swept against Brandika from the right. In response, Brandika sprung up his axe and swung down with it. Neither one was willing to yield as they continued to fight at point blank.


  As the Goblin King glared at Brandika, the latter smiled like a beast.


  “What’s wrong, monster!? Is that all you’ve got!?”


  “GU, NU…”


  It was just a little, but without a doubt, the scale was leaning. Perhaps it was fatigue or perhaps it was because he had used too much ether, but Brandika was starting to put out a little more power than the Goblin King.


  Weapons locked, as they each tried to crush the other dead, the God Class weapons cried out. As they put enough strength to crush the molars they grit, the two kings separated, then clashed once more. The attacked they released when they separated cut the air, and the shockwaves from their attacks crashed into the surrounding soldiers, causing them to bend.


  “Die!”


  “Don’t look down on me!”


  They both held the sword above their heads and cut diagonally down with their respective weapons. The trajectory their weapons followed was almost the same. As such, the two weapons were bound to clash. When the God Class weapons clashed, it was as if a small bomb had exploded as the resulting force looked for an exit.


  “Ohh, so you can do it if you try!”


  “Keep prattling!”


  The Goblin King used his will to silence the thoughts within seeking to rage, then he swung his great sword. As he tamed the power bestowed upon him by the gods, he transformed it into his own and swung his sword.


  “Turn me into a blade (Enchant)!”


  As the king used Third Impact (The Third Chant) along with his burning black flame of ether, the flames of the underworld quickly expanded.


  “Come!”


  Nothing was imbued within Brandika’s battle axe. One could tell from his bulging muscles that all he had was pure power, but those bulges were not ordinary. For the vessels along Brandika’s bulging muscles were pulsating.


  That great power was coupled with a god class weapon – said to be the strongest weapons in the world – and unleashed itself against the Goblin King’s great sword. The sound of the impact was like that of a cracked bell ringing throughout the world. It caused the hipparion Brandika was riding upon to panic.


  But the same held true for the Goblin King’s Sui, forcing the two kings to back off and dismount. There was a distance of 10 steps between them. As the two kings confronted each other, after that flash of silence, without any signal, they took a step.


  “URAa!”


  “NUu!”


  As the two powers clashed, the air shook and the atmosphere was cut. The earth cracked under the step of the two kings as they continued to swing their weapons.


  As the Goblin King’s great sword was deflected to the right, he allowed the impact to pass through, then he took another step forward. Like a dance performance, the Goblin King nimbly moved; like a spinning top, the Goblin King turned his back on the enemy and shifted his center of gravity. As that happened simultaneously, the Goblin King swept with his great sword from the side.


  But Brandika had also measured the distance when his weapon was deflected. Having decided that he was a little too close to the Goblin King, he moved back a little. At the same time, he put his entire body’s strength into his battle axe and intercepted the Goblin King’s attack.


  As he let out a battle cry and struck down the Goblin King’s great sword, he glanced at the Goblin King’s great sword that struck the ground and his own battle axe. In a flash, he took a step, and swung his battle axe at the Goblin King’s neck. With his animal-like instincts, Brandika could tell that the monster in front of him had terrifying regenerative prowess.


  Although that was something he sensed partly because of his experience in hunting monsters, he was indeed correct. Dealing a little damage to the foe before him would only spur him even more. What he needed was a powerful blow that would instantly kill the enemy before him.


  The Goblin King looked at his great sword that had been struck into the ground and immediately released it, expecting that Brandika would follow up with a strike of his own. Just as he expected, Brandika took a step forward. In response, he took a step forward himself and swung his fists. No matter how strong Brandika might be, in the end, he was only human. His body was much weaker compared to the Goblin King; hence, if the Goblin King hit him with his fist, the only result would be his face caving in, his bones breaking, and his life ending.


  Because the Goblin King knew that he unhesitatingly chose to fight in super close combat.


  But Brandika’s resolve went above that. The Goblin King’s mighty fist. Even though both of them knew that he would die as soon as that fist hit him, Brandika pushed his head into the trajectory of that fist without hesitation, and at the same time allowed his battle axe to finish its swing.


  “KA!?”


  “GU!?”


  Both warriors staggered.


  The Goblin King’s fist managed to hit Brandika’s head, but what was unexpected was that Brandika’s weapon had strengthened his physical abilities. A defensive power that not even the Goblin King could penetrate. But even then the Goblin King was still able to damage Brandika’s face, as could be seen by him staggering in front of the Goblin King.


  Compared to that, however, the damage the Goblin King incurred was far greater. The magic battle axe had buried itself into his shoulder and broken his bone. That blow that entered from his collar bone to his shoulder blade had indeed left a heavy wound. The Goblin King could no longer feel his right arm.


  But the Goblin King still got back up first. Brandika, who had been hit in the head with a punch, needed a little more time to collect himself. The Goblin King used that opening to kick Brandika.


  “GAHA!?”


  After moving Brandika out of the way, the Goblin King checked his unmoving right arm, then picked up his Guardian Sword of the Giants (Titan Dagger) with his left arm. As the Goblin King felt black ether pouring out of his wounds instead of blood, he could tell that his wounds were regenerating. He wielded his great sword once more as he walked toward Brandika.


  Despite breathing heavily and blood flowing out of his mouth and several of his organs being damaged, Brandika smiled fearlessly as he stood up.


  As the Goblin King gradually regained use of his right arm, he thought of saying something to the enemy before him, but in the end, he decided not to.


  “…Words are meaningless, huh.”


  The Goblin King had thought of asking Brandika to surrender, but after seeing the pride behind that fearless smile of his, he dropped the idea. Could the proud man who claims himself as king of the humans surrender here? The answer was no.


  The moment they named themselves king was also the moment they cursed themselves to keep that name till death.


  Presently, humans and monsters yet lived in two different worlds, but the Goblin King wants to rule them both.


  If the king of the people were to be introduced into the equation, then wouldn’t the monsters and the humans only hate each other? As the Goblin King fought with the man before him, such a question beckoned him.


  That was another reason why he took a step forward.


  “My sword shall crush you!”


  “…Monster, you think I could possibly lose to the likes of you!?”


  As Brandika brushed aside the air with his battle axe, he forced his unmoving leg to step in as fast as he could.


  “NUUoAAAAAa!”


  Blood poured out from Brandika’s veins and forced his muscles to bulge abnormally. Blood infused with ether [1] poured to every corner of Brandika’s body as he moved, from his heart to his liver to all of his muscles.


  Brandika’s battle axe was literally an iron hammer that could crush the earth.


  “GUuRURUuUUuUAaaA aaA AA!!”


  But the Goblin King met that iron hammer with his great sword.


  He took a step, and the ground was crushed, then with his right arm that shouldn’t have been able to move, he gripped his great sword. Finally, as he usurped power from the servants of the gods, he released a blow.


  Two powers, each carrying everything their respective masters possessed, met each other and released a storm of power. In the next moment, Brandika’s battle axe was deflected, and the sword that was used by the titans to claim heads bore itself into the body of the human king.


  The guardian sword of the giants (titan dagger) tore through his blessed defenses, bit off his trained muscles, crushed the bones that supported his body, and severed the pride that may or may not be inside.


  As the Goblin King’s sword crushed the top of Brandika’s shoulders, wrecked everything until his collar bone, and then severed the heart from the rest of the organs, the journey of the southern king came to an end.


  “…”


  Without so much as a word uttered, Brandika fell. And by the time he’d fallen, already he was dead.


  One king looked down from up high, while the other prostrated himself down low.


  And yet, for some reason or another, it seemed as if a hint of satisfaction could be seen on Brandika’s twisted lips.


  * * *


  “Impossible…” Muttered a voice after about a breath after the Goblin King killed Brandika’s.


  That voice echoed throughout the area, reaching the spectators that have been charmed by the battle of the two kings.


  But the goblins were still watching. They stared so hard at the Goblin King it was as if they were waiting for something.


  And then… The Goblin King did it. He took the human king’s sword and lifted it up high, and then he said.


  “Shout out the cry of triumph! Let our victory resound throughout the world!”


  “King! King! King!”


  The goblins zealously called out the name of the king. They struck the ground with the butt of their spear and knocked their shields and made merry.


  It was at this moment that the humans turned around and screamed.


  It was also at this moment that – for the first time – the world came to realize that the goblins were indeed opposing the humans.


  “Trample our foes underfoot! Wipe them out! Already, there is none left who can impede the path to our dominion!”


  The Goblin King once again mounted Sui and gave orders as he wielded his Black-Red-Speckled Great Sword.


  “After me!”


  In order to save the fortress that was yet fighting, the Goblin King rode northwest. Though busied with giving orders, Pale could clearly see that the Goblin King had turned around.


  She commanded, “Open the castle gates and pursue the enemy. Assume the Arrow-Point Formation! Lord Rashka of the Gaidga and Lord Gi Go Amatsuki shall take the lead!”


  “Finally! I was dying waiting!”


  As Rashka hit his club on his shoulder, he bellowed and let loose a roar that has long been waiting for a release. As soon as the castle gates were opened, the human soldiers were crushed.


  In the blink of an eye, word of the Goblin King’s victory spread throughout the entire army. After all, Brandika’s stronghold was destroyed by the Goblin King. There was no hiding it. The various units that gave out orders fell into panic.


  And even the more chaotic mixed army immediately started retreating as soon as they got word of Brandika’s defeat. As a result, a part of the goblin forces was suddenly left with nothing to do.


  “Lord Gi Zu, bring your platoon in front of the castle gates!”


  When Pale saw that, she immediately revised her tactics and gave orders to Gi Zu’s platoon, which was about to pursue the enemy.


  “NU… If I must!”


  Gi Zu gave up on the pursuit, turned around, and provided support for Gi Gu, who was fighting in front of the castle gates.


  Gi Zu’s brawler goblins launched an attack toward the flanks of the human platoon fighting with Gi Gu Verbena. The fists of the brawler goblins brought much pain upon the humans. With Gi Gu’s army and Gi Zu’s army crushing upon them, the Red King’s army had no choice but to break formation and flee.


  As the human army broke formation and fled, the demihumans started attacking from outside the battlefield. Fanfan led a swarm of ants, and regardless of whether the humans were alive or not, they swarmed into the jaws of the humans. As for the humans that crossed the river and tried to run away there were met with the swords of the lizard men.


  “Lord Gi Gi, release the monster army!”


  Just to be doubly sure, both Gi Gi’s monster army and the demihumans’ monsters were released and sent after the humans. By the time most of the enemies had been driven away, the battlefield was already dyed with the light of the setting sun.


  Pale walked through the blood-stained and corpse-filled land.


  “…Vengeance is done.”


  Within the empty meadows, where no living creature was left, Pale cried alone.


  And so, the battle that would decide the ruler of the south was won by the goblins. And after Brandika and Carlion’s death, the Red King quickly lost its momentum, and just like that, the unprecedented kingdom that appeared out of nowhere vanished.
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  Peerless Strength


  Receive revision when strength is increased instantly. (HIGH)


  Fighting Soul


  When the enemy’s class is greater, ally strength, intelligence, and agility are increased (MEDIUM) and the pressure from the enemy is decreased (MEDIUM).


  Divine Favor of the God of Flame


  Charm effect on those with the flame attribute (HIGH), natural HP regeneration increased (LOW), strength increased (MEDIUM).


  Dungeon Explorer


  When facing monsters, gain increased strength (MEDIUM), stamina (MEDIUM), defense (MEDIUM), mana (MEDIUM).


  King Guided by Faith


  Charm effect when acknowledged as king. Charm effect toward no attributes (MEDIUM).


  Duelist


  When engaging an enemy in a on on one combat, mana can be converted into physical powerup, allowing one to greatly increase one’s physical ability.


   


  Blessing of the Ancestor God that Birthed Nations (Ativ)


  After being acknowledged as king, all stats increase (MEDIUM), and charm effect on those with the divine protection of the Goddess of Healing (Zenobia) (Fourth Daughter) (MEDIUM).


  [Item] Valdis


  This weapon has no inscription, so it is not know who crafted it, but from its strength and effects, it can be inferred that it is a god class weapon.


   


  Chapter 215 
Muddy Stream


  “Boooring.”


  A lovely girl puffed up her cheeks and knitted her brows. Corpses could be seen littered around her everywhere. It was the very picture of a battlefield that would strike fear even into the hearts of demons. South from the Fortress of the Foggy Plains (Melgion), in that place where the Goblin King and Brandika fought, stood the lovely girl as she pouted in displeasure.


  “Why is elder sister just playing with her pawns!”


  At first glance, this little girl appears to be nothing more than an unforgettable beauty. A bewitching young girl with an innocent smile befitting that of her age and a slender body that would break when touched. Yet somehow, some reason, she carried with her an aura that reminded one of a powerful tree.


  When the animals, which were sensitive to auras, sensed her, they quickly fled the place in shock. Animals were creatures that would flee from certain death no matter how starved they were.


  She plays…


  Yesterday, tomorrow, and of course, today…


  She plays with dolls.


  Her puppets sought to build a castle of sand, but with just one puppet that would have proved to be a difficult ordeal, so she gave them friends to help them.


  “The king, the soldier, the general…”


  She had many hands.


  Enough strings and hand to cover the whole world, but when the castle was about to be completed, a bad monster came and crushed it.


  “The king was supposed to defeat the bad monster, a hero would arise to save the poor princesses he’d taken captive, and then the completed sand castle was—!”


  Suddenly, the lovely girl changed.


  It was as if she’d donned a devil’s mask, and that lovely girl from before was suddenly nowhere to be seen.


  “The sand castle that I painstakingly built! My sand castle! Was supposed to be destroyed by none other than me!!”


  But her elder sister crushed that sand castle underfoot mercilessly, leaving not even a single trace behind.


  “…I know. I know you’re just venting your anger because dad won’t pay you any attention!”


  But what annoyed her the most was that her elder sister never looked at her.


  Even when she crushed that sand castle underfoot, she didn’t even so much as glanced at her. The devil-faced girl screamed. Even though they had a good relationship in the past.


  “Fufufun. But fine… If you won’t look my way, then I have some ideas of my own.


  She turned to Melgion Fortress.


  It was as if she’d found an amusing toy. Suddenly, that devil mask was gone and that lovely girl was back. The little girl smiled bewitchingly. An intoxicating devilish smile.


  “There are many ways for my strings to find themselves around your toy, elder sister.”


  The girl laughed.


  It was as if nothing could be more enjoyable as the Goddess of Destiny (Liuryuna) (Third Daughter), said to possess a thousand hands, laughed loudly amidst mountains of corpses within the battlefield.


  * * *


  The strings of the Goddess of Destiny (Liuryuna) (Third Daughter) was gradually eating away at the Goblin King’s body. Breaking through the forces of the Red King, pursuing them and causing a sharp decline in their numbers… All these was made possible by the Goblin King’s strong will and body.


  In a flash, Shirak was occupied. Razuel was no better. It was like rubbish before wind, soon to be occupied as well, but then the winds changed, and suddenly, during the war council, the Goblin King collapsed.


  The goblins panicked. Especially, Gi Ga Rax and Gi Za Zakuend who said that they should immediately pull back and return to the Forest of Darkness. They were the closest aides of the king; hence, their influence was great.


  But just when the flow of the war council seemed to be decided, Pale voiced a different opinion.


  If they were to retreat just like this, then wouldn’t all their sacrifices have been made in vain. It would be best to advance while waiting for the king to recover. This opinion was supported by the humans and the elves. Especially, the demihumans. After all, the expansion of the Goblin Kingdom also meant more land wherein they were safe.


  Retreating here would only spit upon the efforts that the king has made and lengthen the war.


  The split in opinions had turned the council into a storm that almost broke the alliance, but that storm was suddenly brought back to a calm with the awakening of the Goblin King.


  “Your Majesty… Are you alright?” Gi Za nervously asked.


  He asked that question so nervously that the Goblin King couldn’t help but be stumped.


  “I’m fine. Look. I can hold my weapon perfectly fine. It’s just the fatigue from all the fighting,” the Goblin King said.


  “That’s good then.” Gi Ga Rax bowed his head and heaved a sigh of relief


  “Milord, please take care of your health. The fighting will only be fiercer from here on. Please don’t push yourself.” Gi Ga said as he bowed his head.


  “I am glad for your loyalty, but you need not worry. Be it age, sickness, or wounds, none are worthy to destroy this body of mine,” Gi Jii Yubu, who was beside Gi Ga, continued.


  As the Goblin King smiled, the rest of the goblins no longer pursued the issue.


  “…”


  Pale alone narrowed her eyes. The Goblin King noticed her gaze, but with a glance, he told her that it was necessary to conclude this meeting first. Pale quietly withdrew and the war council resumed.


  The topic at hand was to decide the policy they would take.


  Pale gave a brief explanation to organize the council.


  —


  “The situation surrounding our army has changed greatly these past 10 days,” Pale said.


  The first reason is because the death of King Brandika has greatly slowed down the momentum of the Red King.


  The second reason is because the path to occupy the south has been opened due to the first reason.


  The third reason is because of the movements of the Kushain Believers, Germion Kingdom, and the Merchant Country of Pena.


  “The main forces of the Red King have retreated to Elrain Kingdom, but they will probably retreat further to Fatina,” Pale said.


  After the Red King lost Brandika and Carlion, they lost all of their momentum and are now on the verge of collapse. There are currently four factions within their forces. The original members of the Red King led by Saldin, the former members of the Elrain Kingdom, the members who want to throw their lot in with Germion Kingdom, and the adventurers that came mostly from the Labyrinth City.


  Currently, all these factions are still together and are retreating to Elrain Kingdom, but each one of them probably have their own intentions now.


  “Thus, the initiative lies with us,” Pale concluded.


  Her strong words caused the demihumans to stretch their backs, while the goblins inclined their heads.


  “Scheme, Collude, Exterminate… There are many paths we can take, but…” Pale said.


  “It will too much time, if we try to kill them all,” the Goblin King said.


  “But left alone, these enemies will become a seed of rebellion in the future,” Zaurosh agreed while mentioning that possibility.


  “…As much as possible, it would be best to take them in as allies,” Pale said, at which the Goblin King narrowed his eyes. “But it would take an equivalent price to be paid.”


  “Speak,” the Goblin King said.


  “Let them serve as shields to our army and atone for their sins in this way,” Pale said.


  In other words, use the humans to defeat the humans.


  “But if there’s too many of them, won’t that lead to a rebellion anyway?”


  The shaman class goblin, Gi Za Zakuend, asked with suspicion.


  “That is a possibility indeed. As such, I believe our army should change its tactics and attack the enemy from many fronts.”


  Pale’s new tactic was unlike the method the Goblin King has been using until now, wherein gathered all of the forces were gathered into a single sword. With Pale’s new tactic, they would instead have the various goblin commanders lead their armies to attack the enemy from different sides.


  “Of course, it would His Highness’ discretion to whom each army should be entrusted.”


  Until now, the goblins looked like they had no idea what was going on, but as soon as the topic of an army being entrusted to someone was brought up, the color of their eyes changed. To be entrusted with an army was to have one’s strength be acknowledged by the king.


  “An interesting proposal. I will consider it and give an answer tomorrow,” the Goblin King said.


  “As you will,” Pale replied.


  The next topic was how to proceed next.


  With the Red King’s death, the threat of the south was as good as gone. A vast open land rife with profits from trading. If they did not take this land now, they would leave their backs open for Germion Kingdom to attack.


  On top of ruling the humans, gaining the rights to the rich southern lands was another attractive prospect. From here on out, as the Goblin King leads his army to victory after victory, the percentage of humans in his kingdom was bound to increase. Being able to reward these humans with land is another benefit to owning the southern lands.


  The goblins would serve the king so long as he existed, but the humans were not like them. Nor were they like the elves or the demihumans who would be satisfied as long as they had the plains and the monsters to keep them company. The humans held with them a desire that was unlike the other races. They were driven by a desire propelled by giant gears built from a monetary economy.


  “It doesn’t seem very interesting to attack a place with no one to fight,” Gi Gu said, unable to understand Pale’s stance.


  “That’s not necessarily true,” Zaurosh shook his head and spoke for the human side. The goblins didn’t really understand, but they nodded anyway.


  This was because there were goblins that have had much interactions with the humans. Though they did not fully understand, they felt that there must be some wisdom to the human perspective. Especially, when the human speaking was was none other than Zaurosh, who has fought by their side and whom they considered as their comrade-in-arms.


  “There are various reasons why humans risk their life to fight. One good reason is for the sake of money.”


  “For these stones!?”


  Gi Gu took a silver coin and stared at it with visible confusion. The goblins risked their life purely for the sake of honor. To be able to fight as a warrior under the king was the same thing as the king acknowledging their strength. And to them, that was the greatest reward they could possibly receive. To that end, they throw themselves into war at the king’s behest. They most certainly did not fight for something like a piece of rock.


  “I don’t get it,” Gi Gu muttered.


  Zaurosh wryly smiled. “People value different things. That’s all.”


  “Very well. We shall protect the south and then bring our soldiers into Germion Kingdom,” the Goblin King decided.


  Everyone nodded their heads to the Goblin King’s decision.


  The last topic was diplomacy.


  “Before that, however, it is imperative that we save the Kushain Believers. What are your opinions on this?”


  The Goblin King’s words caused Zaurosh to knit his brows.


  “I believe they are no longer necessary,” Zaurosh said.


  Before their eyes was a giant pot of gold known as the southern lands. To Zaurosh, who has sacrificed much in this war, disregarding that pot of gold for the sake of the Kushain Believers was not something that merited enthusiasm.


  “We promised them an alliance. Going back on our word now would hurt our integrity,” the Goblin King said.


  “A useless alliance should be cut down.”


  Pale shared Zaurosh’s opinion, but the king disagreed.


  “Among humans, perhaps. But from here on, we will be ruling over humans. If the humans do not believe we can be trusted, it is doubtful that my rein will go well. This decision is final.”


  Upon realizing that the Goblin King had made his decision and had no intentions to go back on it, Zaurosh and Pale had no choice but to withdraw. How they would proceed from here on would be was decided based on that.


  First, the Goblin King would take the entire army to save the Kushain Believers. After that they would fortify their back and conquer the south, and then they would go after Germion Kingdom.


  As the war council ended, Zaurosh called out to Pale.


  “Tactician, do you think you could convince the king to prioritize the south?”


  “…I doubt it. The king isn’t one to easily change his decision.”


  When Pale saw Zaurosh appear crestfallen, she narrowed her eyes.


  “You don’t have to act like this to get the king to reward you appropriately. I’m sure he values you greatly.”


  “!? You noticed?”


  Zaurosh was in a position wherein he had to protect the alliance. That position was his position as vice clan leader, but the clan leader he serves was yet young. If the number 2 were to perform too brilliantly, the clan leader might end up being pushed away.


  As such, Zaurosh felt that he needed to cover himself in mud in order to allow the young clan leader to bloom. Since the war has already come to a juncture, Zaurosh believed it would be alright even if he covered himself in mud now.


  “Still… Integrity, huh? From our perspective, that’s a very distant word.”


  Pale glanced at Zaurosh as he walked away, then she walked away herself.


  * * *


  “Is there something wrong with your eyes?”


  When Pale asked the Goblin King that, he turned to her.


  “Pale, huh.”


  Within the king’s residential area, the Goblin King was looking at the far east from the watchtower.


  “How did you find out? …I see. So, my eyes are going bad.”


  The watch tower creaked as the Goblin King descended from it and faced Pale. There was a difference of about 2 heads between their heights. Pale looked up at the king and peeked into his blood-colored eyes.


  “My eyes haven’t gotten worse. I just can’t see some colors. It’s not a big deal.”


  —Those eyes will lose their color, and then before long, the taste of the tongue will fade, the skin will cease feeling the caress of the wind, the ears will find their holes blocked, the arms would shake, and finally, even the scent of the flowers shall become unknown.


  “…You do understand, right?” Pale asked.


  The king wryly smiled and looked at his hand.


  — The High King’s Oath allowed him to use the underworld’s ether in exchange for inflicting irrecoverable damage to his body. Sight, agility, mana, defense… All of these would be bolstered to the utmost, but in exchange, the damage would be permanent.


  That was the price for using the ether of the underworld.


  Because he had gone beyond the limit of the race known as ‘goblin’. Such a thing was not something that could be done so simply, but even then, normally, the payment for greater power wouldn’t result in one losing his senses. After all, the body would refuse to do so, as doing so was the same thing as burning one’s life away.


  But the Goblin King did break through the walls erected by the thing called ‘race’, and the price paid was the loss of his five senses each time he mustered that great power. A damage that could not be undone was eating away at the king’s body. Permanent damage.


  “Did you meet with the snakes?” The Goblin King asked.


  “Snakes? …Do you mean the servants of the underworld goddess?” Pale asked.


  The corners of the Goblin King’s mouths twisted as he laughed.


  —You will gain power greater than you can possess, but in exchange, your body will rot, the soul wither, the eyes rot, and the ears shall be blocked. The skin would forget to breathe and even the sweetness of the air shall be forgotten.


  And then Verid, whom the Goblin King had been with the longest, spoke.


  —Little brother. You have done well. But the thing called ‘limit’ will come in due time.


  Like a death sentence, Pitch Black (Verid), the Twin-Headed Snake (Bedydia), the Earth-Devouring Serpent (Perseval), 3 of the four snakes that served the Goddess of the Underworld (Altesia), whispered to the king.


  The power the Goblin King possessed was great indeed.


  But that power went beyond what the goblin race could handle. Neither the soul nor the body could contain that power. He would lose his five senses, his soul would begin to separate, and in the end, his body would turn to ash and he would cease. The snakes told him so and all that they told him, he told to Pale as well.


  “Why are you telling me this?” Pale asked.


  Beneath that calm mask of hers, Pale couldn’t help but try discern the Goblin King’s true motives.


  “Nothing much. I just want you to decide where and when I should use my power,” the Goblin King replied.


  “…You must be joking,” Pale said.


  That was the same thing as entrusting his life to her. There was no reason for him to trust her that much.


  “I believe the king should always fight at the front lines and risk his life. A king that didn’t so would lose the right to remain king.”


  Pale wanted to refute his words, but it was hard to say that to the King of Monsters that got to where he was today doing just that.


  “Besides, our army is going to become bigger from now on. Soon it will be too big for me to manage by myself.”


  With each victory, their army would grow. Pale believed that, which is why she proposed to divide the army into separate groups. The Goblin King agreed with her.


  “…You want me to do that which the king himself cannot? You overestimate me.”


  “…My tactician, Pale. If it’s you… No, it has to be you. It is for the same reason that I entrust my life to you.”


  The king was always with the army and was always moving in front.


  “That’s reckless. That is not something a wise king would do.”


  When the Goblin King heard the words ‘Wise King’, the corners of his lips twisted and he laughed.


  “I am the King of the Demonic Children of Chaos (Goblins). Weak and foolish monsters scorned by others as no more than beasts. They who would sacrifice their comrades without so much as a thought. Goblins. I am king to such a race. That is why I must lead.”


  The Goblin King was no longer smiling.


  “If one is weak, then one must aim to become stronger. If one is foolish, then one must learn to work with others. Therefore, I must lead them. So that they might one day be able to live with integrity and pride. And that is why! I can never hide behind someone in the battlefield!”


  The Goblin King looked up at the heavens.


  That distant blue sky attracted Pale’s eyes.


  “Pale.


  I need you.


  Come.”


  The Goblin King told Pale as he turned from the sky to her.


  “…The sky is blue.” [1]


  As Pale continued to look up at the sky above, her face bloomed into a smile.


  “But I don’t hate it.”


  Just a little, Pale felt like she could understand the feelings that goblins like Gi Ga Rax held. It was somewhat similar to that blinding light she found in the human world.


  * * *


  The forces of the Goblin King occupied Razuel, and then advanced northeast.


  Pale’s new system caused the new detached forces to be left in charge to Gi Ga Rax the knight-class goblin, Gi Gu Verbena the ruler of the south, Ra Gilmi Fishiga the hero of the Ganra tribe, Gi Gi Orudo the commander of the monster army. The new divisions needed commanders who could lead an army, have enough leadership skills to serve a variety of purposes, and the ability to stabilize a region. It was the Goblin King who chose the commanders.


  Command of the armies was left to these four goblins, while the goblin forces headed to the Holy City of Cultidian, where the Kushain Believers had locked themselves in.


  After breaking through the Red King, the goblins were in high spirits.


  The four goblins that have been appointed as generals, struggled to be the first to wage war. Pale, who was beside the king, was handling them well. The goblin forces advanced with great vigor, while the holy knight of Germion Kingdom, Sivara, decided to retreat as soon as he got word of the Red King and Gulland’s defeat.


  He would go back to his territory and with the holy knight, Jize, fortify their defenses toward the south.


  On the other side, just as Pale had predicted, after the Red King lost Brandika, they retreated to Elrain Kingdom. By the time the surviving Saldin led the Red King’s forces to Fatina, there were only 5,000 soldiers with them left.


  The forces of the Red King had already split.


  Yet again chaos was soon to descend upon the lands of the south.
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  The hydra or the commander system of the goblin army was brought forward to deal with the now bigger and multifaceted battlefield.


  Pale’s objective is to suppress the south and conquer Germion Kingdom.


  Although the Goblin King’s army was indeed strong and represented the greatest of the goblins’ might, it made it impossible to make substitutions. In the final battle with the Red King, although the only objective was to slay King Brandika, and although the rare goblins had gathered together, the goblins still lost 100 goblins.


  This was despite the Goblin King calling upon the power of the underworld, and Gi Ga Rax the Knight Class and Gi Be Slay the One-Armed Goblin fighting to quell the powerful foes. With such losses, it was evident that fighting consecutively wouldn’t be possible, and so was pursuing the Red King single-mindedly on a land as vast as the southern territories.


  It is imperative that the goblin forces be able to preserve their strength for the coming decisive battles while advancing. Since the fall of the Red King, chaos has been spreading among the southern countries, but the problem now was Germion Kingdom, whom they would be facing next.


  Known as the Land of the Holy Knights, in Germion Kingdom, one can find glory and honor even as a mere adventurer. So long as one possesses power, in Germion Kingdom, it is possible for one to climb society regardless of one’s pedigree. And it was that very policy that allowed Germion Kingdom to become the power it was now.


  Though Germion Kingdom may have lost Gene Marlon the Lightning-Fast Knight and Gowen Ranid the Iron-Armed Knight, it stands strong yet. As Pale tried to work out a plan according to the Goblin King’s intentions, it became apparent that the current system which focused the strength of the goblins onto the Goblin King wasn’t going to work.


  Moreover, the Goblin King himself was unwell.


  Each time he mustered the power of the underworld, he would incur an irreversible wound that cut away at his life.


  The king’s pride was real, and Pale herself thought that was something to be treasured, but it was not easy to use the power of the king.


  As it stands, the Goblin King is a sword that would cut even his own body.


  Often times, it would not be the blood of his foes that would dye him, but that of his own.


  Pale doesn’t believe that the current situation could be maintained without the Goblin King.


  “Watch and I shall make this world kneel before me.”


  Pale didn’t hate the Goblin King that laughed fearlessly.


  He carried with him a pride that allowed him to laugh while saying he would conquer the world.


  And with that pride, he also carried with him a firm will that loathed sacrifices.


  The Goblin King was indeed blessed as a king.


  But going beyond one’s limits comes at a price. Pale knows that the king would eventually have to use his power, but as much as possible, she wanted to keep such instances to a minimum. It was her job to achieve the greatest results with the least sacrifices.


  To that end, she came up with the new system.


  Procuring soldiers was easy. Not to mention that the enemy soldiers could also be added to the human army. And as long as they could secure enough food, the goblins would rapidly increase in number. In order to use these forces well, Pale came up with the Commander System.


  Fortunately, the initiative in the coming wars would lie with the goblin forces. Now that the Red King’s forces have been driven into a corner, any move they make will only cause them to lose more of their strength. Moreover, the old king of Germion Kingdom was not the proactive sort.


  The Merchant Country of Pena also had no army to rely on, and their government wasn’t even in a state where they could initiate a war.


  Right now, the goblins were free to choose where and when they wanted to attack. If they could keep the initiative every time, the scales of victory will swing greatly toward their favor. Pale could already see the goblins cheering in victory at the castle of Germion Kingdom.


  * * *


  Word of the Red King’s defeat at the hands of the goblins had spread not only to the nearby country, but even to the distant small country of Orphen. The Council of Three Towers was the pinnacle of authority within the ivory tower that held a unique position among the nations. The three educational institutions: the Blue Tower, the Red Tower, and the White Tower would regularly hold a meeting.


  The topic would normally be decided by the elder, but this time the topic was brought forward by the small country of Orphen. Although the council had no lack of topics to discuss, from time to time, a country would seek their counsel and they would discuss that instead.


  The topic was regarding the flourishing demihumans.


  The over 70-years-old elder of the white tower, Tanya Fedran. The handsome and ever young wizard, the elder of the blue tower, Floyd Berchen. The highest archbishop of the ‘church’ and elder of the red tower, Serion Harlon, who believes that the Ancestor God Who Birthed the Nations, Ativ, is the greatest of the gods.


  It was under the name of these three elders that the council was held, and they had no choice but to make an unpleasant conclusion.


  “The southern countries have been overrun with demihumans.”


  Serion’s already grim face became even grimmer as he said that.


  “Good grief. There’s really no other way to put it other than that things are really getting bad. By the way, Lady Tanya, what has Lady Reshia been up to lately?”


  The over 120-years-old Floyd asked in that curious manner he usually adopted.


  “…Playing with dirt and planting crops or visiting the orphanages…”


  “That can’t be all. I hear she’s taken a demihuman servant,”Serion said while Tanya was still talking.


  “She seems to have purchased a slave,” Tanya said.


  “Considering what we’ve been discussing just recently, can’t you turn a blind eye to it, Serion?” Floyd said, amused.


  “That girl—” Serion was about to say, but Tanya cut him off.


  “The saint’s decision will not change. She will accept it. Can’t you just watch over her for now?”


  Serion inhaled deeply before speaking firmly. “At this rate, the humans will lose their hold over the world. We must make a decision. As the highest archbishop of the church, and as the elder of the Red Tower, I will not budge from this position.”


  “Archbishop Serion,” Tanya said.


  “But my thoughts as Serion Harlon is different. I still remember when that girl was brought to the Ivory Tower still in her tender years. I don’t believe there’s any reason to burden her any further as long as the demihumans don’t thrive any more than this,” Serion said.


  “I will let her know just how heavy the words she has spoken are,” Tanya said, leaving Serion with no choice but to agree as well.


  “But if we turn away from something just because it is unpleasant, then for what reason have we aged? We should support Germion Kingdom a little. And should the demihumans continue to thrive, then the saint will have to act like a saint whether she wants to or not. And should their fangs reach even the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, then…” Floyd said.


  “I understand,” Tanya said.


  Floyd turned to Serion. “Shall we takes this is an opportunity to announce that it would be a good time to stop the conflicts in the small country. Highest Archbishop?”


  The moment the blue elder called Serion not by name but by his occupation, he had already donned the mask of an experienced machinator that sought to steer the Ivory Tower where he wished it to go.


  “…We can invite the Holy Kingdom Alsas and the Holy Shushunu Kingdom,” Serion said.


  “Very well.


  Well then, Highest Archbishop, Lady Tanya, it was a pleasure.”


  Before the ageless and handsome wizard, Tanya and Serion could only hang their head.


  —


  The goblins are coming. And with the retreat of Germion Kingdom, the Kushain Believers quickly became elated. To the Kushain Believers, who were hopeless from dealing with the siege, such good news was no different from the teachings of their god. Their voices under the castle were brimming with praise.


  The soldiers had fought with the goblins against the Red King, so they recognized the goblins as their comrade-in-arms. The little anxiety they had in regards to them was quickly blown away by the retreat of Germion Kingdom.


  Not to mention that the Cultidian Believers did not even think that the goblins would be so dutiful toward their alliance. Because of that, innocent happiness filled the believers, and an atmosphere akin to that of a festival filled the city. The governing body, however, didn’t make as big of a ruckus, as they watched the goblin army approach half-doubtful-half-hopeful that they had truly come as an ally.


  When Saint Mira got word of the goblin army’s approach from a soldier, she went and locked herself in her room under the pretense that she needed to prepare a messenger to send to the goblin army.


  When Vilan Do Zul followed her in, she had already thrown herself into bed. He could tell that she was crying from her slender shoulders that were shaking.


  A young man like him did not know what he should say at a time like this. All he could do was remain flustered. Still, he was able to muster a smidgen of courage, and after coupling that with the so-called ‘man’s duty’ that he heard from others, he was able to call out to Mira.


  “Milady.”


  “…Vil.”


  Mira’s voice couldn’t be further from joy.


  “Are you… shaking?”


  When Vilan said that, Mira embraced her shaking shoulders.


  “What do you think the goblins will demand from us?”


  When Vilan heard those words said in a shaking voice, he couldn’t help but consider Mira’s position. Goblins going to war was already an unprecedented event, so he could not imagine what they could possibly want.


  Perhaps they want food? Or maybe money? Maybe they want land? And then… he thought of another possibility. It was something that Vilan did not want to think about.


  Woman. And as that thought appeared within his mind, his gaze turned to Mira.


  If there is such a thing as a Goblin King, then the only woman that could possibly satisfy him in Cultidian was none other than Mira herself. Though it would be best if they could give him something else. But really… When the word ‘goblin’ comes to mind, nothing could be a more obvious partner than women.


  Vilan shook his head and brushed away the thoughts of the goblins humiliating his lord, but it was hard to argue against the possibility. At the very least, it was true that the goblins had a stronger army than the Kushain Believers.


  The Red King that neither Mira nor Vilan could defeat despite all their efforts had been defeated by the goblins. As for the things that they could give to the goblins, in terms of territories they had none. After all, they had been driven all the way to their castle. What could they possibly entice the goblins with on that front?


  As for food, they had used much of it during the siege. Considering the coming winter, they did not have much to spare. As for precious stones, they could lend them some, but if they asked for a lot, that would again be difficult.


  As for why, that’s because most of the treasures they had gathered during the holy war have already been exchanged by Mira for food.


  And from Mira’s perspective, she had no choice but to entice the goblins and use them as a shield for the believers. The Kushain Believers no longer had any power left after all the holy wars.


  “…Say something, Vil.”


  As fantasies of the worst possible situation flashed through Vilan’s mind, he did his best to brush those thoughts away, but before he knew it, Mira was already standing before him.


  Inadvertently, he turned his eyes away from her and stepped back, as if trying to run, but then Mira weakly held onto his clothes.


  “M-Milady!?”


  As Vilan cried out, Mira jumped into his chest.


  “…Hey, Vil. Vilan Do Zul. Won’t you take me away?”


  Hearing those words that the young general had never even once dreamed off, left him too shocked to reply.


  “…Coward.”


  “…My… apologies.”


  “Hmph.”


  Mira lightly pushed Vilan’s chest, then she brushed him off and she gallantly walked away.


  “When you think about it… I could save the lives of 10,000 people in exchange for my body. From that perspective, I suppose it’s not such a bad deal. It’s basically no different from prostitution.”


  Not a hint of that earlier weakness could be seen in Mira as she brushed up the golden hair on her shoulders.


  “…Milady, I…”


  “How long are you planning to stand there? I still need to prepare for the negotiations with the goblins. Get yourself together, Vil! The only one who can protect me is you.”


  “…Yes!”


  Vilan shook his head as he warned himself not to think of anything unnecessary for now.


  Negotiations were also a kind of battlefield, after all.


  The young empress embellished her own body as she set off for war.


  —


  Negotiations were set to be held at a town that was within a former territory of the Kushain Believers. It was about a day’s distance from Cultidian. The this place was chosen was partly because of the Goblin King’s consideration that made him wonder if he should bring in the army or not and partly because of Mira wanting to get as much of an advantage as she could in the negotiations.


  It was at the highest place of the town, within the mansion of the feudal lord that the meeting was held.


  The Goblin King couldn’t sit on a normal chair, so Mira and her people hurriedly went to prepare a special chair. Unfortunately, the chair still creaked, causing the feudal lord’s face to pale. Present in the meeting were the Goblin King himself, his tactician, Pale, Gi Za Zakuend the Wizard Class Goblin, and Felbi the Elven Warrior.


  On the Kushain Believers’ side was Saint Mira, Vilan the Young Tactician, and the old commanding officers that organized the army. Around the manor were the soldiers of the goblins and the Kushain Believers. Both forces glared at each other.


  “Greeting, Goblin King. I am Mira Vi Burnen.”


  Mira gazed into the Goblin King’s red eyes without cowering, earning the Goblin King’s nod.


  “On behalf of my people, I thank you for coming to our aid as allies and rescuing us.”


  “It is only right that we help you. We value integrity, after all. Still, we too have something we seek.”


  When the Goblin King suddenly brought up the critical part of an alliance, Mira couldn’t help but gulp. Although the Goblin King had said what he said, to Mira it sounded like he was demanding them to give them something worthy of their integrity. Mira continued to smile, but behind that facade, she was desperately racking her brain, trying to figure out just what it was that the goblins wanted.


  “So, you say, but did you not kill the late patriarch after betraying him?”


  It was an elder who yet remembered fighting the goblins who said that with a calm but poisonous tongue.


  “It is only natural that death be given to the insolent. To dare demand tribute from my king is more than enough reason to be bestowed death.”


  Gi Za Zakuend smiled coldly as he glared at the three people in front of him. That was a threat. Should they act rudely before the king, the same fate shall await them, is what he was basically saying, though he did not say it out loud.


  As Gi Za tussled with the old man, Mira sighed and looked at the Goblin King with resolve.


  “King of Goblins, your majesty, if you could please allow us some privacy, there is something I would like to ask of you.”


  Most of the people from the goblins’ side were confused. But they did not think that these representatives would try to harm anyone during negotiations. In the first place, the person asking for privacy was none other than a young woman.


  “Are you saying that this request of yours cannot be given with these people present?” The Goblin King asked with much confusion.


  How could they negotiate if they were alone? The Goblin King knew that the goblins weren’t trusted. But without witnesses, even if they successfully formed an agreement with the Kushain Believers, they wouldn’t be able to change that commonly held prejudice against them.


  The Goblin King’s real objective was to use this negotiation as a way to gradually strengthen their alliance. An alliance wherein the goblins were masters and the Kushain Believers were subordinates.


  “Yes…”


  Mira replied in a small voice with her eyes downcast.


  The Goblin King was very confused, but try as he might, he couldn’t possibly think of a way for this little girl to be able to hurt him. They call her a saint, but he couldn’t feel anything that could charm him like he did from Reshia.


  Since he couldn’t even sense the blessings of the gods on this girl before him, the king didn’t think there was anything to be feared.


  “Very well. I shall ask them to leave then.”


  Gi Za looked at the humans with suspicion and confusion, his gaze bare with displeasure, but he said nothing as he exited the room. Felbi didn’t particularly care and simply left as told. Pale, on the other hand, could tell that one of the men from the Kushain Believers were staring daggers at the king, so she walked up to the king before leaving and whispered at his ears.


  “I hope you don’t let your lust get the better of you and attack the girl. It simply wouldn’t do if we had to kill everyone who came to negotiate with us.”


  Pale said those things without the slightest hint of concern, leaving the Goblin King even more confused.


  “You think this is a honey trap?” The Goblin King asked. “But I can’t even sense the slightest trace of the gods from that girl.”


  “Sometimes, humans do really foolish things even when they’re aware of how foolish it is. No matter. Remember, you mustn’t succumb to your lust.”


  “…You know I’d appreciate it if you could trust me more. Don’t you people call me your ‘wise king’?”


  “I beg your pardon then.”


  Pale chuckled a little before exiting the room and leaving the Goblin King and Mira to themselves.
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          Level

        

        	
          5

        
      


      
        	
          Job

        

        	
          Border Warrior

        
      


      
        	
          Possessed Skills

        

        	
          Spear Mastery B+; Giant Swing; Triple Thrust; Quick Thrust; Possessed Skills; Pinwheel; Arbitrator; Guide; Lightbringer; Flame Attack; Divine Protection of the God of Flame
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          God of Flame

        
      


      
        	
          Attribute

        

        	
          Fire

        
      

    
  


  
Arbitrator Charm effect on those with the opposite attribute. (LOW)


  Guide Charm effect on people of the same race. (LOW).


  Lightbringer Those with levels lower than one’s self will receive a bonus to fighting spirit, strength, agility, and ether. (LOW)


  Flame Attack Clads one’s weapons in flame and increases damage dealt. (LOW).


  Divine Protection of the God of Flame Resist against the charm effects of other gods. (LOW).
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          Heaven-Sent Child of the Wind; Sword Mastery A-; Bow Mastery B-; Inspire; Ether Manipulation; Guidance of the Goddess of Wisdom; Forest Dweller; Sword Dancer; Guardian of a Race; Bestowed Talent
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          Attributes

        

        	
          Wind

        
      


      
        	
          Abnormal Status

        

        	
          Seven Duels Seven Losses
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          Blessing of the Forest God

        
      

    
  


  
Sword Dancer When using a sword, receive a bonus that corresponds to the attribute (MEDIUM). Because of wind attribute, it will be possible to increase one’s sword speed and create shockwaves.


  Guardian of a Race Charm effect on those of the same race. (MEDIUM)


  Bestowed Talent When using two or more weapon types, the skill mastery applied will be the one with a higher rating.
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          Bow Master; Guardian

        
      


      
        	
          Possessed Skills

        

        	
          Seal Ether; Deep Schemes; Inscrutable Stratagem; A Tactician’s Wit; Magic Manipulation; Chivalry; Bow Mastery A-; Wind’s Voice; Glorious Race; Commander of a Large Army; Bow Master of the Elves
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Commander of a Large Army Receive a bonus when controlling a large army. (HIGH) The odds of a plan succeeding will also increase. (LOW).


  Bow Master of the Elves Receive a bonus when fighting with other archers. (MEDIUM)


   


  Chapter 217 
Negotiations for an Alliance 2


  Mira Vi Burnen was a 17 years old girl. A blooming maiden before whom even the flowers blushed. Blessed with beauty and a unique lineage, and an appearance further polished by the day, it was not at all embarrassing for her to appear before others. But although no fault could be found in her as a princess, she currently stood at the crossroad of her life.


  Before her was a giant goblin, whose stature was four heads taller with muscles bulging, upon which was a head with dazzling blood-colored eyes that could stare a man to death. From his mouth could be seen fangs peeking. Each sharp enough to tear apart her flesh.


  When Mira thought of those things sinking into her flesh, she couldn’t help but shiver.


  She thought to herself. It wasn’t like she was going to be killed. She was just going to have to play the harlot a little… Pour him a drink, cuddle close, seduce him… When Mira’s thoughts reached that point, her downcast eyes looked up at the goblin a little.


  Why did she have to ask the two of them to be left alone? Mira immediately regretted her decision. The giant goblin believes that Mira had something she wants to talk to him about. His red eyes were glued to her. Mira resolved herself. She had to do everything she could even if she had to push herself.


  “I-I-It sure is— Hot. Today isn’t it?”


  “…Really?”


  What am I saying? Mira thought to herself as she kept down the urge to face-palm right there and then. She needed to find a topic and find favor from the goblin. But when she started thinking about it, she realized that she had no idea how goblin brains worked. As she desperately racked her head for a topic they could both relate to, an idea came to mind.


  “What do goblins normally eat?”


  “…Surely meat.”


  An audible gulp resounded in the room.


  Does that include human meat? Mira wondered, but she was too scared to ask. Suddenly, it felt like those giant fangs peeking out of the goblin’s mouth was sparkling.


  “R-Right…”


  Mira’s eyes started swimming out of her control. If the Goblin King were to confirm her fears and say ‘I would eat you too’, she probably wouldn’t be able to resist. When such a bloody image flashed through her mind, she shook her head, trying to brush it away.


  “If you feel bad, I can call someone over.”


  “No. Please don’t. I implore you.”


  She mustn’t show an unsightly appearance here, Mira scolded herself as she stood up from her chair. Though her hands and feet were shaking, she was somehow able to smile and say,


  “L-L-Look. I’m perfectly fine.”


  “That’s good to hear then…. So, what was it that you wished to ask of me?”


  Sensing that the goblin before her was not happy, she desperately did her best to calm herself down. Unfortunately, the resulting image as she turned around was rather awkward.


  As far as the Goblin King was concerned, he merely said those words, so he could allow this sickly young girl to be able to excuse herself sooner rather than later. An act of kindness on his part. Unfortunately, he had forgotten how terrifying his current visage was, which was that of a monster above monsters. Although the Goblin King had forgotten that one important tidbit, it would’ve still been fine if he were dealing with the goblins, whom he ruled over, but a human who has never made contact with the goblins, much less a princess raised on flower and honey, was simply asking for a disaster.


  If even the orcs would retreat in fear upon witnessing the Goblin King’s visage, what more a young flower? It would have been stranger were she able to talk to him normally.


  Of course, there are exceptions, such as Shumea and Yoshu. But neither of them should ever be used as a standard for expectations. The woman had balls of steel and her younger brother was just too busied with work all his life to give a damn anymore. Using them as a standard would simply be doing injustice to poor Mira.


  Though the Goblin King’s knitted brows actually meant he was perplexed, Mira interpreted that to mean that he was displeased with her. With no time left, Mira decided to pull out her trump card.


  —If you push a man down and let him grope your breasts, the rest will follow. You should try it too when you grow up.


  That was one of the words of wisdom given to her by her uninhibited mother. Right now those words served as a kind of encouragement that pushed her from the back.


  Ah, whatever! I don’t care anymore! Mira thought as she lunged toward the Goblin King and embraced his huge arm. After shedding all appearances, she did as her mother told her and pushed her breasts, whose size was emphasized by her tight corset, and pushed them onto the hard skin of the goblin.


  She wrapped her two arms around the Goblin King’s arm, and pushed her breasts into it.


  Unfortunately, her mother never told her what came next. Try as she might to ask her mother in her memories, no answer came. Meanwhile, the Goblin King just looked at her, wondering what was up. Their gazes met.


  “…”


  “…”


  They stared at each other wordlessly, both very confused.


  This goblin is weird, thought Mira.


  This girl is weird, thought the Goblin King.


  I’ve pushed my breasts into you like this and your not showing any reaction? Mira tilted her head in confusion.


  Why is she suddenly hugging my arm? The Goblin King titled his head in confusion.


  Because of this the Goblin King calmly decided to himself that he had thought too highly of her.


  “What… are you doing?” The Goblin King solemnly asked.


  “Umm…”


  Naturally, Mira couldn’t just come out and say that she was using her body to try and seduce him. Mira unnaturally averted her gaze from the Goblin King’s. She looked like a poorly made doll as she looked away.


  In response, the Goblin King looked at her back as if he might be able to see something. The Goblin King began to wonder if perhaps he simply couldn’t feel it, but the god of the Kushain Believers, Kushain, was in fact controlling the girl.


  But try as he might, he really couldn’t find any trace of that pressure from the gods that could push him down. If so, then what could this girl possibly want? The Goblin King once again looked at Mira.


  “…Hmm.”


  If he couldn’t feel anything from the gods on her, then she must be acting on her own accord. But why? The Goblin King wondered as he looked down at her from above.


  Her white skin could be seen peeking out from the tip of her shoulders. Her corset bound her body tightly and emphasized her breasts. Her slender arms that were wrapped around his arm seemed fragile and pale to the point that it felt as if the sun had never touched it. And her short skirt, allowed her white legs to expose themselves.


  “Could it be?”


  After the Goblin King’s thoughts reached this point, he finally touched upon the possibility.


  The Goblin King had tacitly rejected Pale’s suggestion that the humans might be trying to lure him into a honey trap.


  But perhaps she was right, and this girl was in fact planning to tell everyone that he attacked her, so that she might be able to rekindle their fighting spirit and make her people fight him once more… No. That didn’t make sense. Just as Pale said, if they killed everyone here, any claims she makes would be rendered meaningless.


  The Goblin King pondered once again and looked at the situation from an outsider’s perspective.


  A young maiden was wearing clothes that exposed much of her skin and was currently hugging the arm of a man. Though a monster, the Goblin King was still a man. If so, then…


  “…Are you trying to seduce me?”


  —


  When the Goblin King saw Mira’s shoulders shake with a jolt, he sighed deeply.


  “Eek!?”


  Suddenly, Mira was lifted up by the arm she was clinging to and then sat atop the table.


  The Goblin King looked her in the eye.


  “Listen well, Mira Vi Burnen. This misunderstanding will help neither of us. What I seek is not pleasure for the sake of an individual, but for us to be able to work together so that we may prosper our respective people.”


  For a moment, Mira had no idea what the goblin was telling her, but gradually, the meaning of the his words sunk in.


  “Then… Are you goblins really planning to work with us?”


  “Naturally.”


  “…And if we can’t cooperate or agree to the conditions?”


  “That’s why we are talking. At the very least, it’s precisely because we believe that the Kushain Believers have value that we formed an alliance with you and saved you from Germion Kingdom.”


  After being told that directly, Mira could only open her eyes wide.


  This goblin was really trying to negotiate with them as equals. After being remonstrated that much, Mira naturally had to respond. The confused girl from before vanished as Mira left the Goblin King’s arms, fixed herself, and then donned a face that could only belong to a statesman before facing the Goblin King once more.


  “…Please excuse my earlier behavior, king of a neighboring country. If I may be so frank, what exactly is it that you seek from us? We do not exactly have an army that could help you.”


  “Acknowledge my people and our right to our lands. Do this, and I promise you that we will not bare our fangs against you. We’ll start from there. As for the finer details, we’ll work them out gradually.”


  Mira continued to look at the Goblin King as she considered the cons and pros of acknowledging them. Germion Kingdom and the Holy Shushunu Kingdom probably won’t be happy. Economically speaking, some people might flee from their country. Others might even criticize them and call them traitors.


  But should they refuse the Goblin King, who would save them? Germion Kingdom was a potential enemy. And although they’ve been trading with the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, after having caused a war, it is doubtful that they still see them in a favorable light.


  “We will acknowledge you. First, we’ll inform the people of Cultidian of the renewal of our alliance, and then we’ll make a declaration to the neighboring countries.”


  After deciding on several conditions, the two decided to take a break, but the Goblin King was looking suspiciously at Mira.


  “Why won’t you move from there?”


  “…I can’t stand.”


  Mira was beet red when she said that. Hearing that, the Goblin King decided to help her, so he took her into his arms and lifted her like a puppy.


  “My… apologies,” Mira said with much embarrassment.


  “Don’t worry. It happens a lot,” the Goblin King said.


  “Princess, it’s almost time…” Vilan said as he suddenly opened the door.


  More time had to be spent to clear up the misunderstandings of those who suddenly entered the room, but regardless, both parties left the meeting with good results.


  The Kushain Believers acknowledged the founding of a country of monsters and demihumans, leading to the surrounding countries doubting the sanity of the Kushain Believers as they proclaimed that they would cut off all relations with them.


  Despite that Mira only told Vilan that she resolutely spurned their complaints with her tongue sticking out and with words not all fitting of a princess.


  “Have maggots infested their brains? How could it be any concern of ours if enemies cut off all relations with us.”


  Mira ignored Vilan’s rebukes as she smiled.


  “Still, there sure are some strange things in this world. Who would’ve thought that the day would come when I would speak with a goblin as an equal.”


  Within Mira’s eyes flashed a twinkle that Vilan knew all too well in their youth. That was the look of a little girl brimming with curiosity.


  * * *


  After signing a non-aggression treaty with the Kushain Believers, the Goblin King vigorously advanced through the yet chaotic southern region with his soldiers. The four generals that were appointed earlier were sent out throughout the land.


  The first target was Elrain Kingdom. It was already weakened by the civil wars, which allowed the Red King to take over it. And with the desertion of its famed generals, its army couldn’t be any weaker. With the city states left with just enough soldiers to maintain public order, the 4 generals were free to go and conquer them.


  The goblins fought under the pretense that the Kushain Believers had previously declared war.


  The goblins wanted to make it clear that this was not a battle between monsters and humans but that between countries. AS such, they did not forget to be generous to those who surrendered. In the blink of an eye, the goblins overtook 14 cities, and in less than a month, they were already approaching the capital of Elrain Kingdom.


  Although Elrain Kingdom ignored the goblins’ demand to surrender, before the might of the four generals, they were utterly defeated.


  Gi Gi let loose the monster beasts to crush the enemy formation, while Gi Gu Verbena mercilessly attacked from the flanks. On top of that, the soldiers under the king’s direct command, the forces led by Gi Go, worked together with Gi Jii to support them and completely crush the enemy resistance.


  Ra Gilmi Fishiga slipped into the dark of the night and shot arrows at the enemy city, while Gi Ga Rax led the cavalry and stopped the enemy soldiers planning to escape.


  The four generals that worked together were like four fiendish arms that acted according to the king’s will.


  While all this was happening the king himself was watching from a place where he could see the entire capital.


  “I’ll be honest. There is no need for you to fight here.”


  After Pale reminded him that, even Gi Za, Gi Jii, and the rest of the goblins stopped him from departing for battle, leaving him helpless and slightly unhappy as he watched the battlefield, a mere spectator.


  “But you know…” The Goblin King tried to argue.


  “You told me that I would be the one to decide where and when you fight. I became your tactician because you promised me that. Are you planning on going back on your word so quickly?” Pale asked.


  “Ugh… Fine.”


  “We’re still technically at the frontlines, you know? It just so happens that it’s safe enough here that all you really need to worry about is a stray arrow hitting you…”


  The king was speechless.


  The king didn’t really feel like winning an argument against Pale, so he decided to just keep quiet and behave.


  “Besides, lording over your soldiers from here isn’t useless either. Your soldiers and generals are doing their best to show off their power. It’s your duty to acknowledge their strength and choose the worthy among them.”


  “I know. I won’t join the battle this time.”


  Seeing the Goblin King watching over the battlefield from atop Sui with folded arms was the greatest encouragement to the goblins.


  “Onwards! His Highness is watching us! Don’t let even a single scratch fall on your backs!”


  Gi Jii yelled as he led his pikemen to penetrate the enemy formation and destroy it.


  “These weaklings are not worthy of His Highness’ sword! Destroy them!”


  Under the might of Gi Za Zakuend’s druids, the enemy was cleaned up.


  “Drop your weapons and surrender! The king will be lenient to the defeated!”


  Gi Ga Rax ran around the battlefield and demanded the enemy soldiers to surrender.


  Like that Elrain Kingdom, which was said to be the heart of the Southern Free Cities, fell easily before the might of the goblin army. When Elrain Kingdom accepted the goblins’ demand to surrender, the royal family appeared and gave their seal of approval. Like this Elrain Kingdom was annexed by the goblins.


  After this the goblin armies split to four directions, each general likened to the four giant snakes of old, as they devoured the city states of the south. There were few city states that could stand before the might of the goblins. Moreover, because the rule of the goblins was far more lenient than they expected, the dominion of the goblins grew in the blink of an eye.


  The four generals knew that they could not fight in the same way they did when they fought with the king. To fight with the king was for the goblins to muster all of their strength. But alone, they had no one else to rely on but themselves. The reality that they did not have enough pawns quickly became apparent.


  As such, the four generals took it upon themselves to compensate for that in their own ways. When Elrain Kingdom fell, the goblins that were appointed as generals were also granted the honor of carrying their own flags.


  The king’s flag was colored red, and on it was a black sun. Gi Ga Rax’s flag used a black tiger and a spear as its motif. Gi Gu Verbena used an axe and a sword. Gi Gi Orudo, a monster beast and a shield. And Ra Gilmi Fishiga, a bow and an arrow. The reason they used their specialties as their coat of arms was because they wished to display their achievements in battle to the king.


  Of course, the goblins couldn’t have possibly crafted such detailed objects. These things were prepared by the Kushain Believers and the people of the western capital.


  The goblins had no sense for such subtleties, so it was up to the craftsmen to express the goblin generals’ traits with their sense of aesthetics.


  The spear and black tiger flag, Gi Ga’s forces, went to the Labyrinth City.


  The axe and sword flag, Gi Gu’s forces, went to Pena.


  The twin-headed monster and axe flag, Gi Gi’s forces, went to Fatina.


  The bow and arrow flag, Ra Gilmi Fishiga, went to the north and returned to the west.


  As each goblin went to their appointed region, the humans shook. After losing anyone who could have served as their clan leaders, the humans could no longer resist the goblins on a large scale, leaving the goblins free to expand their dominion. Before the tactics of the goblins, the humans could only stand defeated and lose their cities.


   


  Character Introduction 
(Southern Wars Volume) I & II


  Goblin Side


  Protagonist (Imperial Class)


  A human from another world who reincarnated into this world as a goblin. He once lost his mind due to starvation and hunted a monster to satiate it. He is currently revered by the goblins, and has promised to create a kingdom for them as their king. He is under the protection of the Goddess of the Underworld, and after uniting the various races of the forest has invaded the land of the humans, taking the first step in his path to world domination. He has since thrown himself in to the battles of the southern region.


  Gi Ga Rax (Knight Class)


  A spear-wielding goblin who is the first goblin from Gi Village to evolve into a rare class. He is a firm believer of the king and he has sworn fealty to him. He lost his right arm and left leg, but he managed to pick himself back thanks to his indomitable will. He is currently leading other wounded goblins like him to fight for the king. He calls his platoon the imperial guards. He is one of the four generals appointed by the king.


  Gi Gu Verbena (Duke Class)


  Former leader of the village that has now become the parent organization of the protagonist’s horde. He was a rare class at the time, but he was still subdued by the protagonist’s powerful howl, and became his subordinate. He specializes in the long sword, but he can use any close combat weapon. His real specialty lies in fighting with others. He conquered the goblins from the southern region and is now leading a force second only to the king’s horde. He is one of the four generals appointed by the king.


  Gi Go Amatsuki (Baron Class)


  In the face of being killed by the gray wolves or swearing fealty to the protagonist, he chose to swear. His preferred weapon is a curved sword, as it can cut his prey easily. He has received the divine protection of the Sword God, and once ended up pointing his sword to the king due to his influence. Ashamed of his weakness, he left the village. After a long time of wandering, he returned a new man and killed the Holy Knight, Gowen, who he once lost to.


  Gi Za Zakuend (Wizard Class)


  A mage goblin who lived in a village situated by the roots of a great tree. He became the protagonist’s subordinate after losing to him in a duel. He is a firm believer of the king and has sworn fealty to him. His appearance resembles that of humans. He has received the divine protection of the wind god.


  Gi Gi Orudo (Duke Class)


  A beast tamer, a goblin who can talk to animals. He came from the same village as Gi Gu, and currently has a triple head as his main beast. His preferred weapon is an axe. He is currently fighting as a part of the detached force responsible for conquering the colonial city. One of the appointed four generals of the king.


  Gi Ji Arsil (Duke Class)


  A goblin who can use the Meld skill, and thus, specializes in reconnaissance. He gets along well with Gi Gi and has fought as a pair with him plenty of times. He used to prefer a long sword, but after specializing in reconnaissance, he has since switched to a dagger. He has learned the Assassinate skill, and is merciless to all who oppose the king. He is a professional at instantly killing people.


  Gi Zu Ruo (Duke Class)


  When he was young, he lost his mind when Gi Ga was deeply wounded during the battle of the orcs. Using the Mad Dog skill, he was able to take down three orcs by himself. He is a powerful goblin, who has received the divine protection of the mad god. At the king’s behest, he went to the northwestern part of the Forest of Darkness to increase their forces. He was able to win against a mindless giant and solidify his footing in the northwestern part of the Forest of Darkness.


  Gi Zo (Druid Class)


  A water mage from Gi Za’s village. He was tasked to protect the village by the protagonist. He has received the divine protection of the water god. He is no longer among the living due to Gulland.


  Gi Da (Rare Class)


  A spearman from Gi Ga’s faction. His debut as a warrior was in the battle against the orcs. He possesses the Unreasonably Stubborn skill. He is no longer among the living due to Gulland.


  Gi Jii Yubu (Noble Class)


  The most brilliant student created by the goblin training, who now leads a regiol. As a commander, he has skills that could be matched with humans, but it seems he’s not ready just yet to take a holy knight on.


  Gi De (Rare Class)


  A subordinate of Gi Gi. He is also a beast tamer. He evolved into a rare class when he was caught up in the battle the orcs. As an obedient subordinate of Gi Gi, the king expects much from him. (He is currently using a triple boar and a wild dog.) He died to the Wand of Destruction, Bellan.


  Gi Do Buruga (Shaman Class)


  A wind mage. Also from Gi Za’s village. He has never stood out because of Gi Za, but he has gradually distinguished himself among the goblins. He has the divine protection of the wind god. He leads the druids alongside Gi Za.


  Gi Ba Hagar (Noble Class)


  A skillful goblin who can use the Fierce Arm skill. He has received Verid’s divine protection, and as such, deeply loathes humans. Most of his efforts have been centered against the humans, making him a valuable asset in supporting the frontlines. He was killed by Saldin during the retreating battle in the southern region.


  Gi Bi (Rare Class)


  A water mage. He is expected to be Gi Zo’s successor, but he is still a long way away from that goal. He is a part of Gi Za’s druid platoon.


  Gi Bu Rakuta (Noble Class)


  A beast tamer. Gi Ga works him hard everyday. He is now affiliated with Gi Gi’s beast tamer army and is looking after beasts he isn’t familiar with. He is currently supporting the goblins by focusing his efforts on stock-farming.


  Gi Be Slay (Noble Class)


  A one-armed goblin. He has received Verid’s divine protection and deeply loathes humans. He is affiliated with Gi Ga’s imperial guards and is a part of the king’s cavalry. Through his excellent control of his monster steed, he is able to display his abilities.


  Gi Ah (Rare Class)


  A goblin who evolved into a rare class during the war with the elves. He possesses the invasion-class skill, One who Encroaches into the Divine Region.


  Gi Ii (Rare Class)


  A goblin who evolved during the war with the elves. He is an explorer and specializes in moving.


  Gi Uu (Druid Class)


  A goblin who evolved during the war with the elves. He is a water mage.


  Old Goblin (Normal)


  An old goblin. He isn’t very useful in combat. Because he was once enslaved by humans through magic, he is good at talking. He is the parent who riced Gi Za.


  Ra Gilmi Fishiga (Noble Class)


  He is an archer of the Ganra tribe, one of the four tribes of the west.


  He went to the Gi Village as a messenger after receiving permission from the tribe. He invited the protagonist to the four tribes. He has been title the First Archer or Gadieta. He is constantly worried over the relationship between the tribe and the king. He fought as part of the detached force responsible for the colonial city and is currently one of the four appointed generals of the king.


  Ra Narsa (Rare Class)


  One of the four tribes of the west. He is an archer of the Ganra tribe.


  She had been chased from her village by the Gaidga goblins when she met the protagonist. She is the current chief of the tribe and has recently started to distinguish herself. She has remained in the tribe’s village, supporting the goblins from the back.


  Ru Rou (rare Class)


  A young goblin of the Ganra tribe. In the Ganra tribe, the names Ra, Ru, and Re are three most influential. The rest of the goblins have no family name, and are thus, normal goblins. He fought with Gilmi against the colonial city.


  Aluhaliha (Noble Class)


  One of the four tribes. He is the chief of the Paradua tribe.


  He threw away his pride and worked with the Gaidga to save his people from starvation, but after losing to the protagonist, he and his tribe have since joined him in his quest for world domination. He is the oldest among all the goblins. His black tiger steed is named Jirouou. He is currently retired, but he frequently patrols the area around the Fortress of the Abyss.


  Hal (Noble Class)


  Chief of the Paradua tribe.


  He used to be a young warrior who worked as Aluhaliha’s aide. After inheriting Aluhaliha’s position, he has since proven himself a worthy chief capable of standing equal to the human cavalry. He has sworn fealty to the king. While fighting with the king, he also been given a pattern to decorate his presence as a tribe chief.


  Alashd (Rare Class)


  A middle-aged goblin from Paradua.


  He works as Aluhaliha’s aide and is currently a member of the elders. He is staying at the Paradua village.


  Rashka (Lord Class)


  The biggest chief among the four tribes.


  He is the strongest goblin among the four tribes, but his subordinates haven’t been as blessed. He was Narsa’s fiancé.


  He evolved during the goblin’s first invasion.


  Dashka (Rare Class)


  A young goblin from the Gaidga tribe.


  Kuzan (Rare Class)


  Chief of the Gordob tribe.


  She is a goblin blessed with the divine protection of the goddess of the underworld. She has a skill that allows her to resurrect the dead. She is currently responsible for managing the Fortress of the Abyss. Gi Ga respects her. She studied medicine during her stay in the elven village and has since been working with the other Gordob members to support the goblins from the back as medical practitioners.


  Humans


  Reshia Fel Zeal (18 years-old)


  The priestess known as the saint. As the Healing Goddess’ follower, she lives to spread the word and teach righteousness. She has the divine protection of the goddess, and can heal others. She has been brought back to the ivory tower.


  Lili (22 years-old)


  She studied the famous sword style, Zweil Style, in the capital. She has sworn fealty to Reshia. And while she may have lost to the protagonist in one hit, she has proven herself strong enough to easily defeat three normal goblins. She has become much stronger after acquiring the evil sword, Vashinant. She stopped the Yugushiva attacks after Gulland entrusted the northern army to her.


  Mattis (27 years-old)


  The second son of a farmer. He’s largely responsible for drying the meat to preserve them. He was sent somewhere in the kingdom.


  Chinos (25 years-old)


  The third son of a farmer. He plows the fields and is close to Mattis. He was sent somewhere in the kingdom.


  Keifel (28 years-old)


  An adventurer who took on a request to escort Reshia through the Forest of Darkness. He’s strong enough that he could easily wield a steel great sword, but the protagonist still managed to kill him.


  Zeon (32 years-old)


  A follower of Ativ. He specializes in fire magic. In his battle against the protagonist, he used his fire magic, but still lost. In the end, he tried to blow himself up along with the protagonist, but the protagonist’s words agitated him, causing him to lose the opportunity.


  Tinra (23 years-old)


  A villager. She is one of the women used by the goblins as a breeding machine that the protagonist killed.


  Ashtal Do Germion (60 years-old)


  The king that rules the western region of the continent in which the Forest of Darkness and the connecting borders are included. He is a powerful ruler with seven holy knights under him. He has recently ordered three of those holy knights to search for the saint. He has laid out new plans after feeling the threat from the Goblin King. He’s currently trying to gather mages to strengthen his army.


  Gowen Ranid (46 years-old)


  The feudal lord that rules over the region next to the Forest of Darkness. As one of the country’s strongest powers, he is renowned as the Iron-Armed Knight. He is currently leading his soldiers in a quest to find the saint. He fought hard against the goblin invasion, but was eventually killed by Gi Go Amatsuki.


  Gulland Rifenin (32 years-old)


  A former adventurer. As one of the country’s strongest powers, he is renowned as the Storm Knight. He’d been stationed in the northern mountains, but the king called him back to send him off in a quest for the saint. He became a hero after rescuing the saint. He tried to help Gowen fight the goblin invasion, but he lost. He retreated after losing to the Goblin King’s power that comes from the underworld.


  Gene Marlon (24 years-old)


  As one of the country’s strongest powers, he is renowned as Lightning-Fast Knight. He was previously stationed at the south, but the king called him back to send him on a quest to search for the saint. Killing is his favorite past-time. Whether it’s a man, a demihuman or a monster, they’re all just pieces of meat to be cut down before him. He was killed by his own slave.


  Sivara Bandier (29 years-old)


  One of the country’s most powerful warriors, a holy knight known as the Ripper Knight. He is a martial artist and comes from a noble family. He is popular among young soldiers, and is considered the enemy of all fathers and boyfriends. He is also known as the Marriage Destroyer. His skill at leading the cavalry is one of the best in the country. He fought in the southern wars, hoping to get a piece of land, but had to retreat after failing to make Cultidian fall.


  Jize Yuuenti (40)


  One of the country’s most powerful warriors, a holy knight known as the Sharp-Eyed Knight. He is currently dealing with the Kushain believers coming from the south. He was originally a traveler from the east that was coaxed by Ashtal with a huge paycheck.


  Yuan (26)


  A young commander under Gowen. He has received the divine protection of the Goddess Of Destiny. He has been tasked to suppress the goblins in the west.


  Corseo (52)


  A veteran martial artist who acts as Gowen’s aide. He used to lead the cavalry, but then the Goblin King turned him into a corpse.


  Herculean Wyatt (41 years-old)


  A member of the Blood Oath of the Flying Swallow. He specializes in handling great shields. He has a gentle personality, but beware for his anger isn’t one to be taken lightly. After returning from the forest, he has since been working in the Holy Shushunu Kingdom as the leader of the blood oath of the flying swallows. In order to deepen relations with the Red King, he joined the battle in the south as a guest general. Although defeated by the Goblin King, he was able to safely go home and return to the Flying Swallow.


  Mage Killer Mill (20 years-old)


  A member of the Blood Oath of the Flying Swallow. She is an assassin that favors the use of talons. Renowned as the mage killer, she is a mage’s worst nightmare. After returning from the forest, she has since been helping out in the slums and watching over orphans. She met Reshia and successfully managed to give her the orphans’ present.


  Wand of Destruction Bellan (37 years-old)


  A member of the Blood Oath of the Flying Swallow. He wields a fire staff. As a former knight, he cares a great deal about honor. He died while protecting his allies.


  Hawk-Eyed Fick (32 years-old)


  An adventurer with two names. He has exceptional perception and skill. He is currently searching through the Forest of Darkness under Gulland’s lead. After returning from the forest, he has since gone to the southern free cities on a solo adventure.


  The White Hand of Life (Age Unknown)


  A priest robed in white. She specializes in healing and support. Her age, name, and origin are all unknown. After converting Vitz and Yugil, she has started traveling the world to find more adherents.


  Vitz (28 years-old)


  A talkative sword-wielding adventurer. He’s actual strength isn’t bad, but he’s still far from being deserving of a second name. He was caught by the White Hand of Life and is currently traveling the world with her.


  Yugil (26 years-old)


  An adventurer and an unwilling shield bearer. He might appear old, but he is actually still young. He was caught by the White Hand of Life and is currently traveling the world with her.


  Yoshu (27 years-old)


  The younger brother of the slaves Gene purchased. The collar of obedience around his neck keeps him from going against Gene’s orders. Healers are rare, so he’s been made into a shield bearer. He ended up on the goblin side because of his older sister’s whims. He traveled with Gi Go, but since returning has been left in charge of many jobs. He works as a mediator for the goblins and the humans. He works to ensure the stability of the political situation. OF the humans under the Goblin King’s rule, he is the most successful.


  Shumea (29 years-old)


  The older sister of the slaves Gene purchased. The collar of obedience around her neck keeps her from going against Gene’s orders. Contrast to her brother who bears a shield, she uses a spear. She is a gutsy woman who believes that working with the Goblin King is better than living in human society. She negotiated with the humans and has currently been put in charge of the guards protecting the border region. She is popular among all races, but especially among children, seeing her as something akin to a mother.


  Characters from the Southern Wars


  Brandika Rual Attibel (32 years-old)


  A great man who was able to become a king despite starting out as a mere adventurer. With his clan, the Red King, he swept through the southern lands. His genius adviser, Carlion, died during the battles with the king, and eventually lost his life in the hands of the Goblin King. He use a God-Class weapon called Valdis


  Carlion Quinn Kirks (Romaji: Karion Kuin Kaakusu)


  The tactician of the Red King, who helped push Brandika into kingship despite being a mere adventurer. He is popularly known as ‘Genius Adviser’. His body grew weak due to the influence of his skill, and later died in a pool of blood after abusing his own body. His name is based off of the characters of Kakuka (Guo Jia) of the Records of the Three Kingdoms.


  Saldin (25 years-old)


  An adventurer and a former bandit. He cherishes Carlion as if he were his own older brother and suffers because of it. He was able to kill Gi Ba Hagar, but the great loss at Melgion left him with no other choice but to lead the Red King to retreat to Fatina.


  Grave (60 years-old)


  An old enchanter that can bestow magical effects upon weapons. As a veteran adventure, he has many Connections. He takes advantage of that by frequently working on diplomatic missions. He died at Melgion.


  Cell (48 years-old)


  A gnome warrior who could live twice as long as humans. She is a kind of powerful swordsman known as a sword dancer. She vanished after bringing Carlion’s corpse to his hometown.


  Shunrai (38 years-old)


  A powerful swordsman that uses a scimitar. He has been fighting in the east with the Twin Moon Clan’s Vine the Mad Blade. he wears a muffler that hides his mouth, upon which a ferocious smile could be seen. When he excited, he tends to dart his eyes sideways.


  Kanash (58 years-old)


  Chief General of Elrain Kingdom. Although his achievements are dazzling, he failed to support his kingdom and lost it to the Red King. Since then he has been working with the Red King to beg for the safety of his young king. He died at Melgion to the cavalry of the Goblin King.


  Zaurosh (40 years-old)


  Vice Clan Leader of the Leno Heart Clan. He has sworn fealty to his clan leader. He is known to be a clever tactician in the east. He uses a cross spear as his weapon.


  Tauroba (36 years-old)


  A member of the Leon Heart Clan. A demihuman. He is currently in the west to protect his clan leader.


  Fase (52 years-old)


  A member of the Leon Heart Clan. Half-sylph-half-human. He is good at the bow and looks up to Zaurosh.


  Garwin (31 years-old)


  A member of the Leon Heart Clan. Fase and he were both positioned at the borderlands. He is soon to marry the village girl, Sonia.


  Benem Nemush


  A fanatic and the former patriarch of the Kushain Believers. He thought he could make the Goblin King submit to him, but he was wrong. That mistake cost him his life and he died at the beginning of the Kruzel War.


  Mira Vi Burnen (17 years-old)


  The new matriarch of the Kushain Believers. She is someone who has inherited the blood of Kushain and also someone from a royal family. She is a genuine princess. Skilled in diplomacy and internal affairs, she is popular among the Kushain Believers. She is constantly worried over the spineless Vil, but she herself doesn’t know why she feels like this for him.


  Vilan Do Zul (18 years-old)


  A young tactician who has been serving Mira since childhood. He possess great tenacity and unequaled precision. He is bad with women, but that is actually because of Mira. He is deeply loyal to his master and will not hesitate to get his hands dirty.


  Raksha El Pena (19 years-old)


  The queen of the merchant country of Pena. She inherited the throne due to the death of her late father, who died from old age. Unable to stand the death of her beloved, she has started to fall into insanity.


  Aizas (24 years-old)


  Former knight commander of the Blue Knights. A prodigy who understood both warfare and politics, but despite also being the bearer of the Holy sword, he still fell before the concentrated attacks of the goblins. He was the fiancé of Queen Raksha. Had he survived, the fate of PEna might have been brighter.


  Allen (24 years-old)


  Current knight commander of the Blue Knights. He is a prodigy skilled not only in tactics revolving the use of sand horses, but also in the of mercenaries. A little something he picked up while fighting with the Red King. He is Aizas’ close friend, and he inherited the Blue Knights after he died. Unfortunately, he was unable to stop the country from being devoured by the Red King.


  Vine


  Clan leader of the Twin Moons Clan. She is popularly known as the Mad Blade. There is a huge difference between the way she looks and how she acts. Her personally is extremely dangerous, being fierce, violent, and cruel. She was a slave once upon a time, and it was during that time that she cultivated her violent personality. She has been fighting with the Red King at the east.


  Rue


  A beginner adventurer picked up by Pale along the way. She has received the divine protection of the Goddess of Healing.


  Shurai


  A beginner adventurer picked up by Pale along the way. It is not known if he has received a divine protection.


  Ryutanyu Organdia


  Commander of the Special Attack Unit of the Elks Clan. He was in love with Pale, but he died without ever telling her that.


  Touri Nokia


  Clan Leader of the Elks Clan. He is a charismatic man who managed to bring up his clan from the alleys of a city to bask under the glorious light of a full-fledged clan. He died at the hands of the Red King when the clans were competing for initiative.


  Gods


  Altesia. The underworld goddess.


  The Goddess of the Underworld and the Goddess of Valor. As the goddess the snakes serve, she has given her blessing to the protagonist. She is a dangerous woman with her deep jealousy and fierce temperament.


  Zenobia


  The Goddess of Healing. She has given her blessing to Reshia. She has also warned the protagonist to protect her. The underworld goddess might hate her, but she doesn’t actually hate her herself.


  Pitch Black (Verid)


  A one-eyed red-eyed snake that belongs to the Goddess of the Underworld.


  Twin-Headed Snake


  Known to the goblins as the Lord of Decay. He is one of the snakes that fought the world with the Goddess of the Underworld.


  Earth-Devouring Snake (Perseval)


  One of the servants of the Underworld Goddess, who antagonized the whole world. He continues to fight with the titans underneath the Fortress of the Abyss.


  Liuryuna


  The goddess with a thousand hands said to control destiny. She looks like a young girl, but when angered, her face turns to that of an oni. She had her eyes on Brandika, so after the protagonist killed him, she swore to one day enact vengeance upon the protagonist.


  Others


  Selena


  The elven woman Gene purchased. She became a slave after running away from her tribe. She was freed after she killed Gene. Since then hse has been under the care of the Goblin King with Shumea.


  Hasu


  She is one of the protagonist’s pets.


  The protagonist managed to tame her by giving her orc corpse and other meat as bait.


  She is a fortuitous kobold who somehow managed to become the leader of her pack. She leeched off the orcs for a time. She wanted to eat the orc children, but unfortunately, couldn’t find an opening. She attacked the colonial city with the orcs, but the humans weren’t very tasty. She is currently wandering. She mastered the spirit language and became able to use various spells and evolve into a Rook Kobold. Her journey to find delicious things continues yet.


  Cynthia


  As the pup of the gray wolves, she has been given the elven name that means lady of the lake. Reshia, Lili, and other children and women are quite taken by her lovely fur. She has grown up enough to lead her household. She has grown up to become a spectacular gray wolf even better than her own parents. She is so strong that she was even able to join the cavalry of the Goblin King.


  Gastra


  As the pup of the gray wolves, he has been given the name of a wise human monarch that means sovereign of the wind’s howls. His uninhibited personality leads him to battle Hasu for ranks on a daily basis. He became the leader of many beasts in the capital, then in the ivory tower. He continues to increase his servants, but his subordinates are mostly females.


  Bui


  A timid orc. Gol Gol had taken a liking for him despite his small body. After Gol Gol died, he led the orcs to the west, but the protagonist managed to capture them. He attacked the colonial city with Gilmi. Recently, his greatest worry is that he’ll suddenly find himself fighting at the very frontlines against the humans.


  Gol Gol


  The orc king that attacked the village. He is a berserker who can use skills. He was defeated by the protagonist.


  Demihumans


  Nikea


  Chief of the araneae, a female chief. She speaks firmly and possesses a proud mindset. The lower half of her body is a spider, but the uper half is that of a lovely maiden. She covers her upper body with clothes made from araneae thread. Poison drips from her talons, and she can use them alongside her threads. That fighting style has earned her the name Poison Feather. She is a descendant of the red crystal.


  Nerou


  An influential person of the araneae. He opposed Nikea’s plans to accept the goblin and ended up dead for it. He is a descendant of the blue crystal.


  Fanfan


  The female chief of the mud-scaled tribe. She is slow in a good way. As a member of a tribe known for moving underground, she works as a merchant just like Yushika. She knowns more than the harpyurea and is also a better messenger. She looks like a mole on the outside, but her vision is perfectly fine. Her pair of round eyes is her unique feature. She is known as the hardest claw. Shi is a descendant of the dark crystal.


  Yushika


  Female chief of the harpyurea. She has a huge bag hanging from her neck that she carries with her arms. She uses it to store her cargo. She is a merchant. She is also a mischievous woman who doesn’t cower even before the king. She has white wings sprouting from her back and bird feet. She is known as the first wing. She is a descendant of the white crystal.


  Luther


  The old chief of the papirsag/shell tribe. He is of short stature and he carries a moss-covered shell on his back. He is a careful man, whose eyes always seem sleepy. Despite that his gaze is extremely sharp. His tribe specializes in processing trees and taming monsters. He is a descendant of the hard crystal.


  Tanita


  Chief of the long-tailed, a subspecies of the lizardman with two heads and two tails. Half of his body is covered with a shell, but the other half has his skin exposed just like an amphibian. He is a descendant of the soft crystal.


  Kerodotos


  Chief of the minotaurs. He talks slowly. He tried to crush the goblins as soon as he saw one. There is almost nothing good about him when it comes to talking. His gaze is sharp and while he might talk foolishly, he is by no means incompetent. He is a descendant of the heavy crystal.


  Mido


  Chief of the werewolves. He is a friend of the gray wolves and he lives in the fields. He is known as the tyrant because he likes to tear his enemy apart with brute force. He is a firm believer of power and originally disliked the goblins. He is extremely friendly toward the gray wolves. He tends to be impulsive, but he’s definitely not one to be underestimated. He is a descendant of the fierce crystal.


  Daizos


  Chief of the centaurs. He found himself in a bad position ever since Gurfia became a ghost. He tried to kill Gurfia with the elite of his tribe but failed. He hates the goblins. He is a descendant of the proud crystal.


  Rukenon


  The guide Nikea introduced.


  Carad


  The slave werewolf from the Jirad Forest.


  Tianos


  The new chief of the cenaturs. He fought alongside Pale against the Red King. By defeating the mixed army, he was able to live up to the fame of the centaurs as archers.


  Elves


  Shure Forni


  Chief of the Sylph’s Forni village. He wishes to reform the elves. He studied under Falun and is Shunaria’s father. He is renowned as the Wise Shure. He formed an alliance with the Goblin King and promised him full support in the war with the humans.


  Falun Gastair


  Chief of the western Gastia Forest. Shure’s friend and master. He is considered a scheming strategist even by his own disciple, Shure. He brought back the elven school system and is currently using his village to spread knowledge.


  Shunaria Forni


  Shure’s daughter. She is smart and frequently does pointless things. She delivered the Goblin King’s new weapon to him. She is currently working as a civil official in a human village.


  Pale Symphoria


  A young sylph warrior who gathered experience in the human world. She is a versatile warrior who can lead army and fight her own battles. She managed to make the bigger goblin army retreat many times. She left the Goblin King to help her clan, Elks. After gaining the divine protection of the Goddess of Vengeance, she returned to the goblins as his tactician and destroyed the Red King.


  Felbi


  One of Symphoria’s commanders. He fought alongside Pale against the goblins, but he mostly left the leadership of the platoon to her. He has been grudgingly leading the platoon since Pale left. He dreams of becoming a first-rate warrior. Currently, he is the only who can keep up with Gi Go Amatsuki in a sword fight.


  Fenit Symphoria


  Symphoria’s chief. He is Pale’s cousin. He is self-righteous and proud. He was the only one given a death penalty after the war.


  Priena Sinfall


  Sinfall’s chief. She is a woman but her face is cold. She never managed to take back Sinfall after it was taken from her during the Sylph Unification War. She was exiled after the war.:


  Nash Jirad


  Jirad’s chief. He foresaw the human threat lie Shure and the Goblin King, but was rebuked because of his decision to enslave the demihumans. He was stripped of his last name and made a commoner after the war.


  Silver Sheng


  Sheng’s chief. He was sympathetic to Pale from beginning to end, but was coerced by Fenit to hand her over to the goblins. He was stripped of his last name and made to work at the Jirad’s hidden farm after the war.


   


  Intermission 
The Sword Dancer’s Boisterous Dance


  While the goblins were renewing their alliance with the Kushain Believers after defeating the Red King, the bloodbath in the east was coming to an end.


  The Anti-Red-King forces led by Vine the Mad Blade of the Burning Bright Moons.


  “We’ll go around.”


  It was the dead of the night. Covered entirely in a black hood from head to toe, Vine led the Anti-Red-King forces to attack the headquarters of the Red King. From the flow of the clouds above their heads, Vine felt it would rain tonight.


  They had 40 people in total. These people, who were picked out among the best from various clans, walked through the dark alleys, where not even the light of the moon reached. Steadily, they approached the headquarters of the Red King. Though not the best districts, this second-class district would turn into a heavily populated market at noon. Many commoners lived here, and although they lived peacefully, there was a tavern here, which the Red King used as their headquarters.


  “Surround it. Good.”


  Seeing the lights on the bar and hearing the continuing hustle and bustle coming from inside, Vine narrowed her eyes as she smiled a ferocious smile beneath her hood. That was a smile akin to that of a ferocious predator that’s marked its prey.


  Vine opened the door of the inn.


  “Excuse me.”


  Though a tavern, it also served as a cheap inn on the second floor. The store was so noisy awhile ago, but now, it was so quiet it seemed all that noise awhile ago was nothing but a lie. Within the crowd in the tavern could be seen thug-like adventurers, a one-eyed expert swordswoman, and some hunters.


  Vine’s voice was by no means loud, but the moment she entered, the atmosphere changed. Adventurers risked their lives in their work and was sensitive to that sort of atmosphere. Because of that they all went quiet, causing the barmaids to look around them, wondering what was up.


  “I was looking for something…”


  Vine’s voice resounded throughout the quiet store as she slowly revealed her face.


  “Wench, you’re the mad blade—”


  “—SHAaAa!!”


  As soon as a thug-like adventurer spoke, the front of Vine’s robe opened, and a curved sword was quickly unsheathed from her waist. Blood spurting, the thug’s head flew in the air as Vine’s black hair hidden beneath her hood danced.


  “And now I’ve found it.”


  Bathed in blood, Vine’s ferocious smile was greeted by screams throughout the store.


  In the blink of an eye, the entire tavern was busied once more, as guests tried to flee while the members of the Red King tried to kill Vine.


  “Die, Mad Blade!”


  “A ha ha hahaha!”


  An adventurer approached Vine while jeering, but Vine only laughed as she drew her sword and cut the adventurer’s two arms, then with the return of her blade, lopped off his head.


  “The lot of you can all go die!”


  Without the slightest hint of mercy or restraint, Vine killed all foes that came into range. Her honey-colored legs that slipped out the slit of her skirt drew a crimson tree peony from the spurting blood. Her beautifully arranged face only served to make her ferocious smile appear sadistic.


  Her entire body was dyed in blood as her blade brought death.


  Experienced adventurers, innocent prostitutes, fleeing adventurers, assassins, hunters… Without any hint of discrimination, Vine killed every one of them.


  When the corpses had numbered more than 20, the expert swordswoman stood up and blocked her way.


  “I don’t know the situation, but I can’t sit back and watch this evil any longer.”


  “Hah? If you don’t know the situation, then roll up your ass and run away. I’ll kill anyone who gets in my way.”


  Vine licked the blood on her face with her red lips as she sheathed her curved sword by her hips. Facing her, the swordswoman took her thick sword and wielded it in front of her blue eyes.


  “…For the sake of justice, I will put an end to your acts of evil here!”


  “Don’t bark, mutt! If you’re going to talk about justice, then talk with your sword!”


  Their battle lasted for only a moment. When Vine drew her curved sword, the swordswoman moved to stop it with her thick sword. The swordswoman felt the curved sword that moved as if it were flowing hit her sword. She was sure she’d won.


  If two swords clashed at the same speed. It stood to reason that the thinner sword would break. The swordswoman believed that logic was sound, but unfortunately, reality had no obligations to adhere to her logic.


  Still, she was an expert swordswoman. The moment she couldn’t feel the sensation of Vine’s sword breaking, she immediately twisted her body.


  Vine’s thin curved sword cut through even the swordwoman’s thick sword.


  “KU!”


  In a flash, a terrifying wound had been cut on the swordwoman’s shoulder. The force threw her into the ground, and she rolled to the chairs and tables.


  Clicking her tongue, Vine instantly turned around, and there an assassin had tried to take advantage of her opening.


  “!?”


  “Naive!”


  Vine swung her sword diagonally from the shoulder, creating a corpse with a shocked expression. She kicked the corpse away, then turned to the terrified members of the Red King. With an intoxicated expression, she spoke.


  “Are you sure it’s okay not to run? Everyone who enters my range is going to die, you know? It doesn’t matter who you are.”


  The way Vine looked as she slowly walked toward them while saying that was no different than a death god descending.


  “HI, HIYAaAAAA!?”


  Vine watched as the adventurers ran away, then she looked up at the second floor. As soon as they went outside, they were killed by the adventurers surrounding the building. They could either be killed by her or killed by those outside. As for which one was better, that needn’t be said.


  “Now, where is my main objective?”


  With a smile that would send even demons running barefooted, Vine climbed up the creaking stairs. There were three rooms. Vine stood before the door closest to her and smiled with satisfaction.


  As the curved sword from her waist twinkled, a silver line was drawn upon the door.


  “Damn… it…”


  Behind that door was an adventurer who had quietened his breathing. Blood spurted out and the adventurer fell before her. As if he were nothing more than rubbish in the way, Vine kicked him off as she peeked inside the room. Her curved sword had already been sheathed


  “Eek! Stop it… Please don’t kill me!”


  Inside the room was a naked girl hiding her body under the sheets.


  “Oh… Did I make a mistake?”


  Vine looked down at the girl and asked.


  “Is that everyone?”


  “I don’t know, I don’t know… Don’t kill me.”


  Seeing the girl trembling, Vine clicked her tongue and turned around.


  “Tch… Get lost.”


  The moment Vine showed her back, the girl stood up quietly and with the knife hidden under the sheets, stabbed at Vine.


  “Too careless, Vine!”


  No. She attempted to stab her, but all her knife hit was air.


  “Careless? No. This is what it means to have ‘leisure’.”


  The girl followed the source of that voice with her eyes, and there, Vine, was right below her, knees folded, crouching, then with a stroke, the girl’s hands were cut off. Vine laughed sadistically and in the next moment, the girl’s head was lopped off.


  After leaving the room, she checked the other two rooms.


  The creaking sound of Vine’s footsteps resounded clearly throughout the second floor. It was as if those creaks were counting the seconds until execution. The creaking sound stopped before the door of the second room.


  “UWAAAAA!”


  After a moment, a young man darted out of the second room.


  “Is it this one?”


  The man had darted out with a knife, but Vine had already cut off the hands holding it. The intense pain left the man squirming on the ground after tumbling. While Vine was looking down at him, she kicked his head once, and then stepped on it.


  “GAH, Uu…”


  Vine ignored the sensation of the guy’s nose being crushed as she looked at his face.


  “You’re the accountant, Ryusta, right?”


  “E-Eek!”


  “If you resist, I’ll kil you. If you open your mouth without permission, I’ll kill you. If you piss me off, I’ll kill you. Understand?”


  Ryusta nodded several times, then Vine made him stand up and they left the second floor.


  After handing him to the adventurers of the anti-red-king group, she poured oil throughout the inn.


  “W-Wait.”


  The expert swordswoman from before that Vine failed to kill stood up while covering her wounds.


  “Why are you doing something like this? Don’t you have any conscience?”


  “Why, you ask? KUHAHHAHA.”


  Vine laughed as if she’d heard a really funny joke.


  “It’s for justice. I’m doing it for justice.”


  Reflected on Vine’s eyes was a deeply rooted dark flame.


  “Justice? This? There’s no awy something like this could be…”


  “Justice should be served cold and without mercy. Only the filthy weak serve justice lukewarm.”


  “Who would permit a justice like this?”


  The swordswoman was looking at a mountain of corpses. From the chagrin on their faces, one could feel even their rotting hatred. But Vine looked down at those corpses and proudly said.


  “Me. I permit it. And I say that it is evil for bastards I don’t like to keep on breathing!”


  “Vine, the soldiers are coming! We have to go.”


  After receiving the report from the adventurer, Vine laughed like a demon at the swordswoman.


  “You don’t know justice.”


  “I don’t know justice?”


  “Yes. You know nothing. Hey, little girl. Don’t you want to know where true justice lies?”


  From the way Vine was smiling now, none would think she had just massacred an entire tavern. As if charmed by those eyes, the swordswoman looked past the corpses with hollowed eyes.


  Her current state was like that of a sleepwalker.


  “I…”


  “Now, come. If you wish to know justice, I shall show it to you.”


  As she left her muttering and in a daze, they once again walked into the shadows.


  In their wake, they left behind only the burning headquarters of the Red King.


  —


  In the east, where the rain poured on endlessly, was the last base of the Red King, Harianse. Midway through the minor countries, within the Iron Country, Elfa, was the old fortress that had been throughly repaired by the Red King and was currently being used as their base.


  Although it was by no means a large fortress, only able to Accommodate 400 men, now that the Red King was in war, it was the most ideal place to store their necessary resources. Within that fortress were 200 men. Shunrai himself was among that 200.


  Normally, Shunrai would be loitering the city looking for enemies to kill, but he had to return to Harianse because his accountant, Ryusta, who was kidnapped had returned.


  “So, where’s that woman?”


  Ryusta was on the verge of death. From the looks of things, he had not received any treatment at all. His cut arms were left to fester, he was burning with high fever, and yet despite that, he still managed to reach the fortress.


  Despite the terrible condition he was in, Shunrai spoke normally with Ryusta.


  “…Ah, AH.”


  “Right, Vine the Mad Blade.”


  “Aa, NOoOOoOoOOO!”


  The moment he heard the name, Vine, he started screaming. The other clan members pushed him down, but he kept on hallucinating. While hallucinating, he suddenly looked up blankly, then his heart stopped.


  “…He’s dead.”


  As his subordinate said that, Shunrai looked outside.


  The clouded heavens pushed aside the body of the God of Fire as it erupted with thunder. It was a perfect weather for an attack. When Shunrai heard a scream, he knew that the enemy was here.


  “They’re coming. Get to position!”


  “HA!”


  The members of the Red King quickly exited the room, then as Shunrai grasped his scimitar, he ran outside, where the rain never stopped. There, the assailant was, wearing a water-repelling robe with a hood that hid his face.


  Despite not being able to see the figure’s face, Shunrai knew who it was just from the killing intent pouring out of him.


  “ViNEeEe!”


  Shunrai bolted off, but Vine threw her robe at him to block his sight. At the same time, she slashed out with her curved blade from her waist. Shunrai didn’t bother to dodge. He ran straight through the robe, already having planned his next steps.


  “SHaAaA!!”


  Vine cried out a battle cry as her curved sword slipped out of its sheathe. It cut through even the very drops of rain as it made its way for Shunrai. At about the same time they took a step, their drawn swords moved even faster, and then steel clashed with steel. With the distance between them closed with the first strike, they took another step and attacked once more. They had deflected each other’s sword, but they continued to bear their fangs at each other, seeking to take the other’s life.


  They clashed again. Sparks erupted, and they moved their body away from it


  Splattering off the accumulated rainwater, they took another step and sooner than the torn robe could even reach the ground, they released a third strike.


  “RIaAAaA!!”


  “KUSOGAaa!!”


  Their battle cries clashed. With everything they had put behind their sword, it was easy to imagine that the battle would end as soon as it hit either one of them.


  In the second clash, Shunrai’s sword failed to stop Vine’s sword from assuming a low stance. In the next moment, that sword slashed diagonally up. Vine swung that sword up with one hand, but even as Shunrai was forced face up, his posture broken, he managed to barely dodge it with the tip of his nose. From that broken posture, Shunrai turned his back on Vine.


  With vicious strengh, he released his own attack, aiming even lower than the sword Vine had unleashed, reaching for her right arm. Vine knew that she wouldn’t be able to dodge this, so she immediately let go of her sword, allowing the scimitar to pass between her hand and her sword. Immediately after, Vine stretched out her arm a little and grasped the handle of her curved sword with her fingertips, then with a reverse grip, slashed down with her sword toward Shunrai, who was still finishing his earlier attack.


  “GU!?”


  “KA!?”


  Shunrai knew that if he stepped back, he would be on the receiving end of a counterattack, so he immediately abandoned his defense and rammed his body against Vine. Although her blade managed to shallowly cut his body, his life was not in any danger. With her flank taken, Vine immediately realized that she had erred, so she tried to move away.


  But compared to Vine, who couldn’t see her enemy because her arm was in the way, Shunrai was now in a position who could attack anywhere and hit. As if to measure the distance between him and Vine, who immediately jumped back, Shunrai leaped and his heavy slash cut Vine’s thighs.


  Blood spurted, but the drops of rain smashed it back into Vine’s honey-colored skin.


  The reason Shunrai couldn’t inflict a fatal wound was because Vine’s curved sword had grazed Shunrai’s neck. Not being able to take that step made his attack that much more shallow.


  After getting some distance from each other within the rain, the two swordsmen took a breath. Normally, if they moved this much, their body temperature would rise and the breath they exhaled would turn white, but there was no white in the breath they exhaled. They did not want the other to perceive any openings from the depth of their breath, so they kept their breath shallow. This too was one of the tricks of a swordsman.


  ‘DON’! A crashing sound resounded throughout the fortress.


  As if that sound was a signal of some sort, the two swordsmen moved once again.


  —


  Vine had not spared any time to sheathe her sword. Instead, she immediately sent it scything down towards Shunrai’s neck. Shunrai also aimed for her neck. The two of them moved at almost the same moment, but Vine was a little slower. After being injured on the legs, even though Vine moved her sword following the fastest trajectory possible, her attack was still clearly weaker than before.


  Shunrai had seen through that weakness in a moment, so he received her attack with his blade and allowed her curved sword to slide off, then he brought the battle up close. Vine hated fighting at such close distances. There has always been a difference in muscle between men and women. As such, Vine’s odds of winning were much lower when their swords were locked. To make things worse, her injury made her steps weaker.


  “Tch!”


  Vine clicked her tongue and retreated. Vine swung her sword to escape from Shunrai’s scimitar, which came swinging crossway as if it were flying, but all her curved sword cut were the drops of rain. When she landed, she immediately assumed stance, but there was no stopping Shunrai’s pursuit. He didn’t give her the slightest chance to fix her posture as he mustered all of his scimitar’s might and slashed in a straight line toward Vine.


  With that last attack released from a stance where the sword was positioned on his shoulder, Shunrai was able to use all of his muscles – from his back, to his shoulders, to his arms – allowing him to bring forth an attack akin to that of a lightning hammer. The drops of rain splattered at the descent of the scimitar.


  With no time to think up a response, the most Vine could do was jump back. Shunrai’s attack split the ground and crushed the rock underneath, sending fragments toward Vine. The impact was so great that Vine lost her footing. As she tumbled behind her, she looked for her enemy.


  But that too was only for a moment before she immediately got back to feet and counterattacked, not minding that her long black hair was touching the ground.. She ran through the rain as she dragged her curved sword along the ground.


  “DiEeee!”


  “HA!”


  Vine roared and ran like an angry beast, but Shunrai calmly responded to her. He originally held the advantage in strength. If not for Vine’s strange method of drawing the sword, Shunrai believed the odds of victory more than favored him. Water splashed and Vine’s curved sword slashed up from a low stance. Shunrai calmly blocked it.


  Because of that attack that was all power and no technique, a big opening had been left open. Naturally, Shunrai wasn’t about to miss that. After blocking Vine’s attack, Shunrai pushed his way through her curved sword and swung his scimitar for her head.


  Immediately, Vine crouched and the scimitar passed over her head.. Vine’s long black hair was cut as it followed late, then the scimitar moved with a speed faster than the eyes could grasp toward Vine. Somehow, Vine managed to block with her curved sword, but the impact still sent her flying.


  While in midair, Vine fixed her posture, but when she tried to land, the scimitar was there to greet her. She didn’t even have the time to curse as she was forced to defend once again with her curved sword. Vine pushed up her sword with only one hand to parry Shunrai’s scimitar.


  But Shunrai went even further. He had already predicted that she would try to parry his attack, so he had already let go of it and sent a kick flying toward Vine, who looked at him with shock. Still midair, there was no running left for Vine, and she cleanly received that kick. Vine clearly heard a number of her ribs breaking as she fell and tumbled into the mud.


  Vine puked, then she violently wiped her mouth and brushed away her hair. She glared hatefully at Shunrai.


  “…Bastard.”


  “Let’s go.”


  Shunrai wielded his scimitar over his shoulder once more.


  After a short pause, they once again closed the distance between them. After having her ribs broken, there was now clearly some white mixed in with Vine’s breath. Compared to her, Shunrai’s breath was perfectly normal. When the distance between them had closed a little, Vine sheathed her sword, assumed a low stance, and ran.


  “That technique won’t work on me anymore!”


  At first, Shunrai was shocked at the strange way Vine drew her sword, but after clashing swords several times, he has already seen through her technique. Moreover, he has also grasped the exact length of Vine’s curved sword.


  He didn’t need even a minute to resolve himself to deflect her sword and strike her with a fatal blow.


  Vine’s curved sword clashed with Shunrai’s scimitar. Shunrai’s scimitar had followed the trajectory of Vine’s curved sword, but when they met, he immediately realized his error.


  Vine’s slender curved sword had cut into Shunrai’s naked sword.


  “This was your plan!?”


  After the curved sword had cut halfway into his scimitar, the scimitar broke. But Shunrai was not your average swordsman. Shunrai threw away his broken sword, then he closed the already closed distance between them even further and sent kicks flying her way.


  As Vine’s body bent like the character ‘く’, Shunrai dropped an elbow on her spine from above. As Vine fell to her knees, Shunrai sent another powerful kick to her arm, breaking her bones and sending her sword flying. Vine had already used up the last of her strength, and without her curved sword, there was no longer any way for her to run at this distance. Her right arm dangled powerlessly.


  Her state was so bad that it was curious how she was even able to stand up. Breathing heavily, Vine jumped to where Shunrai’s broken scimitar was and picked it up.


  “I don’t like using someone else’s weapon, but killing you with your own sword is perfectly appropriate for your name, ‘Mad Blade’.”


  “…The one who’s dying is you!”


  Vine used her anger to numb herself to the pain and fatigue as she once again stepped forward. After switching weapons, the two mad swordsmen closed the distance between them once more. This time they rushed into the clash faster than any of their previous clashes. Before their heightened focus, even the very drops of rain seemed to have stopped. Vine, whose range was shorter, swung her sword a little faster.


  Shunrai changed his trajectory when he saw that, as well as the trajectory of the curved sword he looted.


  The drops of rain deflected as their two weapons clashed once more. Drawing a circle, the two of them separated from each other. Normally, Vine would have stepped back here, but she instead held ground. Vine held up the remaining half part of the scimitar over her shoulder and forcefully swung it with only one arm despite its weight.


  Seeing that, Shunrai was sure that he’d won. Contests between swordsmen were more often a battle of logic than not. Battles decided by a single blow aside, in a battle like this battle between Shunrai and Vine, where they had to exchange blow several times, having to break your posture just to force out an attack was fatal.


  If he could just block this one blow, there would be no more after it. He was sure that she would have no more strength to do so. After all, she was basically announcing with her movements that unless she ended this battle here, there would be no next time.


  During battles between swordsmen that require extreme levels of focus, from time to time, there are such cases when a swordsman would lose his focus and attempt such a reckless attack.


  Shunrai has always made such foes pay that recklessness with their life.


  Not to mention that the swordsman before him only had a sword left and was a heavy sword meant to be held with both hands. It should be difficult for Vine’s slender arms just to swing it.


  Shunrai would block her attack, then he would decide this battle. He would claim Vine’s life with his next attack.


  Shunrai’s decision was correct and was the natural conclusion to arrive to given his background as a swordsman.


  Vine swung her scimitar, and Shunrai received her attack with the inner part of his curved blade.


  Shunrai’s mouth twisted. The woman before her was a powerful foe indeed. Ever since Brandika died, his heart has been filled with nothing but fighting. In that sense, the woman before him was truly the greatest foe he could have asked for. But she too will end. As he anticipated the pleasure of plucking her life, he looked on as their blades clashed, but in the next moment, a hard sound resounded and the curved sword before him was crushed. All of the sudden, the end had come… For him.


  “…Impossible.”


  A wound was cut from his shoulder to his chest. As Shunrai looked at the scimitar that cut his body, he collapsed to his knees. There were no coincidences in battle, so before he died, Shunrai traced back the path of that sword.


  Why did he lose?


  No, more importantly, why did Vine’s curve sword break? Was it at its limit already? But it shouldn’t have suffered any damages to its body. Did he overlook something? No. Shunrai denied it. Even if it was only for a short while, it was still a weapon that he’d entrusted hsi life to.


  There should have been no mistake in his appraisal of it. In the first place, if it really was weakened, at most, the scimitar should have just cut into it.


  Was it skill?


  Was there really that big of a difference between him and this woman in front of him? Vine looked at her as she stood. She looked worse off than Shunrai in fact.


  That too was a no. If there was such a huge difference in skill, then she would not have ended up into such a pitiful appearance.


  “Why?”


  That was a question asked from the bottom of his heart. As a man who lived only for the sword and was mad for it, he wanted to know the answer before he died.


  “Consider this a gift for your visit to the Underworld Goddess. I’ll let you in a secret. I’m not a swordsman.”


  Too much blood had already run too Shunrai’s head, but he could not understand her words. Vine seemed to find his face really funny, as she made an evil smile. Meanwhile, she picked up the broken curved blade.


  That curved sword should have long lost its sharpness, but Vine took a stance with it by her waist, and with a splendid step that one would not expect from someone whose ribs were broken, she swung that curved sword and lopped Shunrai’s head off.


  “I’m an enchanter.”


  As Shunrai’s head flew off his body and heard her last words, he smiled.


  Ah, so you were a sham.
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Poisonous Snake’s Evil Eye


  You can discern when an enemy is weakened.


  Dancing Blade


  You will not be affected by emotions and your sword will remain steadfast.


  Witch’s Tongue


  You can charm weakened opponents.


  Enchant Sword


  Enchantment that only works on swords. Strengthen sharpness and durability. (HIGH)
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Bladeless Sword Demon


  When using swordsmanship alongside hand-to-hand combat, both skills will receive a bonus and increase a level.


  Foresight:


  You can read your enemy’s movements ahead of time. Chance of success (LOW)


  Sword of Strength:


  Bonus damage to sword attacks. (MEDIUM)


   


  Intermission 
The Ones Pushing from Behind


  The goblin leading the monster army is one of the four appointed generals, Gi Gi Orudo. Within the monster army is the combat unit, which leads the monster beasts, and the supply unit, which is stationed at the rear. Goblins are omnivorous and can eat the meat of the monster beasts raw and drink river water without any problems. If humans did the same thing they would surely find themselves sick. Goblins had eyes that worked so well in the dark that it was laughable to compare them to humans, and they also possessed strong bodies that could be likened to the flesh of beasts.


  But despite all that, until the king appeared, the goblins have been living in the forest at the bottom of the food chain. Save for the Kobolds, they were an existence meant only to be eaten. Just overturning this one thing alone would already be enough to marke the greatness of the Goblin King, but the Goblin King brought forward even more advanced ideas.


  Supply.


  Before the king came to power, the goblins merely ate what they came across. So long as there was meat, they would eat even in excess.


  But even without that, they had much difficulty in procuring foods. If they didn’t eat what was in front of them, someone else might steal it. Although the goblins managed to rise to power within the forest as one of the strong, they were not blessed with a powerful body. Of course, there are those who have gained such power through evolutions, but goblins after birth were not blessed in physique at all.


  In order for them to transform from prey to predator, they had to receive training in both fighting and cooperation in the Fortress of the Abyss under the behest of the king. At the same time, thanks to the monster army and the cooperation of the demihumans, the goblins even began advancing on the department of raising livestocks.


  They domesticated the monster beasts.


  To the goblin beast tamers, monster beasts were both family they lived alongside with and an essential food supply. Goblins like Gi Gi, who possessed a constitution, that attracted monster beasts just by standing were a rarity among the goblins. In that sense, Gi Bu Rakuta was truly the back bone of the monster army.


  Unlike Gi Gi, who fought in the frontlines, Gi Bu stayed outside of battle and worked to ensure and pick out monster beasts that could be used for food or for fighting. He even helped out in increasing the reproduction rate of the monster beasts.


  He raised monster beasts, and saved them for later to use as a food supply.


  It sounds simple when put into words, but feeding an army with that took a lot of effort. As such, the supply unit of Gi Gi Orudo’s monster army led by Gi Bu came to be called as ‘The Ones Behind Everyone (Kurua)’.


  The Kurua led by Gi Bu were increasing by the day due to the construction of the ranches, allowing them to serve more food for the army. From the Forest of Darkness, to the Western Region, to the Border Lands, monster beasts of all sorts were being domesticated.


  There are three main bases for the Kurua. In the Fortress of the Abyss within the Forest of Darkness, in the Colonial City within the Western Region, and in the Fortress of the Foggy Plains (Melgion) within the Border Lands. 3 large-scale ranches have been made in these locations.


  They decide on a suitable size, they build fences to protect from other monster beasts, and then they raise monster beasts inside. There are many different kinds of monster beasts. In the Forest of Darkness, there are Eirel Deer (Spear Deer) and Three-Horned Boars (Triple Horn). In the western region, there are the terrifying carnivorous horses and the three-eyed unruly horses brought from Gi Gu’s region.


  In the border lands, there are three-horned boars (triple horn) and three-eyed unruly horse. Lately, however, they have also started to raise Prairie Big Horned Cattles (Bulbita) and Man-Eater Birds.


  For the Man-Eater Birds, it’s not just their meat that’s eaten. Their eggs also serve as an important source of nutrient. The meat and milk that can be gotten from the Prairie Big Horned Cattles (Bulbita) are precious as even the humans within the army can eat them.


  As their bases increased, the monster beasts they raised also changed. This is because of the increasing number of humans in the army and the special characteristics of the monster beasts. In the first place, the term ‘monster beasts’ simply refer to all beasts that humans cannot handle. Monster Beasts are animals that evolved to adapt to a region and are unlike the animals raised by humans in that they are able to absorb ether.


  There are many cases wherein monster beasts grow extremely weak after being taken away from the environment they are used to. That remains true regardless if it’s for a big monster beast or a small and weak monster beast. This was the problem that Gi Bu’s Kurua had the hardest time with when moving from the Forest of Darkness to the Western Region.


  Of course, there are exceptions, and monster beasts that migrate at longer distances are not limited. The horse-type monster beasts, for example, do not grow weak much even when away from the environment they are used to. Another example of an exception is when a monster beast is taken to another region immediately after birth.


  It was after much trial and error that Gi Bu and his Kurua were able to progress well with the construction of their bases in the Border Lands. The monster beasts at the Border Lands were all lacking in brutality compared to the monster beasts at the Forest of Darkness.


  Perhaps it was because of how dense the Forest of Darkness – to the point that not even light could penetrate it – that the monster beasts in it were the most savage among the regions. The second most brutal would be the monster beasts near the Western Region. Because of the influence of man, there are many monster beasts in the border lands that are docile. Of course, since they’re called monster beasts, they still lay waste to human crops and bring much harm to humans, but to Gi Bu and his Kurua, who were used to the monster beasts of the Forest of Darkness, the monster beasts of the Border Lands were rather adorable.


  It was to the point that rare-class beast tamers could tame any of the monster beasts in the Border Lands with no difficulty.


  The domestication of monster beasts began with catching. They would weave durable ropes out of vines and use those to bind the monster beasts, and then suppress them until they decided to obey. It was rather forceful, but most monster beasts would become docile after clearly establishing who’s stronger.


  Very rarely, there are goblins like Gi Gi, who are blessed with a constitution that makes monster beasts like them. He still needs to catch the monster beast first like anyone else, but unlike others, all he needs to do is raise his hand, and the monster beast would bow its head. Take note, however, that this is the exception and not the rule.


  “You can’t use that as a standard.”


  That’s what Gi Bu had to say (with his arms folded) when a rare-class goblin asked him how he could become like Gi Gi. Even for Gi Bu, who’s already evolved into a noble class, Gi Gi was a special case.


  Once a monster beast has been made subservient, it will no longer go against its master. The reason low-leveled beast tamers can only tame wild dogs is because that’s all the power they have.


  A monster beast is successfully tamed if after suppressing it one is able to feed it. There are an infinite variety of feeds depending on the monster beast. For example, even though they are both herbivores, the Prairie Big Horned Cattle (Bulbita) prefers dry grass, whereas the Man-Eater Bird prefers fresh leaves. Gi Bu knew this only from experience.


  It would not be wrong to say that Gi Bu and his Kurua are the ones pushing forward the Goblin King’s army to reach their current shocking speed.


  It was because of them that the goblin armies could afford to attack immediately after occupying a territory without having to first hunt.


  —


  Of the monster beasts raised in the Fortress of the Abyss, the reason the Three-Horned Boars (Triple Horn) and Eirel Deer (Spear Deer) are the most numerous is because of the many different ways they could be used. The Three-Horned Boars (Triple Horn) and Eirel Deer (Spear Deer) raised by Gi Bu Rakuta would of course be fed to the baby goblins, but their bones and pelts would be handed over to the Ganra tribe.


  The Ganra tribe are the most skilled of the goblins when it comes to their hands. They are also the only goblins that can use the bow. One of the new endeavors they’ve entered is the betterment of their crafting technology. It is one of the policies that Princess Narsa adopted in order to allow their tribe to gain new standing under the leadership of the king.


  The Ganra tribe lived atop trees, known as the Twisted Giant’s Arms, and are separated into three tribes: the Ra, Ru, and Re tribes.


  Ra Gilmi, Ra Narsa, and the previous generation, Ra Gilan, are all from the Ra Tribe. The tribe of Ru Rou revolves around being warriors, while the tribe of Re Roen revolves around technology.


  Since the king has left for the plains, they have been exchanging technologies with the small people (koro toku). By exchanging technologies with the Koro Toku, who possesses advanced technology and were under the protection of the elves, the technology of the Ganra tribe increased by leaps and bounds.


  Pelts sent from the Fortress of the Abyss would be turned into armor through a tanning process, while the bones would be shaved and turned into arrowheads. They used even the horns of grown Eirel Deer (Spear Deer), shaving them and turning them into strong spears. Although shorter than long spears, they were just right for the baby goblins to use.


  Monster Beast Products made by the Ganra tribe were able to reach the goblins at the Fortress of the Abyss and the various lodgings by way of the Harpyurea and the Tarpidae.


  A portion of the good tanned leather would be transported to the elven forest through the region that the demihumans inhabited. Although they were exchanging technologies, as expected, the highest quality armor could only be gotten from the elven forest.


  The threads of the aranea, tanned leather of monster beasts, steel produced by the centaurs and the minotaurs, and Blue-Silver Steel (Srilana) produced by the elves. All of these delicate technologies were combined and given to the koro toku to forge an armor.


  The task they have been entrusted this time was to forge a set for the 4 newly appointed generals of the goblins. The one leading the forging process was none other than the one who forged a sword for the king, Kurt Bild Dash. He was introduced to sword forging by his master Dumble Davie David. He was a young talent who showed much interest in the forging of armor.


  The goblins do not put much emphasis on armor.


  Among the goblins, it is Gi Jii Yubu who puts the most emphasis on it. Shield bearers among humans use shields reinforced with hard iron with their spear and a military formation to minimize losses while maintaining the frontlines.


  But presently, most goblins use leather armor at most. That remains true even after evolvution. To the goblins, relying on their heightened ether abilities with each evolution is still the most popular way to fight.


  There are even those like Gi Zu Ruo who fought with full presumption that they would end up hurt.


  But the newly implemented Four General System makes battles that much more difficult compared to when fighting under the king. After all, around the four generals, there were no more goblins with a higher class than their own. Naturally, that meant the enemy would target them, and unlike before, neither the king nor Pale will be around to give them orders.


  Because of that Pale advised the king and asked for new armor to be forged for the 4 generals. Pale wasn’t a goblin. Because of that she was able to grasp the feelings of the goblins that looked up at the king.


  If the king were to give them armor, there was no way that they would not put them to good use; hence, a set of armor was forged for them. Still, equipping a goblin with a full set of armor went against their very nature. The strength of the goblins lied in their strong muscles and their ability to take their enemies by surprise in the black of the night. It was best for them to make as little sound as possible.


  Pale’s request to forge an armor that remained silent and had little effect on one’s combat abilities was met by Kurt Bild Dash by implementing a dual structure.


  A full set of armor will make sound no matter what. That would make it inconvenient for the goblins to move.


  As such, the armor had to be made of leather and then be reinforced by blue-silver steel (srilana). A layer of Chain Mail woven out of steel would be placed underneath the armor to protect aganist slashing attacks. Blue-Silver Steel (Srilana) will also be used to reinforce the affected part. Furthermore, the other parts will be daringly cut down, but still defense will still be maintained by way of layers of monster beast leather.


  By combining the special traits of two different materials, it was possible to create an armor that increased defense without sacrificing silence.


  In the past, monster beast leather was hard to come by and process. Even if one did manage to obtain one, they were usually damaged. But thanks to the cooperation of the goblins, not only was it now possible to procure good tanned leather, even the koro toku have started to look at the special traits of monster beast leather in a new light.


  In the past, they would surely say that Blue-Silver Steel (Srilana) is the greatest material and monster beast leather is a level lower, but now, they would have to change the material depending on what traits were demanded. Which was to say that the koro toku have now acknowledged monster beast leather.


  The armor they forged was brought to the front lines as quickly as possible and bestowed upon the generals by the king.


  —


  Within the Forest of Darkness, the ones responsible for transporting goods are the merchant tribes of The Winged Ones (Harpyurea) and the Mud-Scaled Tribe (Tarpidae), but beyond the forest was different. The harpyurea had to flee from predators in the sky, while the tarpidae couldn’t get past the invisible barrier.


  But at the height of the battle at the western region, the goblins were able to secure the ideal place to gather things. The former colonial city, renamed to Middled under the orders of the king, showed signs of developing as a gathering place for goods.


  In order to transport goods produced at the Forest of Darkness, human laborers were utilized. These laborers would be protected by the Proud Clan (Leon Heart Clan) and the young goblins. Managing them was the princess of the elves, Princess Shunaria, who went to and fro the western capital while supervising the scattered residences of the demihumans in the surrounding area.


  If goods and materials were going to be gathered, then it would only stand to reason that people would be needed to carry them. At the same time, lodging to permit them rest would also be essential. With that came merchants who sold goods to travelers on a long journey, which in turn attracted other crowds as well.


  Although the goblins were fine sleeping out in the wilds, perhaps due to the king’s continuing dedication to education or perhaps simply because they were smarter than wild goblins, but the goblins actually preferred to sleep at inns whenever possible. However, goblins did not understand the monetary economy.


  As such, Princess Shunaria decided upon a fixed amount for the goblins and petitioned for it at the house of the feudal lord. This system would only remain until the goblins finally understood the monetary economy, but the goblins gathered at Middled were yet young.


  Other than a portion of the druids, it would still take some time for them to understand money.


  Of the humans working in the transportation of goods, there are many candidates among the soldiers from the villages in the northern part of the western region and the people coming in from the border lands. There are also many soldiers with a family who leave their home to enlist in the goblin army to reduce their taxes.


  The people that came from the border lands had already abandoned their lands, so no matter how low the taxes were, it was hard for them to live. No matter how much Yoshu overworked to try and do his job properly, there were just too many borderlanders.


  On the other hand, Shumea had much influence over the candidates from the northern part of the western region.


  Shumea was a young warrior who, while mediating for the goblins and the humans, was able to fight against the army of Germion Kingdom. Being a young woman herself, she found much popularity among the borders of the western region. The number of soldiers that enlisted out of admiration for her were not at all few. A certain number of those became a part of the transport unit that goes to Middled.


  Escorting the transport unit to the western region were of course the Leon Heart Clan and the young goblins. Along the way they would stop at the villages of the demihumans. At the village of the Fang Tribe (Werewolf), who had long dreamed of reclaiming the plains, they would barter with them for their specially processed magic beast bones. They would also barter with the transport unit from Middled to exchange for magic stones.


  Due to peddlers being too scared to travel to the demihuman villages, out of fear of the monster beasts attacking them, it is also one of the duties of the transport unit to bring them goods. They were also allowed to barter with the human soldiers and adventurers. They were even free to sell as long it was sensible.


  There is no doubt that everything being organized to this extent in such a short time is thanks to the skill of the elves, but the humans, Yoshu and Shumea, also had a part in it. For one, it was them who insisted that it would be too harsh to prevent the soldiers from selling at all, something Fei and the other elves had to acknowledge.


  After the transport unit passes the region ruled by the demihumans, they go further down south, and through the Fortress of the Foggy Plains (Melgion), deliver goods to the various areas of the southern region from the frontmost lines of the border lands. The entire trip takes about 30 days on human feet while pulling a number of wagons.


  When the armor was finally delivered, the imposing appearance of the generals appeared in the battlefield.


  The battle of those supporting from behind continued even when the front lines had fallen into a deadlock, so often times, theirs was a battle even harsher.


  * * *


  The population of the borderlanders, approximately 10,000.


  “GU… This is…”


  When that great number appeared before Yoshu’s eyes, he couldn’t help but groan.


  “I’m counting on you”, was all the Goblin King had to say before running off to war. Yoshu cursed him countless times in his head, but he had to immediately sort all these people out. He had to decide where they would live, estimate what work they could do, and secure land to give to them…


  His work was piled up higher than the mountains and the fatigue that came with it was deeper than the seas.


  10,000 citizens. And not just any citizen, but human citizens. Had they been goblins, Yoshu could throw them into the plains and all would be fine. The goblins could hunt on their own and feed themselves, but these were humans. Though these may be borderlanders, these were still 10,000 humans. Until now they have been living their whole lives somewhere under a roof and cultivating crops. All 10,000 of those had just been thrown at him.


  Even if it weren’t Yoshu, anyone would want to complain after being given such a tall ordeal.


  Fortunately, however, among the people that fled the border lands were village chiefs. Yoshu looked for them and assigned them a part of the western capital as a temporary measure.


  As representatives to the feudal lords of the various towns of Razuel, Shirak, and so on… Yoshu explained to them the situation. He promised that he would immediately find work for them and ensure that they would have a place to stay at.


  “What do I do? What do I do…”


  The reason Yoshu had to solve this problem immediately could easily be understood if one realizes just how dangerous it would be were 10,000 humans to riot. The present situation was still fine. They had just fled from the border lands and held no dissatisfaction with either the Goblin King or Yoshu.


  But the moment they realize that they cannot live comfortably, there was no telling what they would do. “Does the Goblin King understand how dangerous it is to bring 10,000 humans here just like that?” Yoshu spat curses in his mind.


  “It’s dangerous to gather them into one place, but where am I supposed to put them if I scattered them?”


  The western capital alone was too small. That being said, if Yoshu allowed the borderlanders to go to the northern villages, friction would surely occur between them and the natives.


  “…What about Middled?”


  The former colonial city. Just from scale alone, it could be considered as the second city of the western region. Currently it is being used as a gathering place for supplies to be transported from the Forest of Darkness to the front lines. There is much threat from the monster beasts near the Forest of Darkness, but with the goblins and the demihuman guards around, it could be considered as a rich area.


  As Yoshu thought that, he immediately called the representatives of the border lands and spoke to them about moving.


  “You will be paying us, yes? There are many elderly and children among us…”


  “Please don’t misunderstand. This is not a proposal but an order as mayor of the western capital.”


  Yoshu put on a cold mask.


  “That’s… But the Goblin King didn’t say anything about—”


  “If I may be so blunt, you people probably don’t think you’re asking for protection, but I’m sure you understand that you barged into here on your own accord with no prior preparations.”


  Yoshu was bluffing.


  But Yoshu knew that his bluff would work well. He has heard about the fate of refugees like them. If so, then these people were very weak and had little to no power to negotiate.


  Yoshu found himself sighing at what a terrible job he had to do, but he didn’t allow his cold expression to fail him.


  “That’s… But, we—”


  “Of course, I will promise you reasonable aid. You must, however, understand that it is impossible to accept all of you into the western capital. This cannot be changed, and neither can the people living here be chased away. I’m sure you understand.”


  Seeing the representative knit his brows, Yoshu knew that he needed just one more push.


  “I shall speak to Lord Fei of the elves and exempt you from taxes for half a year. You will also be supported with food from the western capital. Although it will be just enough to keep you from starving.”


  “…Very well. We thank you for your kindness.”


  If the neighboring countries were to be used as a standard, Yoshu’s proposal was extraordinarily good. His proposal was the same thing as saying that he would give half a year of life to these people who’d barged their way in selfishly. Normally, it wouldn’t be strange to turn all of these people into slaves.


  After the representatives left, Yoshu was greatly perplexed.


  Although he promised to support them for half a year, if they don’t get any help after that, they will all turn into slaves. He needed to take measures. He had to create jobs that would allow them to live.


  It would take 5 days on human feet to go west from the western capital.


  When Yoshu wondered if it would be so easy to make jobs, he decided he could just copy an already existing organization.


  “…The adventurers guild.”


  Yoshu thought back in his time as a slave gladiator. During that period when he went from town to town, he recalls that there was a guild known as the adventurers guild in the city.


  “There should be a guild like that at the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.”


  Would they put up a branch store here if he were to ask them? No, there was no way they would. This was the country of monsters ruled by the Goblin King. In that case, he would have no choice but to do it himself.


  The system itself is simple. The western capital would request a job, then the corresponding the number of people would carry it out. The point of contact for such operations will be established at Middled and at the Western Capital. Wages will be paid accordingly.


  Wages suitable for labor work will be paid.


  For example, the construction of a road. The goblins will probably claim more of the south. At the very least, Yoshu didn’t think that their advance could be stopped so easily. In which case, what they would need the most are the construction of roads that allow them to move quickly. That would require people. Without roads, the transport of goods will be slowed.


  A month later, a guild was established in the Goblin King’s kingdom just as proposed by Yoshu.


   


  Chapter 218 
The Swiftness of Aransain


  The Goblin King attacked Elrain Kingdom, and after its capitulation, divided his army into four parts.


  The spear and black tiger flag, Gi Ga’s forces, went to the Labyrinth City.


  The axe and sword flag, Gi Gu’s forces, went to Pena.


  The twin-headed monster and axe flag, Gi Gi’s forces, went to Fatina.


  The bow and arrow flag, Ra Gilmi Fishiga, went to the north and returned to the west.


  The Goblin King, who was scheming to take over the entire southern region, remained in Elrain Kingdom and tried to rule it. Only a small number of people remained with the Goblin King. They were Pale, Ra Tribe, Gi Go, and Felbi. But few as their numbers were, with the elite having been specifically picked out, they were able to lord over the entire capital of Elrain Kingdom.


  After the Goblin King broke through the remaining forces of Elrain, he immediately occupied the Imperial Capital. He arrested the government officials and bound their families. A fitting number of officials was necessary in order to run a country. As such, the Goblin King decided to continue using the officials of this country to manage it.


  If for example the management system of the kingdom were to be compared to the Elder Council of Pena, one edge the kingdom’s system would have over them is the speed of their decision-making process. The king would decide on a policy and the country would immediately carry it out. It was a system that largely depended on one skilled individual. But even if one sought such an individual through blood lines, it would still be very rare to produce such talents continuously.


  With such power, the Goblin King could use the funds meant for the expenses of the imperial court to construct his own palace, and none would be able to stop him.


  The Goblin King gathered the government officials of the defeated country and said to them, “Swear fealty or die with your family.”


  So effective was the Goblin King’s threat that the government officials shook and some of them even fainted. From the start, the Goblin King had decided to suppress Elrain Kingdom with force.


  To the Goblin King who had to transform Elrain Kingdom into his headquarters in order to swiftly take over the southern lands, being able to control the government officials that managed it was the same thing as deciding the war.


  “The unfair will not be forgiven. Those who fill up their own pockets by abusing their position will not be forgiven. Those who work to disadvantage my army will not be forgiven. Any and all who transgress upon these shall be punished duly.”


  The humans shook before the king’s words. The standards the king had imposed were vague, making it easy to interpret it however one wished. Because of that they had no choice but to interpret the king’s words as ‘If you do something I don’t like, I will punish you.’


  As a result, the Goblin King couldn’t get the results he wanted. Although the government officials swore fealty to him as he’d asked, and management of Elrain Kingdom continued without a hitch, but there was no one who proactively worked to cooperate with the goblins.


  There were even some who were uncooperative, although at least, they didn’t try to sabotage anything.


  The Goblin King considered punishing them to make an example out of them, but Pale actually thought that everything was going quite well considering they were just starting.


  “There’s no need to hurry. When persuading others of the advantages of something they don’t know, sometimes words aren’t enough.”


  They would have to give them some actual advantages, Pale said, and the Goblin King nodded.


  “In other words, it’s still good since they haven’t rebelled.”


  “That and we do have people.”


  The name Pale pointed at was a low class government official.


  “Elbert Noen…”


  It wasn’t a name the Goblin King recognized.


  “From my investigations, he is someone well-versed in financial affairs. Previously, he brazenly argued with some nobles and was demoted.”


  “I see. An uncompromising gentleman. But that begs the question all the more, will he cooperate with us?”


  “It seems he has a family he treasures.”


  Pale’s eyes narrowed as she said that, prompting the king to ask back, “Weren’t we supposed to be more discreet?” But then again, if one knows that there’s an effective method, questioning it would not be rational but instead emotional.


  “…Politicians are like that, aren’t they? In any case, I would like to meet him first.”


  “…As you will.”


  When Elbert was summoned to have an audience with the king, it was Pale and a Gi Za donned in robes who called him.


  “Are you sure you have the right man?”


  “Yes, thank you for answering the summons of the king. Elbert-Dono.”


  After Pale answered with a cold face, Gi Za spoke.


  “Act rudely before the king and you may consider your life forfeit.”


  “…I intend to display myself with decorum, but I am not familiar with goblin custom. Please excuse me that much.”


  As Elbert said that unreservedly, Pale quietly nodded.


  “The king is waiting. Come.”


  The place Elbert was led to was the office of the former king. A giant desk and chair had been prepared in it for the king’s use, who himself was hard at work. The job of the king… In other words, the settlement of accounts.


  But the materials necessary to make such decisions piled up like a mountain and the circumstances varied from country to country.


  And the bigger the country was the more agency the government officials were given. Despite that, however, the amount of documents requiring approval stacked up into a mountain. But that came to no surprise, after all, Elrain Kingdom was half destroyed.


  In fact, it was so buried in debts that it could not even afford to pay its soldiers. It was actually because of that that the Red King were able to take their territory. But even if the Red King were able to take over, that didn’t mean that they would immediately be able to turn around their financial situation.


  “Your Majesty, I have brought Elbert-dono.”


  “Enter.”


  The Goblin King’s appearance was truly something to behold when coupled with that dignified voice that resounded from the piths of one’s stomach. Or at least, it would’ve been, had it not been for the piles of documents stacked up before him.


  “My word…” Elrain found himself muttering as he witnessed a goblin doing office work.


  A goblin was doing office work!


  Elbert’s eyes nearly fell off its sockets when he was greeted with that scene.


  —


  Elbert’s eyes nearly fell off its sockets when he was greeted by a goblin doing office work. A goblin that did office work simply exceeded Elbert’s imagination. His common sense had braced him for the image of a king being waited upon hand and foot by beautiful women, but all that bracing collapsed just like that.


  “You look like you saw something strange. Hurry up and enter,” Gi Za said.


  Elbert did as Gi Za told him from behind and he sat himself before the king on the chair provided.


  “I’ll get straight to the point. I want to hear your opinion. It’s regarding the expenses of the inner palace (reserved for women). What is the 1 million riburu allotted for the expense of the inner palace on a yearly basis used for?”


  “Huh…”


  Elbert’s eyes had turned into dots. Although his brain had already gone into work, calculating the specifics, the contents of the question and the fact that it was him who was being asked gave him much shock. That was the document Elbert himself had once submitted to a senior government official in hopes of restoring the public finance.


  There were 2 major ways to secure financial resources for the country. One was to raise taxes, the other was to reduce expenses.


  “I believe it would be best if you asked the imperial court chief instead…”


  Seeing Elbert beat around the bush, the Goblin King’s eyes narrowed. The aura about him seemed to grow heavier with just that, and Elbert couldn’t help but draw cold sweat.


  “This document was written by you when you still held the Imperial Court Office. I will ask again. What is the 1 million riburu allotted for the expense of the inner palace used for?


  Apparently, the scene just now was not an illusion. Elbert finally understood this. This monster before him was actually terrifyingly intelligent and capable of accomplishing the king’s job. Elbert immediately understood that if he did not give a satisfactory answer he would die.


  Without even the time to regain his composure, Elbert answered the king’s questions. The king asked him some more questions, and the next day, another messenger appeared before Elbert and made him receive the imperial command of his appointment as imperial court chief.


  Although shocked, he once again visited the king in his office, where he was then given the duty of reconstructing the country’s finances.


  “…Why me?” He asked. “There should be many others more skilled than I. Others who would be more than fitting me to serve as imperial court chief.”


  “Then recommend those people. But first, we start with you,” the Goblin King replied.


  The king busily looked through a document, then – in place of a signature – stamped it with the symbol of a black sun that was the king’s flag in order to approve it.


  “…You can’t come to terms with it?”


  “If I may be frank, I do not understand you. Are you really a monster?”


  The king wryly smiled.


  “I am a king. That is what I am. No more, no less. Is there anything else needed to rule a country?”


  “Then you… Truly intend to manage this country?”


  “I will rebuild it. I promise you that under my protection, the people of this nation will have a kingdom they can live in.”


  Elbert closed his eyes for a moment, then he looked up at the heavens. If this monster were a human, how wise of a ruler could he have become? Surely, his name would dazzle brilliantly, recorded in the annals of history, to be remembered for a thousand years.


  From the monster’s questions yesterday, it was clear that he knew what state this country was in. And yet, despite that, he was saying he would rebuild it.


  It should have been simpler and more appropriate for a monster to steal everything, and yet…


  “If you were the king of Elrain Kingdom, I would happily serve you. If you were human, my country would not have fallen so, and instead, it would have suppressed the world as far as the eye could see, erecting a giant country like no other. Your name would go down in history as a wise king, to be remembered forever.”


  Elbert sighed and then opened his mouth once more.


  “But now, even if you rebuild this country, your achievements will not be remembered by history. That is simply how deep the hate of humans for monsters run. They will fling mud at your achievements, and instead of thanking you, they will strike you down. Despite that, are you still willing to rebuild this country?”


  “It can’t be helped.”


  “The people who help you will surely be remembered hatefully by history. They will criticize them as traitors, but… Allow me to bear that shame.”


  “…Hmm. Can I ask why?”


  The Goblin King had been looking at his documents all these time, but when he asked this question, he looked up. Elbert resolutely answered.


  “Because even if history does not remember your achievements, there are still people living today.”


  “I see. Very well. If there is any authority you need, just give the word.”


  The Goblin King once again went back to his documents, and Elbert bowed deeply. In these three months, Elbert succeeded in severely cutting down the expenses of the imperial court. With those achievements he would be nominated as prime minister candidate, and two years later, he would ascend to power as prime minister.


  With the people he recommended and the military force of the Goblin King, they were able to quickly revive Elrain Kingdom.


  —


  One of the four generals appointed by the Goblin King, Gi Ga Rax, raised up his flag of spear and black tiger as he advanced his army to the labyrinth city.


  Gi Ga Rax led half of the king’s cavalry that was the imperial guards and the beast riders of the Paradua. On top of that, he also had the human forces with him. In total, his forces which revolved around the cavalry numbered 1,200. The imperial guards of the king that was made up of goblins riding upon three-eyed unruly horses were all rare-class goblins. They numbered 300. With those 300 and the Paradua beast riders that numbered 200 as the main forces, plus the human cavalry that numbered 700, they had 1200 soldiers all in all.


  The Proud Clan (Leon Heart Clan) of Zaurosh had employed the former solders of Elrain Kingdom. If not employed, then some of the captured soldiers agreed to cooperate with them and were added to Gi Ga’s overall forces.


  There were many cities in the south that flourished from trade. The grain produced by the granary on the outskirts of Fatina sufficient to feed a flourishing population, the treasures born in the desert of Ashunasan (God of the Desert), or the treasures born from the labyrinth city. It was these special products of each region that the merchants would take with them and traverse the trade routes deserving to be called the Road of Riches.


  Of course, that was also connected to the large country of Elrain Kingdom.


  Under the flag of Aransain, Gi Ga Rax traversed those trade routs and forced the surrounding cities to capitulate. Steadily, he approached the labyrinth city.


  “Those who surrender will be spared. Those who surrender without fighting will be permitted to keep their wealth.”


  The great speed of Gi Ga Rax’s advance was supported by the intelligence network laid out by Pale and Gi Ga’s wise policies. Small towns couldn’t possibly fight his army. From Gi Ga’s perspective, having to conquer the small towns one by one would take too much time.


  Moreover, the army he was leading was mostly cavalry, so their strength could be demonstrated best out in the fields. If they had to bring siege weaponry with them, their advance would be dulled too much.


  The one who mediated between Gi Ga and the humans was Zaurosh. This vice clan leader of the Leon Heart Clan, who himself carried great responsibility, held a practical point of view that minimized losses as much as possible. He also forbade the pillaging of capitulated cities.


  Moreover, by adding the townspeople into his army and using them in future negotiations, he was able to take 5 towns without any bloodshed. All towns traded, so there were many familiar faces between them.


  As proof of a surrender, the towns would offer horses and healthy young men, and in exchange, Gi Ga would allow them autonomy. Although morale wasn’t high, Gi Ga was able to continue his advance with his large army. By the time, Gi Ga had neared the Labyrinth City, the number of his forces had reached 1900.


  But the humans on the other side weren’t about to just quietly watch.


  Although they didn’t know what the goal of the goblins were, the biggest city was the labyrinth city. Adventurers were hired there and the preparations for war steadily progressed. Many among the cities in the desert haven’t maintained their walls.


  If they were going to fight, they would fight at the fields. It was because of that that the labyrinth city had gathered many adventurers. If there was a problem, then it would be that there was still some friction left between the Red King faction and the Anti-Red-King faction. After Brandika died, the adventurers from the Labyrinth City didn’t bother to accompany the remnants of the Red King to Fatina and instead returned to their home.


  But by the time they came back, the Labyrinth City had already been overtaken by the Anti-Red-King faction. That being said, these clans were originally strong in their own right since that was the reason why the Red King took them in in the first place. Because of their strength, which was greater than the Anti-Red-King faction, they could fight back against them.


  Sophia of the Soar to Freedom (Elks Clan) informed Gi Ga, who was approaching by the minute, of the situation. The scheme to put the Anti-Red-King faction against the Red King faction was in much better health than Pale had expected.


  Although the Labyrinth City, Tortoki, was a city-state, it did not possess a powerful army. This was because the city was formed surrounding the labyrinth. As such, it had many adventurers from the start and it ended up focusing its resources toward the maintenance of public order.


  Even within the old alliance of the Free Cities, despite being the oldest member, it did not have much influence and never really stood at the peak politically. But the other countries of the alliance did not want to attack Tortoki and incur the wrath of the adventurers, so the city was able to continue existing peacefully despite its lack of an army.


  Unfortunately, the Goblin King’s army had appeared, and they weren’t about to leave them alone.


  Even if the Kushain Believers might have acknowledged them, to Tortoki, the Goblin King’s army was still a monster army. Knowing that the war against the goblins would be fundamentally different from those with humans, the Council of Ten that ruled Tortoki elected Basshnia of the Goundor Family as general.


  He would be leading an army with adventurers as the main power to meet the goblins in battle.


  They had 1,300 footman and 400 mages. On top of that they also have 300 cavalry, which they were able to temporarily hire from the area. Unlike the goblins that focused their forces on cavalry, their forces revolved mostly around footman.


  Since they’ll be relying on adventurers, their soldiers will be using the weapons they’re used to. One advantage they held was the goblin forces’ lack of mages, but the forces of Tortoki weren’t unified because of the recent uproar from the Red King.


  Just as the name Labyrinth City implies, it is a city that developed around a labyrinth. It did not have any high walls. As such, Basshnia decided to fight in the fields. It could be said that this was a decision also influenced by the fear that a defensive battle might cause unexpected situations to arise due to the lack of unity in the army.


  If they fought in the fields, naturally, there would be an enemy in front of them. A situation like that should make it harder for infighting to break out. Although Basshnia knew that the goblins were also aiming for that, he had no choice but to go out to battle while carrying that unease. Still, as the representative of the family that has ruled Tortoki for many years, he was not incompetent.


  Unfortunately, the seeds sown by Pale were steadily taking over Tortoki and were trying to bear its fruits for the goblins.


  The battle took place on the outskirts of Tortoki.


  The Tortoki Army, which held the advantage in numbers, moved out with all of its infantry while attacking the goblins from afar with magic, keeping them from approaching. This was done to prevent Gi Ga Rax and his army from doing what they did best: fast battle tactics.


  The force of 300 mages was indeed terrifying, and before the cavalry of the goblins could even approach them, advanced magic bullets would burst upon the ground, giving rise to explosions. At the center, mages cast their spells in order, while the footman adventurers surrounded them to protect them. It was in this way that they approached the steadily advancing goblins.


  Seeing that their cavalry wasn’t able to approach the enemy, Gi Ga stood at the head of the army and encouraged the army and raised their flags.


  “To fear our enemy and falter would be to throw mud upon the honor our king has built. Despite that do you dare call yourselves barve warriors!? I will take the lead. Follow after this black tiger and spear that the king has given me!”


  Gi Ga’s speech was effective upon the cavalry that prided themselves as the imperial guards of the king. As rare-class goblins that could enter dungeons without fear of death,


  if it was for the sake of the king, then so long as their trusted general gave the word, they would ride even to the land of death itself.


  If one looked at the unfolding battle from the heavens, one would see that the goblin cavalry led by Gi Ga had formed a straight line for the forces of Tortoki. It looked as if they were trying to prick a balloon open with a needle.


  Magic bullets fired at Gi Ga, but he would move to the left or the right or even jump to dodge them. His handling of his steed was indeed the best among the goblins.


  Still, there were those that Gi Ga could not dodge. When Gi Ga failed to dodge a fire bullet, he simply pushed his way through the smoke of the explosion and bellowed out a howl.


  Gi Ga rode onwards like the wind and blew away the enemy infantry, striking the vanguard spear of the army into the enemy forces.


  The cavalry of the king followed him, and upon seeing Gi Ga’s valiant visage, overcame whatever fears may have sought to linger as they ran past the rain of magic bullets. The hooves of their steeds trembled the earth, while the battle cries of the goblins shook the air.


  The descending magic bullets and the hooves of monster beasts raised up clouds of dust, blocking one’s vision, but the goblins raised up their spears and leaped with their steed. Like that the hipparions crashed into the raised shields of the adventurers. Receiving such heavy weight crushed the arms of the adventurers and staggered them.


  The goblins used that opening to force their cavalry through.


  Once the battle had turned chaotic, there was no more opportunities left for the mages. The general of Tortoki, Basshnia, did not have enough control of his soldiers to order them to kill both foe and ally alike.


  “Show them no mercy! Kill all of them!”


  Although Gi Ga was often forgiving, the blood of the fierce goblin race still runs through his body. And on the battlefield, every swing of his spear, every death of an enemy, would stir that blood, giving him more power to pierce the enemy with. The attacks released by his long arms easily tore through the iron armor of the enemy, allowing him to pluck the lives of the adventurers.


  Having become the spear that penetrated the enemy forces, Gi Ga wreaked havoc upon the enemy forces and successfully forced them to flee. As the Tortoki Army fled to the city, Gi Ga stopped his army from pursuing them.


  The entire army was intoxicated with victory, but Gi Ga stopped them and reorganized their formation outside the city, then he used the captured humans to demand the enemy to surrender. Should Tortoki capitulate, then he would be able to successfully bring victory to his king.


  “Stopping an advance that normally shouldn’t stop to minimize the damages that would be incurred within the walls… Truly the workings of a great general.”


  In response to Zaurosh’ words, Gi Ga smiled.


  “I simply wondered what the king would do were he in my position. For the sake of the path that the king has shown, the burning blood that stirs within must be quelled. When I thought of what I should do to reach that end, the answer naturally came.”


  When Gi Ga entered Tortoki, he raised up his flag on the public hall and declared.


  “Raise Aransain! This victory is for the king!”


  Word of Gi Ga’s victory was brought before the king, and fame of Aransain’s swiftness resounded loud and clear within the territories under the Goblin King.


   


  Chapter 219 
The Attack of Zeilduk


  As Gi Gi raised up the twin-headed beast and axe flag (Zeilduk), Gi Ji Arsil the Hidden Blade and Gi Jii Yubu the Goblin with a Regiol accompanied him as aide and thickened their battle formation. In the monster army, just the goblins alone numbered 300. Within those, over 20 were rare-class. Gi Ji Arsil’s assassin unit numbered 100, but not a single one of those was above rare-class. Gi Jii Yubu’s regiol numbered 500, but they had over 40 goblins that were above rare-class.


  “An alliance with the humans… We have to use it.”


  Gi Ji and Gi Gi have always gotten along well, and when they talked about the humans, Gi Ji insisted that since they could cooperate with the orcs, then they should also be able to cooperate with the humans. As for Gi Jii, working alongside the humans was an opportunity to see their tactics, so there was no way he would refuse them.


  “The tactics of the humans must be different from His Highness and Pale-dono’s… I look forward to it.”


  The goblins of Gi Jii Yubu’s regiol that stood at the head of the army sent messengers to Cultidian before conquering Fatina.


  The thing called ‘alliance’ had many types.


  There were alliances based upon non-aggression treaties that promised they would not attack each other. There were attack-defense alliances that, as the name implies, is a promise to fight together. As one might imagine, the participating parties in the first alliance would have little dependence on each other; whereas, the parties involved in the second type of alliance could be said to have thrown their lot in with each other. The alliance formed between the Goblin King and the queen of the Kushain Believers, Mira Vi Burnen (Bloody Queen), was that of the non-aggression sort.


  But there was no way that Gi Gi and the others could possibly understand such specific things.


  The fault did not lie solely with them, however, for the Goblin King himself did not bother to explain the situation and only told them that they were now in an alliance with the Kushain Believers.


  Because of that they asked the Kushain Believers to attack with them. A request that left the Kushain Believers with a severe headache. Still, these forces were only the remnants of the Red King. As such, even if the Kushain Believers were to take them on alone, they could actually win. That being said, even if Vilan Do Zul were the one to lead the battle, as young and overflowing with talent as he was, even he would have to be prepared to accept some losses.


  Fatina also used to belong to the Kushain Believers and was taken from them by the Red King. In actuality, the situation of the Kushain Believers was one wherein they were finally able to catch their breath. A little something they owe to Mira’s genius on handling the domestic affairs and being freed from the encirclement of the enemies.


  Their army was secretly discussing about when they would go out to battle next when the goblins suddenly asked them to fight with them. Although this was a situation akin to one wanting to cross a river but not knowing how, only to suddenly be given a boat, joining the goblins in war still meant that they would have to change the details of their alliance.


  The question of how they should respond to a joint battle with the goblins was a difficult question for the Kushain Believers. Especially since the goblins were still above them in terms of military prowess. They also didn’t know if it was really okay to just reject their request.


  The anti-goblin faction were furious, not able to understand even the significance that their alliance had to the goblins, while the pro-goblin faction argued that this must be their way to expand their power without losing momentum.


  In the end, the fierce debate was concluded by Mira herself, who decided to dispatch the army.


  “Let’s make this a special exception and oblige the goblins.”


  Wearing the strong face of a politician, she sweetly smiled and revealed the greatest trump card she had in her possession.


  In other words, the tactician, Vilan Do Zul, would lead the army as an ally to the goblins. Under him were placed 3000 footman and a small cavalry. Their objective would be to aid the goblins and retake Fatina.


  The grain-producing region of Fatina could be said to be the stomach of the southern region.


  If the goblins could secure that, it would be a huge boon to them. It was also precisely because of that that they had to get results.


  Mira sent a messenger to the Goblin King to ask for a firm promise regarding the distribution of spoils. When she came back to her bedroom, she called Vilan over, and while hugging her pillow, asked him.


  “…Hey, Vil. I suppose heroes really are necessary, huh.”


  “Hah?”


  Her eyes were like that of a little girl dreaming. Seeing that sparkle in her eyes, Vilan couldn’t help but recall all the unreasonable requests she’s made of him in the past. It was such that those events had already become a trauma of sort to him, and he couldn’t help but draw cold sweat.


  “What a half-hearted response. Anyway, as I was saying, don’t you think only a hero or something would be fitting to stand beside a saint? Otherwise it won’t be balanced.”


  “What are you talking about, Ojousama?”


  “So, I was thinking, won’t you become a hero?”


  “A-Aren’t you asking too much!? In the first place, you can’t become a hero just because you want to—”


  “Oh, Vil. Don’t you know? Situations make people. It’s an old saying I’ve heard before.”


  “I don’t think the people who said that said that with that meaning in mind…”


  “Anyway, let’s start by making you into a famed general. I’ll tell you more when we negotiate with the goblins next, so get yourself together, alright?”


  “S-Sure…”


  Vilan knew from his past experiences that when Mira wasn’t listening, no matter how much you tried to tell her that it was impossible, she wouldn’t change her mind. As such, he just quietly bowed his head.


  The defeated needs a hero.


  Because of the alliance with the goblins and Mira’s skillful direction, the Kushain Believers did not notice it, but in truth, in this battle for supremacy in the southern regions, there was without a doubt that the Kushain Believers had lost. Despite encroaching the taboo called ‘holy war’, the Red King was able to take Fatina from them and the goblins were able to take the border lands.


  They lost territories and those around them had lost their confidence in them.


  The one result they were able to produce was their alliance with the goblins, who managed to secure victory. But even that could change at the whims of the Goblin King.


  As such, in order to recover from their situation, Mira wanted a hero. Naturally, it was her most trusted military officer who would assume that position.


  A young man who defeated the army of Elrain Kingdom, fought against the tactician of the Red King who swept over the southern lands, and broke through the long siege against Cultidian. And on top of that, he was also the tactician the saint trusted the most.


  He had more than enough achievements to be renowned as a hero or a great general.


  The existence of such a figure would raise the morale of the army. His name would allow the people to pick themselves up with pride.


  The joint battle proposed by the goblins. To an army that desperately needed to regain itself after defeat, it was a most prized opportunity.


  Supposedly, she should have said this much to Vilan, but because of her two sides – the politician and the maiden – fighting within her, in the end, the desire to see Vilan’s troubled face won out, and the result was the earlier conversation.


  Still, despite his complaints, she knew that her sweet Vilan would do something about it anyway. And knowingly, she allowed herself to be intoxicated by that sweetness.


  —


  The forces of the Red King were now led by Saldin, the man who defeated Gi Ba. He took the survivors of the Red King and retreated from Melgion. But despite retreating from Elrain Kingdom as well, he insisted in going back to Fatina.


  “How many soldiers do we have left?”


  On the throne Brandika once sat upon now sat Saldin. He was not in a happy mood as he spoke with his aide.


  “3,000 at most.”


  Hmph. Saldin snorted and folded his arms. The forces of the Red King may have fled to Fatina for the time being, but as the situation grew worse by the day, more and more deserters appeared. Saldin didn’t try to stop them either, so while at some point the numbered 5,000, they now only numbered 3,000.


  “Now I can see just how great the clan leader was.”


  “Well, I mean…”


  Seeing his aide twist his lips into a wry smile, Saldin renewed his expression. Currently, although their numbers have been greatly reduced, the clan leaders that have been with the Red King for a long time now and the commanders of the armies were gathered at the throne room.


  “So it seems the time to pay our dues has come, but unfortunately, I’m a poor loser.”


  As Saldin stood up, he rested his hand on the pommel of his long sword.


  “I’m not about to die at a place like this. What say you?”


  Although every one of them wore a fearless expression on their faces, they showed no signs of having given up on living.


  “It won’t be easy to turn the tides of war now that it’s come to this point. That’s why… We have to lose once. Lose and pull the wool over their eyes.”


  Youths who saw a dream in Brandika. Youths who were taken by Carlion’s ideals. Youths who were charmed by Shunrai’s strength. Those kind of youths have long fled, and all that was left of the Red King now were those that decided to live with Saldin.


  Saldin was shocked when Brandika died, but because of his natural stubbornness, he was able to pick himself back up. Now that there was no one left above him, he had to lead the clan by himself.


  “So we’re fleeing from Fatina?”


  “Exactly. We’ll flee to the east. That’s where we’ll rebuild the Red King.”


  If it was at the minor countries, then perhaps the Red King might be able to survive just yet. Thinking that, Saldin decided to abandon the south. Unfortunately, doing so would mean the end of Carlion and Brandika’s dream. Even if they succeeded in rebuilding the Red King, their forces would be focused on the east.


  Still, just giving Fatina away to the goblins like this would leave a sour taste in Saldin’s mouth.


  “We’ll lead them inside and hit them once, and then we’ll retreat.”


  Saldin knew all too well how strong the goblins were in the open battlefield. As such, he decided to drag them inside the city, where the space was much narrower. With the space much limited, he would be able to inflict more damage on them depending on their tactics.


  “Is there any need to go out of our way to put ourselves in danger?”


  “Hmph. What? You want us to run with our tail between our legs just like that!? That would make me feel terrible! At the very least, we need to give those gobs a taste of a civilized man’s war!”


  Although Saldin was just running his mouth off as a lowborn man that once lived as a bandit, the people gathered at the throne room laughed.


  “When we flee, our destination will be the Iron Country of Elfa. Understand, ye bastards!?”


  “Yes sir!”


  After the meeting ended, they packed their bags and prepared for war.


  Saldin went back to his room and spoke to the person who was waiting for him there.


  “You were listening, right? I’m running. What about you?”


  “Hmph. I don’t have a reason to fight anymore.”


  The person waiting for him was none other than Cell the Sword Dancer. After bringing Carlion’s remains back to his home, she caught word that Saldin had returned to Fatina, so she visited him.


  “Well, do what you want. When you think about it, the Red King was only really the Red King because the clan leader and Carlion were there. Filling the hole they left behind is too great a burden for me. I’m sure that’s true for the others too.”


  “That’s… true.”


  “…Yeah. That’s why… There’s no need for someone who’s about to be a mother to go to war.”


  “…? You knew?”


  “It’s not like I was born from a tree, you know?”


  Silence filled the room. Saldin didn’t ask who the father was, and neither did Cell try to say it.


  “I need to be going soon.”


  The one who broke the silence was Cell.


  “Oh, right. You remember the treasurer, right? I’ll leave him a word, so take some money with you. Consider it a farewell gift.”


  “…Thank you.”


  After Cell left and Saldin watched her leave, he couldn’t help but mock himself.


  “Tch. why are men always so spineless at times like this?”


  After Cell left, Saldin prepared to go to war.


  * * *


  The walls of Fatina were tall and thick. Carlion loathed siege battles in the past, so the walls of Fatina were built in a way that they would not be broken by ordinary things. Moreover, although the population of the city has decreased from its heydays, it still held a population of over 30,000. Those thick and tall walls were actually long enough to cover all of that and surround a small mountain.


  And yet despite that, there was a flaw in the defense of the city.


  There were too few people to defend it. In order to defend Fatina, the least number needed was at least 10,000 soldiers. It was a city that was built with that sort of power in mind.


  In other words, at this rate, they’ll barely be able to use the defenses of the city. Someone suggested to enlist the people, but Saldin rejected the idea.


  “They’ll just get in the way. How are we supposed to run if we tie up our legs and arms too?”


  —


  Normally, they’d line up soldiers atop the walls and make them throw stones at the enemy or man the siege weapons, but the only soldiers Saldin could position there were the scouts. He believed that as long as he could figure out from which direction the enemy would be coming from, everything would be alright.


  “General! They’re attacking from the south.”


  “How many?”


  “From what I can see, about 4,000!”


  “We better give them a warm welcome then!”


  “Yes sir!”


  As they thought up a defensive plan throughout the entire city, the forces of Fatina and Saldin prepared to meet the enemy forces. Compared to them the goblin and Cultidian forces were fighting with a solid strategy.


  In other words, they were using a large number of siege weapons.


  “Oh, so these are the human siege weapon I’ve heard so much about.”


  Gi Jii walked around the catapults as he stared at that giant weapon with eyes full of curiosity.


  “Goblin-dono, are you interested in siege weapons?”


  As Vilan thanked the engineers that quickly built giant wagons to transport materials from Cultidian, he noticed Gi Jii from the corner of his eyes and called out to him.


  “I am Gi Jii Yubu. You are the famed general of Cultidian, Vilan-dono, yes!? It’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance.”


  Gi Jii had approached him eager to shake his hands, causing him to be confused, but he still remembered to return the gesture.


  “Y-Yes. It’s a pleasure to meet you… I’m not actually on the level of a famed general just yet.”


  “A man of humility, I see. That aside, this siege weapon. How do you move it?”


  It was not good for Vilan’s heart to have a goblin, who was much stronger than him, approach him so enthusiastically like a child who’s found a toy. Just half a year ago, they were enemies.


  “If you turn this handle, the recoil from the ropes will send the stone flying. The point is for the stone to hit the walls.”


  “What about that one!?”


  Gi Jii pointed at a direction and Vilan’s eyes followed it. When he saw what he was pointing at, he nodded.


  “Ah, that would be an aeris. The roof protects from enemy attacks and pushing the staff will allow it to break through enemy walls.”


  “Hmm… What a strange weapon. I wonder if the Ganra tribe could make it.”


  While Gi Jii groped about on the aeris, Vilan, who was nervous at the start, was gradually getting less nervous.


  It wasn’t intentionally time it, but it was then that two giant shadows suddenly appeared behind him.


  “As expected of the human general-dono.”


  “A spectacular thing. We most certainly must put it to use.”


  “H-Huh!?”


  Before Vilan could open his mouth, Gi Gi and Gi Ji had lifted him by his armpits and were bringing him to another camp to have a meeting. The strength by which they picked him up was definitely not something a human could resist.


  “Gi Jii, we’re having a meeting!”


  “Huh!?”


  “Ohh, Gi Gi-dono and Gi Ji-dono. Vilan-dono, I see you’re coming too!”


  Gi Jii excitedly ran to them.


  “Now then, Vilan-dono. Let’s take that city down together!”


  “Umm, we’re just support.”


  “Please, general. There’s no need to be humble.”


  “No, umm, that’s not what I mean!”


  “Ha ha ha ha.”


  Gi Gi’s laugh caused Vilan to draw cold sweat.


  “Ha ha ha ha.”


  When Gi Ji laughed too, Vilan started to have a bad feeling.


  In the end, Vilan had no choice but to set up a large-scale operation and take command of it.


  * * *


  Each time the stones launched from the catapults hit the walls, it was like an earthquake was shaking the city. Under the support of those powerful weapons, the goblins moved out with the aeris and broke through the castle gates.


  “…It seems they’re not fighting back.”


  “Seems like it.”


  As Vilan muttered that, he nodded to Gi Gi’s words without much thought.


  “I wonder what they’re thinking,” he said.


  “I don’t know, but thinking about it now won’t help. Ohh, the castle gates are almost broken.”


  When Vilan heard Gi Ji’s response, he sighed and agreed. With that he renewed his focus. They were the ones on the offensive and their attack was going well. But in the last battle, Vilan suffered at Carlion’s hands, so he couldn’t help but be suspicious that there was a scheme here somewhere.


  “We could send some monsters in first to take the charge,” Gi Gi said.


  “But then they’ll attack even non-combatants,” Gi Ji replied.


  “We’ll deal with it when the time comes. Losses are a natural byproduct of war.”


  “Well, that’s true.”


  Vilan was troubled as he listened to Gi Gi and Gi Ji talk, so he proposed an idea.


  “Please wait. I don’t think that’s a good idea,” Vilan said.


  “Hmm, why is that, tactician-dono?”


  Seeing how innocent the goblins seemed, the young tactician couldn’t help but sigh.


  “It will have an influence later when managing the city,” he said.


  “Is that how it is?” Gi Gi asked.


  “Who knows?” Gi Ji replied, just as confused.


  Gi Gi and Gi Ji both titled their heads in confusion. These two goblins hadn’t the slightest interest in ruling cities. As far as they were concerned, managing cities was a job for the humans or the elves.


  “Let’s use Gi Jii-dono’s regiol and my soldiers to suppress the enemy inside instead.”


  “Hmm, if you insist, then…”


  “I suppose it can’t be helped.”


  Despite being teary eyed at how these two goblins nodded to him, he still forcefully persuaded them and led the army from the frontmost lines.


  “But now my monster army doesn’t have a part.”


  “Don’t worry. Since the enemy has holed themselves inside, they’ll surely try to run away later. We’ll make use of your beasts then.”


  When Gi Ji happily said that, Gi Gi deeply nodded.


  “As expected of you, my friend!”


  “Hahahaha!”


  As the two goblins behind him laughed like devils, Vilan headed into battle.


  * * *


  In the end, because of how much Vilan hated losses, it took him 10 days to deal with Saldin, who had cooped up himself in the city. But because he prioritized minimizing losses, the people of Fatina and his subordinates, the Kushain Believers, praised him.


  Gi Gi’s monster army and Gi Ji’s assassin unit pursued the forces of the Red King when they ran away, and in only half a day, they were able to get results.


  Vilan showed an exhausted smile to the two goblins that laughed like demons, but his devotion was rewarded in an unexpected way.


  When the Goblin King heard of the details of the battle at Fatina, he frowned and sent a messenger, announcing that the management of the city would be left to the Kushain Believers under the condition that they would give priority to the goblins in taxes and food. Although the Goblin King also demanded other conditions such as the construction of a base for supplies and the dispatchment of siege weapon engineers, it could be said that he’d basically given away Fatina to the Kushain Believers.


  This was a decision that the Goblin King came to after reading the accounts of Gi Jii Yubu, as he came to believe that it was still too early for Gi Gi to be entrusted with a large human city.


  Unbeknownst to Vilan, when word of the Goblin King’s decision was brought to the Kushain Believers, Mira and the rest of the upper brass danced in joy. They were hoping that Vilan would be able to get some kind of result and that would be good enough, but when it actually came to it, he went far and above their expectations.


  Moreover, because of how little damage his army received, when he came back to Cultidian, the people welcomed him with a storm of praise.


  From the warm welcome of Saint Mira at the city gates of Cultidian to the brilliant and difficult achievement of receiving her kiss on the cheek, although he knew that he was not truly deserving of his fame, he walked bravely in order to match the public’s perception of him.


  After that Mira vigilantly waited for an opportunity to demand even more unreasonable things from him.


  Although Gi Gi lost his rights to rule Fatina to the humans, he just laughed it off with Gi Ji, saying that it was great that he didn’t have to do deal with any troublesome things.


  “As expected of our king. He knows exactly what we want!”


  “You said it! Our king is great indeed!”


  On the feudal lord’s mansion at Fatina, the flag of Zeilduk (twin-headed beast and axe flag) stood tall alongside the flag of the Kushain Believers.


   


  Chapter 220 
The Cunning of Fanzel


  Ra Gilmi Fishiga raised up the bow and arrow flag, Fanzel, as he went north and returned to the western region. His camp was made up by the Ganra clan, the demihumans, and the werewolves. He also had Gi Zu Ruo’s brawler faction.


  They had a cavalry of 400 from the centaurs led by Tianos, who fought alongside Pale and lived through the preliminary war. The werewolves led by their chief, Mido, numbered 300. The Brawler faction of Gi Zu numbered only 300 goblins, but they were all elites. The rare-classes under Gi Zu numbered 100. With the exception of the king’s cavalry, that was the highest ratio of rare-class goblins in the army.


  Gilmi led those alongside 300 from his Ganra tribe to go east from the western capital.


  His goal was the border that led to Germion Kingdom. Presently, at the border, there was a staring contest being held between Shumea’s border defense unit and Germion Kingdom. It was an area where two nations continued to gather their forces while eagerly watching each other. A critical point that could explode at any moment. The fact that the Goblin King had sent Gilmi, a tribal goblin, showed just how much trust he had in him.


  After all, he was a rational character that could not be found among goblins. If one lined up all the goblins and mentioned their differences, that would indeed be his defining trait.


  There is a group of fortresses at the border between the western region and Germion Kingdom, watching out for any monster attack.


  A day’s distance to the west from that group of fortresses was Shumea’s border defense unit, which was currently in a confrontation with a human platoon. The general of Germion Kingdom – much as one would expect from a young noble soldier – would often come out to jeer at them, hoping to get them to attack.


  Under Shumea was the Orc King Bui and the human platoons conscripted from the border lands. She never responded to the frequent provocations of the enemy and merely smiled at her subordinates while continuing to stand her ground.


  There were some hot blooded youths that asked to sortie, but Shumea didn’t allow it at all.


  “Aren’t we too few?”


  As far as numbers went, even if the orcs were added, they numbered only 700. The forces of Germion Kingdom numbered about 1,200.


  That was the sort of place Gilmi was sent to. And with him joining the fray, it was likely that a battle would break out.


  “You sure brought a lot with you.”


  Seeing Shumea sigh like that left Gilmi confused.


  “You’re troubled because reinforcements came? Humans sure are strange.”


  “Well, it depends on the time and situation, but whatever.”


  That was how Shumea and Gilmi’s first meeting went.


  When Gilmi entered a tent in the camp, he saw Bui and smiled.


  “Ohh, Bui-dono. It’s been a while.”


  “Ahh, Gilmi-san. Long time no see.”


  When Shumea saw the orc king bowing his head politely, she couldn’t help but interject with an odd expression on her face.


  “…Are you really an orc? You strike me more as some rich kid from somewhere.”


  “Uh, I’m pretty sure I’m a real orc.”


  “I guess it’s really no good to have prejudices about anything.”


  “Haa.”


  Bui vaguely nodded and smiled a troubled smile at Shumea, then the war council was started.


  The first topic brought forward was the topic of who would be taking command. There were currently 2,000 forces gathered in the camp, but that number would be meaningless if it remained a disorderly mob. As such, the first thing that had to be decided was the commander who would move them.


  “If you go by order, it should be either Shumea-san or Gilmi-san.”


  Shumea shook her heads when Bui said that.


  “Unfortunately, it doesn’t suit me, so you’ll have to exclude me.”


  When Gilmi heard Shumea nonchalantly say that, he frowned.


  “But you are the leader of the border defense unit. We are merely here as reinforcements. Since you are the one most familiar with the geography here, I believe you would be the most suited to lead.”


  In response to that exceedingly well thought out response, Shumea puffed up her cheeks and said.


  “But I don’t want to do it.”


  “That’s not the issue.”


  Gilmi’s words mercilessly cut down her rebuttal and Shumea knit her beautiful brows.


  “For some reason, it feels like I’m not talking with a goblin.”


  “You think I’m weird? Well, I’m still closer to a goblin than the Goblin King.”


  “Well, that one is an exception. Even I know that.”


  Shumea shook her head, saying ‘good grief’, and then she accepted to take command of the army.


  “Fine. But in that case, I’ll leave you and Bui-kun to come up with a battle plan.”


  “Uh, but that’s…”


  “Aren’t I the commander?”


  “Is this the so-called ‘cunning’ of humans?”


  Shumea smiled a ghastly smile, causing Gilmi to groan and Bui to become afraid.


  After the war council concluded, it was decided that it would be better to prioritize the strengthening of the camp and prevent the enemy from passing the entire area westward.


  This was also a decision made because both the Goblin King and Pale wanted to prioritize the conquest of the south. No matter how you look at it, splitting the army in four and sending them rampaging in every direction to take over the south, and on top that, making a new enemy with Germion Kingdom did not sound like a good idea.


  It was best to crush the enemy one at a time.


  When Gilmi talked about how they would proceed from here on, Bui only had praises for him. As far as he was concerned, being able to avoid losing any orc was the best thing he could ask for.


  Shumea herself preferred to maintain the current situation rather than allow her men to die needlessly, so she also agreed with them.


  But just because they wanted to maintain a deadlock did not mean that they wouldn’t be doing anything.


  In fact, because they now had more soldiers, they could now actually take the enemy on. As such, they would also be able to allow the soldiers to finally let loose after being suppressed for so long.


  “When are we fighting, Gilmi-dono!?”


  Gi Zu asked vigorously, but Gilmi shook his head.


  “We will focus on defending.”


  “Even though we have the advantage in numbers?”


  Zu Ved, who was behind Gi Zu, frowned and asked that, but the answer was the same. Zu Ved is a noble class goblin who calls himself Gi Zu’s first henchman. The scar extending from his chest to his side spoke of his history as a battle hardened warrior.


  “What? Don’t tell me you’re nerves have gotten the better of y—


  “You’re out of line, Zu Ved!”


  When Ved tried to say that, Gi Zu himself interjected.


  “…My… apologies.”


  “My henchman was out of line. Please forgive him.”


  Gi Zu bowed his head and Gilmi lightly nodded, then he talked about the contents of the meeting.


  “…I see. That would indeed be for the best.”


  Gi Zu nodded, but Ved could only tilt his head, unable to understand.


  “Command of the army has been given to Shumea-dono. Our duty is to assist her and maintain this area.”


  As Gi Zu nodded, Ved also bowed his head.


  —


  Ever since the reinforcements led by Ra Gilmi Fishiga arrived, the forces at the border have been responding to the provocations of the enemy.


  “People of the fang! Do not fall behind!”


  “Anyone who loses to those centaur bastards shall have a taste of my iron fist!”


  The ones responding to the provocations of Germion Kingdom’s cavalry were none other than the two fast demihuman tribes. Mido of the fang bellowed out a howl as he ran with the gray wolves to pursue the enemy cavalry, knocking them down and incapacitating them. Tianos of the centaurs drew his bow and aimed it at the back of the human cavalry. His skill in the bow did not betray the reputation of the centaurs as hunters.


  The werewolves and the centaurs fought as if they were trying to outdo each other. In the few skirmishes they had, the ones disadvantaged were the humans. The demihumans were originally better than the humans physically. Unless misused, there was no way for them to lose to them.


  In the morning, the demihumans would fight in the cavalry skirmishes. In the evening, the goblins would deal with the night scouts of the humans. It was in this way that they were able to push the scales of the war toward their side. As the fighting spirit of the goblins gradually grew, so did the impatience of the humans become stronger.


  As if Gilmi had seen through that, he ordered the soldiers in the evening to provoke the enemy even further.


  At one point, they even attacked the area right next to the enemy encampment and broke their fences. Being so daring, it was as if they were saying that there was nothing the humans could do against them. Despite that, Gilmi never allowed an all-out battle to occur and firmly held the reins on Gi Zu and the others. In one sense, the tactics he showed were even more subtle than that of the humans as he drew a line on the battlefield.


  After about 20 days since Gilmi arrived, the humans no longer sent scouts and cooped themselves up inside their camp.


  Shumea, Gilmi, and Bui used that opportunity to set up a huge trap inside their own camp.


  “…It should be time soon. We need to reduce their strength.”


  Gilmi’s suggestion was to cut away at the strength of the human forces. A challenge to push the scales of war even further toward their side.


  “You think they’ll bite? Technically, they are still the regular army of Germion Kingdom.”


  “It’s precisely because it’s simple that it’ll be hard for them to tell.”


  Shumea tilted her head, but Bui was rather confident.


  “They may be prey, but they’re also predators. If we make a mistake in choosing the time to hunt. We’ll be the ones eaten. That’s why we should cut their strength here.”


  “Well, that’s true, I suppose.”


  After Shumea gave her permission, Gilmi asked her to write a letter.


  Victory and defeat will be decided by tomorrow morning!


  That letter was delivered to the army of Germion Kingdom by way of an arrow, and when they read it, they opened a war council and fiercely discussed the issue.


  “We must decide the battle here once and for all or we will never again be able to grasp victory!”


  In the end, they decided to fight a magnificent battle.


  * * *


  “…I can’t believe they took the bait. I guess nobles really do care about their face.”


  “They’re also in a pretty bad situation, though, so maybe they just had no choice but to risk it?”


  “A hunt should only be carried out after sufficient preparations have been made.”


  Footmen could be seen at the frontmost row, while on the second row were archers, and on the third row were the cavalry. A three row formation. Even from a distance, it could easily be seen just how devoted Germion Kingdom’s army was to the basics.


  On the goblins’ side, the orcs and Gi Zu Ruo’s platoon took the frontmost row, while the second row was taken by the Ganra tribe and the humans, and the third row was taken by the demihumans. They too utilized a three row formation.


  “Don’t risk yourselves trying to kill the enemy! Focus on defense!”


  At the frontmostline of the goblin forces. Because the orcs had equipped themselves with the armor they received at the western capital, they towered over others like a lump of iron.


  But the attack of the forces of Germion Kingdom, which had been driven into a corner, was fierce. The line of footmen wielding long spears and large shields pushed onto the tenacious flesh of the orcs. But the orcs dodged the humans as they thrust out with their spears and held their shields aloft, then they thrust out with their own spears, preventing the footman from nearing them.


  Despite that the humans had the advantage in spirit and it was difficult to overturn their offensive. Presently, the goblins led by Gi Zu Ruo was gradually starting to fall.


  “Damn it! We’re being pushed!”


  The subordinates of Gi Zu the Mad Dragon had a strong affinity for taking the offensive, as they have learned from none other than Gi Zu himself, who stood at the peak of the brawler faction. Fighting by unleashing the true nature of the goblins and exterminating the enemies could be said to be the defining trait of goblins which were known as monsters.


  But when defending, what was more important was the power to endure and be patient.


  Enduring the enemy’s attack can be said to be even more draining mentally than when attacking. Gi Zu was strong, but he was weak at defending.


  The goblins and orcs were the two wings of the army. If one side fell, the other would have no choice but to also fall. If one wing insisted on standing their ground, they would immediately be surrounded and exterminated.


  Bui knew that, so he allowed his forces to back down alongside Gi Zu’s.


  As such, the forces of Germion Kingdom slowly pushed back the goblins.


  —


  The goblins and orcs were the two wings of the army. If one side fell, the other would have no choice but to also fall. If one wing insisted on standing their ground, they would immediately be surrounded and exterminated.


  Bui knew that, so he allowed his forces to back down alongside Gi Zu’s.


  As such, the forces of Germion Kingdom slowly pushed back the goblins.


  “…Is it time?”


  Despite being pushed by the enemy, that was how Ra Gilmi Fishiga the Hero of Ganra saw the situation. Shumea agreed with him.


  “…Let’s retreat to the camp. Give the signal to our demihuman friends!”


  As the goblin forces were being pushed back, a messenger came running to the werewolves and the centaurs.


  “Alright! It’s starting, boys! Don’t fall behind, centaurs!”


  “That’s my line, you mutts!”


  As Mido and Tianos bantered among themselves, they struck their fists and ran to the sides.


  “Go, go, go! Crush the enemy!”


  After being freed from the fear of the goblins, the army of Germion Kingdom attacked arrogantly. The days since the death of Gowen Ranid and the beginning of the prosperity of the goblins have been nothing but a nightmare to them.


  The martial artists of the King’s Faction of Germion Kingdom all shared a headache at the disaster of the western region. The young but talented commander of Germion Kingdom sent a line of footman toward the crumbling enemy formation.


  The more they pushed, the more the goblins fell back and the further the army of germion kingdom advanced.


  Eventually, the demihumans at the back finally couldn’t handle it and were forced to flee to the sides.


  “They’re fleeing! Victory is ours!!”


  “OU! OU!”


  The commander enthusiastically cried out victory and the soldiers followed suit. Morale was at an all time high. They pushed their shields against the orcs and pushed the enemy back to their camp.


  “Cavalry! Don’t let those bastards run away!”


  It was possible that the demihumans might be trying to execute a pincer attack against them, so the commander made sure to move the cavalry while paying attention to their back. The cavalry gathered together and scattered the demihumans.


  “Are you seeing this, demihumans! The cavalry of Germion Kingdom isn’t unique to just Bandie Territory!


  When the cavalry cheered, the commander was certain that victory was theirs. And then he turned his head back to the frontlines. Already, the orcs and goblins were fleeing back to their castle gates.


  “After them! Don’t let even a single one of them alive! Chase them out of the western region! To victory!”


  “To victory!”


  Carrying their great momentum, the army of Germion Kingdom pursued the goblins all the way into their camp. Before long, they found themselves in a wide open space that seemed to be the training grounds of the goblins, where a wall made out of logs blocked their vision.


  The human soldiers were doing everything they could to strike the goblins from behind. As such, they couldn’t possibly see the situation of the entire army. That area was unnaturally big.


  “Die monsters— GU!?”


  A soldier struck out his spear toward the back of an orc, but then he lost his balance and fell over.


  “Damn it! What is this? …This …Is this oil?”


  The voice of the excited soldiers gradually quietened. There was a narrow uneven part on the ground that was like a ridge. It was through that that the orcs and goblins fled.


  But the human soldiers were too caught up in their excitement to pay attention to their footing, because of that they reacted too late. Inside the camp was a wall of logs without any openings between them that divided the camp like a fortress. That wall was about twice the height of an average human.


  When the humans saw the orcs and goblins that had climbed up help their fellow soldiers up, they took the spears in their hands and threw them at the enemy while jeering at them.


  But those jeers very quickly turned into screams when orcs carrying torches appeared.


  It was at that moment that they realized that they had messed up.


  This was a trap.


  But by the time they realized it, their fate had already been sealed.


  “Throw it.”


  Bui’s expression didn’t change even a little as he gave out the order. In the next moment, the place below turned into a lake of fire. The screams of the burning humans coupled with the lake of fire was the very picture of hell. But because there weren’t enough oil, only the first group of soldiers were burned, and after that the flames weakened.


  As the Orc King folded his arms and looked down at the humans, the orcs peeked from behind the king’s strong back.


  But while the orcs were looking, at the back of Bui’s head, he was desperately thinking of a way to get out of this situation. The flames were much stronger than he’d expected. Although they built the place using lumber that didn’t burn easily, the flames had spread even to the walls. If they went about this poorly, they could burn to death themselves.


  Thinking that they should leave this to the goblins, Bui stopped his orc soldiers from jumping at the enemy.


  “Welcome to our hunting grounds, humans.”


  When Gilmi saw that the flames had weakened, he ordered the archers of Ganra to shoot the human soldiers that were trying to escape. The humans fled from the fire, but then arrows descended from the sky to which the smoke of the black flames rose, taking the lives of the humans with them.


  Each time those strings sang their song, the smoke from the black flames in the sky would absorb the twinkle from the descending arrows. Like this death fell from above with the sound of cutting wind.


  “The time to hunt has come! So, hunt! Hunt to your heart’s content!”


  As Gi Zu raised up his voice, his goblin subordinates cried out.


  “GURUUuAAA!!”


  The goblins of the brawler faction have always been peerless in strength. As if to vent their pent up anger from earlier, they took the lead and trampled down the humans.


  As Gi Zu rushed at the vanguard, he swung his spear and struck the enemy. When Ved saw that, he followed from behind and called the rest of the henchmen behind him.


  “Our boss fights! To him!”


  Zu Ved’s fist was big even among the noble class goblins. With a strike from his fist, he crushed the head of a soldier.


  The goblins from behind were unafraid to show how fierce they were, and they threw themselves at the confused human army. Just as they had done to them, they struck their spears into their backs and bit out the throats of the humans that dared face them. Humans that crawled underfoot had their heads crushed with a stomp from their feet, and the humans that were overcome by fear were killed with the swing of a sword. The goblins under Gi Zu mercilessly wiped out the humans.


  As the soldiers fled from the rain of fire and arrows, the human commander paled.


  His duty was to repel the goblins invading from the west. So long as no goblins were able to move out of the western region toward them, his duty could be said to be complete. But any more losses than this and the situation will quickly become dangerous.


  Having thrown half of his soldiers into the pursuit of the enemy, there was a chance that he wouldn’t be able to endure an attack from the goblins. That being said, it should still be possible to defend so long as they stuck to their camp and firmly defended it. Having decided that, the commander gave the signal to retreat.


  By attacking with the cavalry that was still in good health and shooting arrows at the enemy, they were able to flee to their camp.


  When Shumea saw that Germion Kingdom had retreated, she intentionally did not pursue them and instead called for people to kill the fire.


  “…With this, we should finally be able to relax a little.”


  She left the subordinates of Gi Zu that wanted to pursue the enemy to Gilmi, while she had the orcs kill the fire.


  In her report, Shumea reported the activities of everyone exactly as they had done. She herself couldn’t write, so she had to get someone among her subordinates who could. When the king read the report, he was full of praises for them.


  Not only were they able to take into consideration the entire region that the king ruled, they also made the correct decision to not needlessly spread war. Because they were able to meet his expectations, the Goblin King was able to leave the western region to them without having to worry.


  “Ra Gilmi Fishiga, his cunning in the battlefield is enough for the western region to be entrusted to him.”


  Gi Za was the one who had brought the report to the king. When the king praised Gilmi so, word of it quickly spread among the goblins, and Gilmi’s fame rose just as quick.


  The battle flag of Falzen stood tall and proud as it held up the kingdom amidst the unbending winds of the frontlines that was the borders of the western region.


   


  Chapter 221 
The Storm of Felduk


  The army of Gi Gu Verbena the Ruler of the South headed to Pena with nothing but goblins among his ranks. Gi Gu carried the Flag of Felduk (Axe and Sword) with the biggest army among the subordinates of the Goblin King. Under the support of a vast land and an abundance of food, the goblins reproduced, and the entirety of the southern goblins were gathered under Gi Gu.


  They numbered 2,300 in total and among those, 300 were rare class. There were also all kinds of goblins among Gi Gu’s army, and their platoons included even beast tamers and druids. It wasn’t wrong to say that it was just a little smaller compared to the king’s army.


  Being the last surviving member of the Ashunasan Alliance, although weakened, the merchant country of pena hung onto life yet. In order to defeat this colossal enemy, the Goblin King has decided to spare the best among his forces.


  Gi Gu Verbena himself thought that and he puffed up his chest at the joy of having been entrusted a powerful foe. Although Gi Gu Verbena steadily advanced, his progress was a lot slower compared to the other goblins.


  One reason was because his platoons were composed solely of goblins.


  Another reason was because the leader of the Ashunasan Alliance, Pena, despite being weakened, was still in good health. At first, Gi Gu wanted to imitate the king and do as Gi Ga did when he conquered the Labyrinth City, but while Gi Ga had Zaurosh with him, Gi Gu had no humans to cooperate with. The effect of this one factor was huge, and managing the cities that had capitulated greatly impeded their progress.


  Because of the slow progress, the Goblin King sent Gi Za Zakuend as an envoy of consolation. His purpose was to see how Gi Gu was doing, as well as to ascertain if there was a need to send reinforcements. When he arrived, it was just right after the city that surrendered to Gi Gu rebelled.


  Given that the clan leaders they relied upon were still alive and well, they could not accept submitting themselves to the goblins, so the capitulated city drove out the influential people and the young and vigorous youth took over the city.


  When Gi Gu heard of the results of the other three generals through Gi Za Zakuend, he couldn’t help but twist his lips and mock himself.


  “It seems I’m not as shrewd as the others.”


  Seeing Gi Gu so dispirited, Gi Za frowned.


  “…Did you think that everything will go well just because you did as the king would? That is no more than a fantasy. Isn’t the most important thing to be able to think on your own and then act?”


  When Gi Gu heard the words of this goblin that looked so much like a human, he closed his eyes.


  “Indeed. It might be just as you said.”


  Gi Gu looked at the goblin before him, who once challenged the king, with awe and reverence. Those emotions might apply to Rashka and Gi Go Amatsuki as well, but he himself could not do it.


  When Gi Gu first met the king, the fear he felt was so great that he knelt before him without even fighting. Gi Za’s words weren’t only meant for a comrade in arms who fought honorably under the king, but also for a goblin he believed was worthy of his respect. They were words meant to help Gi Gu strengthen his resolve.


  What spurred Gi Gu the most was Gi Ga Rax, who himself was one of the four generals. Gi Gu himself was became a rare-class goblin earlier, and it was only later that a loyal one appeared from the group of eccentrics that he led.


  Although Gi Gu envied Gi Ga’s way of life and even respected him, that did not mean that his sense of rivalry had vanished.


  “So the quick spear tamed the humans with wisdom…”


  After closing his eyes for a long time, Gi Gu suddenly opened them. Not a trace of that disheartened spirit from before was left.


  “In that case, I shall become an axe of fear that will strike terror into the hearts of the humans.”


  After Gi Gu had made up his mind, he quickly went into action. He called for a war council and announced that he would change how he’s been doing things until now.


  “I was wrong. Even if I copy the king, I can’t become the king! We are goblins. From now on, I will use the savage strength that has made the humans call us monsters and display it for all to see.”


  At that declaration, unbeknownst to the king, the ferocity that had been suppressed all this time was – with the cry of the goblins -unleashed. The goblins under Gi Gu’s direct command Gu Tough, Gu Long, Gu Big were also taken over by his zeal and they all approved his decision.


  “For the sake of our elder brother.”


  “Let’s do this!”


  “Elder brother! Elder brother!”


  From that moment on, the state of the war at Pena quickly shifted.


  Gi Za looked on with a cold gaze.


  * * *


  The name of the city that had rebelled was called Hildor. It was a small settlement with a population of only 2,000, but unlike most of the cities in the south, they had walls and weapons to protect themselves from outside threats. By hiring adventurers, they were able to bring their numbers up to 400.


  It was that very city that Gi Gu attacked in the night.


  He had beast tamers take the lead with giant monster beasts that were peculiar to the south, and as they attacked the city gates, they slipped into the dark of the night and climbed the city walls from every direction. Their great numbers were not something that a mere 400 adventurers could deal with. In just one night, they once again took over Hildor.


  “We were wrong. Please save us!”


  The humans cried mercy, but Gi Gu only looked down at them coldly.


  “Then gather everyone who has surrendered to the city square.”


  At Gi Gu’s behest, the representative humans took all the surviving adventurers and residents and gathered them all at the designated place.


  “Look! We did as you told us! So please spare our— GU.”


  The representative couldn’t even finish what he was saying before Gi Gu smacked him.


  If it were the Goblin King, he might have been generous enough to give them a chance to earn forgiveness. But Gi Gu had been ordered to take Pena. There were no goblins here who would betray him to save the humans.


  As Gi Gu took a deep breath, he faced the goblins and the humans and said.


  “Kill them! Kill them all! Any and all who betray our king need not live!”


  At his behest, the goblins shouted and the humans screamed.


  As axes were swung, the crown of the human heads were crushed. As their corpses fell languidly, the goblins kicked them aside. Be it the men or the women or the children or the elderly, not a soul was spared as the goblins sought to pluck out every life from the city. Babies that yet drank milk from the breasts of their mothers were skewered dead with the thrust of their spears and men that fled were struck from behind with the swing of their swords.


  After confirming that there was no one left moving anymore, Gi Gu led his soldiers out of the city and ordered his soldiers.


  “Set the city on fire! Let the humans know what fate awaits those who betray us!”


  The goblins surrounded the city and literally tried to burn the city down completely. Those that had hid in their houses had no choice but to flee. When the goblins caught them, they were brought to Gi Gu, who then gave a grim command.


  “Cut off their heads. Just one human will be left behind.”


  There were 100 humans left in the city, but not a single one of them was able to flee. Instead their heads were loaded onto a carriage and the only survivor was made to drive it.


  “In the next village, you will speak to the representatives and tell them this. You will tell them what happens when they try to stand in our way. You will tell them that no man no child no woman no elderly – not one – will be left alive. You will tell them that the only path to survival is to prostrate themselves before the glory of our king and beg for forgiveness.”


  As the sole survivor trembled like a broken doll and nodded his head, he drove the carriage and followed Gi Gu to the next city.


  —


  The results were immediate.


  The cities near Pena were divided into two groups: those who surrendered to the goblins and those who resisted. Hildor was only the beginning, and when three settlements near Pena had been wiped out, fear of the goblins spread far and wide, and the settlements near Pena finally understood.


  Whether they liked it or not, when the goblin army came, they were left with two choices.


  Obedience or death.


  On one hand, the cities that surrendered were greeted with generosity. So long as the city operated well, the goblins did not even bother to interfere with their leadership, giving them autonomy. The only thing they would ask from them is to send a messenger to the next village, who would then ask them to choose.


  Surrender and live? Or die. Most of the settlements chose to surrender, as most of them were simply not equipped to deal with 2,000 goblins, and thanks to the human messengers, they at least knew that their lives would be spared.


  Gi Gu dyed the battlefield of the south in his color. In the blink of an eye, the territories they had occupied spread, and eventually, they found their way to a city that was relatively bigger than the rest that was known as Gerlend.


  Boasting a population of 10,000 and being surrounded by walls, they openly rejected Gi Gu’s demands. One reason was because it was the city from where the influential elders of Pena came from, so they could expect reinforcements from Pena. Another was because the villagers that left their settlements out of fear had taken refuge in the city, so they did not lack soldiers.


  With walls three times the height of the goblins and enough soldiers and weapons to take full advantage of them, they were able to successfully defend against the goblins twice.


  From how they defended the goblins as they attacked from the black of the night, it could be seen how desperate their resistance was. If they lost, only death awaited them. Gi Gu’s cruel methods may have caused many to surrender, but it also showed everyone that resistance would not be forgiven.


  Hence, it could be said to have also caused the enemy to defend desperately.


  After two consecutive days and nights of fighting, Gerlend had successful defended against the goblin army twice, but the third battle was intense. Gi Gu’s ability to attack with over 2,000 goblins organically and without waste proved that he was indeed more skilled than the other three generals. Gi Gu, who has been a general for a long time, was able to fully demonstrate his abilities.


  For example, even if Gilmi, who was praised by the king as cunning, were to be asked if he could control 2,000 goblins as if they were his limbs, he would have no choice but to say no. It’s true that Gilmi has indeed led a mixed army close to 2,000 soldiers, but that was only possible because there were other leaders that could lead the other races.


  By cooperating with the leaders of the other races, it became possible to move a large army of 2,000. But Gi Gu was different. Because he could unite 2,000 goblins under one will and turn them into either murderers or heroes. His outstanding leadership skills were second only to the king.


  By the third attack, Gi Gu was able to successfully force Gerlend to capitulate.


  As usual, he was about to wipe out the resident humans, but Gi Za Zakuend stopped him.


  “Why are you stopping me? I didn’t think that you of all people would hold some sentiments to the humans, Gi Za-dono…”


  When Gi Gu asked that, Gi Za’s eyes narrowed and coldly looked at the prisoners of war.


  “My loyalty is ever with His Highness. It is the duty of the king’s retainer to provide whatever he is lacking,” Gi Gu said.


  “But… of course,” Gi Za replied.


  “The king is too kind. Perhaps, that is why he is able to charm the other races, but if so, then it is my duty to make up for his gentleness with my cruelty.”


  “Then might I ask why you believe these humans must die?”


  “One, there are too many enemies. It would take too much time to kill the prisoners one by one. Reinforcements are coming from Pena,” Gi Gu said. “And we can’t just leave them be either.”


  “Of course,” Gi Za agreed. “But what you fail to see is that we can take advantage of the so-called ’emotion’ of humans.”


  As a cruel light filled Gi Za’s eyes, he proposed a very cruel plan.


  “…Interesting. As expected of you, Gi Za-dono.”


  Of the people gathered in the city square, men with families were taken in as soldiers, while those without were executed. Those with families were then taken out of the city walls.


  “I will give you an opportunity.”


  The contents of Gi Gu’s speech could only be described as cruel and heartless.


  The men brought outside the walls were to be turned into battle slaves. If they did not want their families to be killed, they would have to fight the reinforcements from Pena. Gi Gu promised to return them to their families if they could survive a second battle. The humans had no choice but to believe him.


  Two days later, the reinforcements that came from Pena to save Gerlend were attacked by the soldiers from Gerlend who’s had their families taken hostage.


  “W-What are you doing!? We’re your reinforcements! We’re—!”


  The reinforcements of Pena fell into chaos, but they were soldiers who have been properly trained, so naturally when they clashed against untrained militants, they were the ones to claim victory. Unfortunately, the only thing waiting for them after staining their hands with the blood of their friends was the goblin army and the Flag of Felduk.


  “KU, the goblins are coming here!?”


  The forces of Pena didn’t even have their formation anymore. They had fallen into chaos because of the fight with the battle slaves. And then Gi Gu Verbena came along, killing both foe and ally alike.


  Pena’s army was half destroyed as they retreated. The surviving men from Gerlend were taken in as battle slaves and made to fight at the front lines. This victory had a decisive influence on the surrounding situation.


  Word of Pena army’s defeat at the hands of the goblins quickly spread to the surrounding territories and Gi Gu’s territory quickly expanded. After even Pena’s satellite city surrendered, Gi Gu’s army – including the battle slaves – now numbered 3,000.


  “Though others might call me a devil, my loyalty will not waver. Behold my king! I will bathe Pena in blood and they will be knelt before you.”


  After Gi Gu’s mad charge, all that was left now was the Merchant Country of Pena itself.


  The residents of Pena looked on with fear at the Flag of Felduk.


  Will you obey? Or will you die?


  As the choice approached them, the blood-stained flag of Felduk swayed before the passing wind of the desert.


   


  Intermission 
Friend, from Far Away


  “Good!”


  Mellisia Salisa fired herself up and puffed up her cheeks. She was the daughter of a slave and was 16 years old, an age where she outbloomed even flowers. She wore a maid’s uniform as she checked her appearance on the iron mirror.


  “Uu…”


  It seems she’d puffed her cheeks a bit too much, as she had to caress them like she was trying to relieve the pain. With a turn of her skirt, she left the room.


  The reason she became a slave was because her parents had sold her. It was a common story at the village she lived. So since she was a fairly beautiful girl herself, she was eventually sold to a slave merchant. But it wasn’t a bad story by any means. After all, a year’s worth of food was exchanged for her.


  It is common sense that expensive things would be treasured. Of course, there were slaves who couldn’t accept what has become of them, but Mellisia Salisa was not like them, and she was quickly able to come to terms with her newfound status as a slave. At the very least, by being a slave, she no longer had to fear starving to death. When she was free and was still at the village, even being able to eat everyday was a luxury.


  The slave merchant that purchased her was a skilled businessman. He cultivated the obedient slaves, even going as far as to teach them how to read and write. Although there was little point in teaching labor slaves how to read and write.


  That being said, the opposite was true when it came to high-class prostitutes. They were expected to know that much. Increase the value of the slaves and then sell them. It was difficult for Mellisia, but that was probably what the merchant had in mind.


  For 2 years, the slave merchant traveled from country to country, until one day, he laid his eyes at the edge of the west: Germion Kingdom. The land of the holy knights that cut open the border lands. The feudal lord of the western region was an accomplished man and was said to have many skilled youths under him.


  Apparently, the slave merchant had washed his hands of the southern and eastern regions and had set his sights on a territory with good prospects.


  The slave merchant had planned to offer Mellisia Salisa to the knight that served beside the feudal lord in hopes of gaining a stable social position and protection for his business. He was really a skilled merchant.


  The girl vaguely heard such a story from the slave merchant, leading her to hold sweet dreams of becoming a high-class prostitute who would one day be bound to a knight.


  Had the merchant lived, he would’ve surely become an exceptional businessman, but due to the monster attack that occurred that day, he passed away. It was a pity, but he was caught up in a mob, and died. After that the goblin army came.


  When Melissia Salisa watched the giant goblin cry out in victory, she felt as if she were watching something from a distant world.


  “Good morning, Mellisia.”


  “Good morning, master!”


  “Didn’t I tell you to stop calling me that?”


  “Then should I call you the Governor-General of the Western Capital?”


  “…Uh, ‘master’ is fine.”


  Her master shrugged his shoulders. From what she’s heard, he’s supposedly a former slave. But with his gentle face and his chestnut-colored hair, he didn’t look like it at all. When she looked at him, she couldn’t help but feel her heart beneath her abundant chest tighten.


  According to a friend of hers who loved rumors, Yoshu the Flame Striker and Shumea the Flame Spear were ranked one or two among gladiators.


  But she didn’t really care about that. No, it was not that she didn’t care, but as far as she was concerned, the Yoshu in front of her was enough.


  “What do you have for me today?”


  “There are 8 cases that have to be dealt with by noon. From noon onwards, there are 10 cases.”


  “I guess I’ll have to do my best to deal with all of those then…”


  Even the way he breathed was enough to send her heart going pitter-patter, but why? Mellisia didn’t understand.


  “What is it?”


  “Nothing! Nothing at all!”


  “Really? Then in that case, please take care of it right away.”


  Yoshu’s days as he unified the western capital began early. He would wake up before the sun rose, readily change his clothes, and by the time the sun had risen, he would have already started working. He dealt with all sorts of cases from complaints from merchants to elves destroying houses without permission to build a forest.


  Recently, Yoshu has started to leave matters to other people, so the burden on him has lessened, but there were still many cases that he had to deal with himself.


  Of those cases, the most important ones were those that dealt with goblins.


  When Yoshu would begin working on dividing the people to plan the town, Mellisia would read a case relating to the goblins, upon which, Yoshu would make a decision. This was how Yoshu’s days usually went.


  “Umm, I saw a goblin push his leftover bones into the back of an alley. Please deal with it. Kushinada-san of the 3rd District.”


  “…”


  When Yoshu stopped writing and turned to look at her, Mellisia felt herself go pleasurably numb. That was clearly a gaze of criticism, but to her nothing could be more lovely.


  “Dispatch some soldiers and scold that goblin that can’t clean up after himself.”


  “Yes!”


  Yoshu suggested that Gi Ah should have been nearby to escort the people transporting goods.


  “Gi Ah-dono? I understand.”


  When she thought back to the goblin with a stern face, she stamped the document with a ‘Settled’ stamp and made it distinguishable from the others.


  “Next. A request to exterminate monsters. It’s for the area between the western capital and the former colonial city, Middled.”


  “Who’s the client?”


  “Messa Deon Company.”


  “…Hmm.”


  Yoshu closed his eyes to gather his thoughts. Mellisia peeked at him from the side, wondering what was there to worry about. But her questions aside, it was a good opportunity to watch Yoshu acting like an adult from the side, so she couldn’t complain.


  Yoshu was responsible for the entire western capital, but at the same time, he was also responsible for the developing guild in Middled and the western capital. Aid in the form of introducing jobs was much better than just giving stuff to people.


  By giving jobs, not only can you shape the city as you imagine it, but you’ll also be able to maintain the public order. It’s important to remember that a large of portion of the people living in the western capital and Middled were made up of refugees from the border lands.


  Feeding people isn’t enough to help refugees regain their self-respect.


  Only by being able to make a living with their own abilities and feed themselves and their family will such people be able to recover their self-respect and the deterioration of the public order be prevented.


  “Let’s offer some funds from the office of government-general of the western capital as well. Priority should be given to the subjugation jobs along the highway that’s under construction. Tell that to the Messa Deon Company. I don’t think they’ll refuse, but just to be safe.”


  “Yes.”


  “Also, perhaps we should also request to place a stone monument with the name of Messa Deon Company engraved on it at the entrance of the city.”


  “Hah?”


  “On it we could say that the name of Messa Deon has been engraved for the achievement of building the highway.”


  “Are you sure it’s okay not to engrave the name of the governor-general of the western capital?”


  When Yoshu heard Mellisia’s words, he broady smiled.


  “To be rich is to seek honor. The same is true for people who hold sword fights. They have so much money they don’t know what to do with it, so they use it to buy honor. For that, no cost is too— No. That’s not quite right. What they use is their spare change.”


  “Really?”


  “Yes. Please take care of it. And also, to the people of the governor-general office, the stability of the city is the greatest honor they could ask for.


  “…I understand!”


  Yoshu’s job continued until the dead of the night. At the frontmost lines of a newly born country, the reach of the governor-general knew no limit.


  —


  “Elbert!”


  Within the halls of the magnificent royal palace, a voice called out to Elbert. It was the month of Horus and with it came damp winds from the north. As the winds blew out from the halls, the garden outside was – as one would expect from Elrain, which possessed a nearby rich water vein – filled with green trees and dazzlingly thick leaves born from luxuriously drinking water.


  “Dordias? What is it?”


  “What do you mean what? I’m greeting you.”


  With a pale countenance and a slender stature, Elbert looked just like a scholar. Contrast to him, the man called Dordias was a large muscular man. He did not look like a civil official at all. If one were to look only at his sunburned face and his beard, one could easily mistake him for a bandit. But he too was a fully-fledged civil official. As proof of that, the clothes he wore were that of the uniform of the lowest level civil official.


  “So what business do you have with me?”


  “Oh, nothing special. How about tonight?”


  Dordias said as he made a gesture of tilting a mug. Elbert made a troubled face but nodded nevertheless.


  “I don’t mind.”


  “Ooh. Great. Then let’s do it at the Evening Moon Pavilion.”


  After seeing off the broadly smiling man, Elbert went to his own office.


  Elbert, who has achieved an extraordinary rise from imperial court official to imperial court chief, has more than 100 imperial court official as his subordinates. The job of the imperial court chief was – roughly speaking – the management of the imperial court.


  If the king were to form the inner palace (reserved for women), its maintenance fees, the extension and structural alteration of the palace, the wages of the waiting maids that serve the inner palace, and the money for the clothes… All of that would be handled by the imperial court chief.


  Because the authority the position entailed was enormous and because in the past it was the shortest route to getting on the good side of the royal family, there were many who vied for it. But now the attraction of that position grew less by the day.


  And the reason for that was none other than the new king himself.


  The king of monsters, who with each passing day, grew more and more likely to rule the entire southern region. Moreover, an intellectual, an existence who was the furthest thing from the things humans have come to call ‘monster’.


  He showed no interest in the inner palace nor in the construction of a new palace. He did not even show interest in lavishing himself with food. In that case, what should they focus on? The answer was the processing of government affairs that have stagnated and the strengthening of the army.


  No king was more fitting to rebuild the country, but to the people who longed to muster the power of the imperial court chief, there was no king more ill at ease than he, for the position of imperial court chief was one that grew in power according to the desires of the king.


  Ever since, complaints from the inner palace have been pouring like flood water to the appointed Imperial court chief of the Monster King. After all, the money that they once were free to use lessened by the day. It would’ve been stranger had they not complained.


  The servants of the king’s concubines, the civil officials, and in worse cases, even a person from the nobles would try to get Elbert to use discretion. They employed a variety of methods from intimidation to bribery, and even women.


  Despite that Elbert never agreed to their demands. And in the end, the forces of the inner palace even laid their hands on his daughter, but thankfully, the elven warrior, Felbi, managed to save her just in the nick of time.


  Since then, the elven man, Felbi, would see her frequently to protect her. Thanks to that, it was now impossible for him to betray the king, Elbert thought to himself as he wryly smiled at the pile of documents.


  To any other government official, the working conditions he dealt with could only be described as ‘strange’. No matter what manner of disturbance visited him, Elbert wouldn’t falter, and would instead, faithfully clear the documents before him as quickly as he could. It was truly a ghastly sight.


  He would defeat the servants and nobles that visited him in arguments, refuse to compromise in any way, and if needed, he himself would go out to speak with other government officials. He would keep that up until the dead of the night, but the next morning, he would rise earlier than anyone else and begin his work anew.


  “Ohh, Elbert. I was waiting for you.”


  Elbert ended his work for the day. When he showed his face at the Evening Moon Pavilion, Dordias’ face was already red, having helped himself at the back seat to some liquor.


  “It seems I was late.”


  “Don’t worry about it. I was enjoying myself. As someone from the countryside, the wine here at the imperial capital is truly to die for.”


  As Dordias heartily laughed, he ordered more grape wine while finishing the remaining beer.


  “…So what business do you have with me?”


  “You’re the same as ever. At the very least, order something.”


  “Alright. In that case…”


  Seeing Elbert frown, Dordias wryly smiled while he called for a waitress and ordered. When the barmaid brought their food and grape wine, they toasted.


  “To our motherland.”


  “To my unchanging friend.”


  As they knocked their cups, they drank a mouthful of grape wine.


  “But my unchanging friend sure says some happy things.”


  Dordias licked his cup, separated his mouth from it, and then turned to Elbert with a red face.


  “…So, what are you really planning?”


  From his red face, the only thing that didn’t appear intoxicated was his gaze. Dordias asked Elbert seriously.


  “What do you mean?”


  Elbert wore a face that looked as if he were analyzing the taste of the liquor as he drank and asked Dordias that back.


  “Why would Seidian’s brilliant pupil so willingly throw mud on his name? Is it for Rishan’s sake? If you’re having a hard time getting by, you could just talk to me, couldn’t you?”


  Elbert and Dordias were both students of the private school, Seidian, within Elrain Kingdom, and saw each other as rivals. The largehearted Dordias and the seemingly sensitive Elbert. For some reason, these two people with exact opposite personalities were able to get along.


  “It has nothing to do with Rishan. Well, I won’t say that Rishan is completely unrelated, but at most, it only serves to bolster my resolve to work for his highness.”


  “That’s the king of monsters, you’re talking about. If you walk around, you’ll hear all sorts of terrible rumors. In the past, you were the imperial court chief, but now, do you know what the people call you? They call you the demon king’s hound.”


  Though Dordias spoke in hushed voices, with every word uttered, so did the anger in his voice became apparent.


  “Are you angry, Dordias?”


  “Am I angry? Of course, I am. What man wouldn’t become angry when he hears people talking ill of his friend!?”


  Dorias took a handful of roasted beans and crushed them in his mouth.


  Elbert wryly smiled at that.


  “What’s so funny? I’m being serious here.”


  “My friend, it’s such a joy to see you come from so far away.”


  “…Are you making fun of me!?”


  That was the first sentence they learned at Seidian. At the time, Elbert and Dordias had their desks lined up as they read aloud those words. As Dordias recalled those times, he gradually regained his calm.


  Elbert asked him.


  “Dordias, my friend, what is a country?”


  —


  “What?”


  “I believe the country is the people.”


  As Dordias quietly listened, Elbert continued.


  “It was because of the king and his aides that this country was driven into the ground, and our motherland, Elrain, found itself on the brink of destruction.”


  The king did not know how to use his power, while the nobles took advantage of that to allow tyranny to usurp the land. Eventually, that reached the army, and he soldiers, who were supposed to be protecting the land, were forced to throw their lives away in meaningless wars. It was because of that that the treasury of the kingdom was on the brink of bankruptcy.


  Brandika Rual Fatina took advantage of that.


  The country deteriorated and the people turned adrift in the streets.


  It got to the point where the country had to borrow a vast amount of money from Fatina’s taxes and the merchants to buy food, and yet there were still people who couldn’t eat and had to be turned into soldiers. Where did the Red King source their limitless supply of soldiers? In truth, it was none other than the jobless men of Elrain Kingdom.


  And then, the Red King was defeated.


  What appeared next was the King of Monsters.


  “At that, I thought, it was over. Elrain Kingdom was done for.”


  Elbert seriously muttered those things and Dordias nodded. Though Dordias may be the lowest level of government official, obviously, he was still privy to the invasion of the Monster King.


  “…But he is different. The country that every human king has forsaken, he alone is trying to save.”


  “Impossible.”


  “Of course, I thought so too as well. But you know… With all the problems being resolved by the day, and the increasing income of the country, I had no choice but to accept it.”


  “…”


  “Can you believe it? Just a few days ago, the king attended the imperial court meeting.”


  “The same imperial court meeting that – for generations – the kings have left to their prime minister?”


  “Dordias, my friend, I believe the country is the people.”


  “Ahh.”


  “This country whom everyone has turned their back to, that Monster King is saying he’s going to save it. Though history might erase the existence of this king, as someone born and raised in this land, I must repay this gratitude.”


  “…And that’s why you will submit to the monsters?”


  “Yes.”


  It was because of that that Elbert asked Dordias.


  —What is a country?


  What exacty was the ‘country’ that they had to serve and protect? It was none other than the people themselves. And if that happiness could be realized, then even if it was under the rule of the King of Monsters, even if his name would come to be cursed as a traitor, Elbert would be satisfied.


  “Forgive me, Elbert, my friend, for ever doubting you. You are indeed the brilliant student of Seidian, Elbert Noen.


  That night, Elbert and Dordias spoke over wine regadring their dreams for the country just like they did before being appointed.


  Afterwards, Dordias used his connections to recommend people to Elbert. Those recommended also came from Seidian, and together they formed the retainers of the Goblin King that supported his reign in Elrain Kingdom.


  * * *


  “The young hero, Vilan Do Zul.


  Though still green in the ears, not even 20 years of age, his talent in battle is more than sufficient to lead an army through a thousand battles. The king of Burnen Kingdom had noticed his talent from a young age and specifically appointed him to be the guard and escort of Saint Mira. And just as the king had predicted, young Vilan brought one achievement after another in battle.


  Of his achievements, he stopped the invasion of Elrain Kingdom, he fought against the invasion of the Red King, fought against the siege of Germion Kingdom, and just recently, conquered Fatina. In the darkest hours of the Kushain Believers, a hero has appeared. A great general whose name resounds even among our allies, the strong and fierce goblin.


  That is the young hero, Vilan Do Zul. “


  “…Are you serious, Your Highness?” Vilan asked.


  “Of course, I’m serious,” Mira said.


  After the exaggerated contents of the letter were read aloud, Vilan couldn’t help but inadvertently look up at the ceiling.


  “Is there a problem?”


  Vilan turned to the old man, who was the highest ranking commanding officer of the army, for help, but he merely grinned and nodded as if he were listening to the selfish request of his grandchild.


  “Her Highness couldn’t possibly be mistaken.”


  As Vilan realized that he couldn’t rely on the old officer, he turned his eye to the civil officials, but they had already stiffened their expression and turned their faces away, as they did their best to appear as if they weren’t laughing.


  As Vilan saw their shoulders shaking, he couldn’t help but wonder how pathetic a face he was making right now.


  Vilan turned to the cardinals of the Kushain Believers.


  They looked as if they had severed all ties to the world as they smiled like gentle old men and cut off whatever path of retreat may have existed with but a nod.


  “Truly, Your Highness has been blessed with the eye of wisdom.”


  Clearly, the word ‘malicious’ had been cut out specifically for old men like these, Vilan thought. He searched the room, looking for someone to save him, but unfortunately, a rock-like hand placed upon his shoulder stopped him.


  It was none other than the old commanding officer, and his grip was so strong that Vilan couldn’t help but wonder if he were really past 60. He spoke in Vilan’s place as if he knew exactly how he was feeling.


  “Vilan-dono may still be young, but his martial arts is unparalleled. The fact that he was able to conquer Fatina during the joint-battle with the goblins shows that he is more than adequate. There is no need to wait for Her Highness’ proposal. As a representative to the will of the entire army, I hereby request that he be given the rank of general.”


  The eyes of the old man as he gave an opinion that was the exact opposite of Vilan’s was like that of a no-good adult playing a prank on someone. Vilan tried to say something in response to that pressure that gave him a feeling of deja vu, but…


  “…Vilan. Are you not going to listen to me even though you listen to the goblins?”


  There was a bad girl was in front of him.


  With tears (fake) in her eyes, Mira folded her arms before her. That was clearly a posture taken to request something of someone. Despite knowing that Mira had a penchant for being sly and knowing full well that she was merely acting, Vilan still hesitated.


  “…Vilan-kun. You know, as impolite as this may be, I actually see Her Highness as my grandchild. I adore her dearly.”


  The old man himself hasn’t known her for that long, so what more the rest of the people here other than Vilan?


  The pressure from the hand placed on Vilan’s shoulder became stronger. It was such a powerful grip that it seemed his bones might actually crumble under it. Vilan almost felt like screaming when the hoarse voice of an old man whispering like a demon reached his ears.


  Vilan inadvertently turned his gaze toward that direction and immediately regretted his decision.


  The old man’s eyes that were often as thin as a slit were wide-open and bloodshot. His eyes were dyed in a dangerous color as they stared into Vilan’s eyes like a maddened fanatic. No, he was glaring at him.


  Frankly speaking, he was scary.


  The pressure from this old man might actually be stronger than those goblins Vilan met a few days ago.


  Were he to refuse this order here today, what would happen? Would this old man send out the assassin unit of the Kushain Believers and have them engrave their countless torture techniques upon his body?


  Vilan made his decision.


  “…Unworthy as I am, Your Highness, please allow me the honor of this position.”


  “Wonderful, wonderful. That is how the youths should be.”


  As the pressure on Vilan’s shoulders slackened, he heard the old man speak.


  “As expected of Vilan Do Zul. Please continue to work hard and become the hope of our Kushain Believers.”


  Mira wrapped up the meeting and ended the meeting for that day.


  As Vilan Do Zul accepted the position of general, the elite guards – that might as well be called the standing guard – that would be placed under him was also established.


  As he himself would be the one deciding the training schedule, the budget, and the human resources, it was easy to imagine how great the power his new position held, but it came with an equally tremendous workload.


  Pulled up by the false reputation of being a young hero, Vilan’s reputation was rose, and he became so busy he could not find the time for a day off.


  As expected, even Mira and the old general reflected a little on their actions, but had they been even a moment slower in providing him a skilled aide and staff officer, perhaps Vilan might have already fallen ill, both mentally and physically.


  In any case, the elite guards that were established under the pretense of their great achievements would be joining the goblins as the Kushain Believers’ army.


  Because they all wore red, these elite guards came to be known as ‘Akazone’.


   


  Chapter 222 
The Hero of Pena 1


  Gi Gu’s mad charge had the royal palace of Pena in a state of panic. Most of the elders that could be considered the executives of Pena have already been killed during Brandika’s revolution, and though the Blue Knights were still in good health, they were only half as strong as they used to be.


  As for the mixed army, they were crushed when Brandika used them for his purposes.


  With Pena having lost most of the people that could manage the country, the Elder Council had no choice but to declare that all decisions would be left to the queen’s discretion. Because of Queen Raksha El Pena’s friendship with the knight commander, Allen, the people believed that she would issue an order increasing his authority, but what she issued instead was an order to intercept the goblins.


  An imperial command was given, declaring that the authority of the attack be given to the Blue Knights. As such, Allen was entrusted with the duty of strategizing the defenses of Pena.


  “But…”


  Within his private room, Allen pondered on whether they could resist the goblin forces. What was headed toward them now was only one of the four goblin generals, and the main force should still be at Elrain Kingdom, but there was no end to reports from the north of the goblins increasing their strength.


  Could Pena really defeat them if they were to use that power?


  After being entrusted with Pena’s defense, Allen came up with a plan, and on the next day, requested an audience with Queen Raksha. She received him at the throne room. Allen knelt while Queen Raksha sat on her throne. There was no one around them, causing an air of desolation to fill the space.


  “Please allow me to use the Holy Sword Guradion.”


  “…You can’t use it.”


  The queen’s voice was colder than usual as it resounded throughout the throne room. Allen recalled the legend.


  The Holy Sword Guradion was entrusted during the distant age of the gods as a sword to protect the country. When a chosen one wields it, it bestows its wielder peerless power, but when an unchosen one uses it, his life will be forfeit.


  The sword is enshrined during the selection process, and the bearer is decided according to the light of the sword when held. When Aizas passed away, Allen himself tried for the selection, but the light did not show any signs of following him.


  The moment when he realized that he was not special and had to leave was still fresh on his mind.


  “I am aware, Your Highness. But without its power, there is no saving this country.”


  Queen Raksha remained silent, and Allen continued.


  “Princess… No, Queen Raksha. Please bestow the holy sword upon me and allow me to take vengeance for Aizas—!”


  Allen felt the queen stand up as he was speaking, so he caught his tongue.


  “…You speak of vengeance? But the one who killed him was you!”


  Allen never thought that she would say such a thing to him, so he ended up meeting her gaze from below. Such conduct would be considered rude, but fortunately, there was no one here but them.


  “Princess, I…”


  It was a trivial matter to deny her words. But Allen couldn’t say it. She was right. If he were only stronger, then he wouldn’t have been delayed by the goblins for so long and Aizas wouldn’t have had to die.


  Tears poured out of Raksha despite her attempts to stop them. She looked as if she were both laughing and crying.


  “It’s not just Aizas. You abandoned Brandika too! Right!?”


  No, Raksha was crying. That much should’ve been obvious, but it took Allen a lot of time to realize it. The words that left her lips next left Allen frowning and bewildered.


  “Brandika? Why do you care about him?”


  Allen couldn’t understand it. The Red King, Brandika Rual Fatina. He was their invader and their conqueror. There shouldn’t have been any reason for her to love him. If anything, she should hate him.


  “…Brandika was kind to me. He consoled me. While I was lonely from Aizas’ absence, he was there for me.”


  “Absurd! He was the one who stole this country! Please open your eyes, Princess!”


  Allen sidled up to Raksha while kneeling.


  “Don’t come! You took two of my dearest people. And yet! And yet! I…!”


  Allen had no choice but to watch dumbfounded as Raksha sobbed.


  With Rashka sobbing atop the throne, it was clear that right now, she was not a queen, but the little girl whom he spent his childhood with. Allen stretched out his hands from the floor and was about to hug this little girl, but the doors suddenly swung open.


  “Your Highness!”


  One of the elders pushed open the doors to the throne room as he led the imperial guards with him. With their intrusion, it was no longer possible for Allen to hug her.


  The elder quickly moved to where Raksha was and looked back and forth between her and Allen, then he glared at the latter.


  “What is the meaning of this, knight commander!? Her Highness has been laden with anxiety. Can you not understand that much!?”


  As Raksha continued to cry, the elder clicked his tongue in annoyance and ordered the imperial guards.


  “Bring Her Highness to her room! I will speak to the knight commander!”


  The waiting maids almost had to drag Queen Raksha back to her room. When she couldn’t be seen anymore, the elder dropped his shoulders and spoke to Allen.


  “I heard you arguing. I was hoping it wasn’t the case, but it looks like something bad happened.”


  “Everything is because of my immaturity.”


  “At least you have a good attitude, given that you’re not trying to make excuses. So, did you talk to her about borrowing the holy sword?”


  “She refused. But… we have to do it.”


  Without the holy sword, it was impossible for the people of Pena to truly cooperate with them. That was how much the bearer of the holy sword meant to the people of Pena.


  “A rescue request came from one of the satellite cities awhile ago. The goblin army is approaching. They number roughly 500. Can you do it, Allen?”


  “…For the sake of the country, for the sake of my queen, I will offer even my life.”


  With the fate of Pena on his shoulders, Allen wielded the holy sword.


  —


  “What? They were repelled?”


  When Gi Gu heard that the attack he entrusted to Gu Naga had been repelled, he couldn’t help but tilt his head. Although Gi Gu’s mad charge that was basically tyranny allowed him to quickly expanded his territory, it also made it difficult to manage his territory.


  Although he might have given autonomy to the conquered territories, he still had to demand proof of their submission from them.


  Forcefully turning their people into battle slaves like they did in Gerlend would too high-handed of a method to apply to the cities that surrendered, so they had to choose another method.


  As such, Gi Za proposed that they instead demand the cities to provide them with soldiers. From Gi Za’s work with the king, he knew that there was a considerable number of soldiers in the cities surrounding Pena.


  The cities in the outskirts of Pena were more than able to raise a private army given that they had people who used to be gladiators, people who used to trade and had guards, and people with guards to watch their belongings. There were many traders here that dealt with local specialties and had a private army. Now, the goblins were demanding them to hand these soldiers over.


  “Can we rely on the humans?” Gi Gu asked.


  Gi Za cruelly replied, “there’s no need to rely on them. We will just treat them as our heralds.”


  As far as Gi Gu was concerned, the only thing that could be counted on as their force were the goblins. There were also the other races acknowledged by the king, but without the approval of the king, he found it hard to accept the humans as a part of his army.


  In any case, Gi Gu Verbena ordered his army to stop in the outskirts of Pena and glared at his surroundings.


  Gi Gu postured himself to show that he would destroy any city that refused to take part in the campaign and demanded that the cities give him soldiers.


  In the end, Gi Gu was able to muster approximately 1,000 soldiers.


  There were no cities that refused, so Gi Gu was able to direct the forces he received toward those that had yet to surrender. He divide the army into two, then he picked out two old men from among the humans and made them commander over the two human armies, and then he sent them to attack with the goblins.


  When Gi Gu heard that their attack had been repelled, he grunted in displeasure.


  “Must we remind them of the taste of fear yet again?”


  “How did they lose”


  It was Gi Za who asked that lats question in Gi Gu’s place. Gu Naga (Long) replied respectfully.


  Gu Naga (Long) did his best to explain, even gesturing, and Gi Za came to a conclusion.


  “The Order of the Blue Knights.”


  “Those guys from back then, huh?”


  The two goblins thought back to that order made up of unparalleled sand horses. The king and the entire strength of the goblin army should have left them half destroyed, but it seems that they’ve somehow managed to recover.


  “…So Pena won’t surrender as long as they have that knight order.”


  What was burned to Gi Za’s memory was the figure of that powerful knight order that fought evenly with the goblins. As he thought back to the past, he was forced to realize that they might need reinforcements.


  “It doesn’t matter who it is. Any and all who stand in our path will be crushed. Tell Gu Tough and Gu Big to come back!”


  At Gi Gu’s behest, the messenger ran off.


  Although he was able to rapidly expand his army through the human army, he now had to scatter his forces.


  This wasn’t an enemy that could be defeated just by taking his entire strength and pitting it against them. As Gi Gu Verbena decided that, he focused his forces. The Flag of Felduk chased after the flag of the Blue Knights.


  * * *


  Cheers welcomed the Blue Knights in the city they freed.


  Although the Blue Knights only numbered 500, they were able to break the goblin forces. Word of the defeat of the reinforcements had spread to the satellite city, so the victory of the Blue Knights was a ray of hope to them.


  But that wasn’t all, for in the hands of the knight commander of the Blue Knights, was the Holy Sword Guradion.


  That was the guardian sword of the country that promised victory.


  A sword to defend Pena, a miracle from the age of the gods. Its brilliance was a ray of hope to the people despairing within the abyss, and the people who wavered and thought of surrendering found themselves instilled with courage.


  “Victory to the Blue Knights! Glory to Pena!”


  Basking under those cheers, Allen entered the manor of the feudal lord, but the moment the doors closed, he fell to his knees. The sweat that he’d desperately been trying to hide came pouring out and his breath immediately became ragged.


  The feudal lord panicked, but Allen told him that this was a matter of utmost secrecy as he borrowed the shoulder of his subordinate.


  The holy sword did not choose Allen. Allen merely chose to wield it despite knowing that his life would be shortened.


  After explaining the situation to the feudal lord, he explained a portion of Pena’s defensive plan, and asked for his cooperation. When the feudal lord heard the plan, he nodded. After all, there was a youth in front of him who was gambling even his life for the sake of the country.


  Pena’s plan was one that limited damages to the people as much as possible, so it only made sense to accept it. The feudal lord agreed with Allen’s plan.


  The next day, the feudal lord saw the Blue Knights off and began preparations to execute the plan.


  —


  “They got away again!?”


  Gi Gu Verbena cried out in shock, while Gu Tough lowered his head.


  The army of Gi Gu Verbena that carried the flag of Felduk have been failing to catch the Blue Knights of Pena despite their continuing expansion. This time around, Gu Tough was on the receiving end of a powerful assault on his way to rendezvous with the main force.


  They didn’t suffer many casualties, but Gi Gu was already at the end of his patience from the enemy’s repeated attacks.


  “If we can’t catch them, then that means we’re not mobile enough.”


  Gi Za’s analysis caused Gi Gu to frown. Gi Gu may have had beast tamers and druids in his army, but he didn’t have rider-beasts. Rider-beasts were unique to one tribe and the cavalry of the king required special training. Because of that his army was lacking in mobility.


  And the enemy took full advantage of it.


  “…Gi Za-dono, what do you think? I believe we should set a trap, but…”


  There were fast monsters within the forest. Like the double-headed ostrich or the small but fast wild dogs. These monsters weren’t very strong, but they were quick on their feet and nigh impossible for the goblins to catch.


  “Hmm…”


  Gi Za’s eyes narrowed as he looked at the goblin called Gi Gu a little better than before. Until now, he thought this goblin was only good for moving large armies, but it seems that’s not all he was good for. He might actually be trying to think of a way on his own just as Gi Za advised him before.


  “What do you think?”


  Gi Za was only here to observe, and the commander was Gi Gu. As such, Gi Za asked him that question out of respect.


  “I don’t know how they’re doing it, but it seems they’re intentionally aiming for our small platoons.”


  One option Gi Gu had was to prepare an escape route, and then send out a platoon as bait and attack the settlements. Of course, the bait would be at high risk, but it’s a lot better than the whole army just sitting around doing nothing.


  “There’s not much time.”


  “What?”


  Gi Gu was shocked to hear Gi Za say that. Gi Gu never once thought he would have to rush the final confrontation so soon.


  Moving a large army cost food.


  Especially, considering the area around Pena didn’t have many monster beasts. It was a region ruled by humans, so naturally, the monsters in it have mosly been run thin. Any monster that could harm humans would appear less and less likely the closer one neared a human settlement. Which goes to mean that the goblins will also be unable to sustain themselves.


  It was a lot faster to procure food from a nearby city than to run somewhere far away and hunt. But if they did that, they would cause displeasure among the cities they’d given autonomy to.


  If the people can’t eat, the people will grumble. That was true even for the goblins.


  “Certainly… The people being unhappy with the king’s leadership is not something that can be ignored.”


  Gi Gu Verbena was a proponent of goblin supremacy. But that didn’t have much to do with the atrocities he’s committed.


  Gi Gu was originally a goblin who led a horde himself, so while his thoughts on ruling were a bit vague, he still understood it more than the other goblins.


  For a horde to be led, those ruled over must tremble before the rulers. Yes. Just like how the goblins fear and respect the Goblin King. It was because of that that Gi Gu Verbena intentionally struck fear into the hearts of the humans.


  But if there was such a way for that fear to be overturned, it would be through none other than the accumulated fear that one might lose his life.


  Those that can’t eat, die.


  Be it human or goblin, this is a fear that all living creatures know. A fear so great that at times it can even overwhelm the fear of the ruled for the ruler.


  “It would appear that I have taken too much time.”


  Set a trap and wait for the enemy to get caught in it. It was a common method in the forest, but it was actually difficult to get a specific target to fall for a trap. It didn’t really matter when they were hunting, so they just took whatever got caught in the trap.


  “You could just restrict their movement,” Gi Za said.


  “…Didn’t you just say that they’re faster?” Gi Gu asked.


  Gi Za cruelly smiled. “Attack their friends. If you do that, then they’ll have no choice but to send help.”


  “I see… In that case, they’ll jump into the trap themselves.”


  As Gi Gu nodded, he picked Gu Big to lead a platoon from his army to one of the cities that have yet to surrender, while he sent out Gu Naga (Long) to take a small platoon and lay wait to pursue the enemy.


  “Let’s see how good the humans are at hunting.”


  Gi Gu Verbena smiled a fierce smile at the thought of a powerful foe.


  If he was going to do it, then it would be best to use a city with many humans. Doing so was sure to increase the odds that the enemy would send help. Gi Gu and Gi Za set their sights on one of the cities of the eastern part of Pena and moved the army.


  * * *


  Word of the goblin’s large army heading for one of the cities that have yet to capitulate was immediately brought before Allen. The force of over 2000 soldiers was headed to one of Pena’s satellite cities, Falkar.


  It was one of the cities they sent a messenger to and struck an agreement with.


  Thanks to successfully saving one of the cities earlier, the satellite cities around Pena that have been wavering were once again starting to gather around Pena. Cities at the southern part of Pena, where the messengers demanding capitulation have yet to come, sent people to Pena under the for financial support. The adventurers from the labyrinth city that did not approve of the goblins also found their way into the cities near Pena.


  Despite all the good news coming in, Allen was still full of worries.


  “Brave warriors have gathered throughout the land, but…”


  “The moment the giant army of the goblin makes its move, they’ll be nothing but a disorderly rabble. The Red King already proved that.”


  Allen’s body and mind were quickly deteriorating due to the side-effects of using the holy sword. Perhaps, it was his soul that was deteriorating. In the first place, the holy sword was not something he was meant to wield. The fatigue he’d incurred showed no signs of weakening. In fact, he even felt that if he were to relax for just one moment, all his power would leave him.


  Allen shaking his head toward the words of his aide showed that he did not believe they had the advantage.


  “The only way to stop the goblins is to crush the head.”


  He had only seen it once… That giant goblin. Unless that thing was killed, the goblins will not halt their march. Allen believed that firmly, and he thought up a plan to go with it.


  “What of Falkar?”


  “They will have to surrender. We can’t win a straight-up fight.”


  Resolve burned within Allen’s eyes as he spoke.


  “What are the chances that the goblins might ruin our plans?”


  “None. Is what I’d like to say, but it’s actually fifty-fifty.”


  Surprisingly, after gathering all the information on the goblins, it seems that their government was relatively gentle. They did not slaughter unreasonably nor did they levy heavy taxes. In fact, Elrain Kingdom was slowly recovering.


  From that they could infer that the goblins wouldn’t treat the people who surrendered to them poorly. If that was the will of that giant goblin, then Allen’s plan would probably go well.


  “Then how shall we disperse the… army of brave warriors?”


  “They came all this way to fight. We can’t ignore them.”


  Allen gave orders to several of his aides, then he sent them away.


  “…Goblins with integrity who rule wisely and fairly. Yet be that as it may… I must defeat them. In order to protect Pena. Right, Aizas? In order to protect the oath I swore in my youth… In order to protect my promise with you… Though I might come to be called a heretic, I will kill the enemy.”


  Falkar surrendered as soon as the goblins got to them. But it was after that that the Blue Knights made Gi Gu’s army suffer.


  Gi Gu’s scheme in taking over Falkar was easily destroyed. Supposedly, Gi Gu and Gi Za were to take over Falkar and then attack the reinforcements of the enemy, but that didn’t happen.


  For as soon as they sent a messenger demanding their surrender – though they only did so for appearance’s sake – the city immediately threw their hands in the air and surrendered. Gi Gu and Gi Za never predicted that Falkar would so easily surrender. But it was then that Gi Gu and Gi Za had a clash in opinions.


  Gi Za wanted to conscript them as battle slaves, but doing so would completely go against how they’ve been doing things until now, and Gi Gu did not wish that. In the end, the commander-in-chief, Gi Gu, refused to give in, and Falkar was able to avoid a fate of being enslaved.


  But now their goblin-human army numbered over 3,000. Their numbers haven’t lessened even a little because of the lack of fighting, so now they had to procure food to feed all that.


  Naturally, Falkar couldn’t possibly feed them, so Gi Gu had no choice but to ask for food from the surrounding cities. And then the soldiers that were entrusted to escort those asking for food all met the Blue Knights.


  Gi Gu, who was losing his patience, was just about to dispatch the army, but unable to catch the enemy, Gi Gu’s army had no choice but to be stuck at Falkar.


  It wasn’t until 10 days later that word of Gi Gu’s bitter struggle was brought to the king.


  


  


  Tl Note: Just a little explanation on Gu Big, Gu Tough, and Gu Long. I don’t know if I said this before, but here it goes. The first two goblins are literally named like that in Japanese, so they’re really named Big and Tough respectively. Okay, so maybe not that literally as their names are written in katakana, so it’s more like Tafu and Bigu, but you get the point.


  Anyway, the last goblin, is actually named Naga. Based on the previous two goblins – remember they were all named at the same time – I assume that his name is from the word ‘nagai’, which means long, and so until now I’ve been translating it as Long, but just recently, I changed it back to Naga with a (Long) after it, just to be closer to the RAWs, while still reminding people that his name is probably supposed to mean long. Probably.


   


  Chapter 223 
The Hero of Pena 2


  At Elrain Kingdom, which was geographically at the center of the southern region, was the Goblin King. By the time word of Gi Gu Verbena’s bitter struggle was brought before him, most of the region that dispatched the main force had already raised the white flag.


  Gi Ga Rax the Knight Class Goblin conquered the labyrinth city, and with mercy and generosity won over the nearby cities. Gi Gi Orudo, who Leads the Monster Army, built a region of monster beasts and monsters at the northwest with the help of their goblin allies, the Kushain Believers. Ra Gilmi Fishiga the Hero of Ganra, to whom the western region had been entrusted to, nailed down Germion Kingdom without any significant losses.


  “So, Pena really was strong.”


  The Goblin King did not believe that this result was because of Gi Gu’s inadequacy. Although the four generals were sent to four different location for the sake of the coming organization of the army, none of their enemies were weak. It was precisely because the Goblin King trusted them that he could leave such powerful foes to them. Gi Gu’s foe was especially powerful. That was Pena, after all, a nation who possessed a cavalry so powerful their existence was burned into the Goblin King’s memory.


  Just the fact that Gi Gu was able to avoid losing too much was a testament to his skill. There was nothing to be unsatisfied about.


  The various territories the Goblin King lorded over in the southern region were all doing well. The area under the rule of Elrain Kingdom, which could be said to have been in the position of leading the south in the past, was currently being ruled over by the Goblin King directly. Because of that its ability to govern itself has greatly improved in recent times, and even its public order was hastily mending itself.


  This was not because the Goblin King was particularly skilled. No. It would be more apt to say that this was a result brought about because he’d picked brilliant people to serve him. Of course, it was also because of the Goblin King’s decisiveness. When problems arise, the worst one could do is to not deal with them. Rarely does running away from problems ever bring about good results.


  One must face the problem and take measures against it. If not, the problem will only grow bigger. Which is why it doesn’t really matter if the measures taken are stop-gap or drastic, just the existence of a king who was willing to take responsibility and act was enough for the government of Elrain Kingdom to pick itself up and stand tall.


  Moreover, in the Labyrinth City, south of Elrain Kingdom, although the adventurers has decreased in number, because of Gi Ga Rax’s generosity and mercy, the management of the Labyrinth City has been going swimmingly well. This was also because of the skills of Zaurosh, the clan leader of the Proud Clan (Leon Heart Clan).


  The goblins may be the ones in charge, but it was Zaurosh who would appear during negotiations. Gi Ga strictly controlled his army and preserved their dignity as a disciplined military force, allowing him to protect the public order of the Labyrinth City. By working alongside the local people to handle the administration, they were able to report positively to the king.


  Even the last base of the Red King at the southern region, Fatina, was forced to capitulate by the goblins and the Kushain Believers. It was originally a city belonging to the Kushain Believers, so there was no need to rule over them harshly, and it didn’t take long for the area to stabilize.


  Gi Gi and Gi Bu have been put in charge with developing bases for supplies and in preparation for Germion Kingdom. Given that there also existed the Holy Shushunu Kingdom to the northeast, the developments made by Gi Gi and Gi Bu might eventually become a key point. Although it was still not something they could afford to do a poor job on, but given the skills of the queen of the Kushain Believers, Mira, the king believes that perhaps even Gi Gi should start ruling a territory himself.


  Ra Gilmi Fishiga, who has been entrusted with the western region that reached all the way from the border lands to the Western Capital, worked with Shumea to defend against Germion Kingdom. In the northern part of the western region, it seems that the villages that came under the king’s rule early on have now mostly settled down. The order in such places were now calm enough that they would not budge even at the sight of goblin soldiers.


  An amazing feat, the Goblin King thought.


  Although this was partly brought about by Shumea’s natural virtue as a person, this could be considered a model case for the reconciliation of humans and monsters. It was a good idea indeed to hire soldiers from the villagers in exchange for reducing their taxes.


  Lack of knowledge brings fear.


  Humans did not know the creatures called goblins well. And the same held true for the goblins. If the two races are to get along, then they must first start from there.


  Villagers recruited to be soldiers will eventually return to their villages. At that point, they will naturally talk about the goblins to others. As the two races come to know each other, they will find places where they are unable to reconcile, but at the same time, they will also find places where they can reconcile. There’s a lot of challenges to overcome until then, but as with all things, this is a problem only time can solve. Or at the very least, that’s what the Goblin King believes.


  “Hey, Goblin King!”


  Suddenly, an elven warrior came barging through the door.


  “What?” The Goblin King asked.


  “Where’s all the war? Aren’t you going to fight a war!?”


  The Goblin King tilted his head in confusion, but the male sylph (wind elf) warrior, who had supposedly become a leader himself, continued.


  “I’m sick of playing bodyguard! Come on! Let’s go attack something!”


  —


  At first, it looked like the elf was just itching for a fight, but a closer look showed that the elf simply had a lot of pent up frustrations.


  “Worry not. We need to send reinforcements to Pena soon, so just wait a little longer until we have the army in order.”


  “How long!? Tomorrow!? The day after!?”


  “We can’t leave immediately even if I call Gi Ga and Gi Jii back. We’ll need about 20 days.”


  “20 days!?”


  Felbi looked just like a criminal whose execution date had been announced when the king said that, but the Goblin King merely nodded expressionlessly like a judge.


  “Since Gi Gu is having such a hard time, it can be reasoned that the enemy has some level of skill. If we dispatch our soldiers without due preparation, we are likely to lose.”


  “…Ku. I understand.”


  Felbi looked very childish as he left the room disheartened. That amused the Goblin King, but it was only for a moment before he went back to his work.


  In order to make a decision, he needed to gather the necessary information. The Goblin King once again looked through the mountain of documents on his desk.


  The problem the Goblin King was concerned about right now was the issue of food. Until now they’ve been feeding themselves off of the monster beasts in the area whenever they attacked. Of course, they also brought portable food with them like dried meat, but they couldn’t sustain themselves with just that.


  There weren’t many monster beasts in the area around Pena, and there were even less large-type monster beasts. As such, they would have to bring a lot of portable food with them.


  Until now the goblins have never had difficulties with supplies.


  But the further they head east, the smaller the monster beasts will become. In that case, they will no longer be able to procure their food from the local monster beast supply. Unless they are able to ensure a supply route that could preserve the deepening front lines, they will not be able to fight at their best condition.


  Elbert and the rest of the bureaucrats of Elrain Kingdom have been showing off their skills recently. The Goblin King had to use them well if he was to meet the logistical requirements of the army.


  * * *


  Within the throne room where hundreds of officials, military and civil alike, would be lined up, was Gulland kneeling on the red carpet. There was no one here other than him and King Ashtal. A deafening silence filled the room.


  “Gulland.”


  “Ha!”


  After a short moment of silence, the old king sighed. It was a heavy sigh filled with exhaustion.


  “My kingdom’s proud holy knight, the storm knight, the brave and gallant knight, Gulland.”


  “…Ha!”


  “After the western region, you once again suffered defeat in the south. The voices of the nobles can no longer be quelled.”


  “I am incompetent.”


  “…I have already lost Gene and Gowen. Don’t make me lose another shield to defend this country.”


  “…As you will.”


  “Holy Knight, Gulland, I leave the holy knight, Sivara, to you.”


  Gulland’s tightly held fist shook a little. That did not escape King Ashtal’s eyes as he closed his eyes and spoke.


  “Gain merit and wipe away the shame from your name.”


  “…It shall be done, even at the cost of my life!”


  Gulland’s fame of being a hero comes from his great achievement of saving a saint. It was not something that the nobles could remove. But while they couldn’t take away his status of being a holy knight, they could question his management of his territory and his strategic decisions.


  Sivara, who has been entrusted with the defense of the south, defended the south with the holy knight, Jize. Although he retreated during the siege against the Cultidians without causing much damage to the enemy, because he was connected to a branch of the nobles, he did not incur as much problems from the nobles.


  Instead, the nobles turned their attention to Gulland, who was a commoner.


  Fortunately, a commander with a noble background also lost in the previous battle at the western region against the goblins, so the nobles couldn’t find as much fault with Gulland, but King Ashtal couldn’t possibly be happy from losing.


  As Gulland left and passed by the youth that entered, King Ashtal raised up his heavy eyelids.


  “It is a great honor to be in the presence of the king.”


  “What great honor? I still have to act like a king even in front of my grandchild. In any case, it is good to see you well, Ishtel.”


  “Yes, grandfather. Valdor says I’ve gotten better.”


  “Oh?”


  The old king shifted his eyes away from the his grandchild to the knight beside him. The middle-aged man bowed his head deeply.


  “I can find no fault in Ishtel-dono’s skill as far as knights go.”


  “I know full well that someone as honest as you wouldn’t lie, but don’t praise him so much, he’ll get carried away.”


  “Grandfather!”


  “Please don’t worry. The sword of the king is only for defending. Attacking is our duty.”


  From his sunken eyes, King Ashtal could understand the words of Valdor the Twin Swords Knight.


  “Is that why you came together?”


  “Yes. In the name of the prince, please give the imperial decree.”


  Trust in the holy knight system was wavering. All the soldiers in Germion Kingdom could feel the crisis.


  Everyone acknowledged Gulland’s strength despite his personality, but he lost. Gene died quietly in the shadows because of Gulland’s success. And then, there was Gowen, who himself was not just an old warrior, but also an excellent feudal lord. Despite that even he lost.


  At this critical moment, the nobles have started raising up a fuss and have started to push to redistribute the authority that has been left to the king. In order to suppress them, the only thing the king could do is to move the army and forcefully silence them. In such a case, a member of the royal family would have to take command of the army.


  “It’s still too early.”


  “…Then when?”


  “The old woman of the east will die soon. When she dies, we will have to gather our strength at the east.”


  Valdor opened his eyes wide and bowed his head.


  “As you will.”


  “The east… Shushunu’s Lady Claudia.”


  Ishtel mouthed that as if to confirm it.


  She was the symbol of Holy Shushunu Kingdom’s might. ‘Lady Impaler’ ‘War Princess’ Claudia. So long as she was around, the Holy Shushunu Kingdom could stop the minor countries to the east, and others had no choice but to acknowledge the supremacy of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. Even Germion Kingdom had to respect them.


  But that war princess will soon die.


  Although there were no words of her going senile or going ill, everyone knew that she would soon die and a fierce battle for her successor would occur at the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. Right now, Germion Kingdom is being threatened by the goblins to the south and to the west. Germion Kingdom was in a position to suppress most of the northern barbarians and develop it, so they had to avoid creating an unfriendly relationship with the country to the east.


  They could still barely hold on if it’s just the south and the west.


  But if even the eastern Holy Shushunu Kingdom were to become an enemy, Germion Kingdom will quickly find itself in danger.


  At the very least, they had to maintain their current relationship. Should the minor countries make their move, Germion Kingdom would be willing even to work with the successors of the war princess and dispatch soldiers. But to that end, they would have to ensure that they have some soldiers to spare.


  As such, they can’t make a move right now.


  No one knows when Claudia is going to die, so King Ashtal can’t send Valdor to the west.


  10 days after King Ashtal had that conversation with them, the brave woman, Claudia the War Princess, who supported the Holy Shushunu Kingdom for roughly 50 years, passed.


  As that shocking news spread to all four directions, the expectations of each country became entangled.


  —


  The Ivory Tower, where the sages lived, could be found at the small country (minor nation) of Orphen. It was a country that would be encased in snow and ice for half of the year. Its summers were short, and its springs and autumns were even shorter. The fresh green shoots dazzled under the light of the sun as the warm wind carried with it the sound of the murmuring river. A two days’ walk from the ivory tower was Reshia Fel Zeal, who was headed towards a village to fulfill her duty as a saint.


  Her duty was to share knowledge.


  She would teach others to write, and sing, and how to use herbs, and she would use the miraculous power only she could use to heal other people and save lives.


  To bestow healing upon all was her duty as a saint of the Goddess of Healing (Zenobia) (The Fourth Daughter). If this were a bigger city, even the ‘church’ that worshipped the Ancestor God Who Birthed the Nations, Ativ, would send someone out as well, but that church has gotten too big, and it was now too difficult for it to advance into regions where it could not turn a profit.


  As such, there were many opportunities for her to appear as a saint.


  Accompanying her was a human and a beast.


  “Is that not too heavy?”


  “It’s fine.”


  It was the low-toned voice of a female demihuman that responded to Reshia’s clear and beautiful voice.


  “You’re strong.”


  “Humans are just weak.”


  She was a demihuman with the face of a leopard, and Reshia purchasing her was an event that occurred at the slave market. It was only through some twists and turns that this girl called Tiora ended up traveling with Reshia.


  “Gau! Gau!”


  Scampering about by Reshia’s legs was the gray wolf, Gastora.


  “Yes, yes. Are you okay too, Gastora?”


  “GAUuu!”


  Gastora seemed to understand what she said, as he jumped up high in response. Seeing that, Tiora narrowed her eyes.


  “To think the king of the forests would become attached to you. I guess you really are special.”


  “It’s not as good as it sounds.”


  They walked to the village without stopping. When day turned to night, they would have to camp outside, so it was only natural that they would hurry.


  “Really? Everyone would want something they don’t have.”


  “You too?”


  “Me too. And I’m sure you too.”


  As the light of the sun fell on her, Reshia spoke from inside her robe and lightly sighed.


  “Being special isn’t the same thing as being happy. When we get to the village let’s talk about the story of Ristia’s monster dog?”


  “What kind of story is that?’


  Recently, Reshia has noticed that whenever Tiora was interested, her ears and her tail would move a lot. Her ears would twitch rapidly and her tail would make huge swings from left to right like a dog waiting for its master. Those unconscious antics of hers basically announced that she was very interested.


  “Like I said. I’ll tell you once we get to the village, okay? Just endure until then, Tiora-san.”


  “…It’s not like I’m interested or anything.”


  But contrast her words, her tail was making huge swings while her ears kept twitching toward Reshia’s direction.


  “GARUUU!”


  Gastora responded to that and stepped forward, as if to urge them to hurry tow the village.


  “Fu fu fu. Then let’s hurry.”


  They arrived at the village while the sun was still high up in the sky. The villagers received them, and they stayed at the village for a few days, telling them stories, teaching them how to formulate medicines, and healing the people patiently.


  Outside the village, where the branches and the leaves extended themselves to bathe in the favor of this short summer, and where the streams murmured, was Reshia sitting.


  The water was clear and the bottom could be seen even from her knees.


  “…Just because you have a special power doesn’t mean you’ll be happy. I’m sure the king understands that too.”


  Ever since she appealed at the Ivory Tower to negotiate with those known as monsters, her position has become sensitive. Because of the protection of the white elder, there was no one who openly criticized her, but even that elder wasn’t protecting her because he agreed with her.


  Just a few days ago, word of Elrain Kingdom falling to the monsters has reached even Orphen. At long last, the Goblin King has gained power and was baring his fangs, Reshia thought. But she didn’t reveal these thoughts to anyone.


  The Goblin King was wiser than any royalty or noble she’s ever met. She herself was human, so she couldn’t possibly stand on the side of the monsters. That’s why, the fact she didn’t tell anyone any information about that Goblin King, was a betrayal to humanity. At the very least, that’s how she felt.


  Despite that, the words of the king that asked her to take his hand were burned into her mind.


  “With your own will, deny that god.”


  “…Why is he so strong, I wonder.”


  That Goblin King that told her to overcome adversity has himself passed through the border between life and death many times. He held absolute conviction in his words. At the same, he had the strength to back them up.


  If only she were as strong as that Goblin King, then wouldn’t she be able to convince the Ivory Tower? But it was a meaningless thought, so she stopped. It wasn’t a good thing to think. Talking about what-ifs when she couldn’t do anything right now would only cause her to be depressed.


  She should just do whatever she can, she thought. As she decided that, she once again carried the duty of being a saint.


  “Ah, saint-sama!”


  When she heard the voice of the children, she turned to the direction of the stream where the voice came from.


  The bustling crowd of children surrounded Reshia and begged her to tell them a story. Reshia’s stories were one of the few pleasures they had in this village. Before anyone knew it, even Tiora was standing outside the crowd of children, ears twitching.


  “Alright. Then, how about I tell you the story of the monster dog, Ristia.


  Under the bright afternoon light, Reshia started telling a story, and the children listened.


  That was a story about a powerful monstrous dog. It was about a monster that received a great power from a god, but at the same time, was cursed to be unable to protect the thing it cherished. Everyone swallowed their breath as they listened to Reshia, swinging from joy to sorrow, as the time trickled down, until eventually, it was almost evening.


  In the end, the monster dog abandoned its power and protected its most cherished family.


  “The end.”


  When Reshia uttered those words, the children looked like they’d awoken from a dream and looked at each other.


  “Saint-sama.”


  A young girl tugged on Reshia’s sleeves with tears in her eyes.


  “The dog is too pitiful.”


  “Indeed.”


  Reshia patted the girl’s head and gently said.


  “If only everyone was kinder, then perhaps he wouldn’t have had to meet such a fate.”


  Reshia wiped the tears off the girl’s face and smiled.


  “It’s almost time to eat. You should go back now.”


  At Reshia’s urging, the children headed back home in small groups.


  Now that they were all alone, Tiora wanted to say something to Reshia, but she couldn’t open her mouth.


  “We should go back too.”


  Tiora followed her, but she couldn’t wait until they got back to their lodging (village chief’s house) and asked.


  “…It was as if I saw the story unfold before me.”


  “It was a story from a long time ago.”


  Reshia dodged the question, so Tiora asked again.


  “Is strength not enough to protect what’s precious to someone?”


  “I don’t know. But a special power won’t always bring happiness. At the very least, that’s what I think. The only thing I can do is to gradually ease the prejudice. That’s all I can do.”


  Reshia gazed at the dusk, dazzled, then she went back to their lodging.
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  Just when you thought you’d finally found solid land, it turns it was actually a patch of mud.


  If Pale Symphoria’s thoughts were to be put into words, that sentence would be perfect for it.


  After the Goblin King received word of Gi Gu Verbena’s bitter struggle and decided to mobilize his forces for Pena, the elven tactician, Pale Symphoria, asked him.


  “The Merchant Country of Pena? Is it necessary for the king himself to make an appearance?”


  Sending goblin generals to every direction to suppress the enemy was an attempt to change the chaotic situation in one fell swoop. At the same time, it was also to urge the goblins to grow.


  They would need to be able to take command of bigger armies in the battles to come. That was true regardless of if the Goblin King was around or not. An even more apt way to put it is that they needed to gain the power to lead armies even without the king.


  The next country they would be challenging is Germion Kingdom.


  Pale had drawn in her mind the necessary arrangements for the Goblin King to rule the world.


  In order to conquer the country of holy knights, the Goblin King’s strength alone wasn’t sufficient. His generals had to grow stronger as well.


  If a general were to have problems with a half-dead country like Pena, they could consider replacing the general instead.


  That was what Pale thought, but the Goblin King thought different.


  “Someone on Gi Gu’s level is having a problem. The enemy must have something behind them. After all, theirs is a country that possesses a holy sword.”


  “A holy sword? Ahh, the Holy Sword Guradion. I hear it’s a God Class weapon.”


  “Yes. I’ve once crossed swords with it on the battlefield, and it felt strange fighting it. It was almost as if it was able to weaken me.”


  Pale became thoughtful.


  This wasn’t a case of the weapon being especially suited against the Goblin King. Rather, there were weapons that were effective against monsters in general. It could be a weapon that interferes with ether, but even then, it should be one of the better types.


  But in that case, it should be difficult to procure such weapons in large numbers.


  Before a great army, swinging a weapon around like that shouldn’t be able to decide the battle, Pale thought. All the goblin generals were able to get good results except Gi Gu. On top of that, Claudia the War Princess of Holy Shushunu Kingdom has just passed. Because of these Pale couldn’t help but grow a little impatient.


  With Claudia’s successor still undecided, chaos was sure to befall the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. As such, they should use this opportunity to conquer Germion Kingdom.


  To her, who was always sensitive to opportunities, there was no doubting this was an opportune moment. If they could attack Germion Kingdom before the Holy Shushunu Kingdom is able to pick itself back up, Germion Kingdom will have no reinforcements to rely on due to their location.


  She believed it would be possible to crush them in a single swoop.


  “What about ordering Gi Gu-dono to retreat?”


  “How can I aim for what’s above while ignoring what’s by my feet?”


  Pale became thoughtful once more.


  Although the Goblin King was as close to reckless as one could on the battlefield, when it came to strategies, he was very cautious. He would even solidfy the land beneath and wait for his enemy to crumble.


  “I understand this goes contrary your intentions, but I believe that the reinforcements we send should be kept as small as possible while we send the main force to the north.”


  “Hmm…”


  Of course, the main force that Pale was talking about included the Goblin King.


  The dispatchment of reinforcements was up to the king. But now that they were discussing how many reinforcements to send. On this point, there was a difference in opinion. A difference born from wanting to do different things. The Goblin King wanted to solidify his position, while Pale wanted to use this opportunity to attack the neighboring countries.


  To convince the king, Pale spoke about the situation of the neighboring countries and their future prospects.


  From her perspective, Germion Kingdom was more dangerous than Pena. They might not appear to be a threat because the old king, King Ashtal, still held the throne, and as such, were not active in attacking, but in truth, even after losing two Holy Knights, Germion Kingdom was still a threat above Pena.


  If it were to attack the Western Region in full force, no matter how clever Ra Gilmi Fishiga might be, he will not be able to stop them. And should the Western Region fall, their reinforcements from the Forest of Darkness will be cut.


  From there, a single holy knight could suppress the Forest of Darkness. At the same time, they could declare their intentions to fight the monsters to urge other forces and reduce the numbers of the Goblin King’s army. This chain of events would be the same as rendering all their results in war until now meaningless.


  Compared to that, what was Pena?


  The trade route to the Holy Shushunu Kingdom was already under goblin rule and was no longer passable. They were surrounded from every direction with goblin forces. And the elite army of Pena, the Order of the Blue Knights, only had half of their strength.


  Unless they could do what the Kushain Believers did and conscript all of their citizens, Pena shouldn’t be able to do much to retaliate right now.


  Gi Gu Verbena failed.


  If so, then he should make up for that in a different way. There should be plenty of opportunities from here on to wipe that stain off his name.


  “But isn’t Pena gathering forces against us right now?”


  When the Goblin King said that, Pale felt like she could finally see what her master was so concerned about.


  In order to quell the chaotic situation in the south, it was not possible for the rapidly expanding goblin forces to make everyone submit. As such, leaving Pena alone meant that all those that did not acknowledge the rule of the goblins would gather to it, and on the day they marched for the north, a dagger would be waiting for them from behind.


  Until now, their backs have been protected by the Forest of Darkness and the Hot Sands of the Great Desert, so Pale felt that the Goblin King was overly conscious of his back.


  “Aren’t you thinking about it too much? If they attack us, then Gi Gu Verbena-dono can simply strike back against them.”


  “Oh Pale. Have you heard of this tale? A long long time ago a girl called Pandora received a box from a god. She was told to never open that box, but she lost to the temptation and opened it.”


  This was not a tale from this world. This was an old story from another world.


  “The moment she opened it, all the evil in the world she lived in were unleashed, and only one thing remained in the box full of evil, hope.”


  Pale became silent and digested his words. The Goblin King continued.


  “Humans will never give up. So long as there is hope, they will not falter. All the more so when the enemy is an enemy that was able to drive them to a corner. They will only see me as their nemesis.”


  “So, because the humans see us as evil, the stronger we are the stronger they will fight back?”


  “When the world is covered in evil and a hero appears with a holy sword, the people will gather. It could be said that nothing could be more stimulating for their support than this. The conditions are perfect for Pena.”


  As the Goblin King nodded, Pale looked toward the west.


  “So long as I am a monster, a hero will one day appear before me.”


  The Goblin King was saying this partly out of conviction.


  “If you’re that worried about them, then let’s take them down in a single blow.”


  With that, the tactician resolved herself to conquer Pena.


  —


  Pale sent the army that was supposed to go north to the southwest of Elrain Kingdom, Pena, instead. Most of Gi Ga’s Aransain that conquered the Labyrinth City was called back and Gi Ji Arsil that was with Gi Gi, who was busy with constructing the supply depots, was also called back.


  Pale hesitated to call back Ra Gilmi Fishiga from his position, so instead she called the strongest of the four tribes from the Forest of Darkness, the Gaidga tribe.


  On top of those, Pale also recruited Felbi, who was sick of serving as a human escort, as well as some adventurers from the guild. Just the working group alone numbered over 3,000. On top of that, there was still the supply group prepared by the government officials. It took the Goblin King 20 days after deciding to attack Pena before he was able to finish preparations.


  “We will attack swiftly.”


  Pale told the gathered military leaders.


  “Gi Ga Rax’s Aransain will lead the vanguard and attack Pena. You are to force Queen Raksha to surrender.”


  No one disputed her ideas, as she has already gotten the king’s approval beforehand.


  “We will be departing tomorrow morning.”


  After Pale finished explaining, it was the Goblin Kings turn to speak.


  “I do not wish for a massacre. But if there are those who continue to defy my rule and resist until the very end, then the story changes. My will is to rule the world; therefore, any and all who stand in my path, only death shall await! Kill them, crush them, end them!”


  At the declaration of the king, the gathered soldiers bowed.


  On the next day, Gi Ga Rax led Aransain’s flag and departed Elrain Kingdom. The imperial guards that was also the king’s cavalry rode alongside the riders of Paradua and the cavalry of humans, taking over the south with confidence and spirit.


  Behind them were the fierce Gaidga goblins that wouldn’t lose out to the cavalry of the Goblin King. Although there weren’t as many of them because a part of them had been transferred to Gi Ga Rax’s forces, Gi Be Slay the One-Armed Goblin led them with perfect order around the Goblin King.


  At the rear were the elves led by Felbi, and the druids led by Gi Do Buruga. Normally, Gi Za Zakuend would be the one to lead the druids, but in his absence, Gi Do Buruga took over.


  The rear guard was watched over by units specializing in rear support and support fire. But because of Felbi’s temperament, the elven warriors were also sufficiently equipped for close combat. They carried a shield and a bow on their backs.


  The resplendent armor of the elves were made of Blue-Silver Steel (Srilana) which they produced at their hometown. These armor were extremely valuable to the human world and are highly sought after by the adventurers. But even without that, the fact that these elves were wearing these polished armor proved that they were all strong warriors who’ve lived through countless battles. It was a platoon full of beauties, be it men or women, so when the humans saw them, they couldn’t help but cheer.


  The goblin forces that moved out of Elrain Kingdom were all good walkers and in no time at all they were approaching Pena. The speed of their advance that ignored the towns that had not submitted was shocking, and when the elders and people of Pena saw their great army, they could not help but be struck dumb.


  At the same time, the Goblin King sent a messenger to Gi Gu Verbena and ordered him to rendezvous with the Goblin King’s main army.


  “…The king has come.”


  Gi Gu was ashamed when he heard that the king came, but he still obeyed and abandoned the city he had occupied. He moved his army of Felduk to rendzevous with the Goblin King.


  “…I was too slow.”


  Gi Za Zakuend wanted to win before the king came, so he was full of regrets when he heard the news of the king’s arrival. Still, he too obeyed. In order to compensate for the king’s gentleness, Gi Za left the role of the cruel overlord to Gi Gu, but now that the king has appeared, he felt that he would no longer be able to assist Gi Gu freely.


  For better or worse, the king was soft.


  He would never permit the death of the weak and those who’ve surrendered.


  “Pena just might be able to live now.”


  Gi Za coldly thought of the country of humans that he could not destroy as he moved alongside the army of Felduk to the king.


  * * *


  Gi Ga Rax, to whom the vanguard had been left, spotted a force lying in ambush after Pena was only a two day’s distance away.


  “That should be Pena’s forces.”


  Gi Ga Rax’s duty was to attack Pena quickly and force them to surrender.


  But since what the king wanted was to pluck the enemy’s desire to fight, Gi Ga figured he would be able to achieve the same result if he could destroy the enemy’s forces here.


  “We’re attacking the enemy.”


  As Gi Ga handled his horse with one hand, he readied his army to attack. He positioned himself at the head of his unit and ordered his soldiers to assume a wedge formation.


  “…Oh?”


  From the distance, he could tell that the enemy numbered 2,000. They stirred up dense clouds of dust as they approached Gi Ga. They showed no signs of fear. It was the kind of movement one would expect from a well-trained army. The enemy forces had assumed the same wedge formation but with their wing extended toward the left.


  Gi Ga didn’t know what they were planning, but he knew that the person at the head of the army was the enemy commander. In that case, killing him should end the battle. Gi Ga felt that the king wanted to avoid sacrificing his soldiers as much as possible while expanding his territory, so he thought of ways to achieve victory with as little casualty as possible.


  Gi Ga’s pondering led him to aim for the enemy commander. If he could just kill the enemy commander, then the enemy forces should fall into chaos, and the battle end.


  —


  But Gi Ga felt that this enemy was better trained than the soldiers he fought at the Labyrinth City. Seeing them as a bigger threat, he braced himself and told his subordinates behind him.


  “The enemy is strong! Cut them down as we pass them!”


  As the goblins cheered in response, Gi Ga sped their charge. With no obstacles in the lands here, his black tiger was able to take the momentum by kicking off against the ground. In the blink of an eye, they had shortened the distance between them and the others.


  As he bit the bridle in his mouth, he unfastened his spear from his rider-beast.


  All that was left now was the clash.


  The sensation of the spear in Gi Ga’s long arm grew sharper as the scenery passed him by. The enemy cavalry was led by a man brandishing a dazzling long sword. Brave as he was, he did not wear a helmet, and his hair fluttered in the wind, his face completely exposed.


  Kill him.


  Gi Ga Rax’s fighting spirit gathered toward that man. Amidst the swaying from the black tiger kicking off the ground, Gi Ga’s concentration reached a peak. The sounds deafened and gradually he was able to gauge the closing distance between them.


  —Now!


  When the enemy had entered his killing range, he unleashed his spear, but only the hard sensation of something greeted him as his spear was deflected. In the next moment, Gi Ga used his spear to defend against the enemy’s counterattack. It was a blow far heavier than common sense would entail. It was so strong that even Gi Ga’s black tiger was made to stagger from it.


  “GU.”


  Gi Ga let loose a muffled voice with the reins still in his mouth. This time he unleashed his spear toward the other enemies. A battle between cavalries lasted only for a moment. It was a quick exchange of life and death. It was rare to meet the enemy again after separating and it was normal for the armies to fall into confusion after a clash.


  Although Gi Ga felt regretful that he wasn’t able to kill the enemy, he now had to focus on killing the enemy in front. On top of the enemy soldiers here being strong enough that they wouldn’t die from a moment of carelessness, they were all also well equipped. Even their mounts were donned in armor. Gi Ga desperately struck out with his spear, searching for a path to survival.


  Although they had gained much momentum prior to the clash, now that the battle had fallen into chaos, it was only a given that the black tiger would slow down and gradually become even slower. Now that things have turned to this, it could go either way. They could continue this chaotic battle or they could try and leave and reorganize their formation. The enemy wasn’t just made up of cavalry, they also had heavily-equipped infantry with them.


  Caught by that, Gi Ga decided that a chaotic battle wouldn’t be a good idea and they should fix their formation instead, so Gi Ga ordered his men as such. Unfortunately, the enemy was a step faster.


  “Gi Ga-dono from the left wing!”


  When Gi Ga thought he’d heard a scream from behind and turned to look at the left wing, the enemy’s left wing stopped and bit at their rear.


  It was at this moment that Gi Ga knew they’d lost. A cavalry with no momentum is nothing more than a target to a well-commanded army. But abandoning the enemy’s left wing and trying to cut their way through the right also ended in failure.


  Even Gi Ga’s momentum itself faltered during his exchange with the enemy commander. As such, even the subordinates following him from behind would slow down.


  Persisting here and losing soldiers would only dishonor his name. Gi Ga pondered on what the king would prioritize at a situation like this, and he immediately gave the order.


  As he released the reins from his mouth, Gi Ga swung his spear and declared.


  “Retreat! We’re retreating to the east!”


  Urging his black tiger, he opened a rode of blood, cut down the infantry that got in their way, and retreated. Unexpectedly, no one pursued them and they were able to retreat without losing too many soldiers.


  But with this, the goblins could no longer look down on the army of Pena. At the same time, it also meant that they had lost to them. This defeat was a great wound to Gi Ga’s pride and would cause Pale’s plans to change.


  “Is it fine not to chase them?”


  When his aide asked him that, Allen narrowed his eyes and watched the enemy retreat.


  “It’s not necessary. There’s another enemy we need to kill.”


  He turned his horse around and led his army northwest.


  They left the injured to a nearby city and changed equipment, then they attacked Gi Gu Verbena’s army. Unlike the battle with Gi Ga, they did not weigh themselves down with armor and equipped even their horses in armor. Instead, they chose to equip themselves lightly and use projectile weapons.


  Allen bid his time and attacked. Gi Gu couldn’t beat them in mobility, so he focused on defending while barely suppressing the enemy with magic and projectiles from time to time. His subordinates asked him to attack, but Gi Gu shook his head and insisted on only defending, Like that they endure the enemy’s attacks.


  They continued to block the enemy’s spears with their shields until night time. When the hour of the night god came, the enemy finally retreated. At that, Gi Gu grit his teeth and rendezvoused with the king.


  Gi Gu knew there was a difference between bravery and recklessness. Even if they chased after the enemy, since they couldn’t catch up to them, the result would only be a repeat of what happened earlier. Goblins are stronger than humans at close combat. But when the humans were throwing spears or using tools, the goblins were at a disadvantage.


  Gi Gu did not have Gi Za Zakuend’s druids or Felbi’s elves or the Ganra tribe’s archers.


  Allen’s tactics that took advantage of Pena’s wealth to keep changing their equipment was too effective against the goblins. After all, the goblins had organized their army according to their strengths.


  Gi Ga abandoned defense in favor of speed. Gi Gu abandoned speed in favor of variety in equipment. Since their armies were specialized like that, they would naturally have weaknesses.


  It was those weaknesses that Allen took advantage of.


  Information surrounding the goblin armies spread the more they acted. Following that trend, information surrounding them finally reached the adventurers and the nearby cities.


  Before the goblin forces that sought to march into Pena stood the youth that held a holy sword and the Blue Knights once again.
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  Gi Gu Verbena endured and endured, and it wasn’t until two days after being attacked by the Order of the Blue Knights that he was able to rendezvous with the king. They had to move while being wary of their surroundings, so they were slower than usual. The Goblin King warmly greeted Gi Gu as he rendezvoused with them with many wounded in tow.


  “You did well coming here safely. You must have suffered greatly.”


  The Goblin King personally greeted Gi Gu and awarded his efforts with two days of rest.


  “Your Majesty, I have no excuse for Felduk’s failure to capture Pena…”


  Gi Gu grit his teeth in shame as he said those words, but the king spoke to him gently.


  “Oh Gi Gu. Pena is a strong enemy. You did well. Just being able to bring back these many soldiers alive is sufficient. Our entire army shall take care of the rest and force Pena to capitulate.”


  After the Goblin King eased Gi Gu’s heart, Gi Gu bowed to him deeply, then the Goblin King received Pale’s report regarding the damages incurred.


  “Although not many of Gi Ga Rax’s Aransain died, many of them have been wounded. Gi Gu-dono’s Felduk is in a similar state.”


  “It is good that not many have died.”


  “Yes. But I never thought Pena would be able to resist this much. This failure is my fault.”


  Based on the difference in equipment of the army that attacked Gi Ga and Gi Gu, the goblins believe that the enemy might have two different platoons. One supporting reason behind this is that Allen did not appear in the frontlines when fighting Gi Gu. It could be said that the presence of an army with a commander that was so remarkable has led the goblins to make an error in judgment.


  Even Pale herself had a hard time guessing the enemy’s real numbers, as the spies she sent to Pena only reported several small platoons leaving the city.


  A cavalry that could break Gi Ga’s forces. Moreover, one with enough forces to afford sending a detached force. Given that information, Pale had no choice but to reconsider if attacking the enemy swiftly was a good idea.


  In the unlikely event that they are able to force Pena to surrender, so long as Queen Raksha is alive and a strong army remains, they can flee to the north, and they will still have the chance to attack and restore their kingdom later. Pale had originally thought that Pena no longer had the strength to spare and could be blown by the passing winds, so she couldn’t help but frown upon seeing their unexpected tenacity.


  “How many days will it take to move the army?”


  The Goblin King’s question broke Pale’s thoughts for a moment.


  “Roughly 7 days.”


  At this point in time, Pale believed that there was no such thing as being too cautious. They could first ensure that the rear support was in good health, then they could surround Pena in one fell swoop. So long as they could suppress the symbol of Pena, Queen Raksha, regardless how strong their army is, they will lose their cause.


  Until then it should be possible to gather even more information, Pale thought.


  “In that case, let us not move our army from this camp.”


  Pale nodded to the Goblin King’s words.


  If they were to dispatch their army to force the surrounding cities to surrender, they will likely only be eaten by the superior army of the enemy. In order to avoid losing the advantage that they had, they had to avoid losing soldiers while they approached Pena.


  “It seems our movements are being leaked.


  “…The nearby cities are probably informing them.”


  What the Goblin King was concerned about was losing the information war. It is no exaggeration to say that it was because the goblins have always been able to gain precise intel on their enemies that they have been able to gain victory after victory until now. But unlike before, the enemy this time has taken the initiative over them.


  “Can we buy them?”


  Pale’s eyes opened wide in surprise when the king said that.


  “…It would be difficult, I believe. They probably consider kneeling to monsters as a humiliation.”


  “Hmm…”


  The Goblin King became thoughtful once more. As he thought to himself, Pale stared at him from the side. The Goblin King noticed that and turned to her.


  “What’s the matter?”


  “Nothing. I just didn’t expect it. I thought you hated such backhanded methods.”


  The Goblin King wryly smiled at that.


  “It’s a small price to pay if it means saving my soldiers’ lives.”


  Although the goblins were able to ally with the Kushain Believers and raise their diplomatic level to some extent, the other countries still see them as nothing but monsters that could not be reasoned with.


  “In that case, we’ll have to take some other measures.”


  There’s also the strategy of advancing while destroying the cities one after another, but this king would probably reject it, Pale thought.


  The Goblin King and Pale spoke for a while, but in the end, they decided to lock themselves in their camp and wait for the wounded to recover.


  * * *


  A warm welcome awaited Allen when he returned to the imperial capital of Pena. When all that fear the people had for the goblins was turned upside down, the people packed the streets and blessed the Order of the Blue Knights for successfully repelling them.


  But Allen was not happy about that, and instead he steadily worked toward his next move.


  He appealed before the Elder Council and asked them to send a messenger to Germion Kingdom and seek an alliance.


  “Peace? With our archenemy, Pena, whom we’ve been at war with for so many years?”


  “We humans must unite now. If not, the monsters will trample over our country and our families taken away!”


  To persuade the reluctant elder council, Allen himself appeared before their wealthy members to report his army’s results and ask for their help.


  “We can’t allow the monsters to approach this country! They have the Free Cities in their hands, and they even have a portion of Germion Kingdom. They are a threat to humanity!”


  —


  Allen’s sense of crisis that made him value every second in gold coupled with his zeal gradually won over the hearts of the people of Pena. With the Holy Sword Guradion in his hands, he became the hope of Pena just like the late Aizas. With that, both the elder council and the people came to accept him.


  But the more Allen worked, the more he destroyed his body, and the more his relationship with Queen Raksha worsened. What she wanted was not a hero, but a man who would stay beside her.


  Even if Allen tried to make a little time to see her, she would refuse to see him. In turn, Allen himself gradually grew further and further away from Queen Raksha. The war continued to be unpredictable, and Allen had no choice but to keep a tight watch on the goblins’ movements, while seeking an alliance with the powerful country up north.


  To make things worse, the power of the holy sword was corroding his body.


  His body grew thinner by the day. His skin lost its luster. Dark circles formed under his eyes. With some light makeup, they were able to hide those things, and he continued to stand at the frontlines of both war and diplomacy. He knew that Pena’s fate now laid upon his shoulders.


  “This is the seventh day that the goblins have cooped themselves up inside their camp. They should be moving soon.”


  Perhaps that terrifying intuition was the prize he gained in exchanged for his weakening body. Allen was waiting at the office of the knight commander for the response of the surrounding cities.


  “Knight-Commander, why don’t you rest for a bit?”


  This aide of his was getting restless after seeing his condition worsen by the day, and he couldn’t help but implore him to rest.


  “Yes. After I clean up these documents.”


  After clearing the documents regarding conscription, he turned to his aide. The figure of his aide blurred a little, forcing him to apply pressure on his eyes and shake his head.


  “…I’ll lie down for a bit. If anything happens, please take care of it.”


  His aide saluted to him, then left him as he rested his back against the sofa.


  “They move during nighttime, but…”


  Although the goblins weren’t doing it just because Allen said so, on the next day, Allen got word that the goblins had begun to move. But the speed was far beyond what Allen expected, and they were now only a day’s distance until Pena.


  Although he had only gotten a little sleep, when Allen got word of that, he jumped up and immediately summoned the Order of the Blue Knights.


  “We’ll attack the goblins on daybreak. Prepare heavy equipment and throwing spears.”


  “OU!”


  After hearing that spirited reply, Allen nodded, then he took out the map to scrutinize the information they had and determine the goblins’ location.


  “They’re not making this easy for me. But…”


  Allen ordered the remaining soldiers to build more of the walls that have been under construction since Gi Gu began his invasion, then he dashingly rode on his horse.


  * * *


  The Goblin King and Pale thought up a plan to use the black of the night to quickly approach the headquarters of their enemy, but the adventurers Allen sneaked into the nearby cities were able to notice them and inform Pena.


  The goblins moved as fast as they could because they wanted to get as near as possible while it was still dark, but when the sun rose, and they came to see the clouds of dust stirring up in the distance, they had no choice but to stop and prepare to enter formation.


  “…They still picked up on that?”


  Pale muttered in annoyance as she looked sharply at the clouds of dust up ahead. Ever since this battle with Pena began, it was as if there was a mist covering her thoughts, preventing her from seeing the whole picture.


  The enemy’s tactics felt like they were precisely attacking her where she’s not looking.


  “Gi Ga-dono to the rear. Gaidga Tribe and Gi Gu-dono, spread out. We’ll receive the enemy!”


  ’If you’re going to come, then come!’ Pale seemed to say with her formation that quickly extended both wings.


  “Felbi, druids! Prepare to attack the enemy with long-range attack! When they enter range, fire immediately.”


  The elves and the druids readied their arrows and their magic bullets. When Pale saw the enemy’s numbers, she calculated that they were approximately 2,000 men strong.


  “2,000… If so, then the enemy will definitely try to circumvent us. They won’t attack us from the front—”


  It was because of that she intentionally placed the mobile army of Gi Ga Rax at the back. As the enemy slowed down to dodge the barrage of magic bullets and arrows, Gi Ga’s Aransain would slam into them. As extra insurance, Gi Gu Verbena and Rashka’s forces would also be present in the front lines.


  At this point, Pale overestimated the strength of the Order of the Blue Knights. But it can’t be helped since she couldn’t think of any way for the enemy to be able to consecutively defeat Gi Ga and Gi Gu.


  Pale drew up a plan that would lead the enemy all the way to their destruction. As she ordered her soldiers to prepare, she waited for the enemy to come.


  When the dense cloud of dust lifted up, a team of sand horses approached them.


  At the head of the sand horses was a youth wielding the dazzling Holy Sword Guradion. The way he cried out valiantly as his horse rode onwards and a strong wind rose up made it seem as if all his enemies would falter. It was with this strange pressure that he appeared before the goblins.


  “Fire!”


  At Felbi and Gi Za’s behest, magic bullets and arrows rained from the sky. Any other foe would have dodged that barrage, but the Order of the Blue Knights only rode faster.


  “—You’re kidding, right!?”


  “Pale. As expected, the enemy is strong!”


  Right beside Pale, who was giving orders, was the king who rode upon a terrifying carnivorous horse.


  He smiled fiercely.


  “They’re coming! Stand your ground, subjects!”


  “OU!”


  The goblins cried out in response.


  —


  “They’re coming! Stand your ground, subjects!”


  “OU!”


  The goblins cried out in response, but Allen also cried out. It was almost as if he wanted to drown out the cry of the goblins.


  “Onwards! Throwing spears!”


  The Blue Knights looked like they were flying as they charged straight for the center of the expanding goblin army.


  “Throw them!”


  As the holy sword was raised up, spears were thrown at the Gaidga Tribe and the southern goblins that were waiting. The throwing spears pierced their shields, rendering them useless, and immediately after, came the spears of the peerless Blue Knights.


  The goblins who took their charge head on all flew into the air. Even the Gaidga goblins were no exception. Allen, who led the charge, showed no signs of stopping. As they pierced the center, they rode for the Goblin King.


  “Tch. Close the wings! Messenger!”


  When Pale realized her mistake, she sent an order through the messenger to surround the Blue Knights, but it was already too late. The Blue Knights had already broken through the frontlines and were now making their way for the Goblin King.


  “Your blade won’t reach our king!”


  “Protect His Highness!”


  Gi Za Zakuend quickly realized the situation and casted a powerful wind magic at the Blue Knights, not caring if his allies got caught in the blast. At the same time, Gi Ga Rax sent half of his cavalry behind the king to protect him.


  “We’re going around them!”


  When Allen saw that, he steered his cavalry to the left to avoid the Goblin King and leave the battle.


  “Give Gi Ga-dono the order to pursue!”


  Pale immediately gave out the order, but with Aransain’s formation broken to protect the king, she knew that it was no longer possible to catch up with them.


  “…Never mind. He won’t make it. Don’t pursue, but stay alert.”


  “…I didn’t think they would be this strong,” the Goblin King said.


  “Yes, but it’s only because they managed to read me. I won’t lose next time,” Pale replied.


  “There is nothing more annoying than a desperate enemy. If you insist on trying to win without incurring any damages, you might just have the floor ripped out from below you.”


  “…”


  The Goblin King halted the army’s advance temporarily to give rest to the soldiers and treat the wounded. The goblins rested for two days. Although they were taking their time, they were steadily making their way for Pena. It was around this time that Pale received information from her spies in Pena.


  “The enemy commander is the Knight Commander of the Order of the Blue Knights, Allen… It seems they’re planning on constructing fortresses outside their city to hole themselves up in.”


  “Very well. We’ve come this far. I might as well accompany them.”


  With the Goblin King personally appearing to lead the army, the morale of the entire army shot up and they made their way for Pena. They crushed three small fortresses along the way, and each time, they would face the troubling Blue Knights of Pena head on.


  The Blue Knights would appear before them, but then they would suddenly take a sharp turn, run past the goblins, and then throw spears at them from the side. To the goblins, they were like swallows they could not catch.


  Though the wars lessened their numbers, the remaining members of the Blue Knights have gotten that much stronger. Their valiant figures roused the people of Pena, and they became a powerful resistance against the goblins. But despite that, they could not stop the goblin army that was equipped with the Kushain siege weapons and led by the Goblin King himself from approaching.


  Eventually, all the fortresses around Pena were broken, and the only thing left was the imperial capital itself.


  * * *


  That day, Allen requested an audience with Queen Raksha. It’s been a while since he last saw her.


  “…It’s been a while, Your Highness. It is my great pleasure to be able to see you.”


  “…Yes.”


  After their cold greeting, silence filled the room. After a short while, Raksha spoke.


  “I hear the goblins are terrifying.”


  “Ha…”


  Allen bowed his head.


  “You’re also going to die, aren’t you, Allen?”


  Rashka said those words emotionlessly, and Allen bowed his head.


  “In order to protect Your Highness and this country, I will offer even my life. This is true not just for me, but for the others as well.”


  “…Is that so? You stole the holy sword, and now you’re going to be killed by goblins. What a fitting end for you.”


  “…Forgive me, Princess Raksha.”


  “It’s a little too late to be saying that now…”


  The two stared at each other after that, but the screams from outside broke the silence.


  “The goblins have started attacking! Allen-dono! Where is Allen-dono!?”


  “I’m going.”


  “Yes.”


  After Allen left and Raksha was left alone, she felt her eyes getting cloudy. She touched her cheeks with her fingertips.


  “How strange… Why are tears…”


  He was the weakling who failed to save her beloved Aizas and the coward who abandoned Brandika. That’s who he was.


  And yet, for some reason, the tears wouldn’t stop flowing down her eyes.


  Before she knew it, her breathing had grown ragged and she was sobbing like a child.


  “Why? Why… A-llen.”


  Allen.


  How long did she call out that name. Like a dam breaking, all the emotions she’d kept until now came pouring out of her chest. That was a name she adored as an older brother. The Allen who always protected her. The Allen who would take her hand and lead her through the black of the night!


  The Allen, who for her sake, allowed his body to be turned into tatters and his mind worn away, and yet despite all that, continues to stand in the way of the monsters!!


  “Allen… Allen!!”


  She ran.


  “Don’t go, Allen!”


  She frantically opened the thick doors of her throne, and ran down the hallway in search of her beloved Allen. Her long skirt got in her way and sent her tumbling and groaning. But afraid that her beloved Allen might leave her and go somewhere far away, she forced herself to make it to the veranda.


  By then, what she saw was the figure of the Blue Knights sortieing under the cheers of the people.


  At the head of the order was Allen.


  “Allen!”


  She strained her throat and cried out as loud as she could. For a moment, he turned to her direction, the holy sword in hand.


  “Don’t go!”


  Their gazes met, but Allen only gently smiled, then shook his head, and never again turned around.


  “No, no… Allen… Noooooo!”


  Raksha fell to her knees as she bawled, but her cries were drowned out by the cheers of the people as the Order of the Blue Knights sortied for their last mission.


   


  Chapter 225 
The Hero of Pena 5


  Allen could feel that his body has already reached its limits.


  “Sorry, you guys.”


  When they departed, Allen encouraged the remaining Blue Knights for the last time.


  “This is all because of my incompetence. At this rate, this country will fall.”


  These knights who fought harder than anyone to prevent the country from being destroyed quietly listened to Allen’s words.


  “At this rate, the imperial capital of Pena will be run over with goblins. Our beloved people and our family will be left in misery. That’s why, I’m betting.”


  While no one could hear his coughing, Allen tightly held the holy sword in his hands.


  “Give me your lives. We have just one goal. The head of the enemy’s leader!”


  “OU!”


  The Blue Knights replied in high spirits.


  “The enemy has assumed the Crane Wing Formation. 1st and 2nd platoon to the left wing. 3rd and 4th platoon expand to the right wing. Keep the enemy back.”


  “…Understood!”


  “5th and 6th platoon, you will be our spare force. At the same time, you will watch the back. I will take the lead. Any questions?”


  Only silence answered him. Allen nodded.


  “Holy sword, if you are really the guardian sword of this country, then I’ll give you my life. But in exchange, give me the power to protect the princess, the power to protect my precious Raksha!”


  As he raised up the dazzling Holy Sword Guradion, he cried out and called for the charge toward the goblin army.


  “We are the eternal denizens of the great desert!”


  The rest of the Blue Knights cried out after Allen.


  “Her name is noble, and her valor shall reach even the blue skies!”


  The last war over Pena has begun.


  * * *


  “The enemy’s goal is the king’s head,” Pale said at the seat of the war council.


  The goblin army had surrounded the Merchant Country of Pena. With their reserve force, they numbered 4,000 all in all.


  “That is the only way for the enemy to grasp victory.”


  There were only 500 soldiers left of the Blue Knights that sortied.


  “In that case, should we hide the king to confuse them?”


  Pale shook her head in response to Gi Za’s words.


  “I fear that would only increase our casualties. It would be best to position the king right in front of the enemy.”


  “You dare use the king as bait!?”


  Gi Za’s sharp glare grew even sharper, but Pale only calmly nodded.


  “The enemy is already dead. There’s no reason to take them on properly and incur a lot of losses. And I don’t really know what’s spurring them on so much, but…” Pale turned her gaze to the map below her. Pieces representing the main force, the left wing, the right wing, and the rear piece were all positioned on the map.


  “If we take the Crane Wing Formation, the enemy will surely come for the center. We’ll aim for that.”


  A crafted trap is a deadly thing.


  This was a plan where the goblins would set all of their traps to annihilate the enemy.


  “What happens when the enemy doesn’t go for our trap and takes a turn?”


  “At that time…”


  Pale moved the piece representing the wing opposite the direction the enemy turned in and attacked the enemy from behind.


  “But just as I’ve mentioned, the enemy will most likely try to break through the center. There’s no better way than this to inflict a fatal damage on a strong enemy. Don’t you think you’ve seen this composition before?”


  “…Melgion, huh.”


  Pale nodded to the Goblin King’s words.


  “Although we’re the ones attacking this time, my plans won’t fail a second time.”


  The Goblin King nodded and gave orders to the entire army.


  “The enemy is the hero of Pena. A foe worthy of our entire strength. Despite how small their army is in comparison to ours, they remain courageous and willing to sacrifice their lives for what they believe in. They are not an enemy to be underestimated.”


  The Goblin King closed his eyes once, then when he opened them again, he was full of spirit and could suppress a powerful foe.


  “Don’t look down on them just because they’re a small army. They are true warriors who will fight until the very end. As fellow warriors, let us give them respect by crushing them with all of our strength!”


  “As you will!”


  After the goblins dispersed, the king rode on the Terrifying Carnivorous Horse called Sui and folded his arms.


  “Are you coming, heroes of Pena?”


  The Order of the Blue Knights raising up clouds of dust as they made their way out of the opened gates of the imperial capital could be seen even from a distance.


  “If you want to impede my path, then I will stop you!”


  As if unable to suppress the raging soul within, the Goblin King looked at the battlefield.


  * * *


  The battlefield was held 2km north of the imperial capital of Pena. The goblins had assumed the Crane Wings Formation and the wings were given to Gi Gu Verbena’s Felduk. This was an opportunity Pale gave to him so that he might be able to deal with the army of Pena that he hates so much.


  Positioned in front of the king was the Gaidga Tribe’s Rashka, who was to act as a wall for him. The cavalry of Aransain led by Gi Ga Rax was positioned to be the second wall of Felduk in order to intercept the approaching cavalry.


  Other than the imperial guards near the king, which consisted of Gi Be Slay the One-Armed Goblin and the others, almost everyone else was in the frontlines to deal with the enemy. Felbi’s elven archers and Gi Za Zakuend’s druids were positioned at the back and were waiting for the enemy.


  “Beat them to the punch.”


  “Aim well and hit!”


  At Pale’s signal, Felbi’s archers drew their bows. Following Felbi’s arrow, the arrow of the elves rained on the approaching enemy. Several knights riding at the lead were hit dead on and tumbled to the ground, but the order showed no signs of faltering as Allen continued to lead the charge.


  —


  “After me, druids!”


  “Don’t let them near the king!”


  At Gi Za’s behest, magic bullets of wind shot at the enemy.


  “Onwards!”


  With a swing of the Holy Sword Guradion, the wind bullets were torn apart, and the Order of the Blue Knights rode onwards within the billowing clouds of dust.


  “Left Wing! Right Wing!”


  100 knights split to the left and right as they rode toward Gi Gu Verbena’s army.


  “The valors of war be with you! Commander!”


  As they bid their commander goodbye, they threw their spears and charged onward.


  “We’re being pushed back!?”


  The charge of the enemy was so great that Gi Gu had to blink twice, unable to believe that he was being pressured by these humans. Very quickly, however, his expression turned from disbelief to anger.


  “Don’t falter! Anyone who retreats shall die by my blade! Do not disgrace yourselves before His Highness!”


  The cavalry desperately charged at them, swinging their axe and sword.


  “…At this rate, the center is—!?”


  Gi Gu said as he clicked his tongue. The enemy continued to push into them.


  “Fearless warriors of Gaidga! Let loose your anger! Turn these bastards before you into prey!”


  “5th platoon, 6th platoon! Onwards! Open a path for the commander!”


  At the words of the platoon commander in charge of the rear, the cavalry rode onwards.


  The Gaidga goblins laughed as they swung their clubs and crushed the knights, but despite that the Blue Knights rammed their horses into the wall of giant goblins and pushed them back.


  “…I see. It seems you people insist on attacking the dead corner of my thoughts. In that case, let us begin the second stage.”


  As soon as Pale said those words, the knights that managed to pass the Gaidga goblins fell into the pit holes and lost their posture. The knights that fell off their mount immediately got up and pushed onward, but Felbi’s arrows were already waiting for them.


  “Send a messenger to Gi Ga-dono. Surround the enemy from the back and wipe them out!”


  Certain of victory, Pale sent the messenger with these orders. But even at this time, she had not abandoned the possibility of the enemy having a detached force.


  Traps were most effective when one was certain of victory. When the enemy broke through the Gaidga goblins, they must’ve thought that they’d already reached the king, but what was waiting for them was actually a hell of pitfalls by their feet.


  As such, even though she was certain of victory, she gave a completely different order.


  “Tell Gi Za Zakuend-dono to watch the back!”


  “Glory to Pena!”


  “!?”


  Immediately after Pale sent the messenger, the soldiers under Allen’s direct command appeared. The soldiers ignored the arrows hitting them as they protected Allen’s path.


  “Please go ahead, Commander!”


  As his subordinates died one after another valiantly, Allen nodded and went over their corpses.


  “Imperial Guards!”


  Without waiting for Pale’s commands, Gi Ji led the goblins to stand before the king.


  “You shall not pass!”


  The assassin unit of Gi Ji Arsil that has been hidden until now attacked Allen, but they were deflected with a stroke of his sword. Allen continued onward. The Blue Knights acted as Allen’s shield and received the spears of Gi Be Slay’s imperial guards.


  “NUuUUURAAaAAAAa!”


  Finally, Allen could see the Goblin King wielding a sword burning with black flames.


  “GURUuUUUOOOAaAA!”


  As the Goblin King bellowed out a howl, he stopped Guradion


  “KU!?”


  As expected, Guradion had an anti-monster effect, and when the Goblin King stopped its blow, he could feel his body weakening, but despite that the Goblin King forced his way through and pushed Allen back.


  The Goblin King used the distance that opened between them to swing his Flamberge straight down, but Allen jumped back. There was now a distance of about 10 steps between them, but in the next moment, they moved again.


  As far as Allen was concerned, he had no time left.


  His body was already on the brink of destruction. He even felt like if he turned around he would be able to see death right in front of him. Now that death was right behind him, he has no choice but to defeat the Goblin King to save Pena.


  As for the Goblin King, he understood that it was this youth in front of him that sent the soldiers of Pena on this suicide charge. He also understood that it was this youth who was wielding the god class weapon, the Holy Sword Guradion. Awhile ago he had inadvertently mentioned the extremely ominous word ‘hero’.


  The Goblin King knew by instinct that if he could defeat this youth, he would gain something. Because of that he was impatient. Unless he defeats this youth here, his future, the goblins’ future, and the future of the country he has built will all be covered in darkness.


  Sparks erupted once again as their weapons clashed. Each time the dazzling Guradion fiercely thrust, the Flamberge covered in black flames would rage. The Goblin King’s powerful muscles and swordsmanship made his sword faster than your average swordsman.


  If ether weren’t at play, the Goblin King’s great sword would easily suppress the hero of Pena. But Allen easily tore apart any notion of that, as he easily fought back with his sword. There was a big difference between their height with the Goblin King being two heads taller. As such, it was only a given that he would have a greater range than Allen.


  Hence, the Goblin King tried to move away from Allen to get out of his range, but when he did, it was if chains had wrapped themselves around him, slowing him down and causing the tip of Allen’s sword to cut his body.


  “What!?”


  Delayed by a little, black flames burst out of his body in place of blood and healed his wound. While that wound had yet to close, Allen made even more flames burn on the king’s body with his long sword. The Goblin King’s instincts have been sharpened by countless perilous situations. He relied on those instincts to dodge his enemies’ attacks, but against this foe, every attack of his would leave a wound on his body.


  “I can’t lose at a place like this! Not to the like of a hero!’


  The king used the power of the snake within him to heal his wounds.


  He forcefully mustered the power of the snakes from the underworld that once fought against the world. The only way to contest the spell of a god class weapon was with the power of another being from the Age of the Gods.


  That regenerative power seemed to be endless, but Allen showed no signs of stopping his attacks. With each step, he grew even fiercer, and the wounds his long sword inflicted on the king’s body gradually grew deeper.


  The Goblin King fell back and Allen pursued. But this battle did not continue like this for long. The Goblin King himself was a warrior who has survived many battles to get here. Naturally, he has faced many battles where he was at a disadvantage. First, he had to stop the enemy. As he thought that, he braced himself for the coming pain and stepped forward. At the same time, he hid his body behind the shadow of his great sword to defend.


  This sudden action of the Goblin King’s left Allen unable to respond immediately. Allen ended up hitting the great sword from above, but he immediately realized that was the wrong move. The Goblin King tried to parry the sword off of Allen’s hands, but unwilling to let go, Allen was sent flying back with his sword instead.


  With his posture broken, the Goblin King began his counterattack.


  The Goblin King cut straight through horizontally. He prioritized hitting the enemy and took another step to attack with the returning blade.


  “GU!?”


  Allen grit his teeth as blood flowed out of his mouth. Although he had managed to dodge the first blow, he could not properly defend against the second. Already, cracks were appearing on his arms, and when he froze for a moment, the Goblin King approached with his great sword.


  “Turn me into a blade (Enchant)!”


  The Goblin King knew this was the decisive moment. Black flames burned fiercer than ever and they coiled themselves around Flamberge. The black flames clad even the Goblin King’s body as he stepped forward to erase the brilliance of the holy sword. The flames that clad around his body converged and the flames on Flamberge grew even bigger.


  The flames were so big now it was as if they had turned into a pillar of flames. The Goblin King slashed down with that colossal flame.


  “Guradion, give me power! Power to fulfill my promise!”


  As the great sword descended, the hero faced it head on. He raised up Guradion from below and slammed it into Flamberge, receiving the Goblin King’s attack. Cracks appeared on the ground beneath his step, and he grit his teeth so hard his molars chipped.


  The hero had indeed stopped the attack of the king.


  But he couldn’t stop the ether. His chest wide open, that blade of ether cut him from his chest to his side. The amount of blood he’d lost was long fatal.


  When the battle seemed decided and the Goblin King let down his guard, the hero that was about to fall suddenly took a step and looked up at the Goblin King. Their eyes met.


  In that moment, the Goblin King realized that the battle was far from over.


  “GU, GAAAAAa!”


  The Goblin King didn’t even have the time to spare to be shocked, as he immediately backed down when he saw Allen moving. Those arms that should no longer be able to rise, those legs that should no longer be able to walk forward… Allen forced them onward, and he began attacking again.


  That body that would spit blood and be torn each time it moved, Allen forced it onwards.


  “—GU”


  He swung his holy sword, and the great sword struck back. But unlike before, the Goblin King was now one-sidedly being pushed back. Blocking the hero’s attacks was the most he could do, and he didn’t have any opportunity to strike back. The Goblin King has never before met an enemy this tenacious.


  “…What king am I if I can’t even overcome this!?”


  The king scolded his cowardly self and forced out even more ether. Once again, a pillar of black flame rose. This was the first time the Goblin King found this power unreliable.


  The power of the gods, the curse, and even his army. This man before him had overcome all that.


  Seeing this man block his path… For the first time in a while, the Goblin King was perplexed.


  “—Shaking? Me!?”


  He tried to paint over his emotions with anger, but he could not fool himself. He knew that he had begun to fear. At this rate, defeat was certain. The sign of an impending defeat shook the Goblin King.


  In this one on one battle, the Goblin King was gradually falling back, while the hero of Pena was gradually chasing after him.


  Already, they had crossed swords over 40 times. As their swords clashed more and more, the pace of the battle grew faster and faster.


  “GURUUuuUUOOOOAAAA!”


  “—GAaAAA!”


  Like a candle about to burn out, the exchange between the Goblin King and the hero reached a peak. Havoc was wrought around them like a powerful storm.


  The Goblin King’s sword, the hero’s sword, they clashed head on and deflected each other, but the two warriors valiantly held on and continued to fight. With every stroke, the winds would blow. With every clash, shock waves would blast out to their surroundings.


  “I willLL!”


  “RAKUSHaaAAA!”


  In almost the same moment, the two warriors stepped forward. As the ground cracked from the weight of their step, their deflected sword followed the shortest trajectory and clashed once more. The Goblin King’s sword was smashed up and the hero’s sword was now pointed at his throat.


  The Goblin King had lost.


  He knew that more than anyone else.


  “…”


  “…”


  They quietly looked at each other. As they both breathed, steam rose from the black flames to heal the Goblin King’s wounded body.


  The Goblin King had to acknowledge it. That this hero — No. This man before him was strong. It was not because of the holy sword, but because of his will that he was strong. This was a man fitting to shoulder a country.


  This was a man strong enough that defeat was understandable.


  The king who has come out victorious against powerful enemies many times knew full well the rules of the defeated. The moment he reached for the great sword on his back, death would come. A death he could not avoid.


  The Goblin King looked for an opening until the very end. If Allen showed even the slightest opening, he would unsheathe the sword behind his back and attack.


  “So… fate… has… finally… caught… up… with me.”


  But the one to fall was Allen.


  When Allen shifted his eyes behind him a little, he saw death holding his neck.


  The hero had used all of his power and died.


  The king lost, but he survived. The hero won, but the one to die was him.


  “Raks….”


  The hero tried to call the name of the person he most loved before passing, but death did not permit even that.


   


  The Goblin King watched him in his last moments.


  “Your Majesty, are you alright!?” Pale asked as she came riding for the king.


  The Goblin King used his sword as a cane and asked her. “Pale, how is the battle going?”


  “The Blue Knights that fought us have all been wiped out. Not one is left. They’re all dead. We’re moving to surround Pena now, but…”


  “Stop the army. Send their bodies to Pena.”


  The Goblin King’s words left Pale speechless.


  “I won’t say it again. This is the man who defeated me. He can’t be left out here to rot. Perhaps, this is nothing more than hypocrisy. But even then…”


  “As you will.”


  The Goblin King’s army retreated temporarily from Pena after that.


  The next day, all the bodies of the members of the Blue Knights that fought with Allen, all of these heroes, were sent back to Pena through an envoy. The envoy sent was the elf, Felbi, and he retold Allen’s last moments to the elder council through the words imparted to him by the king.


  After that, having lost all power to resist, Pena signed a treaty with the Goblin King. The Goblin King gave Pena autonomy. Shortly after getting word of Allen’s death, Queen Raksha committed suicide.


  Although this battle that would later be known as the Battle of Pena has now come to a close. The bravery a lone youth showed will forever be burned in the hearts of the people… And be remembered as the Hero of Pena.


  After this battle the goblin army left Pena and headed north.
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          Allen
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          Human

        
      


      
        	
          Level

        

        	
          92

        
      


      
        	
          Job

        

        	
          Knight Commander; Hero of Pena

        
      


      
        	
          Possessed Skills

        

        	
          Sword Mastery A+; The Mind’s Eye; Dash; Innate Talent; Oath of the Knight; Indomitable Courage; Limit Walk; Unreasonably Stubborn

        
      


      
        	
          Divine Protection

        

        	
          Goddess of Destiny (Liuryuna) (Third Daughter)

        
      


      
        	
          Attributes

        

        	
          None

        
      


      
        	
          Abnormal Status

        

        	
          Curse of the Holy Sword

        
      


      
        	
          Equipment

        

        	
          Holy Sword Guradion

        
      

    
  


  
Dash: Bonus when leading a cavalry.


  Indomitable Courage: When in a predicament, the level of one’s possessed skills will increase by one level.


  Limit Walk: Can ignore the limits of one’s own body. The price will be paid the next day.


  Holy Sword Guradion: A weapon that can disperse the ether of monsters. As it loses its brilliance, it can seal the movement of monsters. If an unchosen one wields it, he will be cursed with a curse that will shorten his life.


   


  Chapter 226 
The Second Advent of the War Princess


  After unifying the south, the Goblin King met with Pale at the office of Elrain Kingdom to check their military strength. Their next target would be the western region’s Germion Kingdom. A country that stands equal to the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  Presently, the Holy Shushunu Kingdom was yet fighting among themselves for the successor of the war princess.


  The cavalry under the direct command of the king now numbered 500. It was made up of rare class goblins and above and was led by Gi Be Slay the One-Armed Goblin. They handled their loyal but fierce monster steeds and is considered to be the strongest force within the kingdom.


  After them are the four generals that hold the highest positions within the army.


  A long-armed goblin who was also a knight-class, Gi Ga Rax, led the monster and spear army, Aransain. His army had taken 200 rare class goblins from the king’s cavalry. His was an army that prioritized mobility. A chief of one of the tribal goblins living in the Forest of Darkness, Hal, who led the Paradua was also a part of Gi Ga Rax’s Aransain. The vice clan leader of the Proud Clan (Leon Heart Clan), Zaurosh, was also incorporated into his army. On top of that, many local adventurers were also hired after the conquest of the Labyrinth City of Tortoki.


  “Aransain currently numbers over 2,000. We have yet to replenish the numbers lost during the last battle.”


  As the king nodded, Pale continued and showed him the documents.


  The next goblin she showed him was Gi Gu Verbena. A duke class goblin who was the greatest commander next to the king. A fierce general who leads the axe and sword army, Felduk. At the same time, he was also the ruler of the southern area of the Forest of Darkness. Even in the last battle, he was able to endure the attacks of the Blue Knights repeatedly. He is highly appraised. But although strong offensively, he lacks tenacity when defending. Alas, that is a common trait among goblins. Still, despite that ill-matched trait, he was still able to exemplify a tenacity during battle that wouldn’t lose out to the humans. Gi Gu’s leadership skills are truly something. His army alone numbers 3,000. With the addition of human soldiers after the war with Pena, Felduk currently numbers 3,500 men strong. With over 300 rare class goblins and 3 noble class goblins, Gi Gu’s army is the biggest among the four generals.


  The army led by the goblin from the tribes, Ra Gilmi Fishiga, that was the nearest to the country the king is now aiming for, could be called a mixed army. This army is also known as the bow and arrow army of Fanzel. His army includes the demihuman tribes of the Fang Tribe (Werewolf) and the centaurs, as well as the Brawler Faction led by the duke class, Gi Zu Ruo.


  He is currently working alongside the annexed orcs and the human guards situated by the border to suppress Germion Kingdom. If only the pure goblins were to be counted, Gilmi’s army would only number 500, as the goblins in his army only included him and his subordinates. The demihumans numbered 600. The orcs provided 400 soldiers. And the border guards numbered 500. All in all that totals to an army of 2,000 soldiers.


  Shouldering the northeast of the ruled territories alongside the allies of the goblins, the Kushain Believers, was Gi Gi Orudo, who led the monster army, and Gi Jii Yubu, who led his regiol. These two goblins together led the twin-headed beast and axe army of Zelduk. The beast tamer goblins of the monster army number approximately 300. Within those over 20 were rare-class. Gi Jii Yubu’s regiol numbered 500, but they had over 40 goblins that were above rare-class.


  This army revolves around the monsters more so than the goblins, so if one considered the humans and the monsters as a part of their army, then the total number is much greater. Gi Gi himself wasn’t exactly sure how many monster beasts there are, but the actual number should be somewhere between 2,000 to 3,000.


  “As such, all of our armies number to about 10,000 men strong.”


  At Pale’s words, the Goblin King nodded, urging her to continue.


  Other than the cavalry of the king, there is another force aside from the main army that could be called a special unit. Although these people couldn’t be incorporated into the main army, these people were still brought together, as they had the necessary skills to organize the goblin army.


  The Snow Demon Tribe (Yugushiva Tribe) provided 200 warriors. They were originally barbarians living north of Germion Kingdom, but by cooperating with the Goblin King, they were able get a territory of their own at the western region. With an easier environment to live in, they were able to increase their numbers. Their children grew into warriors, doubling their previous army of 100 into 200, allowing them to provide that much soldiers to the goblin forces.


  The strongest goblin among the tribes, Rashka, who led the Gaidga Tribe, provided 400 soldiers. They were giants as far as goblins were concerned and possessed a strength that could be likened to that of orcs. Their chief, Rashka, is a lord class goblin, the second highest class next to the king.


  Gi Ji Arsil the Hidden Blade’s assassin unit were able to increase their numbers to 200, and are now able to work as an intelligence unit that’s fighting on two fronts. Gi Ji personally led the low ranked goblins and expanded toward the northeast protected by Gi Gi Orudo. As for the ones that evolved within his unit, Gi Ji sent them to the frontlines of the western region.


  They are meant to be reserved forces, but some goblins were also tasked to be guards for the trade routes at the Forest of Darkness. The rare class goblins under the king’s direct command, Gi Ah the One Who Encroaches into the Divine Region (Divine Invader) and Gi Ii the Explorer, led the goblins to guard the trade routes between the elven villages, the demihuman villages, and the colonial city, Middled.


  —


  In order to give the goblins as much as experience as possible right after leaving their nest, the Fortress of the Abyss, about 400 of them were assigned as guards. But this wasn’t a fixed figure and would change depending on the number of goblins born.


  The druids led by Gi Za Zakuend now numbered 500. Goblins that show some attainments as a druid are brought to the water mage, Gi Uu, to be trained as a druid. Compared to high-ranked goblins like Gi Za and Gi Do Buruga, who fought at the frontlines, Gi Uu’s role might appear subdued, but the only reason they had any druids in the first place – as few as they may be – is because of Gi Uu.


  The volunteer sylph warriors are led by Felbi. They have 300 soldiers in their platoon, all of which are beautiful men and women donned in armor. These sylph warriors are an indispensable unit when it comes to negotiating with defeated cities. Their presence is a must.


  On top of that, they also excel in magic and archery at a level which goblins are unable to reach. Despite their small numbers, they have participated in many battles as a part of the rear unit.


  Finally, there is Kuzan’s medical platoon. The medical platoon was formed with mostly members from the Gordob Tribe and supplemented with healers hired from the adventurers guild. Despite their small numbers, they are an essential unit supporting the goblin army from the back.


  “It’s impressive that we’ve grown this much even if I say so myself.”


  Pale nodded to the Goblin King’s words.


  “Yes. After successfully unifying the south, we now have the advantage. Elbert-dono and the others are in the middle of calculating the total size of the army, but from the current results, it can be inferred that our army now numbers in the tens of thousands.”


  Securing the grain-producing region of Fatina was a huge victory, the Goblin King thought. Based on the information gathered from the frequent talks with their ally, the Kushain Believers, the grains produced at Fatina were sold to the various countries of the south and were even exported all the way to the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  If that much were to be fed to the goblins, it was only natural that their numbers would greatly increase.


  “The more we wait, the stronger we will be.”


  “…Should we wait and gather our strength for now, then?”


  “But Germion Kingdom should also understand this. They are not so easy an enemy that they would give us time to rest.”


  Should Germion Kingdom throw caution to the wind and desperately attack, it will be too difficult to deal with them with only Ra Gilmi Fishiga’s Fanzel.


  Gi Gu’s Felduk and Gi Ga’s Aransain needs to join the fray as well.


  “What are the odds of them advancing to the south?”


  “The Kushain Believers will serve as a good shield then. And Germion Kingdom’s main force will also be mostly infantry.”


  The Goblin King was convinced by Pale’s answer. The southern region was vast. It’s not something that Germion Kingdom could manage with just their army. They may have a population of over 300,000, but that did not directly translate into soldiers. At most – and generously – a thirtieth of that would make up their army.


  Such a small army would find it difficult to get past the Kushain Believers’ Cultidian. The Kushain Believers could turn their entire population into soldiers if they felt like it. Given that, there was no way Germion Kingdom would attack them. They also probably wouldn’t let go of Fatina after finally getting it back.


  As such, those two cities will act as a wall preventing Germion Kingdom from attacking. And because there’s no fear of them attacking the south, it was now up to the goblins to decide where to attack.


  “Do you mind if we move the discussion to the plan of attacking Germion Kingdom?”


  “I don’t mind. Go ahead.”


  “There are three paths of attack to Germion Kingdom that could be considered.”


  The path through the western region, the path through the southern region, and the path through the northern area. Each path has its pros and cons, but the most advantageous for moving a large army is the southern path.


  “We will use all of these paths to invade Germion Kingdom.”


  “You plan to spread our forces?”


  “More precisely, it’s in order to bind down the enemy’s holy knights that we will be positioning our soldier in all three paths.”


  “Hmm. So you wish to bind the enemy’s main force. I see… In that case.”


  “As soon as they focus their attention on one of our forces, we will leave the border and immediately rush for the imperial capital.”


  What they had to watch out for were the powerful individuals known as the holy knights. This was a plan to force the enemy to spread these precious human resources out. Germion Kingdom has positioned its holy knights in every direction and have tasked them with the duty of expanding their territory as well as defending it. If all of these holy knights could be bound, then just one of the goblin forces would be enough to defeat the enemy.


  Once the imperial capital capitulates, the goblin forces can then take their time taking out the holy knights one after another. The Goblin King nodded in satisfaction to this plan that fully considered the defensive system of Germion Kingdom.


  “What are the odds of Germion Kingdom accepting us? Is it low, after all?”


  “They’ve already lost the western region once. The nobles probably won’t be accepting.”


  Pale has placed a lot of importance in Germion Kingdom as she thought up her plans. Naturally, that included putting her spy network into use. The war with Pena started with almost no preparations, so they were barely able to get any information on them. As a result, the enemy was able to hide their actual numbers and were even able to approach the king.


  But in this battle, they will prepare fully before attacking the enemy.


  Pale spread the net that was the spy network formed by the survivors of the Soar to Freedom Clan (Elks Clan). As a result, she was able to get information even on the political war within the royal palace. There was nothing that could not be taken advantage of.


  Movements of the king’s grandson, Ishtar (Probably the Ishtel from before), to wage war upon the western region. The rebellion of the nobles. The incapability of King Ashtal to suppress all of these. Pale was able to infer everything.


  “There is a chance that they might attack in the near future. Moreover, word has it that Holy Shushunu Kingdom’s domestic conflict is nearing its end.”


  “The western region… Gilmi and Shumea, huh.”


  “Yes. But in this battle, we have to draw the enemy into the western region and destroy them thoroughly.”


  The Goblin King raised one of his brows in response to Pale’s strong words.


  “Let’s use this battle as an opportunity to tear apart Germion Kingdom,” Pale said.


  “I look forward to it,” the Goblin King replied.


  —


  As Pale bowed her head, she advised the king.


  “That’s why… Please take care of your body. If you fall, this country will too.”


  “You exaggerate.”


  The Goblin King wryly smiled, but Pale glanced at him sharply.


  “I’m not joking. You can’t even smell anymore, can you?”


  “…”


  Saying nothing was the same thing as saying yes. At the very least, that was how Pale saw it as she excused herself.


  “That’s why… I have to hurry.”


  The Goblin King curled his hand into a tight fist.


  After Pale left the office, she met Gi Za Zakuend who was waiting outside. Gi Za frowned, looking like he’d eaten a fly, as he turned to her.


  “So, how is the king?”


  “He can’t smell anymore, it seems. He couldn’t even react to the smell of Karutone.”


  “This terrible stench, and he did not so much as flinch?”


  Gi Za looked hatefully at the pouch by Pale’s wrists. There is a plant called Karutone, which released a smell that monsters hated. This bag was filled to the brim with its dried roots.


  Pale put it away, allowing Gi Za to finally breathe. Having expected that, she asked him.


  “What about that matter I left to you, Gi Za-dono?”


  “I made contact with that cabinet minister a few days ago.”


  “Please spare no money to get his cooperation.”


  “Money isn’t something to hold back on. Especially, not when it concerns the health of the king. We’ll stock up as much as necessary.”


  “That will do. Well then, if you may excuse me.”


  After seeing Pale off, Gi Za looked back at the king’s office.


  “It is a subject’s negligence to move only as the king commands… Isn’t that right?”


  Gi Za, whose lips were slightly slanted, used his schemes to try and destroy Germion Kingdom.


  * * *


  Word of Claudia the War Princess’ death spread to every direction, giving rise to various reactions that echoed back to the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  At the king’s behest, the whole country mourned the death of the war princess, and messengers not only from within the country, but from the minor countries to the east, from Germion Kingdom to the west, from the Kushain Believers, from the Holy Kingdom Alsas at the end of the east, and even messengers from the Oceanic Kingdom Yarma came.


  Despite how big the funeral was, the one who managed everything was Claudia’s granddaughter, Blanche. She was 18 years old, and although Claudia adored her, she never once showed any interest in military affairs.


  Because of that she was distant from the commissioned officers of the armies participating in the successor wars. As such, it was to her that the king gave his imperial command.


  Adventurers and mercenaries who once fought with Claudia in the battlefield were also present in the funeral. Blanche ignored the opinions of the nobles who were against it, saying that it pertained to the country’s prestige, and appealed directly to the king to allow the mercenaries and the adventurers to attend the funeral.


  The people protecting Claudia’s coffin was the same sorcerer cavalry (mana guard) that watched over her when she was still alive.


  ’Loyalty even in death.’


  The mana guard upheld the oath they made when they were appointed and watched over Claudia even in her coffin. When the attendants saw that, they couldn’t help but sigh in wonder.


  The Great Empire of Shushunu that stood at the center of the continent. The military of this country is made up by the private army of the three great nobles dukes and the royal family’s army. Claudia the War Princess was both the head of a great noble family and the commander-in-chief of the royal army. As such, being her successor meant inheriting the greatest military position of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  Until now, Blanche also gathered attention as she was the daughter of a ducal family in possession of a mana guard platoon. Of course, that wasn’t because people thought she would inherit the position of the War Princess, but because people saw her as a possible tool to gain that position.


  Her skin was a beautiful white like that of white porcelain. It was almost as if the sun had never reached her. Her two eyes were reddish brown, a trait inherited from her grandmother. Her stature was as one would expect from a woman, and her hair was a vivid gold just like that of her grandfather.


  “—30 years ago Claudia Ririnoie supported this country with her sword. After experiencing many danger and fortune, she came to be known as the War Princess.”


  But on this day, her position was about to change.


  The moment when she read out loud the memorial address, the people present were all bewildered. A normal memorial address would only praise the deceased.


  “—She restored dignity to the country and now lies in sleep. As one who has deeply inherited her blood, I will protect her legacy.”


  Only a few of the people attending understood her intentions.


  This was a declaration of war.


  At this moment, Blanche Ririnoie was saying that she herself would succeed Claudia. The successor of the Ririnoie Family would also be the successor of the War Princess. That was essentially what she so casually announced.


  3 months later, Blanche Ririnoie crushed all the other contenders for the position.


  So great were her abilities that it seemed as if Claudia had come back to life. The gallant figures of the sorcerer cavalry (mana guard) as they obeyed her made it loud and clear for all that the War Princess had returned.


  * * *


  The Colonial City, Middled.


  It was just recently that a guild was established at this colonial city that boasted a population of 7,000. The one who established the state-managed job recruitment agency was the Governor-General of the Western Capital, Yoshu. As a slave gladiator, Yoshu was able to travel to many places, so he tried imitating the adventurers guild that he saw in several small countries.


  The governor-general of Middled, Princess Shunaria, was herself very supportive in executing the idea as she herself acknowledged its usefulness. A company would ask for a job to be done, then the guild would examine it and rate its difficulty. Immediately after, the job would be posted on the bulletin board for people to apply for.


  Due to being a country of goblins and other monsters, there are no jobs to hunt monsters, but there are many other jobs like jobs to hunt dangerous beasts, procure medicine, or serve as an escort to a trading caravan.


  No large business have been established yet, so most of the jobs were posted by the office of the governor-general. The jobs ranged from the simple labor that only required a body, such as the maintenance of roads and transport of materials for the wall repairs, to more complicated jobs that required special skills, like the construction jobs.


  People came to and fro the halls of the guild to get a job from the bulletin board. The office of the governor general had already anticipated that there would be a lot of people coming for the jobs, so – true to the spirit of capitalism – they built a bar along with the guild. With the construction of the guild and the bar also came the introduction of jobs to help people that couldn’t read. Surprisingly, these jobs actually became popular.


  Within that guild was a female elf whose ears had been cut halfway through. She languidly fell onto the counter meant for receiving jobs and the male receptionist wryly smiled.


  “I-I finally finished it.”


  “You look tired, Selena-chan.”


  “Fei-san is too cruel to his friends… What did he mean ‘exterminate some night dogs’! That’s not a job you do alone.”


  “It’s the governor-general’s office that requested for those.”


  “…Uu. I want to go back to the forest and have an afternoon nap while bathing in the sun.”


  “Well, it’s good that you’re so popular. Here you go. From the governor-general’s office.”


  “Huh!?”


  She jumped up in shock because it was a job directly from Princess Shunaria. The male receptionist thought it was amusing how her ears twitched while reading the contents of the job. Of course, as an upright man, he would never voice those thoughts out loud.


  “…Uu. That’s it! I’m suing! This is clearly oppression!”


  Teary-eyed, she once again fell languidly on the desk, but then a voice called out to her.


  “Oh? Pray, do tell, who is this that’s oppressing you?”


  “P-Princess!?”


  Like a spring-loaded doll, Selena jumped up, and when she turned around, Princess Shunaria was indeed there.


  “A-About that… I just finished doing a job just now, you see.”


  “Oh? But wasn’t it you who taught me that the best way to get along with the humans was to do the same job as them?”


  “T-That’s true, but working so frequently is…”


  “And the jobs this time are also meant to test if the guild’s system is functioning well or not. Please do your best.”


  “Y-Yes.”


  As Selana’s shoulders fell in disappointment, Selena saw her off with a smile.


  “How is that child doing?”


  Shunaria Forni asked in a gentle voice to the male receptionist.


  “She’s doing her best. She’s one of the top highest earners of those that registered.”


  “I see… Now that the Goblin King has started a war with the human countries, it’s no longer possible to play adventurer in the outside world, but just a little… I want her to have a taste of that life.”


  Shunaria knew of Selena’s past, so although she was being a bit strict, this was actually a present to her. Of course, the person herself didn’t notice that. The girl that once left the forest, hoping to become an adventurer… Although it’s a bit different, there was no doubting that her dream was being fulfilled.


  “That aside, why are you here, Governor-General?”


  “Fei-san came back from his patrol, so I thought I’d sneak out a little.”


  Shunaria said as she stuck out her tongue and smiled. In response to that, the male receptionist could only wryly smile.


  This was what an ordinary day was like in the Goblin King’s Middled that was relatively distant from the battlefield.


   


  Chapter 227 
Those Defending


  Germion Kingdom had 6 holy knights.


  Lili the Scarlet Maiden who protects the north.


  Sivara the Ripper Knight and Jize the One-Eyed Knight who protect the south. Gulland the Storm Knight, whose position was currently being borrowed.


  Valdor the Twin Swords Knight who protects the east.


  Zelkof the Knight of Destruction, who was confined to the center. These six are the present generation of holy knights that support Germion Kingdom.


  The Majestic King Ashtal Do Germion gathered brave warriors throughout the land and opened his doors to them. Other than Sivara, Valdor, and Zelkof, who are nobles, Jize is a martial artist from the east, and Gulland and Lili are former adventurers.


  Sivara, who was entrusted with the defense of the south, is working alongside Jize to manage the territory. Gulland was sent to work with them too, so now there was three of them working together.


  Sivara appeared before Gulland and proposed to him.


  “Reinforcements to the Holy Shushunu Kingdom?” Gulland asked.


  “Yes.” Sivara replied.


  Gulland knit his brows as he frowned. Despite it only being afternoon, he already stank of liquor.


  “I agree with Sivara-dono,” Jize said.


  “Hah. So you want to get rid of the nuisance,” Gulland remarked.


  Gulland glared at Jize, but the latter didn’t seem to mind at all as he argued.


  “It’s true that you’re not looking forward right now, though. Just a few years ago, you were lauded a hero. But now, look at you. You’re no better than the thugs grumbling over their liquor.”


  “Hmph. You think so too, Sivara?”


  “Well. It’s an order from above.”


  Sivara shrugged his shoulders and answered in that ever aloof manner of his.


  “Actually, they were asking for me, but it sounds like a pain. Can you go instead?”


  “…”


  Jize glanced at Sivara with an unamused expression, but he did not appear bothered at all.


  “…Fine,” Gulland agreed.


  “Great. You have to work for your meal, after all,” Sivara remarked.


  “Hmph. So, who am I supposed to kill?” Gulland asked.


  “Why so bloody all of the sudden?” Jize asked.


  “Isn’t that the sort of job you’re asking me to do?” Gulland asked back.


  “You’re not wrong, but you’re not quite right either,” Sivara replied.


  “Hah?”


  “We said reinforcements, right? That means we’re going to be interfering with the succession war of the war princess. Or at least, our king is, anyway.”


  “So, who are we supporting?”


  “Blanche Ririnoie. A young lady at the tender age of 18 years.”


  “…So we’re to get her into debt and ask for a huge interest later?”


  “Well, as for whether she sees it that way or not is another story.”


  “…Whatever. It was getting boring anyway.”


  After Gulland left the room while tottering, Jize finally spoke again and asked Sivara.


  “That man obediently did as he was told, but…”


  “Uh huh… Don’t worry. I don’t think he’s the sort to betray us. He swore fealty to the king too.”


  “I know you have an eye for people, but that guy really isn’t that sort of person.”


  Jize frowned. Although he’d heard that the man had sworn fealty to the king, there probably wasn’t a man in the world more ill fit for that image than Gulland.


  “Oh, no. Gulland Rifenin has definitely sworn fealty to the king. He’s surprisingly dutiful.”


  Sivara said with a chuckle when he saw Jize’s expression.


  “…Is that so?”


  Jize became thoughtful. But try as he might to imagine Gulland swearing fealty, he just couldn’t do it.


  “The king picked him up when his family was killed by monsters. Since then Gulland has worked desperately hard, but after a series of unfortunate events, he ended up where he is today. It can’t be helped if he wants to run away from reality with the help of alcohol.”


  “And here I thought he was an arrogant man… Hmm.”


  Jize stroked his chin as he thought to himself.


  “Still, is that alright? For the crown prince himself to appear for the reclamation of the western region? Perhaps we should say something.”


  Jize asked as he knit his brows a little.


  Gulland’s position was currently being borrowed from Sivara. So if Gulland were to start a war campaign at the Western Region, most of his achievements will be recognized as Sivara’s.


  “I don’t plan on participating. Also, there are Kushain Believers and monsters in the south. It would be bad if the both of you left the south,” Sivara said.


  Within the army, the crown prince’s expedition was already being spoken about. It is said that he would be leading adventurers and clans along with his army, totaling to 4,000 soldiers, to invade the south. Moreover, King Ashtal himself wouldn’t be against it.


  “Indeed. It might be just as you said. But I will do as the king says,” Jize said.


  Informally, orders requesting their participation also came for Sivara and Jize, but Sivara refused the order, citing the threat of the south as a reason.


  “Well, another reason is that it’s a pain…” Sivara said.


  “Oh, right. You don’t get along with Valdor-dono.” Jize wryly smiled.


  In response to that, Sivara shook, looking like he’d eaten a fly.


  “Isn’t he the very picture of a sober and honest man?” Jize asked.


  “You jest! He’s a rock head pretending to be a person! Besides, it’s not just him. All the other holy knights have personality problems too. Seriously, there’s just no end to my hardship,” Sivara replied.


  “I see, I see… So, other than me, all the holy knights have personality problems. I see.”


  In a flash, Jize’s curved sword struck out and cut where Sivara’s carefree expression was just a while ago.


  “Tch. And there’s this one guy with a terrible habit!” Sivara said.


  “Let me share with you an old saying from my hometown. ‘The tongue is the source of all calamities’!” Jize yelled.


  The sight of Sivara happily screaming for his life while Jize chased after him with a devilish expression was a normal thing to the people protecting the south. To them, this was nothing more than rough play between the two.


  They simply looked warmly at them, thinking to themselves, ‘again?’ as the two holy knights played a game of tag with their lives on the line.


  —


  “Strengthen our defenses?”


  “That’s what the king said.”


  The one who answered Shumea’s question was Ra Gilmi Fishiga, who led the bow and arrow army of Fanzel.


  “I’m still the Commander-in-Chief here, so I think I’ll just leave it to you.”


  “That won’t do. The demihumans can’t do it and Bui-dono is going back.”


  Shumea made a strange face and became thoughtful, but immediately after, she sighed and nodded. Bui had to go back regularly to the Forest of Darkness to manage his villages. She knew this was necessary to minimize the friction between the goblins and the orcs, but it was a painful thing to her given that the werewolves and the centaurs that specialized in battle did not use their heads much.


  “I suppose it can’t be helped then. Did the king give any specific orders?”


  “Not much. He just said that there’s no need to stick so closely to the border.”


  “Huh?”


  Being told that there was no need to be so persistent with the border only served to make Shumea even more confused.


  “Alright then. In that case, we’re no longer defending the border. Next… GUE GU!?”


  Shumea turned around and was about to leave, but then Gilmi suddenly grabbed her by the nape of her neck, causing her to sound like a crushed frog.


  “Wait. That won’t do.”


  “I-I was joking.”


  As Shumea replied while rubbing her throat, Gilmi lightly sighed. He had to consult her what to do.


  “Not needing to insist on clinging to the border means that we can afford to bring the enemy into the Western Region as well.”


  “You can look at it that way too, but another way to look at it is that it’s okay to retreat.”


  “Hmm?”


  The goblin forces specialized at single-mindedly attacking the enemy. Even Gilmi, whom the king has led to wage many wars, has not experienced many battles that could be called a clear defeat. As such, the words ‘it’s okay to retreat’ left him confused and his arms folded.


  “I heard about it, you know? Was it Gi Gu-san? Apparently, he couldn’t catch the enemy army and had a hard time.”


  “True. If you look at it a different way, then our situation could be said to be the same.”


  “But before that we need to evacuate the villages.”


  “Can you do that?”


  “It’s actually quite difficult. It’s right before the harvest, after all.”


  Gilmi first learned about the crops called wheat and their harvest approaching when he started talking to the human soldiers. These so-called wheat were kneaded to create the bread that humans ate. Gi Zu and the others couldn’t understand why the humans bothered to go out of their way to do something so difficult when it was possible to get meat throughout the year, but the truth of the matter is that things weren’t so simple.


  Gilmi and the others tried eating this so-called bread, and they were indeed able to eat it. This was the staple food of humans. There were two harvest periods within a year. If those two harvests alone were responsible for providing for the whole year, then the farmers would have to put considerable effort to ensure that they produced enough.


  There were also goblin farmers now, but when Gilmi talked to them, even they couldn’t help but agree that it took a lot of effort to produce crops.


  “I see. In that case, we’ll have to lure the enemy then.”


  “The north is no good. We’ll have to lead them down south.”


  “…So we’ll have to play the role of the weak prey then.”


  “Think they’ll bite?”


  “I don’t know, but to protect the people of the western region. We have no choice but to do it.”


  Shumea deeply sighed upon hearing Gilmi’s words.


  “I’ve always been thinking this, but why are you goblins always looking forward? Don’t you ever worry?”


  “Of all the people, I didn’t think I’d hear that from you. We are warriors. And warriors are meant to fight. What’s the point of worrying?”


  The objective of the enemy is most likely to reclaim the western region.


  To that end, the goblin army must be destroyed. Moreover, suppressing the western capital will also be a key point in reclaiming the western region. If they allow the goblins to live, their supply lines will be targeted. Destroying the few with a large army should reduce their losses. In that case, the odds of Germion Kingdom biting at the enemy in front of them will increase.


  “What is that supposed to mean?”


  “Exactly as I said.”


  A human and a goblin glared at each other for a while, but then they sighed and compromised.


  “For the meantime, let’s focus on the battle plan. Is that girl, Pale, coming? If she were around, things might be different, I think.”


  “She didn’t say anything. I’ll send a messenger and ask. We might also need some scouts on top of an assassin unit.”


  Gi Ji Arsil’s assassin unit was divided into two groups. One of which was positioned at the western region. Gilmi decided that the assasins alone weren’t enough, so he also chose some goblins from his Ganra tribe with good eyes and sent them out as scouts.


  “Bui-dono’s orcs need to come back.”


  “They were really useful when building moats. We also have to strengthen our camps.”


  “And then there’s the problematic demihumans…”


  “Hmm… What to do. They’re strong when it comes to fighting, but… Maybe we can ask them to procure food. We’ll need some preserved food anyway.”


  “Very well.”


  Gilmi and Shumea agreed to let the soldiers take a little food if they wanted.


  “What about the number of soldiers? Do we need to protect the number of soldiers to protect the towns?”


  “It’s right before the harvest, so we’ll always be short of hands.”


  “As for the demihumans, we could get the help of the other races other than the werewolves and the demihumans, but… I don’t know if the minotaurs can be counted on.”


  “The Winged Ones (Harpyurea) are convenient to have, but they have a lot of enemies in the sky.”


  As they racked their heads, they turned the topic to increasing the number of soldiers to strengthen their camp.


  “Maybe we should make a bunch of fortresses so we can respond to any plea for help?” Shumea asked.


  “But if we do that and split our forces, communication will become a pain… We’ll turn into nothing but a disorderly mix of different races.” Gilmi replied.


  A human and a goblin came up with a rough outline of their defensive strategy, and then they carried it out. Just us as the king ordered, they decided to give up the border, but coming up with a plan that lured the enemy into the western region was a very difficult task.


  Gilmi and Shumea worked singlehandedly on spreading their defensive net, and then they waited for the enemy to come. Eventually, they were notified of Germion Kingdom’s attack.


  —


  A brief summer visited Germion Kingdom’s northern mountains of the Snow God (Yugrasill). During winter, a wind would blow from the summit of the mountains, bringing with it a cold chill that spread throughout the land. It was only during this short reprieve of warmth that the wind would become a refreshing breeze instead of a chilling storm.


  Lili, who has been entrusted with the management of that region since last year, has been managing it according to the footsteps of her predecessor, Gulland. The rough and fierce adventurers were all taken away by Gulland, so only the docile ones were left.


  Accordingly, there were many among them who were honest, and despite being a beginner feudal lord, Lili was able to manage the fief. Despite her young age, Lili was trusted by the people. The fact that she was able to repel the barbarians greatly increased her popularity. The snow demons (yugushiva) that attacked frequently during Gulland’s term has barely made an appearance since the time Lili came to power.


  To the people who knew nothing, they thought that this was because she was able to conquer the barbarians.


  Within the temporary reprieve given by the brief summer, the green tips of the trees stretched themselves out and glimmered under the light of the sun. The wind caressing her face was soft. Lili tended to her office work while feeling the breeze of the wind coming from the windows.


  A feudal lord had to be learned both in the sword and in government affairs. A representative government official will take care of most of the miscellaneous work, but there were still some that Lili had to take care of herself.


  Puttingdown the magic sword, Sky Splitter (Vashinant), she loosened her scarlet hair that was usually bound together, put on clothes meant for men, and began signing the documents that were submitted to her.


  “…No abnormalities according to the mountain patrol, huh. So, does this mean that the barbarians have really left?”


  From the documents, she knew that the barbarians were most prevalent in their attacks during autumn and summer. This is probably because they needed to secure food for winter. They’re relatively peaceful during summer, but she still couldn’t afford to let her guard down.


  If they manage to reach the base of the mountain, then even the villages will suffer. To avoid that, she established a platoon of guards that would patrol the mountain ranges in search of barbarians.


  She appointed her former acquaintances, Bern and Neumann, and even used her connections to gather military men from the school of the Zweil Style Swordsmanship in the imperial capital. She gathered all of those into a unit and formed a new platoon of 500 soldiers. There are about 100 soldiers patrolling the mountain ranges.


  That wasn’t actually enough to guard the northern part of the kingdom, but it couldn’t be helped since they were poor. Given their tax revenue, this was the most they could they do.


  She also used her authority as a feudal lord to reduce taxes for peddlers and prioritize the exportation of the local meat specialty. It could be said that the only decent food industry in the north even without the attacks of the barbarians was dairy farming. The methods the dairy farmers employed varied depending on the season, but regardless of the method applied, they used the foot of the mountain all the way to the middle parts as their pasture, as these parts of the mountain were the ones that were guaranteed to be safe.


  Lili toiled day and night and gained much success as a feudal lord, but even then, she couldn’t avoid catching wind of the rumors from the capital. Be it intel from the peddlers or idle talk from the nobles pining for her, as she was a young unmarried holy knight, the contents were all the same.


  Crown Prince Ishtar was attacking the Western Region.


  Germion Kingdom was about to send the best of its army with the soldiers from the eastern part to reclaim the Western Region. Although she herself wasn’t summoned, there was still a possibility that she could find herself caught up in the war. That was the sort of beast politics was. It could not help but involve other people.


  Germion Kingdom is attacking the region ruled by that gigantic Goblin King.


  “It would be good if they could stop him.”


  But she thought it was reckless. Even from the little information she had, she could infer that the Goblin King has likely gotten stronger and wreaked havoc in the south. The holy knights were strong indeed. She herself has just become one, but there was still a large difference in strength between her and the other holy knights.


  But even then, she still thought that the Western Region was dangerous.


  She has once had the opportunity of having an audience with Crown Prince Ishtar. He was a vigorous and promising young prince. His ability to judge her abilities without any prejudice of her background as an adventurer was a rare thing among the royal family.


  He was indeed a crown prince worthy of following in the footsteps of the Majestic King, King Ashtal.


  But even then…


  Her body shook. She recalled that moment when she crossed blazed with the Goblin King. That pressure… To this day, her body still remembers it.


  As brilliant as the crown prince was, he could not defeat that Goblin King. That was a king from whose every pore poured out an aura of dignity. That was a king who possessed an aura so great it would suppress anyone who stood before him. The aura of a being that was overwhelmingly powerful.


  And now that he has lost Reshia and was full of wrath, what could possibly be more terrifying?


  Even with a thousand army of ten-thousand horses, it was doubtful if they would be able to reach the king. But she also understood the common opinion among the people of the imperial capital.


  The goblins’ reproductive ability.


  Now that they have secured a bountiful land, their numbers will exponentially increase. If they are not dealt with immediately, they will pour in from the Western Region and swarm the imperial capital. Germion Kingdom had barely any information on the Western Region. Because of that all sorts of speculations were thrown around, and in the end, it was widely believed that the goblins were a threat.


  As someone who has seen the goblin villages herself, Lili knew that the goblins did in fact grow abnormally fast.


  She couldn’t even imagine how many goblins they had now.


  Which is why it only made sense that Germion Kingdom would want to dispose of them as quickly as possible.


  In the end, the only way for Germion Kingdom to win was for them to engage in a battle where the goblin numbers are reduced significantly. The sooner they could do that, the better.


  Recently, there’s also been a rumor that a noble had gone out with his army, but was beaten back.


  “But if they lose…”


  Germion Kingdom will instantly lose its ability to defend. Lili didn’t know how much they were investing into this battle, but whether this was the right course of action or not, Lili did not know.


  * * *


  At the imperial capital of Germion Kingdom, at the corner where the mansions of the nobles were lined up, at a territory that was first-rate and vast even among those affluent, was a man by the name of Bedoru, who himself was the minister of the military. Unlike the holy knights that defended the four directions of the country, Bedoru was the leader of the patrolling soldiers under the king’s direct command and the imperial guards.


  When it was late in the night, someone visited his residence.


  “This is the payment for this month, Lord Bedoru.”


  “Umu.”


  The merchant nodded exaggeratedly as he handed money to Bedoru, who then hid that money in his bosom and happily nodded.


  “Sorry to always ask this of you.”


  “Not at all. You have done so much for me Lord Bedoru. This much is nothing. Yes.”


  “Gulland will also be sortieing for the east soon. You must be at ease now.”


  As Bedoru laughed excessively, the merchant nodded his head like a broken doll.


  “Yes. What kind of fate would await us merchants because of that man? Because of some half-assed power, we could not go against him… If not for your aid, Bedoru-sama, who knows what would have happened to us?”


  “Ha ha ha! It is only a given to protect the peace of the citizens.”


  “Indeed. Still, the tyranny of the holy knights run deep and show no signs of stopping.”


  “…Oh?”


  “Word has it that One-Eyed Jize has a habit of killing people. Apparently, he killed the refugees flowing from the south to kill time.”


  “That’s probably just a rumor, no?”


  “Really? I’m just not good with these holy knights. They think they’re the only ones protecting this country. But the ones protecting this country are the soldiers and you, milord.”


  Good grief, the merchant sighed as he turned to Bedoru as if noticing him for the first time.


  “Excuse me. That was uncalled for. For some reason, whenever I’m around you, my tongue always gets flippant. Please keep this a secret.”


  The merchant bowed his head and Bedoru nodded his head as if he was not at all unsatisfied.


  “Indeed. To think that Lord Gowen, Gulland, and that womanizer, Sivara, lost to the goblins. Just what is going on? They are a disgrace to our country’s army.”


  “Hopefully, Bedoru-dono, you’ll be able to stand at the peak of the army sooner rather than later. We won’t spare any effort to support you.”


  “I’m glad to have your support, but the holy knights also have things worthy of note. You’ve heard of Valdor the Twin Swords, right?”


  “Y-Yes.”


  “Although a relative of mine, I dare say he’s the picture of honesty. I’ll introduce him to you next time. That way you’ll get better at dealing with holy knights.”


  “I-I’m grateful, but… Oh, will you look at the time. It seems I’ve overstayed my welcome. If you’ll excuse me.”


  “…I see. That’s unfortunate.”


  The merchant left and rode his carriage back to his store in the night.


  When the merchant returned to his room, he hurriedly entered his bedroom. In there was a girl sitting on a chair.


  “Haa… Haa… Just as promised, I’ve given the cabinet minister the money and bad rumors of the holy knights are spreading. My daughter is safe, yes!?”


  “Of course.”


  The girl with a short hair cut looked at the man like she was looking at an insect. She threw a letter at him. Under the illumination of the dazzling candles were the words his daughter had written with much difficulty, informing him of her safety.


  “Let’s hear your report then.”


  “Ah, ahh…”


  After hearing his report, the girl nodded and threw him a pouch full of gold coins.


  “Cover the losses with this. I’ll contact you again when needed.”


  “W-Wait. Please let me see my daughter. Just once will…”


  The merchant clung to the girl’s legs, but the girl didn’t say anything and just kicked him away.


  “So even a slave merchant has human emotions. But you have no luck. Give it up. You can see her again when everything is over.”


  “But!”


  “Betray us, and your daughter will die.”


  As the girl vanished from the window into the dark of the night, the merchant held his head.


  “First, Gulland. Now, a kidnapper. Why is this happening to me? Is this really because of that mistake I committed against the saint?”


  The girl that vanished in the darkness entered an alleys, passed through the poor district, and found herself in a small inn. This small inn was one of the bases the Soar to Freedom Clan (Elks Clan) created to gather information. These bases were hard to find, as they were run by people with no connection to the Elks Clan.


  She quickly entered a room, wrote the earlier report on a small piece of sheepskin, hid it in a box, and fastened it to the leg of a bird.


  “To the Western Region. Go.”


  She kissed a curse onto the message bird once, then she released it into the yet dim sky. After doing that, she finally heaved a sigh and lied on the bed.


  One of the surviving members of the Elks Clan, Sophia, was steadily expanding the intelligence network into Germion Kingdom.


  Chapter 228 
The Battles Concerning the Western Region


  After unifying the south, the Goblin King left the former Elrain Kingdom and went north. His destination was Germion Kingdom. It was a march that brought along Gi Gu Verbena’s Felduk that ended the Pena War, as well as his cavalry and Gi Ga Rax the rule of the south’s Aransain.


  After reorganizing the army at the Western Region again, they planned to swarm Germion Kingdom. Pale advised the king that the best time to attack was after the harvest. One reason behind this was the logistics of the now bigger goblin army. Humans had control of the region at Germion Kingdom just like in Pena, so there were no giant monsters to feed on. If they ignored this issue and just attacked like this, they would have to pillage for food.


  The Goblin King did not wish for that.


  To avoid that, they needed to wait until after the harvest to have enough time to import food from Fatina and prepare the necessary portable food to support the entire army.


  The Goblin King started toward the north for the battle that would take place 2 months later, but just because the battle was still 2 months away did not mean that the Goblin King was free. Pale didn’t even have to point it out. The Goblin King moved his army to the Western Region, where the monsters were rampant, to secure food that could be preserved. Another reason he came to the Western Region was to reorganize his offensive forces.


  Just as Pale had planned, the Goblin King was going to be attacking from three directions, but the question of who would attack where still needed to be answered.


  Moreover, on top of examining the regions that would be left to these three generals – Gi Gu Verbena, Ra Gilmi Fishiga, Gi Ga Rax – they also needed to decide the forces they would be leading.


  There was also the question of if they should move the goblins that specialized in fighting individually like Rashka and Gi Zu Ruo. After all, there were places that couldn’t be protected without such goblins.


  “My king. I hear you summoned me.”


  Gi Go Amatsuki the Sword King appeared before the Goblin King within the camp. He knelt and prostrated himself on the ground.


  Gi Go Amatsuki was a goblin swordsman and a powerful individual that boasted of being a Baron Class.


  “Umu. Gi Go. When the time comes to attack Germion Kingdom, the northern path will be left to you.”


  “…It is an honor, Your Highness.”


  Gi Go who had his curved sword by his waist, prostrated his head even further as he responded to the king.


  “How many soldiers will you be needing? There’s no need to be reserved. Just say it.”


  “30 soldiers and the Yugushiva tribe. That will be enough.”


  “Is that enough?”


  “Of course.”


  The Goblin King happily nodded when he heard that.


  “Your Majesty, I have just one question.”


  “What?”


  “Would it be alright if I took the head of the enemy general and put it on display?”


  “Lili the Scarlet Maiden. Supposedly, a holy knight that uses a magic sword.”


  Pale read aloud the information and the Goblin King hesitated a little.


  “…No. There’s something I want to ask her. Keep her alive if you can.”


  “As you will.”


  Gi Go stood up and the Goblin King saw him off.


  The Goblin King still needed to think about who to assign the other paths to. With Pale’s advice, they gradually filled up their roster.


  Attacking from the south would be Gi Ga Rax’s Aransain. An army that prioritized speed was necessary in order to suppress Sivara’s army by the south.


  Attacking from the west would be Gi Gu Verbena’s Felduk. Felduk was an army made up of only goblins. Gi Jii Yubu’s army was also added to their forces.


  Siege weapons would be necessary in order to overcome the 8 fortress along the western path. At the previous battle, several of the Kushain Believers’ siege weapon were lent and the goblins were also taught how to use them.


  The Goblin King also believed that Felduk was better suited for a battlefield that was not tight-fisted with time.


  “In order to suppress the enemy holy knights, we also need individuals that excel in fighting alone,” Pale advised.


  The Goblin King agreed with her and placed various special units here and there to prepare for the Holy Knights.


  To the west was Rashka of Gaidga.


  From the south was Gi Za Zakuend and the elf, Felbi.


  The Goblin King made sure to tell them to avoid a one on one confrontation and placed them in the western and southern armies.


  “Now then. The last one is me.”


  “In regards to that, please wait for a while.”


  Pale usually always gave a clear answer, so when she said that, the Goblin King raised his brows.


  “There’s one problem presently facing us. That is how to deal with the enemy’s large army should they decide to attack the western region.”


  “They’ve only been defending until now. Are you saying they’re planning to attack now?”


  “From the intelligence network I’ve established, the crown prince of Germion Kingdom himself is planning to appear and lead an attack.”


  “The crown prince… The successor, huh.”


  The Goblin King groaned as he folded his thick arms.


  “We must kill that person in the Western Region.”


  “We could also capture him and use him in negotiations.”


  “Does Your Majesty intend to annex their country?”


  “Yes.”


  “But no matter how deep the king’s love runs for the crown prince, it won’t be enough to swallow the country. The enemy is the Majestic King.”


  The Goblin King sighed and became thoughtful.


  “If that crown prince surrenders to our army, then—”


  “Your Highness, I understand this displeases you, but still, I must say it. If you have decided to acquire their country, then the royal family must be killed. The children, the princesses, and even the elderly. Unless you kill them all, the people protecting the country will not accept it. Only when they are all dead will the people acknowledge their defeat. Mercy unto the royal family is unnecessary.”


  —


  Pale’s advice was correct. The Goblin King himself knew this.


  The race known as goblins would never be accepted by the humans. Because of that blood needed to be spilled.


  The reason the Goblin King was hesitating was because he did not find this battle all that dangerous. After becoming stronger from the southern war, although it was still dangerous to leave Germion Kingdom alone, the Goblin King had already half-assumed their victory.


  Ever since they were able to secure the bountiful southern lands, they became able to support a significantly bigger army. Now that they held the advantage, the softness of the Goblin King was beginning to show.


  “…You are correct. Forgive me for being unable to see that.”


  “No. Your subjects can all feel your gentleness. But while that may be a virtue as an individual, it is not so for rulers. Please forgive me for me speaking out of line.”


  The Goblin King nodded and resolutely spoke.


  “In that case, we have to kill them. Any and all who invade my land, they will not be forgiven.”


  “Yes. To that end, I will exercise my abilities to its limits.”


  Pale bowed her head deeply.


  On that day, the Goblin King sent a messenger to Ra Gilmi Fishiga, who was standing on the frontlines.


  ’Lure the enemy to the Western Region and kill them. Any and all who invade my land, bring down the hammer of justice upon them.’


  Gilmi could see the wrath of the king from the harsh words written upon the letter.


  “Is… Is His Highness angry?”


  Gilmi asked Shumea while drawing cold sweat.


  “I don’t think he’s that sort of king.”


  “But he has never used such strong words before. If we lose, won’t the king get mad at me?”


  “Hmm? Isn’t it fine, though?”


  “What?”


  “We racked our heads to come up with a plan. There’s no better plan than what we have right now, so there’s nothing we can do even if become flustered because of the king’s words.”


  “…You’re right.”


  Gilmi opened his eyes wide when he heard Shumea’s words, then he wryly smiled and chuckled at Shumea.


  “As expected, you are suitable to be a general.”


  “Please stop. It doesn’t suit me.”


  As Shumea laughed loudly she once again confirmed their strategy.


  “We’ve sent out scouts, but if the enemies show no signs of moving, then we’ll have to lure them. This hasn’t changed.”


  “Of course. We’ll lure them while fighting and then wipe them out.”


  “Alright. In that case, I will go and train my soldiers.”


  As Shumea walked away, Gilmi quietly thanked her.


  * * *


  The clan leader of the Red Moon Clan, Vine the Mad Blade, looked over the letter she was given. As the corners of her mouth lifted, she happily laughed.


  “Hey, hey. Now, you’re saying there’s going to be a war? Ku ha ha ha. This little girl just keeps giving me one good time after another!”


  Vine the Mad Blade spoke to herself and imagined the sensation of cutting people down without even talking to the earth elf (gnome) Berk Alsen, who was quietly performing maintenance on his weapons beside her.


  “I’m fine with it as long as there’s money.”


  Berk didn’t even look at her as he said that.


  “You got that right. As long as I can cut people, it’s all good.”


  When it comes to an abhorrent like her, if you’re surprised by something at this level, then you won’t last. Alse knew that, so he didn’t bother reacting to her.


  “So, where and who are we fighting? Are we fighting the remnants of the Red King?”


  “Nope. It seems we’re picking a fight with Germion Kingdom this time.”


  Kihihihi, Vine happily laughed. As expected, this time, Berk couldn’t help but ask.


  “…We’re picking a fight with a country?”


  “Yeah! Awesome, ain’t it?”


  Berk was making a difficult face as he thought about this, while Vine was drinking sake and making merry as usual.


  “Hah? What’s the problem, Berk-chan? You’re not scared now, are ya?”


  “No, but show me that letter.”


  “Hmm? Here.”


  After looking over the contents, Berk turned to Vine.


  “I’ve been wondering about this for a while now, but it seems the person behind Pale is the Goblin King.”


  “Goblin? You mean those little green men?”


  “No. The Goblin King is probably a considerably higher variant. I heard he was wreaking havoc at the south… So, it seems Pale teamed up with him.”


  “Oh~…”


  Vine drowsily glanced at Berk as she drank anothe mouthful of liquor and spoke.


  “Berk. This isn’t the first time that the girl’s been fishy. If you keep making a fuss, I’ll kill you.”


  Vine threatened Berk, but the latter just shook his head.


  “The Goblin King alone isn’t the problem. As long as the client is paying, I’m willing to work for anyone. Morality be damned. But this is a problem that might concern the rise and fall of us earth elves (gnome).”


  “Huh? You mean your place?”


  “Yes. I should probably get in contact with the elders first.”


  “Hmm… Well, if you think so, then go ahead. I also don’t want to lose a big investment.”


  “Alright. I’ll contact them then… If there’s anything you want to say, I’ll tell them too.”


  “…I’ve got nothing to talking to them about.”


  Vine said in a seemingly pouting manner.


  “Alright. I’ll send them your regards then.”


  “T-That’s uncalled for! Idiot!”


  It was a rare sight for Vine to be panicking, but Berk just left her alone. After that an unhappy Rue and Shurei and entered. When Vine saw them, her eyes dazzled like that of a predator eyeing its prey.


  “Oh! Rejoice, brats! Your beloved Pale-oneechan has sent a letter.”


  When Vine saw their eyes twinkling, she smiled mischievously and said.


  “This time we’re going to war! Kill lots, okay? Ahaha!”


  Immediately after that, the two children screamed.


  —


  On that day, at a room within Germion Kingdom, was a party held to celebrate the conquest of the Western Region. The supreme commander was Ishtar Do Germion and his aide was the Holy Knight, Valdor. The name of the holy knight, Jize, also appeared. Because of the departure of the crown prince, the soldiers usually stationed around the capital, two platoons under the Holy Knights, and the mage soldiers under the direct control of the kingdom were all mobilized. Their numbers summed up to 4,000 soldiers.


  “Oh, Valdor-dono. It’s been a while.


  “Lord Bedoru.”


  The middle-aged knight looked like he was trying to make that stiff expression of his forcefully smile as he softened his sharp gaze and responded to Bedoru.


  “I hear you will be bringing the best of your soldiers from the east in this expedition.”


  “It is to ensure the safety of his highness.”


  “Ha ha ha. As humble as ever. You won’t lose as long as you keep that heart with you.”


  “Thank you very much.”


  “Anyway, about this expedition… Could you add a few more noble children?”


  “…Are these noble children loyal to the crown prince?”


  “Well, it’s that sort of thing. After all, the crown prince prince who is to succeed His Majesty has been too busy with his training at the east and never had the time to come back to the capital. He is said to be a mysterious person to young flowers. But even without such rumors, from the perspective of the young and ambitious second eldest male of the noble families, this is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.”


  “…The battlefield is a place where one is always risking his life. Do these people understand this?”


  “I did tell them that many times, but they just don’t seem to be able to understand.”


  As Valdor touched his chin and looked down a little, he became thoughtful. A little later, he decided to accept Bedoru’s request while proposing this.


  “I’ll teach them the basics first.”


  “Ohh, so you’ll do it? My stupid son will be coming along too, so please do coach them.”


  “Victor is coming too?”


  The last he’d met him, Victor was still a young boy who couldn’t even reach past his waist, so it couldn’t be helped that he was confused.


  “He’s 16 this year… Good grief. He must be at a rebellious phase. He just won’t listen to his parents anymore.”


  I give, Bedoru said with a bitter laugh, but even then, there was still an implication that he adored this son of his.


  “Some unexpected people came too it seems.”


  The two talked idly for a while, but then Valdor seemed to realize something and spoke to Valdor about it.


  “Hmm? Oh, if it isn’t the Imperial Court Priest.”


  Germion Kingdom has employed many magicians for its army. It has been decided to adopt a policy that prioritized growing adventurers, people who lived in the towns, and those that owned a part of the town as a part of the army. The one spearheading that initiative was none other than the old woman the two of them were looking at.


  “‘Doll User’ Falmia… But wasn’t she the sort of person to hate wars like this one?”


  Although the person did not hear Bedoru’s remarks, she, who was known as the Doll User, quietly walked to where they were.


  “How are you, Minister of the Military?”


  “I am doing well thanks to you, Imperial Court Priest.”


  “You too, Twin Swords Knight.”


  “Yes.”


  “I hear we will be fighting monsters in this war.”


  “We are. The goblins have been getting impudent lately. As such, the objective of this war is to discipline them.”


  “I see…”


  Faintly, Falmia seemed to make an expression that looked like she was enduring some kind of pain, but very quickly, she went back to smiling.


  “Are you worried? So long as Valdor the Twin Swords is with us, we could not possibly lose to the goblins. Right?” Bedoru said.


  “I will do my best,” Valdor said.


  “Ha ha ha. Sometimes humility is a troubling trait, isn’t it? Even 100 or 200 goblins shouldn’t be a problem for you,” Bedoru said.


  “That would be true on the battlefield,” Valdor said.


  “…Well then, if you may excuse me,” Falmia excused herself.


  As the two wordlessly thanked her, Falmia muttered in a quiet voice.


  “Even though the goblins are also living…”


  Although Bedoru couldn’t hear that quiet mutter, Valdor was able to pick it up. Still, all he did was raise his brows and he did not respond any further as he quietly saw her off.


  “What’s the matter, Valdor-dono?”


  “It must be my imagination.”


  After that the Twin Swords Knight no longer mentioned her.


   


  Chapter 229 
Opening of Hostilities


  2 months after holding back on the attack on Germion Kingdom, Pale brought in a report to the Goblin King, who was reorganizing the army after entering the western capital.


  “Your Majesty, a report from Elbert-dono came.”


  It was regarding the results of the investigation of the excess production resulting from the unification of the south.


  “So, if this excess in production is corrected and reassigned for military use, we will be able to support 20,000 soldiers.”


  Pale nodded at the Goblin King’s heavy voice.


  They also had the support of the Kushain Believers that suppressed Fatina, so unless there was a famine, they should be able to support that many soldiers. This was a trial calculation provided by most of the civil officials of Elrain Kingdom, so it was reliable information.


  “Hmm… Now, how do I make use of this? Pale, what do you think?”


  “One way would be to simply use the excess production to strengthen our goblin forces. Another would be to hire foreign adventurers. Lastly, we could also use the excess production to secure funds to promote commerce and industry.”


  This was akin to a slice of pie falling from the heavens.


  The goblin army was unlike human armies in that they did not really need money. So long as they had food, supporting the army was a trivial thing. But of course, even then, having to equip 20,000 goblin soldiers still required a decent number of coin.


  They could also use their newfound wealth to hire adventurers and send them on the frontlines.


  Skilled adventurers will ask for a higher price, but relying on them will still allow the goblins to conserve their forces. But of course, they would have to take care on how to use their hired adventurers.


  The Goblin King had also considered the first two ways suggested by Pale, but the last one he did not expect.


  “Promote commerce and industry?”


  “As Your Majesty is aware, there are no large businesses within our kingdom. This is likely because the major companies do not like war and have moved to the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.”


  Although there are only a handful of major companies that operate in many countries, they do exist. And while there are many factors that contribute toward the foundation of such an economy, there is no doubt that the southern lands have achieved one of the foundations of an economy. Presently, the Goblin King is being supported by the Kushain Believers and the grain that should be sold to the Holy Shushunu Kingdom is being purchased by him instead. Unfortunately, that is no different from him merely stealing the trade route.


  It’s hard to believe that those merchants would just quietly accept having their precious trade route taken just like that. If one had to classify them as either foe or ally, then they would most certainly fall into the ‘foe’ category. Although they have yet to openly move against the Goblin King, Pale considered them as a potential enemy. As such, she wanted to strike preemptively.


  But they were not a country and it was hard to find them. The goblins did not just have to deal with powerful foes, they also had to deal with the difficulty of distinguishing friend from foe.


  As such…


  Pale came up with the plan to focus their efforts in promoting the growth of domestic commerce and industry. Of course, another reason why she suggested this was because there was a level of convenience that came with bigger businesses.


  “The foundation is ready. Perhaps it is time that we set an objective.”


  “I see…”


  It was not just the army that the Goblin King had to concern himself with, he also had to think about the future. Until now, the Goblin King has only been trying to avoid making a mistake he couldn’t fix in the future.


  “Very well. In that case, let us put that excess production to bolster our forces and promote commerce and industry. We’ll stop the strengthening of the goblin forces to 10,000. The rest will be assigned toward encouraging commerce and industry.”


  “As you will.”


  Now that the king had decided, Pale had to choose people fit for the job. The current production of the goblins is still fine. So long as they sent a messenger to the Forest of Darkness and upped the pace of switching armies, there shouldn’t be any big problems. Even Pale couldn’t help but be amazed at how amazing goblin reproduction was.


  As such, the problem was the businesses.


  Unfortunately, there was no one under the Goblin King who held the disposition to become a merchant. At the very least, Pale did not know of any such individual. Perhaps, someone like Yushika from the winged ones (harpyurea) could fit the bill, but equal business between humans and demihumans were unlikely.


  It was better to look for a human merchant, but having to look for one with no leads was too hard.


  “Someone skilled would be great if possible, but…”


  “Hmm. It would be difficult to rely on the descendants of the crystals (demihumans) or the elves.”


  What Pale wanted was someone who would never betray them even if said person might not have sworn fealty to the king. But even then, such a person would need to have some degree of skill as a merchant, or else, no matter how much they supported him, it would only be a waste. They needed someone who would become a great merchant with just a little help.


  “Come to think of it, there’s that human governor-general.”


  When Pale thought of the human governor-general of the western capital, her thoughts became sidetracked.


  “If you’re talking about Yoshu, we can’t afford to remove him from his position as Governor-General. A talent like him isn’t easy to get by.”


  “Why not have him do both?”


  “As expected, that’s a bit…”


  “…Is that so?”


  Pale seemed very disappointed as she cast down her eyes and gathered her thoughts.


  “If I recall correctly, that man created a guild.”


  “Yes. He says he copied it from the real thing.”


  “Why not hire someone through the guild then? We might be able to gather some skilled people we don’t know of.”


  “Hmm…”


  The Goblin King inclined his thick neck and became thoughtful. It’s simply too convenient to be able to find someone skilled like Pale is looking for just by hiring them. But then again, if they announce that they are looking for such a person, then perhaps some confident people might show themselves.


  And even if they fail to gather the people they need immediately, they might be able to find some with the talent. Openly announcing that they’re looking for such people will also provide a stage for the person they’re looking for to eventually show himself.


  The Western Capital and the colonial city are also not in as much danger from foreign enemies. Moreover, the peddlers have also increased and the commercial district is growing. It’s likely that there are a lot of ambitious people just waiting for an opportunity.


  After thinking up to this point, the Goblin King nodded to Pale.


  “Very well. We’ll inform Yoshu what we discussed here and have him start the recruitment. Of course, we won’t be tight-fisted with the reward.”


  “As you will.”


  Pale was still thinking of what to do after the businesses grew.


  It might be possible to leave it to Gi Za too depending on how the intelligence network at Germion Kingdom goes. Alone, Pale was splitting her time too much between politics and war. There were some among the subjects of the Golbin King with the potential to eventually take over the intelligence department, but none were at the level that she could entrust it to them now.


  In order to make the king popular, it was imperative that his subjects did the dirty work for him. Pale knew this well.


  “If the King of Monsters is to twist the truth of the world and become the light, then… We will have to submerge ourselves into the darkness.”


  After excusing herself from the presence of the king, Pale wryly smiled at this ironic fate.


  —


  An extra 10,000 goblins. Goblins did not just pop out of nowhere. A male goblin and a female goblin had to copulate to give birth to a child, and then this child would have to be raised before he could become a warrior. The Fortress of the Abyss within the Forest of Darkness was managed by Gi Bii the druid class goblin, Yellow the elder of the Gordob Tribe, and the old goblin.


  “Still, 10,000 goblins. What do we do?”


  “If that is the king’s orders, then we must carry it out.”


  “But the females could only give birth to so many.”


  Although the three of them avoided saying things that would put them at odds with each other or be mere complaints, they ended up having basically the same opinion anyway. That was that it would take time to produce 10,000 goblins. At the beginning, the number of females had been reduced to just 20 goblins, but when the bountiful supply of food was brought to the Fortress of the Abyss, they were able to increase the birth rate, and now, the females numbered 900.


  Because these female goblins did not have to hunt, none of them died from hunting, and they could apply themselves to giving birth. Goblins are blessed when it comes to reproducing. Although they can only give birth one at a time, the period from conception to childbirth is not something that orcs and humans could compare to.


  Despite that producing 10,000 soldiers would still take considerable time.


  “His Majesty must understand that.”


  The young Gi Bii and the old Yellow nodded to the words of the old goblin.


  “But if the soldiers that come back could make as many children as they could, I’m sure they will be happy.”


  “There’s no fear of starving for the time being.”


  Yellow smiled and Gi Bii nodded.


  With the exception of the high-class goblins, the goblins of the goblin army are now permitted to return from the front lines to the Forest of Darkness after a certain period. Although the wounded soldiers are prioritized, after the unification of the south, the Goblin King gave permission for other goblins to return as well.


  Gi Gi Orudo’s monster army is permitted to be accompanied by female goblins, but that is a special exception. To the beast tamers who have to build supply bases in various areas, there is a strong recognition among them that the land they are in itself is their home. Moreover, because the beast tamers are always interacting with monsters, the female goblins tend to keep them at an arm’s length.


  Originally, they just dealt with it themselves, but Gi Gi Orudo talked to the king about it, and the king gave permission for them to raise female goblins at their own village. The female goblins that grew up surrounded by monsters did not dislike the beast tamers, and they were able to steadily increase their numbers.


  Gi Gi was elated to be given an exception. He himself currently owns three females and have been able to father many children. Although the children born were not particularly high ranked, they all inherited Gi Gi’s makings and were all raised as beast tamers.


  The Goblin King was trying to employ a system known as Returned Soldier System, but how many goblins would be allowed to return was actually left to the four generals. The reason behind this is because the number of soldiers varied from army to army and as such it is believed that the number permitted to return should be changed according to the situation.


  This Returned Soldier System has further increased obedience to the strong. Wanting to leave behind children is the wish of every living creature. The fact that the high-ranked goblin directly in charge of the goblins under them now held the power to grant them that opportunity was a big deal to the goblins.


  Until now, the goblin army was just an army that swore fealty to the Goblin King, but after this change of policy, there were now goblins who truly saw the generals as second to the king and saw them as an object of allegiance. Having a clear object of allegiance is a great boon to the chain of command.


  This is especially true to the goblins that do not give out monetary rewards. The only reason these goblins are in battle is because of the king. At the behest of the strongest that is their king, they risk their lives and fight. But the introduction of the Returned Soldier System has brought about a subtle transformation in their psyche.


  Only those who have survived in battle and gained honors will have the right to have children.


  To the goblins who still could not grasp the concept of a monetary economy, this sort of thinking was much easier to grasp, and it didn’t take long at all before they had fully adopted it.


  A reward would be given to those with honor worthy of it.


  While the king was being quiet, that sort of thinking permeated the goblins, and just a little, the goblins evolved from being mere beasts.


  * * *


  Hostilities were opened immediately after the harvest. 4,500 soldiers were dispatched from the 8 fortresses that separated the imperial capital from the Western Region. There was already a noble’s army of 800 fighting against the goblins on their soil, so when these 4,500 came, they joined them to create an army of 5,300. It was this great army that poured into the Western Region.


  Ra Gilmi Fishiga, who was entrusted with the defense of the Western Region, led his Fanzel alongside Shumea’s border defense unit. They decided to face the army at their camp at the border. They knew the enemy was coming, so they had already equipped themselves, dug deep moats, positioned abatises, dug pitfalls, and surrounded the camp with fences.


  Although they couldn’t prepare as much as they wanted, they did everything they could with the time they had.


  “Although our information on the enemy’s approach was correct, there’s more than expected.”


  Ra Gilmi Fishiga groaned when he saw the enemy camp from the other side of their multi-layered fence.


  “It’s within the margin of error, though. It would feel kind of gross if everything went as planned, wouldn’t it?”


  Shumea, who had been assigned as the commanding officer of both Fanzel and the border guards, shrugged her shoulders without any worries.


  “But it is a little worrying indeed. Although the Goblin King is at the Western Capital, we definitely can’t lead this guys to the south.”


  Bui, who had gone back from the forest, raised his brows, worried.


  “We’ll just have to do our best. We’re counting on you guys too, descendants of the crystals,” Gilmi said.


  “Naturally. These people came here to destroy our plains once again. They must die.”


  The chief of the Fang Tribe (Werewolf), Mido, bared his fangs in anger.


  “Exactly. You can expect good results from us.”


  The chief of the centaurs, Tianos, fiercely laughed.


  After seeing that the chiefs of Fanzel were all ready, Ra Gilmi Fishiga resolved himself to fight.


  —


  On Germion Kingdom’s side, Crown Prince Ishtar was at the head of their army and five organizations were under his banner. The holy knight, Valdor’s, infantry numbered 1,300. The holy knight, Jize’s, numbered 800. The Kingdom Magic Corps numbered 700. The imperial guards numbered 1,200. And that would have been it at first, but thanks to the support of the Minister of the Military, Lord Bedoru, the noble children brought with them the nobles’ army, which numbered 1,300.


  Other than the nobles’ army, the rest of the forces were infantry. This stark contrast between the nobles’ forces and the other forces was actually due to Lord Bedoru’s consideration. The nobles were pushing him to allow them to join, so Bedoru – in a sleight of genius – decided that only those who could ride would be allowed to join.


  When Valdor heard at the party of the imperial capital that Bedoru wanted to allow the army of the noble children to join the fray, at first, he was worried, but after Bedoru’s unexpected gift, that worry turned out to be needless.


  Even the nobles’ army joining them midway was also Bedoru’s request. In the case of defeat, if it were known that they had lost to the likes of goblins, the participants would have no face left to return. As such, to provide a way out for the nobles who would find it hard to return after a losing battle against the goblins, they decided to make it so that these noble children would not be fighting against the goblins but be joining a battle known as the Invasion of the Western Region instead.


  The Minister of the Military, Lord Bedoru, had done all this to gain favor from the nobles, as well as to not lag behind in giving his support for the army meant to retake the Western Region. It was the sort of political maneuvering one could only expect from a great noble like Lord Bedoru to whom was entrusted the position of the Minister of the Military.


  Also, since they had rendezvoused with the nobles who were fighting against the goblins before them, it was only a given that they would talk to them about the tactics that the goblins had employed. This way they might be able to take some measures against the goblins themselves.


  “They blend in the night and attack by surprise.”


  “They attack during nighttime and even use bows while riding.”


  Valdor the Twin Swords and Jize the One-Eyed held the meeting regarding the goblins’ tactics in front of Ishtar. From their meeting, it appears that the biggest hurdle would be how to deal with the goblins in the night. During nighttime they wouldn’t be able to see well, but the goblins could. As such, they would end up being shot at one-sidedly. These two holy knights, who had fought many battles, knew just how painful this was mentally. They knew it so well they did not even need to say it.


  “There’s no other way around it. We will have to strengthen our defenses.”


  “I suppose there is no other way. I agree.”


  In response to Valdor’s opinion that left even he himself frowning, Jize nodded.


  “If that’s what our two veterans say, then we shall go with that. But we can’t win just by defending. We do have a chance at winning this, right?”


  As Crown Prince Ishtar complied with their opinion, he also asked them about their prospects at victory. Jize, who hadn’t interacted with the crown prince much, was surprised when he heard the prince say that.


  In his mind, he raised up his value of the prince. This should be the crown prince’s first battle. People who are confident in their abilities usually have a tendency to be caught up with youthful indiscretion, let their blood get to their head, and force their own opinion through.


  But this crown prince showed no signs of such behavior. He naturally listened to the opinions of his subordinates and indirectly suggested which direction he wishes to take. Just how excellent of a teacher was Valdor? Jize wondered as he looked at him.


  Valdor, whom the crown prince was talking to, glanced momentarily at Jize.


  “If I may speak,” Jize interjected. “If the goblins dwell in the night, then we should simply move in the day.”


  “In the night, we should make camp where the arrows won’t reach us, and in the day, fight the enemy. Is this what you’re saying?” Crown Prince Ishtar asked.


  “Yes. If they move in the night, then they will surely tire in the day,” jize replied.


  “So, a battle of endurance. We have the advantage in numbers. I expect much from the both of you in battle.”


  “As you will.”


  “Crown Prince Ishtar-dono, I believe we should set three days as the limit for enduring. Any longer than that and our men might slacken.”


  Ishtar nodded to Valdor’s opinion.


  “Getting accustomed to something is forbidden, I see. Let’s send the imperial guards to stand guard in the night then. As for your soldiers, get them to properly rest and prepare for the battle. The same for the nobles’ army.”


  At Ishtar’s words, all the people present at the place bowed.


  “With that this council is adjourned. Rest well.”


  Valdor and Jize left Ishtar’s camp and went back to theirs, talking along the way. The holy knights protecting the country actually have barely any chance to meet each other because of the distance of their territories. Because of that when they do have the chance to meet, they like to talk and learn the thoughts of their equals.


  They will be fighting side-by-side, so it was good to know how each other thought. In these two holy knights’ case, they shared a common trait in that they both would spare no effort to survive.


  “Crown Prince Ishtar sure gave me a surprise. I’d heard the rumors, but it seems they weren’t just rumors,” Jize said.


  “He has the potential to become king. I was tasked to teach him, but honestly, he wasn’t really a difficult student,” Valdor replied.


  “Giving the merit to one’s subordinates is not something that young people can usually do. Did you instruct him to do that?”


  Having the imperial guards keep watch during the night was the same thing as giving the merits to the nobles and the knights since the exhausted imperial guards would not be of much use during the battles in the morning. It was also the same thing as giving the powerful holy knights and the nobles desperately hungry for merits the opportunity to gain the merits they so desire.


  The crown prince’s decision was so precise politically speaking that Jize couldn’t help but be shocked. With this move, not only would he gain the support of the kingdom’s army, he would also gain the support of the nobles.


  “The king has found a good successor,” Valdor said.


  “Truer words have never been spoken. When I was at the crown prince’s age, all I knew was how to swing about my sword,” Jize said.


  In preparation for the battle three days later, morale of the holy knights and the noble was high.


   


  Chapter 230 
Battle of Cromshtock


  In this battle that would later be called the Battle of Chromstock (Camp), three days after the forces of Germion Kingdom arrived at their camp, the two opposing armies faced each other.


  The imperial guards under the crown prince defended well against the goblins that attacked them every night. The crown prince didn’t sleep as he watched over his night duties. Because of that the morale of the two holy knight, Valdor and Jize, as well as the noble army grew even higher. The crown prince himself was doing the dirty job that had little profit. Given this situation, if they still could not perform well, then not only would they not have any face to show the crown prince, they would not even have any face to show their relatives even if they did manage to come back safely.


  “We have to defeat these goblin bastards here or we will have no face to show our relatives!”


  A battle cry cried out in response to the encouraging words of the elderly officer of the nobles’ army.


  “If you want to return even the slightest bit of the crown prince’s favor, which he toiled for so much, wipe out the goblins! If you can’t even do that, then you’re not nobles!”


  On the wings of Germion Kingdom’s battle formation were situated the mobile cavalry of the nobles’ army. At the center walked the two holy knight infantry. At the back were the mages of the kingdom, ready to shoot the enemy from afar. The imperial guards of the crown prince were positioned in the third row and were lined up to defend the crown prince.


  It was a standard three rows formation, but it was precisely because of that that there were little openings.


  After confirming the high morale of the adjacent nobles’ army, Valdor called out to his own army from inside his helmet.


  “Expel the monsters and bring peace to the kingdom! For loyalty and pride!”


  “For loyalty and pride!”


  The infantry lined up at the back cried out in response to Valdor’s manifesto. The infantry led by Valdor did not use spears like the Western Region’s army. Instead, they wielded large oblong shields that could block their whole body and long swords. These soldiers were the elite of the eastern division.


  “Both sides are really getting into it.”


  Jize glanced at the excited eastern army and nobles’ army as he unsheathed his beloved katana and called out to the forces under him.


  “A reward will be given to anyone who can take the head of their leader! A reward will also be given for any heads of high-ranked goblins! If you want merits, then risk your lives!”


  Jize had gotten to where he was today thanks to his skill in martial arts. When he spoke of gaining honor and position through achievements made in war, the soldiers could feel that it was true.


  “For greatness!”


  “For greatness!!”


  After each platoon encouraged their soldiers in their own way, they glared at the enemy before them.


  “…Are those really the goblins that repelled Sivara-dono?”


  Jize the One-Eyed looked at the goblins with his only eye. Jize could easily see their army crushing that disorderly mob of goblins in a single breath.


  Meanwhile, the nobles’ army have been continually sending a messenger to Crown Prince Ishtar at the back, asking him to increase their pace.


  “We can’t let our guard down, but… Is there any meaning in a formation like that?”


  When assuming a battle formation, there are rules that one must never break. If a disorderly formation where to clash against an orderly formation, the orderly one will have the advantage. From Jize’s perspective, the goblins’ formation was basically that of an army that was sent out of camp but stopped.


  It was a poorly done formation.


  It was not like they didn’t have time, but the goblins simply refused to move from there.


  “Are they having communication issues? Or maybe they’re amateurs? Either way…”


  Jize himself was anxious, but another reason for his anxiety was because Sivara had told him that the goblins were strong. Even the nobles they rendezvoused with a few days ago that were beaten by the goblins said that the goblins weren’t weak. A formation like this that was basically asking for them to lose was strange no matter how you put it.


  As Jize continued to glare at the enemy formation, unable to sweep away his doubts, the goblins eventually moved.


  * * *


  “The enemy seems to be in high spirits.”


  They looked at the enemy’s formation from a distance, and they could see that it had no openings. They were lined up properly and their battle flags swayed in the wind. Moreover, their soldiers were all evidently in high spirits. Seeing that, Ra Gilmi Fishiga’s flag of bow and arrow (Falzen) narrowed their eyes.


  “In that case, let’s hit them a little.”


  Shumea, who was beside Gilmi, laughed and raised her voice.


  “First arrow! Go!”


  In contrast to Germion Kingdom, who had an orderly formation, the goblins had merely taken position in front of their camp. For a moment, Jize had considered crushing them in one breath, but as expected, he was still a veteran general who led an army. The formation of Gilmi and the others were so full of holes that they were actually not in formation. The Ganra tribe and the others actually hadn’t assumed any formations. They just stayed behind inside the camp.


  At Shumea’s behest, the two chiefs of the fast demihumans ran to both flanks. The Fang Tribe (Werewolf) to the left and the centaurs to the right. They moved quickly like the tip of an arrow. It was a formation that looked just like a crane spreading its wings; hence, it was known as the Crane Wing Formation.


  But even that was half-assed. The Crane Wing Formation was originally a formation that sought to surround the enemy, and yet the only ones moving out were the demihumans.


  —


  The center that was supposed to receive the enemy remained in place, unmoving. Only the two wings of demihumans spread, drawing a half-circle on the field, as they approached the forces of Germion Kingdom.


  The approaching enemy had to be dealt with. Although the forces of Germion Kingdom were suspicious of the goblins’ actions, they responded exactly as they should. The two ends of the Three Row Formation responded to the interception of the demihumans.


  The wings of the two armies approached each other. The core of the horsemen of the forces of Germion were nobles, so their equipment far surpassed the goblins. They wore armor made of high-quality iron and rode upon steeds that could endure its weight. The warhorses for steeds that they rode upon were raised specifically for war and purchased from the the Country of Meadows, the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  Compared to them, the demihumans only had a hunters’ bow and arrow, while the Fang Tribe (Werewolf) were barehanded.


  The arrows of the centaurs were blocked by the round shields of the humans and they rode onwards without stopping as they prepared their spears. Many of the nobles of Germion Kingdom were brave and gallant men. Germion Kingdom is a military nation renowned among their neighbors. Although the holy knights tended to stick out the most, the military powers supporting the country were the nameless soldiers and the nobles that yearned for military service.


  It took considerable training and money to be a part of the cavalry. In the past, the feudal lord of the Western Region, Gowen Ranid, had taken a mere commoner as his right-hand man and assigned him to be the leader of the cavalry, but this was an exception. Usually, only those who have received training from childhood and could afford the equipment would be able to throw themselves at the battlefield as part of the cavalry.


  The only people who could fit such stern requirements in Germion Kingdom were the nobles.


  “Prepare to charge!”


  The hooves of the warhorses stepped firmly upon the land. As they scattered dense clouds of dust, the young nobles of Germion Kingdom gathered into a lump and prepared to charge toward the demihumans.


  “Turn around! Turn around!!”


  When the two armies were on the verge of clashing, the demihumans suddenly turned around. They quickly ran away from the cavalry. The forces of Germion Kingdom were watching the battle with abated breath, so when the enemy suddenly ran away, they couldn’t help but cry out in confusion. Only one thing was clear. Germion Kingdom had taken the advantage.


  “Retreat to camp!”


  From the perspective of Germion Kingdom, the goblins were retreating after attempting a poor imitation of a formation. When the forces of Germion Kingdom saw the goblins retreating without fighting, some of them were confused while others burned with vengeance.


  The former were the veteran holy knights that had a lot of experience, and the latter were the nobles that lost in the last battle. When they saw the goblins running away, they immediately gave the order to pursue without waiting for the crown prince’s orders.


  “…Too rash.”


  Valdor the Holy Knight bitterly spat, but there was no way they could afford not to move now. Besides, it was true that Germion Kingdom – with its orderly formation – was in position to chase after the retreating goblin army.


  “Unu… We have to go.”


  As Valdor’s army began to move, Jize the One-Eyed also moved his forces. If two sides were moving, then naturally Jize also had to move his forces and pursue after the goblins. Afterwards, the mages and the imperial guards protecting the crown prince also followed.


  Germion Kingdom prepared to purse as they moved.


  Meanwhile, the cavalry made up of noble children rode after the backs of the demihumans. Facing the backs of the demihumans that suddenly turned around, they spurred their steeds onward as they sought to bury their spear into the back of the demihumans. To the demihumans’ fortune, the enemy cavalry was mostly made up of young soldiers.


  The veterans among their ranks were merely there to support the children, so they were few in number. The young cavalry eager to gain war merits recklessly chased after the demihumans.


  Before they knew it, they had separated a good distance from the main force and were right before the entrance to the enemy camp.


  “At this rate, we’ll get past their camp! Don’t fall behind!”


  In that very instant when the head of the human cavalry was about to hit the back of the demihuman furthest back with his spear, his warhorse screamed, and he fell over.


  “NU, AH!?”


  Suddenly, the legs of the warhorses were sent into chaos. On the forehead stuck out a lone arrow.


  When the warhorse suddenly fell over, the inertia sent the rider flying. As the rider rolled about, he saw a rain of arrows descending.


  “Shoot them down! Don’t allow them to kill the descendants of the crystals!”


  After Gilmi the Hero of Ganra himself had drawn his bow came the tribal goblins. There were fences placed here and there, and the demihumans and the human cavalry ran immediately after each other as they moved along the one-way road. It was then that Ganra’s archers rained arrows on them, trying to outdo each other.


  “Don’t falter!”


  But the cavalry of Germion Kingdom that seemed like it was about to fall into chaos, in a display of great recklessness, rode onward despite the arrow rain. One reason behind this was because of the essentially one-way road that the demihumans led them into, which left them with little choice. The veteran members of the cavalry instantly realized that they had no place to retreat to, while the children of the nobles were deadset on chasing after their prey.


  The only way for them to survive was to bury their spears into the backs of the demihumans and break through the enemy camp.


  “They can’t get away from the cavalry!”


  In response to Bui’s shriek, Shumea resolutely commanded.


  “Don’t close the gates! Leave them open!”


  In order to retrieve the demihumans that had acted as bait to draw out the cavalry, they had to leave the gates of the camp open. They were originally supposed to lure the cavalry with a bigger distance between them.


  But with the way things were now, when the demihumans entered through the gate, the human cavalry came pouring in after.


  —


  “Gi Zu-dono!”


  Gilmi had been shooting his arrows, but now, the enemy cavalry has gotten in. Gilmi continued to shoot at the enemy, but he also called out to Gi Zu.


  “Leave it to us! Let’s go, boys!”


  The biggest brawlers of the goblins, Gi Zu Ruo and his men. They took their weapons with them and fought against the cavalry that had entered.


  In the blink of an eye, blood and jeers filled the camp, and the place was turned into a battlefield.


  The goblins had successfully lured the enemy cavalry, but with their great numbers, it was still uncertain to whom victory would fall. Valdor realized that the cavalry had been lured, so he gave the order to elite of the eastern division to attack.


  “Go! We can’t just watch our allies get killed!”


  Valdor stood at the head of his army. In his hands were the twin swords that gave him his name. Valdor was dressed in light armor. His valiant figure as he naturally led his army from in front bolstered his troops’ morale. With that, Jize the One-Eyed’s southern army and the noble army also increased their pace.


  “Onwards! Kill those goblins!”


  The fierce knights stood at the head of the army and raised the morale of the infantry, but Shumea and Gilmi were waiting for them.


  “They’re here!”


  This is what they’ve been waiting for the most in this battle.


  A charge led by the holy knights. Normal soldiers couldn’t contest the holy knights and were cut down like flies. Like that the entire formation was torn apart. The goblin forces knew that it did not matter whether Gilmi, Shumea, or Gi Zu went out to fight. The result would be the same, so they prioritized on carrying out their plan.


  “After my arrow! Focus fire!”


  At the behest of Gilmi the Hero of Ganra, an arrow flew to the sky and shot for where Valdor was. But if he could be taken down by a mere arrow, he would not be called a holy knight. Arrows rained from the sky, but Valdor did not seem to care as he cut down only those that would make contact with his body. Valdor’s army showed no signs of stopping.


  Valdor slowed down the pace of his army a little, but his eastern division army still steadily made their way for the goblin camp. Naturally, by doing that, the other infantry would be able to take the lead.


  The southern army of Jize the One-Eyed and the nobles’ army went ahead.


  “Damned monsters. Endure the rain of arrows.”


  Gilmi clicked his tongue in annoyance. He was panicking a little because of the enemy’s speed.


  “Shumea-dono!”


  “I know! All forces retreat! Retreat!”


  After causing enough losses to the enemy cavalry to incapacitate them, the goblin forces immediately started retreating.


  “Damn it! I’ll take them on!”


  “Ved! We’re retreating!”


  Gi Zu’s noble class subordinate, Zu Ved, had lost his temper and did not want to retreat, but Gi Zu was beside him and was able to grab him by the scruff of his neck to take him away from battle.


  “…We’re retreating too!”


  As Shumea led the main forces of the goblin army to retreat, Gilmi also started to retreat. The magic winds blowing violently in the air threw the arrows out of their trajectory. causing them to miss their target. The approaching unit of mages poured their spells toward the goblin camp.


  When Gilmi saw the goblins of the Ganra Tribe caught up in the attacks, he immediately gave the order to retreat. The southern army and the nobles’ army that had taken the lead were approaching the outer part of the camp, but Gilmi’s traps that they had built day and night were waiting for them.


  “Damn you impudent bastards.”


  The nobles groaned as they were forced to jump over the pit falls


  “…So the enemy wanted to lure us in.”


  As Jize quickly avoided the traps, he figured out what the goblins had in mind.


  “In that case!”


  Jize immediately increased his pace.


  “Those that can’t keep up, follow after you avoid the traps!”


  In a display of superhuman physical strength, Jize bolted off. Every step he took was equivalent to ten steps of a normal footman. When Gilmi saw Jize rush off by himself, Gilmi cried out to retreat.


  “Soft!”


  Jize cut down the fences blocking his way with a stroke of his blade, then he rushed through the opened gate. Inside were the heaps of corpses from the cavalry that fought earlier. Jize only glanced at them for a moment before he charged into the camp and looked for the enemy. The goblins that were late running, the wounded humans, and the demihumans. Any and all who stood in his path were cut down with a stroke of his blade, but Jize was looking for the enemy leader.


  After breaking through several gates, Jize found himself in an open area.


  It was then that he saw that figure.


  “Nu. I was told the enemy were goblins, but…”


  “GURUuuOOOOooOOoAaa!!!”


  The brutish orc ate the forbidden fruit and roared. In his hand was a thick iron spear that humans could not wield. The air flattened as the spear came swinging for Jize, but it only hit the ground.


  “—So, there really are goblins!”


  When Jize was about to cut Bui’s head, Gilmi’s perfectly accurate arrow shot at him. Jize cut down Gilmi’s arrow and easily dodged Bui’s iron spear.


  “The monsters are working together. A terrifying thing. But unfortunately, it won’t be enough to kill me.”


  On the face of the One-Eyed Holy Knight was a ferocious smile. Jize could more or less infer where Gilmi was based on the direction the arrow came from and where he was. Although there were a lot of places to shoot him from given this was an open area, there weren’t a lot of places were one could shoot while still hiding.


  Bui once again swung his iron spear.


  Clouds of dust stirred up in the wake of that destructive power that would crush anything in its path, but Jize easily dodged it. He kept his eyes on the location he thought Gilmi was hiding in and used Bui’s body as a shield by standing around him.


  “It doesn’t matter how strong your spear is if it can’t hit!”


  One stroke.


  Jize’s blade ran through Bui’s arm, cutting him from his hand to his shoulder. In the next moment, blood spurted out of Bui’s thick arms. Bui didn’t seem to care at all, however, as he once again swung his iron spear.


  “Unu. That should have been enough to keep a normal orc from moving again…”


  Bui’s brutish body reinforced with an armor of muscles made it imposisble for Jize to finish him off with a single blow.


  “The longer this drags on, the worse off I’ll be.”


  Jize never once looked down on the physical abilities of monsters. He still remembered that Germion Kingdom once suffered greatly because of the Orc Madness. Records of the fear on that day lingered yet when the orcs wold keep running even after having their heads were lopped off.


  “Although it’s not on the same level as the goblins, taking your head should get me a decent prize!”


  Jize easily dodged Bui’s spear again and cut at his body.


  “Still too shallow?”


  Jize calmly observed as blood came out of the orc’s body, then he attacked with his sword again. He slashed down from the shoulder to the chest, but the overly developed muscles blocked his attacks.


  “I guess it really has to be the head then?”


  Jize eyed Bui’s neck like a hunter eyeing his game. In the blink of an eye, three strokes were drawn. Bui was already covered in blood and had slowed down, but Jize never let his guard down as he watched the orc in front of him. When Jize was about to move again, an arrow was once again sent flying toward him.


  “Annoying.”


  As a result, Jize had to jump back. At the same time, it was then that he saw a giant goblin.


  “Did I make it?”


  Although not as thick as Bui’s, Gi Zu Ruo fiercely smiled as he spun a similarly thick iron spear in his hands.


  “…Hmm. Three monsters then? Very well. I shall happily take all of your heads as my trophies!”


  The One-Eyed Holy Knight smiled mightily like a demon.


   


  Chapter 231 
Harsh Offensive


  While Jize the One-Eyed Knight was fighting with Bui the Orc King, Gi Zu Ruo, and Ra Gilmi Fishiga the Hero of Ganra, Shumea had led most of the rest of the army halfway down south.


  “Damn it. The pursuers got to us too fast.”


  Having to use their strongest trump cards because of Jize’s pursuit was a huge miscalculation on her part. Despite that she continued to act the fool and encouraged her soldiers.


  “Run now while your bosses are buying time!”


  The orcs and the goblins were worriedly looking at the camp, but Shumea ordered them to go. She led them down south. The border guards that have been following her from the start had no problems listening to her, and the other platoons listened to her as well, albeit reluctantly.


  They were able to destroy the legs of the enemy, the cavalry, as planned, but one of the enemy’s strongest powers, the holy knight, came charging at them sudednly. The penetrative power of that knight was beyond anything Shumea had expected.


  “Seriously. That thing is a monster in and of itself.”


  She muttered to herself as she thought that the holy knight might be able to give the Goblin King a run for his money. Although it was to allow them to escape, being forced to use three of their trump cards here was a huge miscalculation. If things went as planned, they were supposed to burn the whole thing along with the fortress, but now they had to revise their plans a little.


  They had left behind Gilmi, the general of the Bow and Arrow Army (Fanzel), so they have no choice now but to be flexible. This was by no means going to be easy on her. The forces of Germion Kingdom were bound to chase after them now, so they will have have to keep retreating while maintaining a reasonable distance.


  They’ve inspected the routes that they would be using to retreat many times. But that knowledge isn’t very reliable when they’re actually being pursued. Shumea felt like she could still see that holy knight with overwhelming power approaching, causing her to shake a little.


  “Hmph. This isn’t a joke.”


  Shumea tried to fight her body shaking by forcing herself to smile.


  Bui and the others may have carried out their plan to allow them to escape, but the fact that they’re the ones most in danger of all still held true. Compared to them, their situation was still better. Shumea told herself that. Shumea fixed her grip on her short spear and narrowed her eyes.


  “Come and try me, Holy Knights!”


  As Shumea spoke sharply, she could see smoke billowing out from the camp.


  * * *


  “GURUUuuOOOAAA!!”


  “GURUuuOOooOoAaa!!!”


  The howling iron spears attacked from both directions.. Bui the Orc King alone was already strong physically, and now even Gi Zu was around to thrust out his spear. Gi Zu’s physical strength and body were both extraordinary among goblins. The attack unleashed by the two monsters was undoubtedly a killing blow. If a normal human were standing here, he would surely be blown away along with his head.


  “Hmph!”


  But this was Jize the One-Eyed. Not only was he able to brush off their attack, he even sent out an attack of his own.


  He rested the blade he used to receive their attack a little and allowed his body to sink, then he ran away from the trajectory of the spears. In the same moment when he ran away, he had already prepared to unleash his own attack. That movement that was executed in practically an instant was a testament of his masterful technique and his abnormal courage. It was also proof of the training that he had beaten into his body many times.


  Jize’s swordsmanship that was supported by his experience and training could be considered at a superior level even among holy knights.


  Even the way he shifted from a stance to an attack was polished. He chipped of the waste and focused only on swinging his sword. Using the least movement to cause the greatest effect, Jize’s blade grazed Bui’s side and caused blood to spurt out.


  His fighting style that was gradually starting to inflict deeper wounds without burdening his blade showed that he had experience hunting monsters alone. With the exception of someone like Vine the Mad Blade, who would use enchantment magic to strengthen her sword, normal adventurers would usually bring a lot of weapons with them when hunting alone and change them continually.


  To the common man it was not easy to hold back against monsters that had superior physical abilities. The body of monsters is their weapon itself.


  Claws and fangs to tear apart their enemy. Hard skin to protect their body. Just trying to damage that hard skin would damage one’s weapons. As such, it was a given for adventurers to bring multiple weapons.


  But, at the same time, there was another approach to this problem.


  This approach argued that one should instead target the weak points of monsters.


  At first, it might just be a scratch, but if you attack the same place many times, the wound will deepen and the skin protecting the innards will be ripped open. Of course such a thing was generally impossible when one is risking his life against monsters and fighting an already difficult battle, but it is true that the chance of losing one’s weapon while fighting against monsters is extremely high.


  If an adventurer is put in a situation with no weapons left, then he will no longer be able to fight. On top of that, adventurers had to bet their survival on the trump cards they possessed and had to fight with them, if they can’t do it they will die. The one who was able to succeed with that approach after much training is the man known as Jize.


  —


  As Jize cut open Bui’s side, Gi Zu attacked him with his spear. Despite a pool of blood having formed, he still thrust out his spear. The trajectory his spear followed was too straightforward, however, and it couldn’t be anything more than easy pickings for Jize.


  Jize dodged that spear that came thrusting straight forward, then entered Gi Zu’s range with a step. Immediately after, he swung his blade, seeking to cut off Gi Zu’s head, but Gi Zu hurriedly brought back his hand, so he was able to survive with just a scar on his neck.


  Gi Zu broke his posture from shock, and Jize pursued after him. In a flash, Jize held his sword in a high stance, but the sound of an arrow cutting the wind forced him to take a step back. Immediately after, the arrow shot from the shadows passed through where he was just a while ago.


  “I see. So you’re planning to shoot when things are going bad for you.”


  As Jize opened up the distance between them, Gi Zu also stepped back. In his place, Bui stepped forward and swung his iron spear from above Jize’s head. That attack could crush the ground and send stone fragments flying, but Jize easily dodged it.


  Jize jumped back and breathed out, then while paying attention to the two monsters blocking his path and keeping an eye out for the other monster shooting at him, he rested a little. This battle wherein a single blow could end him was extremely draining on his concentration and nerves.


  Jize intended to kill these monsters here, but it was likely that these monsters were planning to retreat. Otherwise, there would be no reason to allow their main forces to retreat.


  Monsters gaining intelligence… It was a terrifying thought, but he had no choice but to acknowledge it.


  “To think they were able to retreat in such orderly manner.”


  The enemy before him was probably just trying to buy time. But even then, there weren’t that many monsters that could face a holy knight like himself on equal footing. As such, these three monsters are probably big wigs of the monster army.


  The greatest opening is when they try to run.


  If they take too much time retreating, the main forces of Germion Kingdom will catch up. In that case, they will no longer be able to run. They should be aware of that. If so, then Jize could not afford to leave. They might also try to run at the expense of others.


  Either way, one of them will fall to Jize.


  There was no need to push himself. Jize just had to calmly assume his stance. And when an opportunity presented itself, he would kill them.


  As such, the only thing he was worried about was failing due to a misstep in his concentration. Jize fought with the three monsters while taking a break from time to time to maintain his concentration.


  As for the goblins, the most they could do was to keep themselves from dying to this holy knight. Bui the Orc King, Gi Zu the Duke Class, Gilmi the Noble class… Despite these three working together, they were gradually being pushed back.


  The approaching shouts informed them that the enemy was getting closer.


  “Bui-dono.”


  Gi Zu quietly spoke to Bui, who had eaten the forbidden fruit (apple) and had a completely different aura.


  “Please step back when I give the signal.”


  “BURUuuUu…”


  As Bui breathed out violently, Gi Zu stepped forward. And the holy knight that had taken distance, suddenly stepped forward and entered into his range. Gi Zu swung his spear to intercept Jize, who had suddenly entered into range, but Jize dodged his attack.


  In fact, Gi Zu only ended up being cut. Gi Zu cried out in pain, but he bought time. Gi Zu himself never thought he would be able to win against a holy knight. At first he was furious when he heard Gilmi and Shumea’s plan, but now that he was fighting Jize, he knew they were telling the truth.


  He had to acknowledge it.


  The enemy in front of him was clearly stronger than himself.


  That humiliating truth roused the flames of anger, but that anger could not possibly overturn reality. And it was precisely because of that that Gi Zu obeyed the plan. It was a given that there would be an enemy stronger than him when he was living in the forest. Those that were big, those that had poison, and those that had sharp fangs…


  This human had none of those, but in their place, he possessed a skill that he had trained so hard for.


  No matter how many times he swung his spear, the enemy would nimbly dodge and cut his thighs. When Gi Zu fell to his knees, Jize’s sword came swinging. Gi Zu immediately rolled on the ground to dodge. Jize wanted to pursue, but Bui’s attack forced him to back off.


  “Holy Knight-dono!”


  The southern army Jize led entered the open area. When Jize saw that, he was certain of victory. But it was then that the suffering Gi Zu cried out.


  “Ved! Now!!”


  Suddenly, flames spread through the ground.


  “This is… No! Retreat!”


  As soon as Jize saw the pillars of flame running across the ditch of the ground, he cried out and ordered his soldier to retreat.


  “Pops!”


  “KU… As expected, that human is absurdly strong.”


  Ved, who had been hiding, ran to where Gi Zu was. Jize did not pursue. As he lifted up Gi Zu, whose expression was twisted in pain, Zu Ved glared at Jize, but without saying anything, he ran.


  “Damned monsters! You intend to burn even your camp!?”


  Jize spat curses as he glared at the running Bui and Ved, but he couldn’t chase after them. No. He had to get his men out of here now. It was more important to get his personal army back on its feet than to chase after the monsters.


  —


  On the other side of the haze from the heat was a lone monster standing.


  “…”


  Ra Gilmi Fishiga, who had been hiding all this time, finally appeared before Jize, but Jize didn’t say anything to him and merely turned heel.


  “Next time, I will surely take your head,” Jize said to himself.


  “Holy Knight-dono!”


  “Jize-sama!”


  Jize responded to the voices calling out to him and began retreating his army.


  “Don’t panic. The wind is blowing southwest. So just calm down and destroy the camp from where the wind is blowing, then we can get out.”


  Seeing Jize calmly retreating, Gilmi too turned heel.


  * * *


  The goblins who burned their camp and survived the pursuit of Germion Kingdom sent the demihumans to every direction to look for the enemy army. The smoke from the camp they had burned to allow themselves to escape had spread throughout the whole area. That bit them back due to the demihumans’ strong sense of smell.


  Although they managed to survive, they had now lost track of the enemy. As they poured all of their resources into locating the enemy, they started working on the new traps.


  “Well~ It’s great that you’re all alive.”


  As the goblin forces met up again, Shumea patted Bui, Gi Zu, Gilmi and the others on the shoulders as she thanked their fortune.


  “The enemy was strong as expected… If we hadn’t burned the whole camp, we wouldn’t have been able to escape.”


  “I was done in pretty badly too. Honestly, I don’t think we can win.”


  Gi Zu and Bui were both very dispirited, but Gilmi thought differently.


  “But we were able to survive, so our plan remains the same. That human seemed to treasure his subordinates’ lives more than ours.”


  The holy knight was an overwhelming power that could easily dodge all the traps, cross a great distance, and take them on in a melee. But even that enemy that appears to have no weakness at first glance still has to lead an army. He has subordinates.


  It is common sense to attack the enemy’s weakness.


  If the enemy can’t be defeated as a lone soldier, then the goblins should just make the enemy retreat as an army. That was the conclusion that Shumea and Gilmi arrived at, but there were still a lot of challenges to overcome to make that happen.


  “Well, that’s good news.”


  Shumea happily nodded and Gilmi agreed.


  “Bui-dono. This is thanks to Gi Zu-dono.”


  “Ahh, right. You guys better hurry up and meet your subordinates. They’ve been worried to death all this time.”


  “Thank you for your kindness.”


  Gi Zu nodded to them, then he went to his subordinates. The fact that he held his fist tightly as he left, however, showed that there were still some things that he wasn’t convinced about.


  “Bui-dono, why don’t you go as well?”


  “In that case, please excuse me.”


  Bui, on the other hand, seemed to have a sense of security from accomplishing a great task, as he headed to where the orcs were with a relieved expression on his face.


  “So, are you not going?”


  “There’s something I want to confirm. About the reinforcements. Rashka is coming here, right?”


  “He should be headed to our meeting point.”


  “…Hmm.”


  As Gilmi folded his arms and became thoughtful, Shumea tilted her head and asked him.


  “Is something the matter?”


  “No, I was thinking it might be better to change our plans and make the army retreat sooner. The enemy is more belligerent than expected.”


  “Belligerent, huh.”


  Shumea once again considered the situation of Germion Kingdom. The information she got from Pale the Tactician flashed through her mind, but she could not come to a conclusion.


  “Well, it’s your opinion as someone who personally fought them, so I’d like to trust you, but we can’t convince that girl with just that, you know?”


  “You think so too?”


  Gilmi was aware that it was a feeling that only those that have tasted it would understand, and as such would be difficult to convince others with, but that was precisely why he was consulting Shumea.


  “Yeah, she’s pretty stubborn in some places, you see.”


  “…Hmm.”


  “If you want, I could try giving a full report to her.”


  “…Never mind. I’ll talk to her myself.”


  ”I see,” Shumea nodded as Gilmi turned around and left since his business with her was done. As she saw Gilmi off, Shumea ordered her subordinates to hurry the preparations to retreat.


  “Well, just in case.”


  As Shumea muttered that to herself, she went back to her tent to rest.


  * * *


  After getting out of the camp, the forces of Germion Kingdom immediately opened a war council under Crown Prince Ishtar and decided their next course of action.


  —Take the entire army and pursue the goblins immediately.


  That was the plan proposed by the nobles and approved by the two holy knights. Although they may have expelled the monsters, they have yet to reclaim the Western Region. To the nobles who haven’t tasted victory in a long while, they wanted to make use of this opportunity to gain even more merits.


  Of course, there were all sorts of political agendas in play as well, but that couldn’t be helped.


  The cavalry were the ones who suffered the most casualties in the last battle. Because of their great losses, they have lost the ability to continue fighting, but at the same time, it makes them feel as if the achievement of having expelled the monsters was not enough. The damage received by the cavalry made up of noble children is the same power of the nobles that will be supporting Germion Kingdom. Since that power has fallen greatly, they wanted to get the best results they could from this war.


  If they couldn’t pull that much off, then their political influence in Germion Kingdom will take a hit or even collapse completely.


  —


  The reason the holy knights and the military authorities that wanted to increase the authority of the royal family did not refuse was because of the military aspect.


  It was true that they were able to expel the monsters during the crown prince’s expedition. It could be said that they were now standing at the starting line they were thinking of. But because the crown prince was so skilled, Jize and Valdor were now thinking of starting their own war.


  Another reason they decided to allow the pursuit of the enemy was because of the little casualties suffered by the southern and eastern army led by the two holy knights.


  If the holy knights could retake the western region during the crown prince’s first expedition in exchange for the sacrifices made by the noble’s army, then their merits would become unequalled. They would garner far more attention than any of the holy knights within the country.


  Moreover, this expedition was made with the objective of retaking the western region. If they could accomplish that, then nothing would be better.


  “…It’s a bit unexpected.”


  “What is?”


  After the war council ended, the various generals went back to their platoons to lead their respective forces. Of those generals, the two holy knights took the same route.


  “That you were not against pursuing the enemy, Valdor-dono. You are a prudent man, so I thought for sure…”


  “…Ah, so that’s what. It’s because I want to give more merits to the crown prince.”


  The achievement of expelling the monsters with one’s own army was sweeter than honey and would silence anyone within the Germion Kingdom that so respected power. King Ashtal himself had gone out on expeditions to hunt monsters when he was younger. It was because of his achievements then that his subjects and the nobles continue to support him to this day.


  “I see. So, it’s parental love.”


  Ishtar will probably rule for a long time. As such, his educator, Valdor, wanted to gift him a huge achievement, and there could be no better opportunity than this expedition.


  “Go ahead and laugh. I don’t mind.”


  “What? If we’re talking of personal reasons, then I too have mine.”


  “The goblin and orc leaders, huh?”


  As Jize quietly nodded, in his mind flashed the appearance of those high-ranked monsters that tried to trap his army.


  “If there is one thing I’m worried about, it’s that these monsters seem to be trying to lure us into the western region.”


  “Of course, I’m aware of that too. We can’t let our guard down. Defeat isn’t impossible, but the odds of winning for us isn’t zero just yet.”


  Valdor was basically saying that they won’t know who’s the victor if they don’t try. To that, Jize wryly laughed.


  “This battle isn’t like you, Twin Swords Knight. Though I do prefer you like this.”


  “I wasn’t always so cautious. We have to win this war. That’s why we have to prioritize our speed as much as possible.”


  “Umu. I agree.”


  After deciding to pursue the enemy, the holy knights took the lead, and Germion Kingdom began pursuing the goblin forces even when it was still dark.


   


  Chapter 232 
A Resolute Pursuit


  Although the goblins had only lost sight of the enemy for a moment, they sent the demihumans to scout and watch their surroundings while they made preparations to retreat. Being chased was exactly what they wanted, but it still put a considerable strain on their soldiers.


  “Enemy attack!”


  That scream-like report immediately woke Shumea from her shallow slumber.


  “Where and how many!?”


  The soldier called out to Shumea from outside of her tent. It would appear that out of consideration for her, he refrained from entering, but Shumea didn’t care about it one bit, as she exited her tent in her underwear and spoke to the soldier.


  “T-The details are unclear, but the enemies are coming from the northeast. They number approximately 1,000.”


  Shumea clicked her tongue as she listened to the report. She asked the kneeling messenger.


  “The distance?”


  “Roughly 5 kirols (kilometers)”


  5km to the northeast. They were too close, Shumea thought, so she sent the messenger to Gilmi, while she closed her doors to wear her armor.


  “They slipped through our patrols!?”


  The patrolling demihumans were spread 10km around them. If the enemy were halfway through that, then that must mean they were able to slip through their patrols.


  “Damn it. Why are ill forebodings the only guesses that are accurate!?”


  He quickly wore his armor, took his spear, and left his tent. He called for all the commanding officers, starting with the assistant officers, and ordered them to immediately retreat. They were to leave the tents behind, taking only the bare necessities with them.


  1,000 was too few.


  It was likely there was a detached force elsewhere. The question now was where the holy knights were, Shumea thought.


  “Still, I can’t believe they managed to slip through the patrols of the descendant of the crystals.”


  Gilmi’s question made Shumea change her thoughts.


  “I know it’s hard to accept. But the truth is that they’re headed here right now.”


  “That’s true.”


  “Gi Zu-dono, Bui-dono. I’m sorry about this, but please take care of the rear.”


  “Of course. Just leave it to us.”


  “Yes.”


  Shumea put aside her usually joking self and gave out orders.


  “Gilmi-dono, you are to give us cover just as we’ve planned.”


  “Umu.”


  “We’ll contact the centaurs and the fangs, then as soon as we meet up, we’ll move down south as fast as we can. Cover us until then.”


  After confirming that everyone understood the plan, Shumea sent out a messenger. They had to meet up with the demihumans. The world was gradually moving from the hands of the Night God (Ya Jansu) to the body of the God of Fire (Rodo).


  “Hmm?”


  Shumea frowned when she felt like she’d heard a scream coming from the northeastern side of the camp, the direction from where the enemy was supposedly approaching.


  “…A scream?”


  Gi Zu, who had relatively good ears, turned with suspicion.


  “I’ll take a look. Bui-dono, please go as well when you’re ready,” Gi Zu said.


  ”Yes,” Bui replied. Gi Zu left Bui and the others to lead his subordinates toward the direction of the scream.


  —


  As he pulled on the bowstring and the wind cried, he shot out an arrow. It was still dark when that arrow made a low-toned sound as it was sucked in by the unclear horizon toward an enemy.


  “It hit.”


  As the gentle winds of the plains comfortable caressed Jize the One-Eyed’s cheeks, he removed his hand from his bow.


  “Shooting from a horse isn’t something a martial artist is meant to do, but… the demihumans – their friends – keep coming for them. Damned goblins making me shoot from a horse like this. Nothing could be more unpleasant!”


  Although angry, the glint in his eyes did not lessen even a little as he glared at his surroundings. When his narrowed eyes spotted another moving, he drew his bow once more.


  “So annoying!”


  He shot an arrow to the yet dark sky. The arrow lodged itself into the back of the demihuman so naturally, it was almost as if it were being sucked in. After being penetrated, the demihuman keeled over.


  “Tell the main force at the back to move faster!”


  After getting rid of the scouts, Jize took his southern army and steadily approached the goblins. Because Jize the One-Eyed himself was acting as the scout, the forces of Germion Kingdom were able to take out the demihuman scouts while approaching the goblin forces.


  Sending the demihumans out in pairs to scout was a bad idea.


  The centaurs had greater physical abilities, but their eyes weren’t as effective in the night. Although their eyes weren’t any worse off than humans, whenever they heard a large army approaching, they would try to get closer to ascertain their numbers. It was then that Jize would shoot them down.


  If it were the fang tribe, things might have gone differently, but most of the area extending from the north to the south were covered by the centaurs. It can only be said that the two demihuman chiefs had no luck. Meanwhile, the Fang Tribe (Werewolf) were completely unable to find the enemy and were starting to consider going back to the goblins.


  Germion Kingdom had broken through the area managed by the centaurs.


  Fortunately, Gi Ji Arsil’s assassin unit were also in the area and one of them was able to spot the human forces, so they were still able to get wind of the situation.


  “Hmm… They’re here.”


  Jize saw the enemy hiding in the grass, but since they were preparing to move, he wasn’t sure what to do. Should he attack by himself and mess up the formation or should he wait for the main force to arrive.


  Word has already been sent.


  The rough location of this place has already been passed, and there are also scouts along the way, so the answer should have been clear.


  But even someone like Jize needed courage to throw himself into an army that was probably about 3,000 men strong. Even if he might be a match for a thousand warriors (warrior) alone, he still needed the resolve to gamble with his life.


  “…Is this fear? Me?”


  Within the darkness, Jize asked himself that.


  “No. That can’t be. I could not possibly lose to the likes of goblins.”


  As those words that came from his heart answered his question, a fierce smile appeared on his face.


  “This is exactly what I have been waiting for! A stage made just for me!”


  Jize threw his bow and drew his curved sword from his back, then he plunged himself into the chaos.


  With no one to stop Jize, the goblins fell into panic from a morning attack executed by one man and one man alone.


  * * *


  The goblins were stupefied by that surprise attack.


  Attacks during the night and in the morning each had their rules. But such rules only held true between humans. The goblins saw the holy knight, Jize, attacking by himself. But they assumed that it was only a foolish human scout getting too deep into their territory.


  The rare class goblin thought of catching the human when he was near enough, then use him to find out where the humans were. By the time the goblin paled and saw that Jize was fiercely charging for their camp, it was already too late.


  A swing of that curved sword easily lopped off the goblin’s head. In a flash, two goblins had already fallen. When a goblin saw the two goblins beside it beheaded just like that, before those corpses could even fall to the ground, the dumbfounded goblin received a kick to the pit of his stomach. Jize glanced at the goblin as the goblin was sent flying, then Jize held his curved sword horizontally in the now opened space.


  Jize buried his sword into the neck of the goblin in front of him, and after instantly killing the four goblins around him, he raised up his voice and named himself.


  “I am the holy knight, Jize, of Germion Kingdom! I’ve come for your heads, goblins!”


  As brave as the goblins were, that overwhelming power was enough to strike fear into their hearts. The blade of the raging one-eyed demon mercilessly beheaded the goblins one after another. Those overawed fell prey to his blade, and Jize freely slaughtered the goblins that have been winning all this time.


  That seemingly impossible penetrative power that allowed a lone man to suppress a thousand foes trampled over the goblins all the way to the middle. When Gi Zu Ruo saw that terrible sight, he raised his voice and went out to stop him, but already, 50 goblins had been sacrificed.


  “Damned human!”


  “Ohh, you’re the goblin from that time! What good luck!”


  Jize laughed as he received Gi Zu’s spear. They did not bother to hide their fierceness in this tight battle.


  “If you have a name, then name yourself, monster! I am Jize Yuwenti! The man who shall hunt you!”


  “Naming myself is annoying, but as you wish! I am Gi Zu Ruo! The goblin who shall kill you!”


  —


  The two roaring beasts distanced themselves from each other for a moment, but very quickly came rushing for each other once more. Gi Zu raised up his spear from a low stance and Jize brushed it off. Jize kept on going like that and assumed a high stance, but Gi Zu read the trajectory of his attack and increased his pace.


  He took his deflected spear and raised it above him, placing it along the trajectory of Jize’s descending sword. Normally, he should have been able to easily receive Jize’s blade, but instead it easily split his iron spear in two and buried itself into his shoulder. When his sword entered Gi Zu’s flesh, Jize smiled.


  “Did you think I couldn’t cut iron!?”


  But Gi Zu, who had lowered his hips a little, suddenly cried out and released his spirit.


  “GURUUuUaAooOOO!!”


  As he threw away the spear that had been cleanly cut in two, he unleashed the true nature of the Mad Dragon, the one who has heavily received the divine protection of the mad god. He ignored the blade buried into his shoulder and sent his fist toward Jize’s side.


  “GU!?”


  As the sound of ribs breaking resounded, Jize faltered a little. On top of that, Gi Zu bashed his head against Jize’s now lowered forehead, causing Jize to close his eyes, then Gi Zu swung his fist with all his strength. This was the same right fist that once thoroughly crushed Zu Ved. But since then, Gi Zu has evolved a class and its power was now greater than before.


  It was a fist that could break the neck of a normal human. And even Jize was sent tumbling and flying 4 meters away. At the wake of the impact, the ground hollowed and clouds of dust were raised up. It was a power that could kill even goblins.


  “…I thought you’d lost your mind due to pain, but it seems that this is your true nature.”


  When Jize calmly appeared within the clouds of dust, everyone but the maddened Gi Zu was shocked. After throwing away the blade buried within his shoulder, Gi Zu roared in anger and once again chased after Jize.


  “GURURUUuGAAAaAAa!!”


  Jize wiped the blood that flowed out of his mouth and without hesitation stepped toward Gi Zu once again.


  Unarmed, Jize lowered his hips and brought his left hand forward. Using that same left hand, he brushed aside Gi Zu’s fist that was swung only with power, then with all of his strength, he buried his right hand into Gi Zu


  “—But!”


  After hitting Gi Zu’s chin perfectly, he brought back his hands and talked himself up.


  “I, who have mastered all martial arts, have no weakness!”


  When the surrounding goblins saw Gi Zu falling after being hit, they could not help but be shaken.


  “Bastard, how dare you do that to pops!”


  From that crowd of shaken goblins appeared a proud Zu Ved, carrying a club on his shoulders.


  “Save pops!”


  He spurred on the goblins of the brawler faction and ran to where Gi Zu had collapsed.


  “What good fortune. A one-on-one duel is the flower of the battlefield, but a battle like this is more fitting of a monster hunt—”


  “—GURUuuUUOOAAA!”


  But before he could even finish saying that, Bui, who had been sneaking around, suddenly appeared behind him and attacked him. That attack that was loaded with all of Bui’s strength crushed the ground, giving rise to clouds of dust and scattering fragments of stones.


  “—Even the orcs came? What good fortune!”


  After Jize immediately jumped out of the way, he took out his curved sword, and began cutting down the approaching goblins of the brawler faction. He was not using his sword like he did before where he aimed only for the neck. His sword now was like a storm of blades that literally crushed life.


  “What good fortune! Ahh, what good fortune! This is the real pleasure of hunting monsters! KU KA KA KA KA KA!!”


  Jize the One-Eyed laughed like a demon as he cut down the approaching goblins and orcs. He handled his curved sword with one hand and cut the monsters from head to crotch with a single stroke.


  Then he used is other hand to push his fingers into the eyes of the orcs that approached. He threw the screaming orcs and crushed the head of the convulsing orcs underfoot.


  “So this is all that orcs amount to.”


  As Jize cut the monsters one after another, the circle of monsters around him had no choice but to distance itself from him.


  “Damn it! That’s a real monster.”


  Zu Ved clicked his tongue as he took Gi Zu and handed him to be protected by his subordinate. After that he gradually ordered everyone to step back. If Gi Zu hadn’t heard that they had to prioritize retreating beforehand, he would have definitely attacked here.


  “Retreat! Retreat!”


  After recovering Gi Zu, the monsters gradually retreated while keeping their distance.


  The ones watching the rear was Bui who led the orcs and the demihumans who came late. Bui was dead scared of the holy knight’s strength, so he had the orcs equip themselves with heavy armor and steel shields. Although doing this slowed them down, if one looked at how it was able to reduce their casualties, it was the right choice.


  The orcs pressed their shoulders against each other to eliminate any openings between them and gradually retreated. Jize tried to attack the orcs that were single-mindedly focused on defending, but the centaurs, who were furious from having their tribe members killed, interfered.


  “Fire your arrows!”


  The arrows of the centaurs could easily penetrate even iron. Much less the body of a human like Jize. Although his physical abilities were indeed amazing, the arrows shot by the centaur needed only a moment, on top of which, they themselves even moved quickly. Though angered, the chief, Tianos, never forgot those two strong points of his army.


  They were proud of their legs that allowed them to run. And their skill in archery that allowed them to hunt was their pride.


  “Don’t stop. Just focus on covering them. But if there’s an opening, kill him!”


  After drawing their bows to the limit and shooting three arrows successively, they sprinted off. Naturally, this left even Jize stumped, and he had no choice but to prioritize defending himself over chasing the goblins.


  —


  When the body of the God of Fire (Rodo) had risen, the arrows of the centaur were finally exhausted. Jize remained standing, but the area around him was now like a pincushion. By this point in time, however, the goblins have already gotten away and were already devoting their attention to fixing their formation.


  “They escaped, but…”


  Jize, who was covered in blood, turned around and looked behind him. The attack of the main force was too slow. He looked toward the horizon, wondering if something might happen, but after a while, the main force finally appeared across the shimmer of hot air.


  After rendezvousing with the main force, the information he got shocked him.


  “…The scouts were almost wiped out?”


  “Yes, they all received wounds at the throat.”


  There was no need to ask who was responsible for it.


  When Jize found out that the scouts he sent were done in, he wryly smiled.


  “…Not bad, goblins.”


  “What shall we do now?”


  “Hmm… We should leave the vanguard to Valdor-dono and the nobles’ army. If we throw ourselves into the dark, no matter how many lives we have, it won’t be enough.


  “Haa…”


  The soldier didn’t seem convinced, but Jize just laughed and went back to his tent to change clothes. Although he managed to slow down the goblins, they were still in good health. Jize knew that they would be at a disadvantage if attacked during the night, so he had his soldiers make a simple camp by the time the sun set.


  “We’ll start chasing the enemy tomorrow morning. Rest well for now.”


  It was a bold order, but the southern army obeyed Jize and rested for the time being.


  * * *


  “Jize-dono is letting us take the vanguard?”


  When Valdor the Holy Knight was informed of that through the messenger, he turned to the distant camp that was yet under construction and wondered within his helmet.


  “Yes. He wishes to pass on the position of vanguard due to having lost his scouts.”


  “First, they take out our legs. Now, they take out our eyes?”


  Valdor became thoughtful for a moment, but he had no choice but to order his army to advance. Yesterday, the son of Lord Bedoru, the Minister of the Military, Victor, died. In light of that sad news, Valdor had no choice but to resolve himself to order the army to advance.


  If they did not at least take back the Western Region, what face would he have to meet a father who’s lost his son.


  “If the southern army is going to be making camp, then this is a good opportunity. We shall take the lead and advance for the enemy.”


  There should be no problems with the supply base prepared at Jize’s camp. As Valdor decided in his mind that unless they caused inflicted catastrophic damage upon the goblin army, this battle would continue, he resumed his army’s march.


  He relied on the information Jize sent to maintain his army’s march. Valdor’s army went deep into the Western Region. The imperial guards under the crown prince, the mages, and the nobles’ army were all gathered together behind the eastern army that served as the vanguard.


  Just like Jize, Valdor could not just throw his army into the fray, so he quietly watched the enemy from within his army. Before long the skies were overturned by the Night God, and the Goddess of Darkness (Verdna) spread her wings. It was then that they made camp. Of course, they did not let their guard down even then.


  They sent small platoons to every direction to keep watch, while they put up simple tents and slept.


  The goblins they were so wary of did not attack, and the next day, they could see the backs of the goblins again.


  It was on the next day since the humans started pursuing the goblins that Fanzel entered one of the three forests that dotted the plains. The nobles’ army said that they should enter the forest as soon as possible, but the mages were against it since it was difficult to use their spells in a place with poor vision.


  The magic they used was mostly flame magic. Such magic wasn’t just difficult to use inside a forest, if a mistake were to be made, they would end up causing a fire, burning themselves to death.


  “Victory is right before us! We should attack posthaste!”


  It was the commissioned officer of the nobles’ army that insisted that.


  “That is precisely why we must exercise caution! There is nothing good about rushing in vain!”


  Valdor became thoughtful as he listened to the rebuttal of the mages’ commissioned officer. He wanted to give as much achievements as possible to the crown prince. But if they were to fight at the forest, they would be at a disadvantage. Given the circumstance, they had no choice but to drag the goblins out of the forest. Jize’s southern army was presently keeping watch of the surrounding area.


  “Umu…”


  As Jize fondled his eye patch, he became thoughtful.


  “…What if we burned it down instead?”


  In response to those few words, all eyes gathered. But that couldn’t be helped, after all, it was Crown Prince Ishtar himself who said that.


  “The forest?”


  “Yes. If the goblins were to show themselves, wouldn’t we then be able to get our battle?”


  “True.”


  Valdor considered it and nodded.


  “A magnificent plan, Your Highness.”


  Valdor bowed his head, then immediately turned to the other commissioned officers and had them prepare to burn the forest. On the next day, a fire was started in the forest that the Bow and Arrow Army (Fanzel) was hiding in. Caught up in the spoke, Fanzel had no choice but to show themselves just as the humans had planned.


   


  Chapter 233 
A Scathing Counterattack


  “We’ve finally driven them to a corner.”


  The humans watched as the goblins scurried from the forest and quickly picked themselves to fix their formation. Valdor the Holy Knight said that line as if he was trying to confirm what he was seeing was real.


  Just as Crown Prince Ishtar had planned, they set fire to the forest the goblins ran into. The goblins caught up in the smoke fled from the opposite direction of the burning forest, but they still somehow managed to gather under their flags and assume formation.


  If the eastern division army were to attack here they would surely come out victorious. But Valdor did not approve of that. His objective was not the death of these goblins but a meritorious war service for Crown Prince Ishtar. Of course there would be little point in setting fire to the forest if they hadn’t surrounded it first. There was little point in killing the fleeing goblins.


  Although it was also their objective to crush the goblin forces of the Western Region, it was only by executing their operation perfectly that they would be able to send off the dead. Valdor surrounded the forest before setting fire to it. If the goblins ran toward them, they would wipe them out.


  But when they set fire to the forest, at almost the same time, the goblins seemed to have decided to abandon the forest. The goblins gave up fleeing, and immediately gathered under a flag after exiting the forest. Although crude, they were able to assume formation.


  When Valdor saw that, he intentionally allowed them time to complete their formation.


  Everything was for Ishtar’s sake.


  If Valdor were to break through the goblins with only the eastern division army while they were reassuming formation, naturally, the merit would fall to him. If that were to happen, then there would be no point to chasing the goblins this far.


  Unless he allowed Ishtar to wipe out the goblins himself, there was no point to any of this.


  “You’re certain there are no ambushes in the forests to the sides?”


  Valdor turned away from the formation of the goblins and wondered what the goblins’ purpose here could be. They have been running all this time, so there should be a reason.


  It could be an ambush or perhaps a trap.


  But the land here was not fit for traps, and the scouts he sent reported that there were no pitfalls or any such obstructions here.


  He considered there might be an ambush, so even though they had little time, he sent out scouts to surround the forests. If there were a lot of goblins hiding in the forests, then the scouts should naturally be able to notice them.


  From the last battle at the Battle of Cromshtock (Camp), Valdor knew that the goblins specialized in digging holes. As such, it was possible that they might be hiding in a hole somewhere…


  “The forests were dense, but we confirmed no goblin presence there.”


  “I see. What of traces of the ground being dug?”


  “We searched for those too just to be safe, but there weren’t any. Not even a little bit…”


  If the goblins had dug out holes, then naturally, there should have been some soil left. Even if he had sent his scouts out in a hurry, there should be no place to hide soil in such a dense forest crawling with vegetation.


  “Alright. I understand the situation now.”


  If the scouts were saying the same thing after sending them out three times, then there must be no goblins indeed. And even if there were, the holy knight, Jize, was with them too. It shouldn’t be difficult supporting two fronts. Moreover, they also had the elite of the kingdom with them, the Kingdom Magic Corps.


  As long as the goblins themselves don’t have a large-scale mage unit, then the kingdom magic corps will gain plenty of merits in this battle.


  “The imperial guards are in position.”


  After the messenger reported that, Valdor quietly closed his eyes and calmed himself down.


  “…This is the end. Bring down the hammer of justice on these monsters that torment us!”


  At Valdor’s behest, the eastern army marched, and the rest of the human forces followed suit.


  * * *


  “Hurry! The third squad is late!”


  Shumea commanded as she wiped her cheeks covered in soot.


  “Shumea-dono, the demihumans and the Ganra Archers are in position.”


  The general of the Bow and Arrow Army (Fanzel), Ra Gilmi Fishiga the Hero of Ganra, called out to Shumea, who was at the center, ordering the human platoons to get into formation.


  “Ahh, Gilmi-dono.”


  That soot-covered face slackened a little, and she smiled.


  “Sorry, I’m not used to battle, so it might take a while.”


  “Pale-dono also said that you don’t have to push yourself too much. You originally weren’t a part of the border guards. It can’t be helped.”


  When Gilmi said that nonchalantly, Shumea raised her beautiful brows in surprise.


  “So goblins can even console people now? This is a new discovery.”


  “I was just saying the truth.”


  While they were idly talking, the army finished getting into formation. Their formation was a Double-Row Formation. From the start, their objective was defense. Facing the enemy at the front lines, were the orcs, the goblins, and the humans. In the second row were the archers of Ganra and the demihumans.


  This was a formation that was meant to stop the enemy and then counterattack. The Ganra Tribe was at the center, while the demihumans were at the flanks.


  “It’s precisely because the situation is like this that I’ll say it clearly now. Don’t expect too much from my men.”


  “Understood. But that’s precisely why they’ve been split to the flanks. The orcs and Gi Zu-dono’s platoon at the center should be able to stop the enemy somehow.”


  What they were scared of was the enemy trying to break through behind the holy knights. So long as they could defend against that, then even the weak border guards should be able to endure.


  —


  “I… suppose. Anyway, let’s send the demihumans now. If they can, I’d like for them to disturb the enemy with their mobility. If we just sit here and wait for the holy knights to attack, I don’t think I’ll be able to watch.”


  “I’ll leave it to you then.”


  “Just leave it to this oneesan.”


  Shumea said as she showed off her biceps. Gilmi nodded and went back to the Ganra Tribe he led.


  “Now then, Ms. Pale. Show me this plan working.”


  As Shumea fearlessly laughed, she ordered the demihumans to advance.


  “You don’t have to force yourselves. Just stop the enemy from moving!”


  An order was sent to the demihumans that were running at the flanks through Gilmi, and the chiefs of the centaurs and the werewolves gave their approval.


  The eastern division army of Germion Kingdom equipped themselves with half cone-shaped shields that were about as tall as their soldiers were. The demihumans approached them, and the centaurs shot their arrows from a great distance. It was a strategy that made use of their specialty, which was archery on horseback, so they tried to get around the enemy as they shot their bows.


  “Second platoon of the left wing! Fish Scales Formation!”


  The eastern army changed their formation while running, but under Valdor’s command, they were perfectly coordinated. The arrows of the centaurs could easily penetrate even iron, but because of the half cone shape of the eastern army’s shields, there was little room for the arrows to stick themselves into. The soldiers needed only to tilt their shields a little and they would easily be able to deflect the arrows.


  “Send a messenger to the mages! Tell them to cover us!”


  While the eastern army were deflecting the attacks of the demihumans, a barrage of fire spells from the mages covered for them.


  “KU… Distance yourselves from the enemy!”


  Because of the mages’ fire spells, the chief of the centaurs, Tianos, ordered his tribe members to stop attacking and retreat. The same was true for the fangs. In order to avoid the fire bullets of the enemy mages, they had to assume a wide attacking formation, but when they approached the eastern army and spears were thrown at them, they had no choice but to literally run with their tails between their legs.


  “We wouldn’t have lost if we were fighting up close! Damn it!”


  When the rain of fire bullets were followed with spears, the attack formation of the fangs were sent into disarray. They had originally assumed a wide formation. So when spears were thrown at them after the rain of fire, the spears were not thrown against a pack of werewolves but individuals due to how big the space between them was. As expected, Mido, who has experienced many battles realized that the formation was no good, so he steered the army into a different direction. As such, Mido had to retreat temporarily to fix his army’s formation.


  After the national army of Germion Kingdom easily repelled the demihumans, they resumed their advance with the eastern division army at the lead. Behind the eastern division army followed the nobles’ army, the mage army, the imperial guards, and the southern army. They prepared to charge into the goblin forces.


  “We’ll break through them in one fell swoop. Cry out, warriors of the east!”


  The eastern division army ignored the demihumans that came to suppress them from the sides and ran madly for the enemy’s main force.


  “Archers, fire!”


  As the national army of Germion Kingdom approached, the archers of Ganra aimed their bows at the sky and shot. Countless dead birds wielding iron beaks fell upon the ground.


  “Raise your shields! Cover your heads! Mages!”


  Despite that, the eastern division army showed no signs of stopping. The moment they raised their shields above their heads, the support fire of the mages came raining down on the goblins. Their attacks fell from right atop them. It was as if meteorites were raining from the sky.


  Many of the human mages excelled at fire magic. Because of that their fire magic developed and they were able to create an environment that allowed them to perfect their mastery of the fire. Naturally, that would allow for a higher average skill regarding fire spells among human mages compared to the mages of the other races. Although these human mages were using only the normal fire spell that shot in a straight line, they were able to make that normal spell curve from the sky toward the orc and the goblins.


  Because of this it was possible for them to support the eastern army more effectively. As the fire bullets shot above the eastern army in the lead, they rained down on the goblins and orcs that were holding tightly to their shields.


  “Endure! If anyone breaks formation, I’ll kill him myself!”


  Thanks to Gi Zu and Ved screaming, they were somehow able to minimize casualties, but now, the eastern army was right in front of them.


  “They’re coming!”


  The goblins and orcs were prepared for this impact, and now, it came just as they expected. The charging humans raised up their shields as they threw themselves at the goblins. The humans rammed their whole body along with their shields against the horde of monsters, causing the goblins and orcs to be pushed back, their legs leaving a mark on the ground.


  Immediately after the two armies clashed, the battle switched to a melee. The eastern army was equipped with long swords that excelled in close combat. They were using a type of double-edged sword that was made shorter than usual. An eastern sword known as Spatha. The spatha excelled in thrusting more than cutting, and the soldiers of the eastern division used them to thrust turns top and bottom as they attacked the goblins.


  Such tactics made the goblins and the orcs struggle. They had originally not received much training when fighting up close like this while packed so tightly. They had to clump up so tightly in order to defend against the spells, but now, they couldn’t move as much, and their weapons were also ill-fit, given that they were wielding long spears.


  As a result, the line of battle was gradually being pushed back.


  —


  Fortunately, Valdor the Holy Knight didn’t appear in the front lines because he expected they would have the advantage in this battle. The monster forces gradually began to collapse. Valdor’s goal was mainly to pressure the goblins, and then wait for the crown prince’s imperial guards to finish them off.


  “…It’s going well for now.”


  The demihumans were keeping the flanks in check, so the line of battle collided at the center. The eastern division army were pushing into the enemy where the lines collided. Gradually, the flanks were able to shake off the demihumans’ attacks and the eastern division army was able to start pushing the enemy there as well. The resistance of the demihumans were clearly weaker than that of the orcs and the goblins.


  But just as Valdor saw victory dangling before his eyes, a messenger from the back came to him screaming.


  “Goblins appeared in the forest! There’s roughly 4,000 of them!”


  “…Impossible!”


  Valdor muttered as he shook a little.


  * * *


  How did the goblins deceive the scouts and appear within the forest? The reason is because the goblins there were Gi Gu Verbena’s southern goblins. It was true that the scouts went into the dimly lit forest looking for goblins on land. It was also true that they searched both above and below the ground.


  But these goblins hid themselves atop the trees. By hiding above the heads of the scouts inside a forest that was dark even in the day, the goblins were successfully able to hide themselves from the scouts.


  On top of that they even borrowed some of the elves to manipulate the forest and make it harder for others to see through their camouflage. Thanks to their magic, the goblins hiding atop the thick trees were able to successfully conceal themselves.


  “So it’s finally my turn. Still, I really can’t find myself liking treetops. Why do the Ganra and those guys like to live in these places so much?”


  Rashka the Chief of the Gaidga carried his blue-silver steel (srilana) club on top of his shoulders as he asked that question to the Gi Jii Yubu beside him, who was currently giving orders to his own subordinates.


  “After we put so much effort bringing you and your people up the trees, that’s what’s bothering you?”


  Gi Jii replied in astonishment. The ends of Rashka’s mouth twisted.


  “It can’t be helped. I’ve never needed to climb until now.”


  “That’s true for us too, but… Anyway, Gi Gu-dono’s army has already began their charge. We have to hurry too or we might not be able to get the result my lord seeks.”


  “What an impatient goblin. If we’re going to be hunting, then we might as well aim for the best or there’s no point to it. And as far as the best prey go, that should be obvious.”


  Rashka fiercely smiled as he looked over the battlefield.


  The Axe and Sword (Felduk) army led by Gi Gu Verbena was fiercely charging toward the side of Germion Kingdom. They numbered approximately 3,000.


  At the head of their army was Gi Gu Verbena, accompanied by noble and rare class goblins. The penetrating power of such an army easily tore through the back of the eastern division army and the nobles’ army that was about to attack Fanzel.


  “Kill the enemy! Don’t leave even a single one of them alive! Kill them all!”


  Just as the words Gi Gu howled dictated, Felduk mercilessly cut down the screaming humans. In the blink of an eye, they penetrated halfway into the enemy forces, then they spread their forces to both flanks to widen the opening. From thereon there were no lines or formations.


  Only a chaotic battle that relied on one’s own strength.


  But the goblins were overwhelmingly numerous. On top of that, being attacked at the sides was a painful thing for Germion Kingdom. In order to destroy Fanzel, Germion Kingdom had assumed a charging formation that left their flanks wide open.


  As such, only the eastern division army could respond to the sudden charge of the goblins, but they were currently caught in a battle with Fanzel. Asking the nobles’ army to deal with the goblins was simply too cruel.


  Felduk was like a heated iron rod plunged into a tub of butter. Of course, the nobles were the butter. The nobles’ army were destroyed as easily as the butter melted. Caught in that explosive power that was like a storm of winds, the humans found themselves sinking in a sea of blood.


  Naturally, Valdor and Jize understood the situation.


  “So, they wanted to split us apart…”


  After confirming the situation, Jize ordered the southern army to go around the right flank of the imperial guards. It was a decision he made to protect the crown prince, but because of that Rashka of Gaidga noticed him from a distance.


  “Oh, I found one. A worthy prey.”


  Gi Jii followed Rashka’s gaze inquisitively, and when he saw the platoons donned in extravagant armor, he understood.


  “That should be the enemy leader that Pale-dono was talking about.”


  “Doesn’t it seem like they’re trying to hide something important? Alright! I’ve made up my mind! I’ll go for that!”


  “Let’s go together.”


  The Gaidga Tribe’s 500 goblins and the regiol led by Gi Jii advanced for the imperial guards guards and the southern army protecting them. Meanwhile, the demihumans, who kept their distance and focused their attention on keeping the enemy at bay, was now starting to charge toward the hateful mage army.


  “If we can just get near them, those guys are nothing! Onwards!”


  At the behest of Mido, the Fang Tribe (Werewolf) fiercely ran for the mages. The mages were powerless against the pack of werewolves pouring in. They were beaten and trampled underfoot.


  “…Let’s make the front smaller. 2nd and 3rd platoon, retreat!”


  Valdor the Holy Knight, who was leading the eastern army that was currently pushing into Fanzel, felt that the odds of winning this battle had suddenly plummeted. But despite that, he still maintained the chain of command and looked for a way to win.


  —


  At this point in time, Germion Kingdom had been divided into three. But even without knowing the situation to that extent, Valdor, who was at the front lines, felt the overwhelming power of the enemy.


  “The Enemy is ahead! Continue retreating!”


  When the eastern division soldiers began to reduce the size of the front lines, Valdor noticed that the first line of Fanzel had started to retreat.


  “1st Platoon, advance. Maintain the line while pushing the enemy! 2nd and 3rd platoon, turn around. Save the nobles’ army!”


  Valdor sent half of the army around, but the might of the goblins approaching from behind was far beyond anything he could have imagined it to be. The attacking prowess of the goblins from behind was so overwhelming that it surpassed even the strength of the eastern division soldiers. The nobles’ army were already on the brink of destruction.


  The Felduk that penetrated the nobles’ army from the flanks – the penetrating power of its front led by Gi Gu Verbena and the other high class goblins – tore a hole through their flanks.


  “Gu Naga (Long), Big, Tough! Send some of the soldiers to support the demihumans! The rest follow me!”


  Having read the situation of the battlefield, Gi Gu gave out those orders, and the Felduk that had overcome countless battles obeyed.


  After sending a third of their forces to help the demihumans that were trampling over the mage army, Gi Gu led the rest of his subordinates to attack the eastern division soldiers. Felduk’s charge remained strong, and even the renowned elite eastern division soldiers did not have an easy time dealing with them.


  After all, there was just simply too many of them. Fighting the 700 of the eastern division soldiers were Gi Gu’s 2,000 goblins. That was almost three times the numbers of the humans. Moreover, because the eastern division had to spilt their forces to deal with the Fanzel that they were fighting with at their front, the gap between their forces and the goblins became desperately big.


  Sensing that his army was gradually being pushed by the waves of goblins, Valdor decided to appear in the front lines himself, but as soon as he did, he heard a scream coming from the 1st Platoon he sent to deal with Fanzel.


  “…Archers!?”


  The reason Fanzel had retreated despite their allies turning the situation around was to prevent themselves from getting caught up in the attacks of the Ganra Archers. The rain of arrows that fell upon the eastern division soldiers, who were already barely hanging on against Gi Gu’s goblins, was no different from a merciless rain of death.


  “Make them pay for everything they’ve done to us until now!”


  Gi Zu’s subordinates attacked with great fury. And as if spurred on by them, even the heavily equipped orcs attacked the humans. Pressed on by both sides, Valdor gave out another set of orders.


  “We’ll ward off the enemy’s attacks. After reversing the offensive, move to the right wing! 2nd and 3rd platoon, assume the Tortoise Shell Formation and move to the right wing!”


  Valdor took out his twin swords – the very swords that gave him his title ‘Twin Swords’ – and leaped in front of the first platoon to deal with Fanzel.


  “He’s here!”


  The strength of the holy knights had left a kind of trauma to the orcs and the goblins because of Jize.


  “Valdor the Holy Knight is here! Falter not and press on, brave warriors of the eastern division!”


  Valdor’s twin swords met the attacking orcs and goblins, and in the blink of an eye, 10 corpses were piled up just like that.


  After the offensive of Fanzel had weakened, Valdor fixed the formation of the 1st platoon. By working together with 2nd and 3rd platoon, they endured the attacks of Felduk and Fanzel.


  As the eastern division army was somehow able to fix their formation and endure the attacks of the monsters, the holy knight, Jize, was caught up in a violent battle with a giant goblin.


  “Rage, my wrath (Slash)!”


  The black light shot from the club flashed through several soldiers and cut them down.


  “KU. He can do that from that far away?”


  Jize clicked his tongue as he was forced to run from the giant goblin. It would’ve been a different matter were he like Gowen who could neutralize magic, but as it stood now, he had no choice but to slowly close the distance between him and Rashka if he wanted to deal with Rashka’s ability to attack consecutively from a distance like that.


  “Attack! The holy knight is mine to hunt, so go attack the others instead!”


  At Rashka’s behest, the goblins of the Gaidga Tribe started attacking.


  “My army will be going too then. May the fortunes of war be with you.”


  “HA. I don’t need you looking after me! A strong adversary is exactly what I’m looking for!”


  After seeing Gi Jii’s army ignore the holy knight and leave, Rashka called out to the holy knight that approached him.


  “So you are the rumored holy knight?”


  “…You sure are big for a goblin. Are you the master of this horde?”


  Rashka laughed.


  “I am Rashka, Son of Mishka. The goblin who leads the strongest Gaidga Tribe! Now, human. Let us fight!”


  “I can’t afford to waste time either. I am Jize the Holy Knight! Come!”


  —


  Rashka’s club clad in black light and Jize’s curved sword clashed. Jize was planning to dodge Rashka’s attack, but it was a lot faster than he expected. As a Lord Class goblin, Rashka’s attack was an extremely dangerous thing to receive even for the holy knight.


  Jize understood that just from seeing one of his attacks, but it wasn’t easy to dodge it either. Jize had mobilized all of the healers to heal the cavalry. They didn’t have the leisure to heal Jize too. Because of that the wound he got from Gi Zu was still with him.


  Another reason why he didn’t insist on receiving healing was because he was meant to fight at the back, and so he wanted to get the cavalry back on its feet as much as possible. Because of his wounds, Jize’s movements were a little slower than usual.


  Rashka’s club crushed the earth and sent stone fragments flying.


  “Clad me in the power of violence (Ra Gilion)!”


  The club clad in black light crushed the ground and attacked Jize. Jize somehow managed to dodge it, but he clicked his tongue after glancing behind him a little.


  The southern army was being pushed under the attack of the Gaidga Tribe. The enemy was attacking with a proper formation and were executing a pincer attack. Gi Jii Yubu’s regiol worked together with the merciless and savage Gaidga to spill the blood of the southern army.


  “You sure are leisurely to be looking elsewhere!”


  Rashka roared and swung his club. That attack of his crushed the ground once again.


  Before the two holy knights knew it, they were caught in a predicament.


  * * *


  Fanzel was being pushed back just a while ago, but thanks to the support of the Ganra Tribe, the situation has turned around and now the goblins were in the offensive. The powerful vanguard consisting of Gi Zu, Bui, and the others advanced toward the eastern division army with the border guards and the Ganra Tribe, and suddenly, they were starting to approaching the imperial guards.


  “Let’s show them our power! Take a huge detour to the left!”


  The soldiers that volunteered to be border guards nodded to Shumea’s orders despite not understanding her intentions. When Shumea saw that, she nodded.


  “What? Not too confident?”


  “W-We’ve already gotten the advantage, so if we just leave the rest to the goblins and the orcs…”


  Despite that negative opinion, Shumea continued to smile and nodded.


  “It’s true that things will probably go well even if we leave things to the goblins and the orcs. But you know…”


  The goblins were probably still beneath Shumea when it came to encouraging one’s own soldiers. Shumea did not pressure the soldiers with power, but instead spoke to them.


  “You soldiers are strong! There’s no need for you to remain as mere border guards!”


  The soldiers looked at each other half-believing-half-doubting, but Shumea cheerfully continued.


  “The soldiers you have been fighting until now are the renowned elite of Germion Kingdom, the Eastern Division Army! Their commander is none other than Valdor the Holy Knight!”


  ”And,” Shumea said as she looked at the soldiers.


  “We haven’t been fighting all this time just for show! It was because we defeated the noble soldiers and the regular army that we are standing here today! What do you think? Aren’t we awesome?”


  Although still confused, a seed began to sprout within the soldiers, and they started to think that perhaps that actually be the case.


  “Our next opponent is the renowned imperial guards! Now that things have reached this point, why don’t we make a name for ourselves that we can leave behind for our descendants!? Can you imagine what kind of stories we can tell our families when we come back home!? Every one of us would be a member of the border guards that defeated the number one nation of the west, the military country of Germion Kingdom!”


  Every word Shumea spoke gradually changed the soldiers’ fear into hope.


  “Well, I won’t tell you to push yourselves. But as for me, I’m going. There won’t be another opportunity like this! An opportunity to rise from being a mere slave to conquerors that defeated the crown prince of a kingdom! Raise your voices, soldiers! Who’s with me!?”


  Suddenly, all the border guards cried out as if all that earlier weakness was nothing but a lie.


  Gilmi’s Ganra Tribe covered the border guards led by Shumea for when Gilmi saw the border guards burning in high spirits because of her speech, he couldn’t help but open his eyes wide in shock. Thus, he commanded his subordinates.


  “Kill any and all who get in their way!”


  At Gilmi’s behest, the Ganra shot down anyone that tried to impede Shumea’s border guards and suppressed any platoon that tried to approach them.


  Due to the support of the Ganra Tribe, the border guards that moved out met barely any obstacles and were able to quickly approach the imperial guards led by the crown prince. On the other side, the Gaidga Tribe and Gi Jii’s regiol pressured the southern army and hindered the movement of the imperial guards.


  “Support them. We shall mark our victory in this battle!”


  At the words of Gilmi the Hero of Ganra, the tribal goblins shot their arrows toward the imperial guards. While arrow was raining from the sky, Shumea’s border guards began their attack.


  “Attack!”


  Shumea swung her short spear and skewered the imperial guards as she ran past them. Victory was already within reach. At Shumea’s behest, the border guards attacked the imperial guards with spirits high. When an arrow shot and injured the crown prince, the imperial guards were defeated.


  The defeat of the imperial guards led by the crown prince decided the battle.


  The victory of the goblins in this battle that would later come to be called the Battle of Three Forests (Rakushuto) that was fought mostly by the main forces of Fanzel and Germion Kingdom would make the decline of Germion Kingdom apparent for all to see.


   


  Chapter 234 
A Bitter Reversal


  Regardless of whether the soldiers simply died out or scattered about, the imperial guards meant to protect the royal family now numbered only 200. After Germion Kingdom was defeated at the Battle of Three Forests (Rakushuto), they headed back to the eight fortresses of the west while cowering from the goblins chasing them from behind.


  Half a day after the battle, Jize took his southern army to serve as the shield during the retreat of the crown prince, but that was an act akin to standing in the way of a muddy stream with nothing but the strength of a human. After gaining momentum, the goblin forces swallowed the forces of the holy knight and pursued after the imperial guards.


  The crown prince didn’t even have time to contact Valdor the Holy Knight, who was busy fighting at the front lines, before being forced to retreat.


  “There is a river ahead. Shall we rest for a bit?” The exhausted officer asked.


  The crown prince nodded. “I’ll leave it to you.”


  The officer was relieved from the bottom of his heart to hear that. To that, Ishtar could only internally apologize. He was tired too. In fact, everyone was. He imagined it was probably the soldiers exhausted from the battle who rested as he arrived to the riverbank and looked toward the direction of the three forests they fled from.


  Even now it felt like he was seeing a bad dream. But the pain from the arrow wound on his left arm made it clear that this was not a dream.


  Despite taking two of the proud holy knights of the kingdom, they lost to the goblins’ surprise attack. Even he, the crown prince, just barely escaped with his life. From here on, the country was likely to teeter on the brink of destruction.


  When he thought of that, he couldn’t help but feel apologetic to his grandfather.


  He had lost. Throughly.


  It was a difficult reality to accept, but the moment he arrives at the capital, an even realer taste of reality was sure to bite him. But despite that he had no choice but to come back alive. Even if others might reprimand him or criticize him, Ishtar was the crown prince. He knew precisely how heavy the responsibility of that title was, so he knew that he had to come back alive.


  “Lizard men are attacking!”


  As the resting soldiers screamed, the crown prince turned to the river.


  “Prepare to intercept! Don’t panic! Take your shields and defend against the enemy’s attacks!”


  At the crown prince’s behest, the imperial guards obeyed.


  “We have to return alive! Return alive to Germion Kingdom!”


  The imperial guards responded to the crown prince and orderly fought back against the lizard man attack. When they found themselves before the camp of the goblins they had broken through earlier and saw the flag they should have raised there, they inadvertently groaned.


  The flag of Germion Kingdom had been taken away and replaced with the flag of the Soar to Freedom (Elks Clan). When they saw the minotaurs and the goblins in high spirits, they did not think they could break through at all.


  “So it’s come to this…”


  No one knew who said those words, but the soldiers began sitting one after another because of them.


  Ishtar tried to get them back on their feet, but to these men who had lost all morale, there was no way standing up again.


  “We’ll go around and move through the north!”


  The crown prince exhaled. He swore in his heart not to die.


  * * *


  It didn’t take long after they resolved themselves for them to retreat at full speed. The moment the army of Germion Kingdom entered deep into the Western Region and its nobles army and mage army were destroyed, its defeat was guaranteed.


  Although the dependable holy knight, Jize, was keeping Rashka at bay and the holy knight, Valdor, was holding on against the fierce attacks of Gi Gu Verbena’s Axe and Sword Army (Felduk), they were already at the end of their ropes.


  The bow and arrow army (Fanzel) that forced the crown prince’s imperial guards to retreat and the border defense unit attacked the southern army together. Although the southern army was somehow able to stop Gi Jii Yubu’s regiol and the Gaidga Tribe, they were still being attacked from three directions, and in the end, they couldn’t even flee as their formations crumbled.


  Next was the remnants of the mage army.


  Their situation was even worse, as the great momentum of the goblins left them with little room to resist, and they had no choice but to be trampled over in the blink of an eye. One by one, starting from the nearest one, the forces of Germion Kingdom’s army were slowly devoured by the goblins.


  The elite eastern division army were no exception.


  Try as Valdor the Holy Knight to take command of the army, it was not an easy thing to go against the flow once started.


  “…Retreat. I will take the rearguard along with the 1st Platoon. All forces retreat to the north.”


  Valdor himself stood at the rear, but that order of his was betrayed by the quick defeat of the imperial guards in the hands of the border defense unit. After Gi Jii Yubu’s regiol quickly forced the imperial guards and the southern army to collapse, they turned around and blocked the path of the eastern division army.


  Despite being a holy knight, Valdor already had his hands full just defending one front. What more now that he was being attacked from four different directions? Perhaps, if Valdor alone ran, he might have been able to make it, but the soldiers of the eastern division were men he himself had trained. He could not afford to abandon them. In the end, the eastern division army was surrounded.


  Gi Gu Verbena’s subordinates surrounded them so tightly that not even ants could escape.


  —


  Meanwhile, the archers of Ganra and the centaurs shot at them from afar. They shot their arrows simultaneously to be safe, but the eastern division army still managed to repel them three times.


  Still, Gi Gu Verbena’s attacks did not slacken one bit.


  His soldiers worked together to suppress the holy knight, Valdor, while select high-ranking goblins from every side wiped everyone else. On the fourth attack, the eastern division army were finally knelt before the goblins.


  Valdor fought until the very end, and after receiving 18 spear wounds, he finally died in Gi Gu’s hands.


  As for the remaining holy knight, Jize, he was unable to get out of his duel against Rashka, so he ended up watching the collapse of the southern army from the side.


  “Damn you… I’ve had enough of this duel.”


  With most of the eastern division army destroyed, Jize broke through the goblin horde by himself. He vanished from the battlefield to rendezvous with the crown prince.


  In the end, the proud armies of Germion Kingdom: the eastern division army, the southern army, and the mage army and imperial guards directly under the royal family were all destroyed and scattered. The so-called elite soldiers and knights all died in battle. Just like that the military strength of Germion Kingdom was crushed in the Western Region.


  * * *


  —The main force of Germion Kingdom has been successfully broken through. The centaurs and the fangs are in the middle of pursuing the imperial guards led by the crown prince.


  That report came four days after the Goblin King and Pale departed the western capital. With them were the 300 soldiers of the cavalry directly under the king’s command and the 1,000 new goblin soldiers. They kept their pace to match the infantry. To the humans, their pace might still appear to be fast, but to the goblin forces, it was actually a little slower than normal.


  “I suppose everything has gone as planned?” The Goblin King asked.


  Pale nodded. “Unfortunately, not everything went without a hitch. Still, I would at least like to have the crown prince slain here. That would make everything much easier.”


  “You mean for it to train the new soldiers as well, right? Don’t worry about it.”


  “As you will.”


  Pale had already given out orders to break through Germion Kingdom and how to pursue the remnants. Even reoccupying the camp facing the eight fortresses of the west was also a part of her plans. Especially, having Tanita the chief of the lizard man position his men beside one of the eight flags along the rivers.


  Considering the fangs and the centaurs are chasing them from behind, Pale knew that they had no choice but to flee to the north.


  Soon the day came to an end and evening took its place. The body of the God of Fire (Rodo) was now hidden by the arm of the Night God (Ya Jansu), painting a picture that made it look as if the northern borders of the western region were dyed in blood.


  When the Goblin King spotted the shadow of enemies upon the horizon, he squinted his eyes a little.


  “…Gi Be Slay. Take the new soldiers and surround the enemy.”


  Gi Be turned to the direction the king had pointed his great sword at, then he bowed to the king from atop his steed and called out to the new soldiers and prompted them to advance.


  “…Are you still hesitating?”


  “No need to pry into me. I won’t change my decision.”


  “As you will.”


  The king and Pale spoke a little, then they followed after Gi Be as he went ahead. The enemy must have realized that they would be at a disadvantage were they to fight, as they immediately tried to run, but exhausted, even that wasn’t an option for them. Very quickly, the goblins caught up to them, and they were surrounded.


  * * *


  To the imperial guards of the crown prince that were surrounded, the enemies were demons that spawned from the black the night. And behind the goblins mounted on their fiendish steeds was a conspicuously giant monster.


  The picture of the monster riding upon his steed as his horns stood up as if in defiance against the heavens painted a heroic image. The eyes the monster looked at them with were red like that of blood. The fangs peeking from the monster’s mouth seemed as if they could easily tear apart the body of a human. It was a terrifying visage, almost as if the hate of the goblins had been given form.


  Compared to this monster, even the goblins mounted upon their terrifying steeds looked adorable in comparison. There was an overwhelming power to the monster that could not help but suppress everything nearby even without doing anything. It was such that they would believe it if they were to be told that this very monster before them was sculpted by the Goddess of the Underworld (Altesia) herself.


  “Humans.”


  A heavy voice resounded, reverberating from the very pith of one’s stomach.


  “All I seek is the head of Crown Prince Ishtar. Name yourself, and I shall send the rest back to the Western Region.”


  “Your Majesty—!”


  Beside the overwhelming monster was a beautiful elven girl who called out to the monster with a powerful gaze. But the monster silenced her with a stare.


  “What will you do?”


  As the monster looked at the soldiers, the soldiers turned to each other and exchanged glances.


  “I am the crown prince!” An imperial guard named himself.


  After him came another, and then another, and another…


  “I see. I understand… Kill them… Kill them all!”


  Although the king felt that the loyalty of the humans was a sacred thing, he had no choice but to give that order. If he were to let them go here, the plans they have been building until now would all be put to waste. Pale had already told him this beforehand. They had to kill the crown prince here.


  —


  Despite being surrounded and exhausted, the imperial guards fought well. Though wounded, they raised up their shield. Though spears struck them, they stepped firmly and did not fall. Well, at least most of them did not. But that was their limit. The king watched everything unfold without so much as moving his brows.


  The goblins searched for the body of the crown prince from the heaps of corpses piled up, then the king ordered for his body to be taken to the camp. As for the king, he had to return to the western capital.


  “I was being considerate of your feelings, but…”


  “A needless worry. I have piled up heaps of corpses before. I was just reminded again that this is something that will keep happening.”


  Pale was about to say something, but the king interjected and said those words, as if he were trying to tell himself that. After that he returned to the western capital. Try as he might to rule with virtue and wisdom, his path was that which would earn the hate of a thousand and the grudge of ten thousand. The Goblin King merely confirmed that.


  * * *


  At the throne room of Germion Kingdom’s imperial castle.


  This place that normally bustled with events was now so quiet that not even a cough could be heard. A red carpet stretched directly from the doors of the throne room to the throne upon which the Majestic King sat. Atop the red carpet was a coffin. The Majestic King stared fixedly at that coffin, his gaze unmoving. Even if he wanted to, he could not move his gaze away.


  Nobles, military officials, and civil officials were lined up on both sides, but they could not look at the coffin and could only look down.


  Who knew how much time had passed?


  The old king slowly stood up and tottered. An attendant immediately tried to help him, but the king violently pushed the attendant’s hands away and unsteadily walked toward the coffin.


  In just 10 steps, the breath he exhaled became heavy.


  “…! Ish… Tar…”


  It was only the old king’s pride that kept him from screaming. With shaking voice, he called out the name of his grandson and knelt before the coffin.


  “Ishtar Do Germion. O successor of this kingdom of mine… What… What are you doing? Come. Wake from your slumber and call my name like you always do…”


  King Ashtal choked up after he said that. As his vision blurred, he finally realized that he had been crying.


  “Why… Why did you have to die?”


  As he muttered those words between pauses, the words that left his lips were no longer those of a king but that of an old parent who has lost his young grandson. As his blank gaze swayed from left to right, he found the holy knight that came back alive despite his grave injuries.


  “Why? Tell me why, Jize! Why did this have to happen when a holy knight like you was with him!!?”


  The old man hit Jize’s wounded cheek, but Jize just quietly bowed his head.


  “…My apologies. My power was insufficient. By the time I arrived, the body of the crown prince had already been abandoned.”


  Ashtal’s eyes teared open like a demon, but in the next moment, he suddenly fell to his knees, powerless, then cried out like beast.


  “Why did Ishtar… Why my did grandson have too… K-Kill this fool! He watched my grandson die!”


  When Ashtal raised his face, only hate could be seen upon it. Though if not for the hate, he would not be able to support his aged body. But even that hate had to be thrown to someone nearby or he would not be able keep himself.


  As Jize kept his head bowed and remained quiet, a military official spoke.


  “Your Majesty! That’s a bit…”


  “You dare defy me!? I am the king of this kingdom!”


  There were some among the youth who were seeing Ashtal angry for the first time. To protect the flinching youth, the minister of the military stepped forward and ordered the imperial guards to take the king away.


  “His Majesty seems tired. Let us give him space to rest! Imperial Guards!”


  Ashtal was taken away by the imperial guards, but he never once stopped cursing.


  “…Jize-dono. I can tell from looking at your wounds just how fierce of a battle you had to go through to get back. I know this very well, but you must also know! That I am a father. Please forgive me for imprisoning you for now.”


  “…You needn’t be concerned for me.”


  After having his wounds tended, Jize was imprisoned.


  Of the people who participated in the expedition, not even 100 people managed to come back alive.


  * * *


  It’s been 5 days since the army of Germion Kingdom was destroyed by Felduk and Fanzel.


  Pale Symphoria, the tactician of the goblin forces, used the information gathered from throughout the land to analyze their strength in comparison to others. Thanks to the information she was able to successfully procure from the intelligence network she built around Germion Kingdom, she was able to know that Germion Kingdom was currently in a state of chaos.


  Of the seven holy knights that served as the pillars of their country, already three have been killed. Gowen the Iron-Armed Knight, Gene the Lightning Fast Knight, and Valdor the Twin Swords Knight. As for Jize the One-Eyed Knight, he was currently wounded and imprisoned. Meanwhile, Gulland the Storm Knight was in the middle of an errand and was in Holy Shushunu Kingdom, while Zelkof the Knight of Destruction was also being confined somewhere and it was a mystery whether he was alive or not.


  The only ones left in the kingdom were Lili the Scarlet Maiden and Sivara the Ripper Knight.


  “Gulland could come back, Zelkof could be released, and Jize could be reinstated, but…”


  Jize’s southern army has been mostly destroyed. The only ones left were Sivara’s 800 soldiers. Lili the Magic Sword Wielder had only 300 soldiers. She had the least soldiers of them all. Zelkof attempted treason, so he had no soldiers. And half of the mage army has been destroyed in the last battle. Even 500 would be plenty for them.


  The same was true for the imperial guards. It was likely that they numbered about only 500 too. They could increase their numbers a little by hiring adventurers, but Germion Kingdom wasn’t that wealthy. In fact, Pale had already taken their financial situation into consideration when she came up with her plans.


  As such, the problem was Gulland.


  “Reinforcements from the Holy Shushunu Kingdom…”


  Holy Shushunu Kingdom’s civil war has already been quelled and the army has already found itself a new war princess.


  Blanche Ririnoie.


  How would the young commander of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom at the center of the continent move? Pale relied on the Burning Bright Moons led by Vine and her Soar to Freedom (Elks Clan) to gather information.


  Skilfully suppressing a civil war and bestowing harsh sanctions… What emerges from that is a brilliant tactic reminiscent of a sharp blade.


  But will Shushunu interfere in the end?


  “Whether they do or not… The destruction of Germion Kingdom can’t be stopped.”


  But Pale did think she had to come up with a plan in case the holy knights did come back.


  “I’m entering.” Gi Za Zakuend opened the door without even knocking.


  Pale was a little annoyed at that, but she still turned to him with an emotionless face. “Do you have business with me?”


  “A letter from Germion Kingdom. It seems the issues between the nobles and the military are finally at a breaking point.”


  Pale closed her eyes partly at that and nodded.


  “In that case, for the plan from here on…”


  “Yes, I know. I feel bad for His Majesty who longs to fight openly, but we have to achieve victory while reducing our losses as much as possible.”


  “Very well. Let’s spend a little time and plot against that country.”


  The goblins still suffered considerable losses in the last battle against the holy knights. Pale had to create a situation wherein the enemy could not exhibit its strength.


  “Order Gi Gu-dono and Gi Jii-dono to retreat, as they will be needed if an immediate threat appears.”


  “Is that so?”


  “Yes. And besides, we need time to attack. We need to position the new soldiers coming from the Forest of Darkness, and they also need to be trained. Even Gi Go-dono would take time, no?”


  “What’s our timeline?”


  “We’ll spare 8 months. The training of the new soldiers from the Forest of Darkness should also end during that time period.”


  “So the attack will be in the summer, huh?… The flames will need to be fanned until then or the enemy might show some signs of life.”


  “Exactly. We’ll wait for the snow to thaw, then we’ll set fire to the north.”


  After Gi Za nodded and left, Pale looked down at the map.


  The problem wasn’t Germion Kingdom itself. The problem was the Holy Shushunu Kingdom standing behind it. Home to the great merchants and a stronghold to the adventurers. She had to spread her intelligence network there too.


  They needed a perfect position in order to prevent even the slightest error in their plans.


  The eyes of the tactician could see for certain the end of Germion Kingdom.
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  He Who Tramples —When one’s allied forces outnumbers the enemy, the attacking power of one’s forces is increased. (MEDIUM)


  Holy Knight Slayer —When fighting against opponents with the Holy Knight class, attack power is increased (MEDIUM) and an Overawe Effect is granted (LOW).
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Soul of the Wise King —Bonus to intelligence (MEDIUM)


  Savage King —Defense, Stamina, Dexterity, Ether, and Attack are all increased (MEDIUM)


  Loved One —Hate from other races is reduced (LOW)


  Arbitrator of a Race —Charm effect toward orcs (MEDIUM); Charm effect toward other races (LOW)


  Orc Commander —One has authority to force orcs to obey an order. Even if Orc Leaders and Orc Kings are born, they will not be able to resist.


   


  Intermission 
In the Old Days When the Sunlight Leaked through the Leaves of the Trees


  In a time long before the Goblin King was born, was the tale of a human and a goblin.


  In that age, a single knight was given charge of the Western Region in accordance to the holy knight system of Germion Kingdom. Gowen Ranid the Iron Armed Knight. He was not just an old knight that served the king. His martial arts skills and his tactics in battle also proved to make him a special person in Germion Kingdom.


  In his later years, his specialty would lie in his duty as a feudal lord to raise new soldiers, but it wasn’t until a little later that he would begin showing his talents as a feudal lord.


  In this year, there were yet many unexplored areas in the Western Region, and it was only due to the expedition led by King Ashtal that the attacks of the monsters finally quieted.


  In the last expedition led by King Ashtal, His Majesty picked up an adventurer that survived a monster attack. This year that man would begin to serve Germion Kingdom. His name was Gulland Rifenin. At this time, the holy knight that would later be known as the Storm Knight was just a lucky adventurer who managed to survive the attacks of some monsters.


  King Ashtal’s last expedition was a bitter struggle to the end.


  Even with Jize the One-Eyed Knight and Gowen the Iron-Armed Knight serving him, when you look at it from a whole, it always felt as if they were always on the losing ground. It is said that at one point the monsters even invaded the throne of the king. One could only imagine how fierce the fighting was.


  After the king concluded his expedition, the damage the Western Region received was so great that he cried and decided to manage the Western Region seriously. As such, he decided to have his right-hand man, Gowen, take charge of the Western Region.


  King Ashtal was a capable king. And at this time, he was in his 23rd year in power. He was a great man who inherited the throne at a young age and relied on his wits to become the king of the holy knight kingdom. And just as one might expect from a man of his caliber, he did not just entrust the west to his trusted right-hand man, Gowen. He also took another measure.


  He called a person that – at the time – lived at the Holy Shushunu Kingdom and he asked her to help with the management of the Western Region.


  She was Falmia, Falmia De Floria, the woman known in the capital as the ‘The Sage of the East (Turku Mercy)’. She was a famous eccentric at the prime of her life, but even the Ivory Tower acknowledged her wealth of knowledge.


  But she had another nickname apart from the Sage of the East.


  That nickname was: ‘Doll User’.


  A name she received due to her research in a special magic that gave her the power to control monsters.


  Humans learned to use magic after the war of the gods.


  There used to only be as many types of magic as there were gods, but they later organized them to make them easier for humans to use. As such, the different types of magic were divided into four major elements: fire, water, earth, and wind. As for the rest, they were placed under subcategories. Of the four major elements, humans had a particular affinity with fire. As such, approximately 300 years later, humans acknowledged fire to be the greatest of the elements.


  But at the same time, there were people that were reluctant to see the other branches of magic die.


  It was then that the Ivory Tower was built. Its purpose was to gather knowledge and be an engine of research for the development of villages. On top of the four major elements, they gathered knowledge on every branch of magic they could find. Light, holy, darkness, death, lightning, wood, metal… And all of that was stored within the Ivory Tower.


  Of those, Falmia studied darkness. Of course, part of the reason was because she had an affinity for it, but the main reason why her research was permitted was because she had received the divine protection of the Goddess of Wisdom.


  Later on, word of her talents which were said to be equal to that of Tanya Fedra the White Elder and Serion Harlon the Red Elder was spread far and wide by the handsome Floyd Berchen of the Blue Tower, who at the time already held a high social position.


  After many years of research and persistence, her efforts were finally rewarded. The ability to control monster beasts. She was able to mark her name within the branch of magic said to be the hardest of them all, Dark Magic.


  But she was not satisfied.


  If it were possible to control monster beasts, then it should also be possible to control monsters.


  She believed it was possible in theory, so she wanted to try it as much as possible. For her first experiment, she tried it out on a relatively safer monster, a goblin. Surprisingly, she succeeded on her first try.


  The Ivory Tower lauded her achievements. They even said that she would one day inherit the White Tower and be the next White Elder.


  Humans are greedy creatures. And she was not satisfied with that.


  She wanted to let the world know that her magic that could make monsters submit to her was not inferior to the four major elements. She wanted to prove that.


  So she bid farewell to Floyd Berchen and went directly to Germion Kingdom. Behind her was a strangely charming goblin that carried her belongings.


  “Master, where are we headed to this time?” The goblin asked.


  “To a country called Germion Kingdom,” she replied.


  —


  “Gerumion?”


  The goblin inclined his head and Falmia replied while gesturing with her hands exaggeratedly.


  “Hear ye, hear ye! All men that yearn to be knights! Head to the west! There, lies a kingdom of knights! Where neither social status, nor gender, nor age matter! Only the power of a knight! Our king is King Ashtal Do Germion! …Or something like that, anyway.”


  “Amazing! Amazing!”


  The goblin’s eyes twinkled and she smiled.


  “Well, I performed at a play before. The strongest country of the Western Region. That is Germion Kingdom.”


  “Will I have friends there?”


  “…Let’s see. It would be good if there were.”


  The goblin happily laughed and Falmia nodded.


  Even though she knew that was a wish that could never come true.


  * * *


  A woman accompanied by a goblin came to Germion Kingdom..


  Their first impression greatly shook the kingdom.


  Falmia, the sage who also held the second name Doll User, was given a residence at a corner of the nobles district and received a warm welcome from the kingdom of knights.


  But it was at the moment of their visit that the proposal to reclaim the unexplored lands was pushed forward and the damage from the monsters increased. Even without the Orc Madness that would occur later, it was during this time that the monster beasts and monsters were retaliating against the humans after having their territories invaded.


  Because of that her ability to control monsters garnered much attention.


  They thought that perhaps with her power she could tame the fiendish monsters and make them fight other monsters. King Ashtal, who wanted to reclaim the Western Region, was aiming for just that. Although, he himself wouldn’t be able to deny that it was also a decision made partly out of desperation from the unending losses to the monsters.


  One day, she revealed her tamed goblin before the king. On the throne was a young King Ashtal. The aura about him was yet tinged with the flavor of war and was brimming with the majesty of a country’s king. Around him were the famed holy knights as his guards.


  “It is a pleasure to meet you, Your Majesty.”


  When the goblin bowed its head, Ashtal narrowed his eyes.


  “Oh? Who could’ve thought that a goblin would…”


  Gowen the Iron-Armed Knight and Jize the One-Eyed Knight opened their eyes wide upon seeing that. After all, the goblin was talking fluently. That was enough to shock them.


  “It doesn’t seem like she’s hidden a child inside that thing, but…”


  Gowen and Jize were still suspicious, so with the permission of the king, they closely observed the goblin.


  “Is it not dangerous, Falmia-dono?”


  “Are you questioning my magic?”


  Jize’s question was met with a cold response from the offended Falmia. Jize knitted his brows, but Gowen interjected to keep things from escalating.


  “Can this goblin fight?”


  When Gowen glared at the goblin and showered it with killing intent, the goblin was spooked and hid behind Falmia.


  “Scary, scary, scary.”


  “…It’s alright.”


  Falmia unreservedly patted the goblin’s head as she turned a criticizing gaze toward Gowen.


  “Excuse me. That was thoughtless of me.”


  “Goblins are known for their ferocity, but who would’ve thought there would be such coward among them…”


  When the king said that, the two holy knights bowed their head and moved away from the goblin.


  “It certainly piques one’s interest. Falmia-dono, please stay at our country for a while and continue your research.”


  “…Thank you.”


  After that she became very busy.


  She did not overstay inside the house she was given and instead traveled throughout Germion Kingdom as she continued her research. The goblin spent most of the days doing housework for the house she was given.


  * * *


  On the 3rd year since Falmia and the goblin came to Germion Kingdom, Falmia’s research finally bore fruit. By having two monster beasts mate, she was able to succeed at domesticating them.


  They acknowledged her as their parent and as such would not attack her. Yes, this could be considered domestication. She presented her results to King Ashtal immediately, and the king praised her, while promising to treat her even better.


  “That’s great, Master.”


  “Indeed. Even I can’t help but my admire my own talents.”


  She cheerfully laughed while drinking eastern grape wine at her own residence. Naturally, the goblin was also elated at his master’s happiness and cooked some food.


  “At this rate, I’ll be able to reduce the casualties from the monsters and I’ll be able to make my dream of humans and monster beasts coexisting a reality.”


  “The coexistence of humans and monsters?”


  The goblin inclined his head in confusion and Falmia laughed.


  “Yes. It is my belief that those who are living shouldn’t always fight amongst themselves. If we could live while holding each other’s hands, nothing could be better.”


  There was a tinge of sadness in her gaze, so the goblin spoke cheerfully to try and cheer her up.


  “Master is gentle! Everyone will get along! That is good!”


  “Yes, that’s true. Perhaps my dream won’t come true while I’m alive, but one day, I’m sure… The day will come when races of all kinds will hold each other’s hands and walk together.”


  Because of how great and different her ideals were, she had to leave the Ivory Tower.


  After all, the Ivory Tower was merely a place for research.


  “Yes. I’ll give this to you.”


  She took out a book from her chest and gave it to the goblin.


  “Book…”


  “Learn how to read. I’ll teach you to get you starting.”


  Falmia gently smiled and the goblin happily nodded.


  Falmia and the goblin spent their fourth year at Germion Kingdom peacefully. Because of her last progress in her research, she spared no effort in gathering material. To that end, she needed time.


  The time she spent at home increased, and she used that time to teach the goblin how to read.


  Perhaps, the goblin had always held a talent for it, but he was elated to be able to meet her expectations. He quickly learned how to read.


  But then the fifth year of their stay at Germion Kingdom came, and an event that would decide their destiny occurred.


  This event was none other than the Orc Madness.


  —


  On the fifth year of Falmia’s research, the results of her domestication of the three-horned boars (triple horn), the one-horned boars (horn boar) and the likes, were adopted by a pioneer village, and they were even able to successfully multiply them.


  But on that year, on the month of Horus, a news came that greatly shook the imperial capital.


  A pioneer village had been destroyed. And all of the villagers were killed. Even the beasts she had domesticated were all destroyed.


  From the corpses left in the outer moats, it could be inferred that the enemies were orcs. The question now was, how many orcs were there? After all, this was a horde so great that not even a single survivor was left to tell the tale. Sending the holy knight was – of course – a given, but they still needed to find out how many soldiers to send them with.


  Meanwhile, they also had a lot of other problems, such as the Southern Free Cities or the problems pertaining to taxes.


  If they sent too many soldiers, they could lose their territory to the south. As such, King Ashtal decided to rely on the strongest force of the central continent, the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, to arbitrate, while he focused his forces in the Western Region.


  “Holy Knight Gowen, Holy Knight Valdor, lead your soldiers and destroy the orcs.”


  While King Ashtal sent the holy knight, Jize, to watch the south, he summoned Valdor from the east and sent him with Gowen to put a stop to the Orc Madness.


  The two holy knights relied on solid tactics to cope with the situation at hand.


  By fortifying the defenses of the pioneer villages and patrolling them, they were able to stabilize the situation and reduce the damages from the orcs. After all, what they feared the most was for the pioneer villagers to flee the pioneer villages out of fear.


  It could be said that these two unfortunate holy knights were given the difficult task of having to repel the unpredictable attack of the orcs while also dealing with things on the political side.


  But these two holy knights were both brilliant and excelled at cooperating with others.


  They kept in touch frequently and regularly exchanged information while they searched for the orcs.


  “It seems this incident is the Orc Madness. At least, that is what Doll User-dono says.”


  “So, the enemies are pseudo-pigs then?”


  “Yes. Still, it’s been 10 days already. Have you seen any orcs?”


  “No. The villages haven’t suffered as a result, but…”


  This was their second time exchanging information, but they still haven’t caught any sight of the orcs. But that wasn’t surprising, as at this point in time the orcs have moved down to the south and were attacking the Border Lands of the Free Cities.


  “What are the odds they just went back to the forest?”


  “It’s not zero, but when the Orc Madness occurred in the east before, they never retreated once.”


  “So we can’t let our guard down. But in that case, just where could they have possibly vanished to? There’s no way they found out our intentions and are moving in response…”


  Gowen tilted his head, while Valdor did the same without saying anything.


  “Emergency report!”


  And then the worst possible news was brought before them.


  “The orcs have appeared at the south! The holy knight, Jize, is dealing with them, but there’s too many! Requesting reinforcements at once!”


  “Damn! They got us good!”


  As Gowen and Valdor clicked their tongues, they immediately pulled their army.


  * * *


  The sudden appearance of the orcs at the south brought great chaos to imperial capital of Germion Kingdom.


  The orcs were headed straight for the capital. They numbered approximately 500. Although an official advisory to evacuate had already been given to the villages along the way, the damages received were already impossible to count. Because of this emergency situation, King Ashtal summoned the adventurers to the castle.


  In order to respond to the enemy, King Ashtal had them join the fray as an impromptu army.


  During this emergency, Falmia herself was also busy. The meetings held at the castle frequently demanded information on the monsters. And she was the foremost figure when it came to knowledge pertaining to monsters due to her research on monsters and monster beasts.


  Of course, the king had many questions, and she had to respond to all of them, as well as the inquiries of the nobles.


  Falmia never excelled with human relations from the start, so the continued days of excessive meetings gradually took a toll on her mentally and physically. She never was one to eat much, but now, she ate even less and became weaker.


  The goblin hated to see her like that, but the only thing he could do was to tend to the house. He poured out his heart cooking for her, but she wouldn’t even eat half before returning the food.


  The goblin wanted to make her happy no matter what.


  He knew that his master loved magic.


  So he desperately studied the characters she taught him before and successfully learned magic. He thought for sure she would be elated if she were to see that. That was why he did that.


  But fate was a fickle thing that changed with just one step.


  One day, when she came back in the dead of the night, the goblin showed off his magic before her, hoping to get her praise, but instead, what he got was her anger.


  “Master! Look. Magic!”


  “…Here I am suffering so much, unable to do any research, and you’re playing around!?…”


  The goblin thought for sure she would be elated, so when she suddenly said those harsh words, he shrank. As the goblin stood their, shaking and unable to speak, Falmia said this.


  “Leave! Leave at once!”


  As she said that, she fell onto the desk and cried.


  “Master…”


  The goblin carried the magic book she got from her and opened the door with shoulders dropped.


  By the time she’d stopped crying and had regained her calm, the goblin was no longer in the house.


  “No, it can’t be…”


  It was only now that she finally realized what she’d said.


  “What have I done!?”


  She left the house and searched the capital.


  But in the end, she failed to find her goblin, and though saddened, she had no choice but to be swept in the flow of time. Although the Orc Madness was eventually suppressed by a young adventurer who then received the position of holy knight. None of that mattered to her.


  She refused even the king’s gratitude, and after purchasing the house the king had given to her, she began living a secluded life.


  * * *


  The old goblin opened his eyes.


  He felt like he was seeing a long dream. A dream about a time from long ago.


  When he heard the shouts outside, he got up and went outside to take a look.


  “Oh, Elder. Look, these are the elites of His Majesty.”


  The young water mage goblin called out to him. The old goblin gently nodded to himand turned to the direction he pointed. At the direction he pointed were many young goblins orderly lined up.


  Their great king had brought them much food from the world of humans. That was a great achievement.


  Because of the abundance of food, the forces of the Goblin King were steadily increasing.


  “…Germion Kingdom will probably fall.”


  “Yes. Before the power of our king, the countries of humans are nothing but dust before the winds.”


  “…I was thinking of going too.”


  “Hah?”


  “I think I should join the war too.”


  “But you’re in charge of the management of the Fortress of the Abyss.”


  The old goblin shook his head and patted the shoulder of the young water mage.


  “I’ll leave that to you.”


  “Ha. But…”


  “It’s the wish of someone who doesn’t have long left. Please let me go.”


  After some hesitation, the young goblin eventually nodded, and the old goblin gently smiled.


  “Master…”


  Are you still alive? The old goblin wondered. The book you gave me is gone already, but…


  As the old goblin took a spear in place of the cane he walked around with, he prepared to depart.


   


  Chapter 235 
The Turning Wheels of War


  The snow would melt and the water would flow down the surface of the mountain. Before long, the land would drink the water and the water would flow into the river, spreading out into the lower reaches, becoming a vast source of water that would nourish the crops of Germion Kingdom and the southern countries.


  In the year 232 of the history of Germion Kingdom, in the year 3 of the history of the goblins, on the month of Rabid, a season where the snow melted late visited the north.


  Word of such a season was brought to Lili, the fedual lord of the north, but with it also came word of the barbarians’ attack.


  “Snow Demons (Yugushiva)! They’re back!”


  As Lili calmed down the screaming soldier, she took her Sky Splitter (Vashinant) and went to the Great Mountains of the Snow God (Yugrasil).


  “Have the guards help the people evacuate. The mountain patrols are to go with me to look for the enemy!”


  She had already predicted that the Yugushiva might one day return, so she didn’t lose her calm and was able to give out one order after another. As she received follow-up reports from her men, she headed for the mountains of Yugrasil.


  “Milord, we have spotted goblins among the enemy forces!”


  *BA BUMP. The moment she heard those words, her lips that have been giving orders without pause suddenly stopped.


  “What kind of goblin?”


  “There is one that’s nearly 2 meters tall. He has a slender build. But what’s most important is that the goblin is fighting at the front with his curved sword alongside the snow demons (yugushiva).”


  “Not a great sword or a spear, huh.”


  “Hah?”


  “No, it’s nothing. Let’s hurry!”


  As she got up her horse, she spurred her horse on and rode a straight line. With the image of that which should be protected within her heart, the holy knight stood before the invasion of the goblins.


  At the same time, the axe and sword army (Felduk) along with Gi Jii’s regiol had gathered by the eight fortresses in between the Western Region and Germion Kingdom. A part of the Bow and Arrow Army (Fanzel) also came with them, bringing their total numbers to 6,000. The one leading that army was Gi Gu Verbena, one of the four generals.


  “A magnificent view.”


  Every soldier wore an armor produced from the Forest of Darkness and the demihumans and the goblins wielded weapons made by the small people (koro toku).


  Donned in the armor bestowed unto him by the king, Gi Gu folded his arms and on his eyes were reflected the siege weapons they acquired from their alliance with the humans. The ones handling these siege weapons were Gi Jii’s regiol and the humans of the border defense unit.


  “General Gilmi is ready!”


  He nodded to Gu Naga’s (Long) report.


  “The human, Shumea, and general Gi Jii are ready!”


  He nodded to Gu Big’s report.


  “Felduk is ready!”


  Gi Gu Verbena nodded to Gu Tough’s report and drew his sword from his waist.


  “I’m not fond of being led by the nose by that elven girl, but the story changes if it’s leading the advance army of the king. All forces, march!”


  As the goblin forces began their march, the earth shook. The blood-stained Felduk, who came to be synonymous with the word ‘fear’ in the southern lands, began moving toward the sturdiest fortresses of Germion Kingdom.


  “Our axe of fear shall carve itself into their minds!”


  Felduk throbbed with Gi Gu’s words.


  Even the forces of the Goblin King’s army at the south sped up.


  It was as if several snakes were gathering together to become one giant snake as the clouds of dust kicked up by the cavalry gathered into one. At the head of that cavalry was a goblin. He did not even turn around as he swung his spear with one arm and changed the formation of the cavalry according to his will.


  As they assumed the Wedge Formation and rode upon the land, the only thing reflected on their eyes was the territory they were about to trample underfoot.


  “Gi Ga Rax-dono!”


  A goblin rode parallel to the one-armed goblin leading the cavalry and greeted him.


  “Please give Paradua the honor of leading the vanguard!”


  “Swing your spearheads as you please, Hal-dono.”


  When Gi Ga nodded, Hal trembled in excitement for a moment, and then he rode ahead of Gi Ga.


  “The honor of the vanguard lies with Paradua! The very existence of our spearheads is to hunt for glory. Do not let it go dull! Bring victory to the king!”


  Hal raised his spearhead, and the soldiers under him cried out with spirits high.


  “Bring victory to the king!”


  The fastest of the goblin forces, the Tiger and Spear Army (Aransain), attacked from the south.


  As the goblin forces moved out in the north, the west, and the south, the long arm of Pale the Tactician stretched out to surround Germion Kingdom.


  “Listen up you bastards! You can name your price for this job, so put your backs into it!”


  The clan (Red Moon Clan) led by Vine the Mad Blade spread its feared name far and wide. Just a few years ago, it was but a small and weak clan, but now, its momentum was so great that it seemed it could make even the birds flying in the sky fall.


  Supported by funds from who knows where, they gathered the clans and staged a revolt in the eastern region of Germion Kingdom. After attacking the government office, they took over the city.


  Germion Kingdom was now surrounded by enemies in all four directions.


  —


  One could only imagine how confused Germion Kingdom was after being surrounded by enemies from every direction. The Kingdom of Holy Knights, whose power once resounded throughout the world, now didn’t even have an inkling of its former majesty. The people fled and the nobles left the imperial capital to go to their respective territories.


  The lines of people fleeing the country created a long line at the gates of Germion Kingdom.


  And the king who should have been managing all of these had lost all interest in government affairs. He did not do anything and merely sat there upon his throne. Ever since the day he lost his grandson, Ishtar, he had become nothing more than a husk.


  Not a trace of his majesty as the Majestic King was left.


  Although the old king showed himself again after grieving the death of his grandson, Ishtar, the old but brilliant king never again came back. Only an old main waiting for death. And with that emerged the long seething conflict between the nobles and military officials.


  The power struggles delayed the rebuilding of the country, and in the end, even Lord Bedoru reached his limits. The power struggles also changed the standing of the holy knights.


  The holy knight, Sivara, was relocated to the east to accomodate Valdor’s territory, while Gulland was continuously sent to the Holy Shushunu Kingdom as reinforcement. Jize remained in prison, and Lili the Scarlet Maiden was wary of the north.


  In the battle of the imperial court, Gulland was essentially forgotten and Jize was left alone to prevent political enemies from using him as an opening. No one wanted to pick chestnuts from the fire.


  As for Lili, her territory was originally poor and she was of little threat as far political enemies went, so she was detained in the north.


  Sivara was the only one who successfully increased his territory by spurring on his friends from every direction, but the power he could display was by no means equal to the territory he owned.


  The elites of the eastern division had gone with Valdor and were wiped out.


  Rebuilding the weakened soldiers now would be difficult even if the late Gowen were with him. Moreover, he also had to expend effort for the management of his now bigger territory. If anything, rebuilding his army had been slowed down.


  The people themselves may not have realized it, but this result was actually brought about by the schemes of Gi Za Zakuend the Wizard Class. He pulled the strings from behind the scenes to prevent the holy knights from being able to show their power.


  Although it was only possible through the intelligence network built by the Soar to Freedom (Elks Clan), Gi Za’s display of power that was akin to that of pouring oil into the flames of the conflicts of the imperial court was still nothing short of brilliant.


  Entangled within the great web of schemes woven by the goblins these past 8 months was none other than Germion Kingdom.


  * * *


  The ruler of the plains, the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. Its war princess, Blanche Ririnoie, led her sorcerer cavalry (mana guard) and headed for the neighboring minor nations.


  Her objective was to reestablish an alliance with them and the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  She brought a diplomat with her, but it was clear as day that she was planning for an armed diplomacy. It is said that the minor nations once teamed up with the people who once competed for the peak of the military with her.


  Her bringing only a small number of her troops with her to a place such as that showed just how courageous she was.


  “I want to go back to Shushunu quickly,” the feeble man for an aide said.


  “…You still miss your hometown even though you’re with this princess?” The girl laughed scornfully.


  The ways of the nobles have been taught to her from birth, their pride and their elegance deeply rooted within her. She is a pure noble groomed from birth to stand above others.


  “A crafty courtier only good for flattery. A foolish lord. A persecuted populace. As curious as these things may be at first, showing such things repeatedly to His Majesty the King or to I is simply too cruel. This sort of life is too far from elegance,” Blanche said.


  “…If I may speak frankly,” the aide said.


  “You may,” she immediately replied.


  “Is it not because His Majesty the King hates you, princess?”


  “You think so too? What a sad thing. Even though I adore His Majesty so.”


  “…And who wouldn’t be scared of a woman that comes in laughing while carrying the four fresh heads of those that opposed her?” Gulland interjected.


  “Hmm. That’s a fresh opinion. So what do you think I should do in that situation then, Gulland?” Blanche asked.


  “…Like I’d know. In the first place, I don’t even understand what’s so good about that incompetent king.”


  Blanche smiled like a cat teasing a mouse.


  “That’s precisely why. A fool who does not understand the extent of his authority and does not even know how to use it. A dunce who does not realize his subjects’ ambitions. There are plenty of reasons to adore him.”


  “There is one thing I do understand. You are one hell of an eccentric.”


  “Fu fu fu. Thank you for the compliments. The more brilliant a person is, the further from normalcy he will stray. To wish to abide in the same place as others is no different from stagnation. Such a thing is no different from betrayal, no? It is not beautiful.”


  Gulland came here as reinforcement from Germion Kingdom, but for some reason, this eccentric girl has taken a liking to him ever since their first meeting.


  When the sound of a horse galloping resounded from behind, their conversation immediately halted, and a messenger appeared before her.


  “An army of roughly 2000 from the Kingdom of Shirad is approaching from behind. They are equipped with heavy armor. It is likely that they are pursuing us.”


  —


  “2,000, huh? That’s a lot.” Gulland muttered.


  The feeble aide nodded. “Princess, I believe the best course of action here is to assume formation and meet the enemy.”


  “And our losses should we attack them from in front?” Blanche asked.


  “It should not even reach 100.”


  “If my beloved mana guard were to be wasted here, it would be a humiliation to grandmother. There would be no elegance to it. Let us bring the army to the woodlands 2 kirol (kilometer) from here and have them lie in wait at both sides.”


  Blanche commanded without changing her expression even a little.


  “But that would expose you to danger, princess.”


  “Gulland is here.”


  “What are you counting on me for? You have your mana guard.”


  “Because you’re cute and pitiable, of course.”


  “…Hah?”


  Gulland glared at her seriously, but Blanche did not flinch and merely sent her aide out.


  “You people are insane.”


  Gulland unhappily told the aide, but he did not appear to care and merely shrugged his shoulders.


  “Come, let us think of some elegant words with which to demand their surrender. This is a pleasant and exciting hour.”


  The army of Shirad Kingdom were currently chasing after the mana guards to take them by surprise, so when they suddenly saw two people riding horses and found out that one of them was none other than Blanche the War Princess herself, whom they were after, they could not help but halt and doubt their eyes.


  “This is impossible. What is she doing here?”


  But try as the general might to ask that question, there was no one among his men who could answer it. In the end, the one to break the silence was none other than Blanche herself.


  “Foolish, ugly, mud pigs. Why do you dare stand before me? Have you lost your minds after realizing that I am the head of the noble House of Ririnoie!?”


  “F-Foolish?”


  “Mud pigs!?”


  In the face of that storm of abusive words, the followers of the general could only watch on with amazement.


  “If you keep your dirty faces looking down and leave right now, I shall make an exception and forgive you for your rudeness. If you feel even the slightest shame for having such ugly pig-like nature, then return from whence you came and let those that instigated you know that there is only one life and it deserves to be treasured!”


  Blanche happily said. She was in such a good mood that it seemed she could not only hum but even sing as she opened her mouth.


  “Now, pigs! Reveal your cowardly selves and return to your country!”


  After unleashing that abuse on the soldiers of Shirad, Blanche bid them farewell with a matter-of-factly ‘well then’, and then urged her steed to gallop away.


  “You’re not going to wait for their response?” Gulland asked.


  “Such ball-less people who dare not pursue after being told that much have no charm. There’s no need for me to accompany them. But if they did chase after me, they would do so desperately while trying to grasp my noble retreating appearance,” Blanche replied.


  She smiled complacently and rode off with her back turned to her enemy.


  Gulland sighed and chased after her, but the enemies were all jeering and chasing after them from behind. From time to time, Gulland would deflect the incoming arrows as he protected her back. But Blanche only looked straight and did not bother turning around one bit.


  “Hey. They’re going to catch up soon.”


  “…Ah yes. In that case, I suppose we might as well just stopped here now.”


  “Haah!?”


  After riding for 2 kirol (kilometer), she stopped midway through the path in the woodlands.


  “She stopped! Kill her!”


  One could just imagine how devilish the face the general was currently making to cry that out so loudly and with such fury.


  “Hey.”


  Gulland called out to her, but she raised her right hand to silence him.


  “Was calling them mud pigs so effective?”


  The girl complacently smiled as she brought down her right hand.


  “But alas, their foolishness must be paid for with death.”


  Magic bullets simultaneously fired from both sides of the forest, stopping the approaching army. The army of 2,000 became restless at the sudden enemy attack. The fire bullets blocked their vision, while the water bullets dented their iron armor and sent them flying.


  Before anyone knew it, mana guards equipped in heavy armor had surrounded Blanche.


  “Princess, the assault unit is ready. We can attack the center of the enemy formation anytime now.” The feeble aide gently bowed.


  Blanche thought about it for a while, but in the end, she shook her head. “Your words aren’t elegant.”


  “Hah.” Gulland looked suspiciously at Blanche.


  Blanche smiled an elegant smile and drew her sword. “At times like these, we have to do it like this lest we forget to keep our grace.”


  Blanche took a mouthful of breath, then after glancing teasingly at Gulland, turned to the enemy.


  “We ride for the enemy’s center! To me!”


  “Ha!”


  Although their enemies numbered 2,000, the 300 mana guards around Blanche easily tore through their forces. Magic rained down from both sides while the mana guard broke through with overwhelming penetrative prowess. In the blink of an eye, the enemy forces collapsed, and the mana guards were pursuing after them.


  “Don’t run! Damn it!”


  But the battle had already been decided.


  The enemy general tried to encourage his soldiers, but try as he might, with their formation broken and with the soldiers meant to defend him having all ran away, even he was left with no choice but to run away himself.


  “Damn it! I’ll remember this!” The general cried out.


  —


  “You should be saying that after you’ve fled!” Gulland replied.


  Gulland swung his great sword from atop his steed, crushing down onto the helmet of the general. Normally, he would have killed the enemy general here, but a captured traitor was worth more alive than dead, so he purposely held back.


  He was with Blanche, who held a politically strong position, so it was only natural that his fighting style would lean toward politics.


  Blanche and her mana guard were able to capture the general along with several other prisoners of war without losing even a single soldier. Of course, there were some that were wounded, but no one died.


  They brought out the prisoners to be interrogated before Blanche.


  “S-Save me! I’ll do anything!” The general said.


  As soon as the general was brought before her, Gulland’s expression twisted.


  “Hmm… You want to be saved? You’ll do anything?” Blanche asked.


  “Yes, of course! I mean, of course, ma’am.” The general replied.


  “Then go and act like the mud pig you are.”


  “What!? I-I mean yes! Right away!”


  When the general started crawling on the mud like a pig, Blanche laughed loudly.


  “Fu fu fu! Fu ha ha ha! That’s hilarious. Since you’re so funny, you can keep doing that while you listen.”


  She sat on the chair specially prepared for her, switched the position of her long legs, and smiled as she said those cold words.


  “Thanks to you, Shirad Kingdom will now be forced to make a decision. That is to either surrender or fight with my country. But Shirad Kingdom has lost most of its soldiers in this war. And even if Shirad is able to avoid a war, Shushunu will not interfere when the other countries start poking their noses in. Your country will become the center of conflict.”


  The more she spoke, the more the general desperately tried to play the mud pig. After all, he could tell that her voice was getting colder and colder.


  “From here on Shirad Kingdom will wander along the brink of destruction. And it will all be your fault. Even if you surrender to us, my country will not renew the alliance. After we receive what we are owed, our countries will no longer have any relationship with each other. At the very least, that’s what I intend to do. Can you understand it? The misery that the people of your country will experience from here on?”


  The smile on her face was now but a mere shape plastered upon that beautiful canvas. Her eyes were as cold as the depths of the icy oceans.


  “Behead this pig.”


  “No! Eek—”


  Without even waiting for the general to finish what he was about to say, the aide lopped off his head.


  “…Slow!”


  She said as she slapped her aide.


  “My apologies.”


  “There is no need to talk to a pig. Pigs are only useful for offerings.”


  The War Princess looked back to the dull open eyes of the dead general and laughed.


  * * *


  The Goblin King still was yet to make an appearance in the battle between the goblins and Germion Kingdom, but the front lines were already being one-sidedly pushed by the goblins.


  Gi Go Amatsuki, who attacked from the north, confronted the holy knight, Lili, and without retreating a step, nailed her army down in the north. Gi Gu Verbena and Ra Gilmi Fishiga, who were attacking from the west, were taking over the fortresses with the help of the siege weapons.


  Gi Ga Rax, who was attacking from the south, made use of their speed to quickly go up north from the southern region. Without Sivara the Ripper Knight and Jize the One-Eyed Knight at the south, there was nothing to stop the divine speed of Aransain, and they were able to break through the border easily.


  Meanwhile, Sivara had his hands tied with the insurrection caused by the Burning Bright Moons.


  The adventurers confined themselves inside the metropolitan area. Sivara was unable to bring them into the kind of battle he excelled at, so he was forced to fight by their rules. Unfortunately, these adventurers were very patient.


  The southern front lines were fragile and were easily broken through by Gi Ga.


  This was a result brought about due to the lack of person who could bring the forces of the south together. Without a holy knight or someone with skills on the level of the minister of the military, it was impossible to bring together the strength of the southern side of Germion Kingdom. As a result, the nobles were broken through one after another by Gi Ga.


  To the nobles of the south who were used to the speed of humans, the speed of goblins that handled monster beasts was simply too abnormal. That was all the more truer for Gi Ga’s army that prioritized speed. Gi Ga’s army would trample over their forces before they could even prepare their defenses.


  As Pale the Tactician listened to the reports pouring into her tent one after another, a smile appeared on her face and she looked down on the map.


  On her eyes were reflected the meadows in the distant snowy mountains.


  “The prey is wounded. Already, it has no place left to run nor does it have any strength to… Fu fu.”


  The victory of the goblins was within grasp.


  “Only the finishing blow is left now.”


  On the eyes of the tactician were clearly reflected the picture of victory.


   


  Chapter 236 
Setting Sun


  Year 232 of the History of Germion Kingdom in the month of Drago. One month ago the snow demons (Yugushiva) were spotted in the north. Since then the northern front lines have been in a deadlock. A decisive battle couldn’t occur since the snow demons (Yugushiva) insisted on avoiding it.


  “This will be the second attack this month.”


  Lili bit her lips as she surveyed the worsening damages on the map. The damage received in a single attack was insignificant. At most, the enemy would steal food for about 10 people at most, but the problem was that they didn’t stop.


  Lili could try to spread her guards and patrols to cover a wide area, but then the goblins will trample over them, so even arresting the snow demons was not really an option. The situation was such that they had no other choice but to push with numbers, but the information necessary for them to concentrate their numbers just wasn’t there.


  If the enemy were to attack an area where the few elites of their army, including Lili, were absent, then they will immediately lose the war.


  This was the guerrilla warfare that even Gulland had difficulty dealing with.


  Lili tried to ask for reinforcements from Germion Kingdom, but the only answer she got was an order to defend the territory until death. With no other option left, she had no choice but to send letters to some nobles that she was personally close with in order to gain information. This was not something she wanted to do if possible.


  As a result, she was able to find out that Germion Kingdom was currently under attack from all four directions.


  When it comes to the difference in army strength, the north was still better off.


  There were less than 2,000 soldiers at the western side of Germion Kingdom, and yet the enemies there numbered at least 6,000. Moreover, that was only the number that they were able to confirm.


  Even Sivara the Ripper Knight, who led the eastern division soldiers at the east, had his work cut out for him.


  Moreover, the southern border has already been broken through, and the nobles possessing various territories are being defeated one after another.


  As such, Lili couldn’t help but realize that the country was already on the brink of destruction. Even the east that she should have been able to rely on for reinforcements was having a hard time. This was despite Sivara, who is said to be the greatest general in Germion Kingdom, being there. He was simply unable to deal with the rebellion. Has Germion Kingdom contacted the Holy Shushunu Kingdom? Unless they send reinforcements, it was likely that Germion Kingdom would be destroyed under the pressure from the enemies coming at them from every direction.


  Now that the king has lost all desire to manage the government, the minister of the military, Lord Bedoru, has focused the soldiers of the kingdom toward the south where the invasion had penetrated the deepest.


  The foundations of the country were audibly creaking.


  The loss of King Ashtal’s successor. The expulsion of real holy knights from the country due to political strife. The decision to prioritize dealing with domestic discord over the enemies attacking from outside, thereby, worsening the wounds of the kingdom.


  As Lili thought of the kingdom slowly being dismantled, a cold chill ran through her back.


  She had the people of her fief to protect.


  She had soldiers that she led.


  As the feudal lord, she had to protect them all. The family of Aureya that she once abandoned now shackled her again. The possessor of the magic sword. The hunter of monsters. Either of which was the title of the head of the Aureya Family in the past.


  The title of the family head who died a hero.


  She should have changed since she spent time at that forest with the saint, Reshia.


  She would protect those she loved as a knight. That was an oath akin to that of an unbreakable sword. And it held true so long as it was within her power. That oath was neither a lie nor a mistake.


  But then, when the sword is at last broken, what fate awaited the people? This was a battle that she was unlikely to win even if she were to fight. She knew exactly how powerful the enemy was. Because of that she could not choose to act recklessly.


  Within a temporary camp away from her mansion, inside her tent, Lili desperately sought for an answer.


  * * *


  While the northern front lines were at a deadlock, the western front lines were progressing greatly.


  Gi Gu Verbena’s western army took advantage of the power of the siege weapons and their racial advantage that allowed them to call the darkness their friend to overtake the fortresses one after another.


  The booming noise that erupted each time the stones slung by the catapults crashed into the brick-reinforced fortresses resounded regardless of the time of day. That was a great weight upon the exhausted people of the Western Region. This was the 10th day of attack.


  The numerically superior goblins divided their attacks into three parts and attacked consecutively. When the arrows of the enemy showed a remarkable decrease in number, Gi Gu Verbena consulted the nearby Ra Gilmi Fishiga.


  The commander of the western goblin army was Gi Gu, and Gilmi the Hero of Ganra was merely here as rear support. Were these two goblins the overly competitive sort, then they would obviously try to outdo each other, but Gilmi did not show even the slightest hint of wanting to compete as he obediently took a step back and allowed Gi Gu to go ahead.


  “Should I send a messenger and demand their surrender?”


  “It’s useless.”


  Gilmi replied without abasing himself.


  Gi Gu nodded. “Why is that?”


  “I hear the ones protecting the fortresses here are the beloved people of Gowen Ranid. These are people who have been driven out of their homes. They are likely to choose death if the alternative means having to bow their head before those who took their home from them.”


  —


  “It should be obvious that they’re at a disadvantage…” Gi Gu said.


  “If they haven’t replaced him yet, then the enemy general should be that man who named himself Yuan. He’s a persistent one. It would be best not to let our guard down,” Gilmi replied.


  “I’ll keep that in mind.”


  After Gi Gu finished talking to Gilmi, he ordered his subordinates to keep attacking. As the catapults were mobilized again, Gilmi looked at Gi Gu strangely.


  “You sure have taken to the siege weapons.”


  “I hate humans, but these things are good. After all, with them around, our soldiers won’t have to die.”


  When people think of Gi Gu Verbena and his blood stained flag (Felduk), people often imagine a bloodthirsty goblin. This bloodthirstiness was considered strong even for a goblin. Part of the reason behind that is because people tended to compare him to Gi Ga Rax, who defeated the humans with mercy and forbearance, which further emphasized his goblin-like violence.


  “Is it so strange?”


  Gilmi became thoughtful for a moment before answering.


  “Yes.”


  In the end, he decided to tell the truth since lying might only worsen their relationship.


  “What an honest goblin!”


  At that, Gi Gu burst into laughter and pointed at his expanding army below his eyes.


  “I ordered Gu Tough to take 400 soldiers with him and work with the humans, but their coordination still needs work. I’m having Gu Big use 300 soldiers to handle the siege weapons of the humans, but their control is still sloppy. It’s probably because they don’t understand very well how it works. If even the siblings that have been following me since the start are like this, it only stands to reason that the ones who evolved just recently can only be worse than them. But…”


  As Gi Gu’s cheeks loosened, his expression resembled that of a blood relative thinking of his family.


  “We are goblins. I am proud to be a goblin. It’s fine to be nice to the humans. It’s fine to work with the other races too. But the goblins must never fall behind.”


  As Gi Gu spoke, Gilmi could feel a fire hidden within each word uttered that caused him to stare in amazement at Gi Gu. When he thought of how a goblin like this could be raised under the king, just a little, he became envious.


  “We are goblins.”


  As Gi Gu said that, he stuck his chest out in pride.


  But on the other hand, if the Goblin King were not around, then perhaps a goblin like this would rise to power. Gilmi didn’t dwell on that thought for too long before dispelling it.


  It was a dangerous thought.


  Thinking of what-ifs regarding the king’s presence or absence was not a good thought to follow as far as protecting his tribe went.


  At the very least, for as long as the king was alive, it was not a thought he should say out loud or show on his face.


  Feeling like he’d touched a taboo, Gilmi shook his head.


  * * *


  Ever since the goblins started pushing the southern front lines, their advantage has been uncontestable.


  Every time the sound of the horses’ hooves that shook the land approached, the nobles of Germion Kingdom and their soldiers would tremble in fear. So long were their spears that the humans would find it difficult to handle them were they to try and wield them for themselves. Their cavalry was heralded by the black tigers followed by the three-eyed unruly horses and the carnivorous terrifying horses. They would skewer any and all that impeded their path as they vividly invaded the southern territories of Germion Kingdom.


  Gi Ga Rax successfully occupied the biggest city of Southern Germion Kingdom, Grauhauze, but he was not satisfied. He left Zaurosh of the Proud Clan (Leon Heart Clan) in charge of negotiations – he could be said to be his right-hand man – while he led his soldiers and conquered the minor feudal lords one after another.


  “Vilan-dono. How goes our supplies?”


  Gi Ga Rax’s army also got the Kushain Believers to temporarily support them and was able to invite the tactician, Vilan Do Zul, to accompany them.


  “Everything is going well. We also managed to minimize the looting.”


  Vilan’s persistence and calmness could show itself the most in maintaining logistics. It was true that the supply lines of the goblins were taken care of by ‘The Ones Behind Everyone (Kurua)’, who are represented by Gi Gi Orudo, one of the four generals, and Gi Bu Rakuta,


  but the one who was able to make the most of it was – strangely – a person they had invited from outside. This person was none other than Vilan Do Zul.


  Calculating the distance and the food consumed by the monster beasts was unfortunately too difficult of a task for the goblins. The Goblin King could do it, but he was a busy man, and most of his time was already being spent dealing with the war.


  Although the southern front lines were indeed important, the king did not have so much spare time that he could divert his attention to personally take care of their supply line.


  “In that case…”


  “Yes. Zaurosh-dono also said that everything is progressing as planned.” Vilan nodded.


  Gi Ga smiled ferociously. “Let us present His Majesty a completed southern invasion.”


  “We’ll have to organize the situation then.”


  “Please. I’m sure if the Hero of Cultidian himself were to talk, everyone would understand.”


  Vilan frowned a little, but he cleared his throat and started explaining to the goblins and the other races lined up.


  The black tigers and the Tiger and Spear Army (Aransain) that broke through the southern borders of Germion Kingdom used their speed to trample over the armies of the minor nobles. Coupling that with various methods of negotiations, they were able to neutralize most of the enemies’ armies.


  Try as the armies of the nobles might to resist, they successfully kept their losses to a minimum as they chased them to the north.


  —


  “We have word that the the minister of the military, Lord Bedoru, has recently departed to bring reinforcements to the south. Their numbers are approximately 1,000. Even if we add their numbers to the southern scouts that we have been intentionally ignoring until now, that’s only about 2,000 soldiers.”


  The quality of the enemy army was a jumble of wheat and tares.


  Most of their forces consisted of second-rate soldiers that have retreated from the frontmost lines, but there were even worse ones among their ranks. One thing was for sure, however. The forces led by the minister of the military, Lord Bedoru, was sure to be first rate.


  They had mages, cavalry, and spearmen. And they numbered 800, 300, and 900 men strong respectively. The first rate soldiers were the mages.


  “As such, it can be said that the ones we have to watch out for the most are the mages.”


  The chief of the Paradua, Hal, nodded, as did the demihumans, including the chief of the centaurs, Tianos. Vilan continued.


  “Our cavalry is 3,000 men strong, while our footmen number 500.”


  Theirs was an army that prioritized mobility above all else. They did not have any heavy infantry. Although they incorporated the human cavalry as well, there were few who could keep up with the harshness of their training. The numbers of the human cavalry were few compared to the goblins.


  If they were to try and maintain the quality of soldiers, the numbers would lessen, but if they tried to increase the numbers, the quality would plummet. This was the ever continuing debate that has plagued generals since time immemorial, but regardless, Gi Ga still possessed an army of 3,500.


  “If I may put it bluntly, whether its quality or number, our advantage is overwhelmingly clear. So long as we do not err in choosing the battlefield, victory is ours.”


  “It’s exactly as you heard.”


  After Vilan finished his explanations, Gi Ga continued.


  “We have come this far. So I believe we should go a little further and attain victory.”


  As Gi Ga smiled ferociously, he signaled for the map that was spread open to be turned as he selected the battlefield.


  “The battlefield shall be Gardol Hills.”


  Gi Ga had chosen the plains where the cavalry could show their strength the most, but it was a location rather close to the capital.


  “2 days if you hurry. 3 days otherwise,” Vilan said as he became thoughtful.


  Gi Ga turned to the people participating in the war council. “Our army is the fastest among the goblins; therefore, let us use these legs of steel and ride forth like the clap of thunder!”


  As Gi Ga said that, he laughed.


  “Our march will be a little faster than the estimated time for ‘hurry’.”


  Vilan made an astonished expression, but Gi Ga showed a fearless smile as he ordered Aransain to sortie.


  “The slow will be left behind! Show Aransain’s divine speed to the hero of our allies!”


  At Gi Ga’s declaration, the soldiers under him cried out.


  After Lord Bedoru heard about the goblin army from the minor nobles that fought against Gi Ga, he realized that the goblins were likely to choose the plains for the deciding battle. But while he managed to foresee that much, he failed to foresee just how quickly the goblins would arrive.


  He believed it would take three days for the goblins to go from the largest city of the south, Grauhauze, to get to the Gardol Hills. During that time, he wanted to set traps and erect anti-cavalry palisades, but Aransain betrayed his expectations. They arrived in just one day.


  That was a speed that completely exceeded human common sense.


  Without any time to prepare, Bedoru and his army suddenly found themselves in the middle of a battle. The soldiers of Aransain pushed them through the battlefield as they pleased, and in the blink of an eye, they were overrun.


  Gi Ga Rax and Hal ignored the attacks of the mages as they charged onwards. The chief of the centaurs, Tianos, executed their Hit and Run Strategy and prevented the enemy cavalry and footmen from nearing them. With even the cavalry led by Zaurosh as insurance, the advantage swung further and further toward the goblins.


  With Gi Ga skillfully handling the cavalry as if they were his limbs, the mishmash army of Germion Kingdom could not hold, and eventually, they were defeated. Even common soldiers could see the brilliance behind Gi Ga’s attacks. Those brilliant attacks of his eventually claimed the life of the minister of the military, Lord Bedoru.


  In this battle, not only did the army of Germion Kingdom lose the ability to take back the south, even the Mage Army that King Ashtal devoted himself to were destroyed. Already, the destruction of the country was clear to anyone’s eyes.


  * * *


  It took Sivara a lot of effort to suppress the rebellion in the east, but in the end, he was able to make some progress. Although he wasn’t able to destroy the rebel army, he was still able to drive them out of the east and restore order.


  But while he was busy quelling the rebellion, the situation in Germion Kingdom has reached a point of no return.


  “Why couldn’t you endure a little longer? Lord Bedoru!”


  Though full of regrets, after Sivara got word of the destruction of the southern reinforcements, he had no choice but to change his plans.


  One reason why he prioritized quelling the rebellion in the east was because of the reinforcements they could rely on from the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. They still had a connection with the war princess through Gulland. If they could rely on that, they might be able to call reinforcements from Shushunu, and with Bedoru of the capital, Sivara of the east, and the reinforcements from Shushunu, then perhaps they might be able to save the south.


  If they were able to make that a reality, then they might have been able to turn the tides of war to their favor.


  Sivara had made his intentions clear with a letter he sent to the capital, but Bedoru sortied despite his advice and lost the main force of the kingdom. Now, there was no stopping the goblins as they took over the south and attacked the west.


  —


  “Young M— I mean, Milord. The situation calls for urgency.”


  At the words of the old knight, who served as his tutor, Sivara knew that he had to decide the fate of the people of the fief that he had to protect.


  Germion Kingdom was already on the verge of destruction; therefore, both as a noble and as the feudal lord walking in the footsteps of his late father, Sivara had to make the decision.


  One path was to protect the east to the very end and endure the attacks of the goblins.


  Choosing this path meant he would have to rely on reinforcements from the Holy Shushunu Kingdom to protect his own fief. It was the same thing as abandoning Germion Kingdom. A plan wherein he protected only his fief while the goblins overran the capital of Germion Kingdom.


  But it was a firm decision. Germion Kingdom could no longer be saved. It only made sense to protect what could be saved.


  So long as Sivara himself was mentally prepared to walk this path, as well as become a vassal state of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, then it was not a bad plan by any means. After all, the goblins were focused on the western region and the imperial capital and were not looking toward the east one bit.


  The second path was to rescue the king and Jize, who had been confined, and relocate the capital to the east.


  Frankly, this plan was essentially a gamble. If he were to walk this path, he would have to fight the goblins, break through them, and save the king or a member of the royal family. Although risky, it was an attractive option, for it meant saving his friend, Jize, and it held the possibility of rallying the forces of Germion Kingdom.


  The third path was to abandon the east and flee to the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  The goblins have already invaded half of Germion Kingdom. Defeat was certain no matter how one looked at it. It only made sense to rely on the Holy Shushunu Kingdom and flee with his whole clan. It was an attractive proposal so long as Sivara was willing to turn a blind eye on his duties as a feudal lord and his pride.


  Sivara could still make it in time. If he wanted to prioritize the safety of his family, he should choose this path. The Holy Shushunu Kingdom has just come out of a civil war. They should be more than interested in people who know how to manage a fief or serve as a commander that can lead an army.


  “Yes, I know.”


  As Sivara felt the tension in the air, he exhaled.


  “We’ll go to the capital. We’ll move our army to the west.”


  When he clearly said that, the old knight, who served as his tutor, knelt to give his gratitude.


  “A gallant decision, milord. All of us shall accompany you.”


  “Thank you. This is the hardest path, but I am a holy knight. A holy knight is someone who must protect his country. I can’t lie to myself.”


  Sivara took his eastern division army and marched for the capital.


  They numbered approximately 1,500. Despite including private soldiers into that number, it was not a reassuring number as far as contesting the goblins went.


  * * *


  It was only after Gulland finished going around the minor nations with Blanche the War Princess that he found out that Germion Kingdom was already on the verge of destruction.


  “Impossible!”


  When Gulland got word of the news, his face paled and he yelled angrily, then he told Blanche that he was going back to Germion Kingdom.


  “There’s no need to hurry so. Even if you go now, you won’t make it in time. And even if you do go, you won’t be of much help. It would be best if you just stayed here—”


  “Gulland-dono, any further won’t be acceptable.”


  Blanche couldn’t finish her sentence because Gulland had drawn his great sword. In a flash, the great sword he held in his hand was pointed right at Blanche’s neck. But at the same time, so was the short sword of Blanche’s feeble aide.


  “—Why don’t you stay behind here and wait for an opportunity to take vengeance?”


  Gulland’s eyes tore open when Blanche said that.


  “Don’t make me laugh! I am! I am a!”


  Gulland was gritting his teeth so hard from anger that he couldn’t say anything coherent. The aide just looked at him calmly, but the moment his master gave the order, he would immediately lop off Gulland’s neck with his short sword.


  “Oh Gulland. The precious holy knight of a country, Gulland. Why do you fight? For your friend? For loyalty? For vengeance?”


  Blanche gently pushed away the great sword with her finger tips and approached Gulland. She stretched out her arm to Gulland, but Gulland turned around.


  “I am a knight. It is my duty to defend my country. This time for sure, I will…”


  Gulland didn’t reply to Blanche’s question. His eyes merely wandered about blankly, then he quickly made his way through Blanche’s extended arm and walked away.


  “…He rejected me.”


  Blanche said as she exaggeratedly puffed up her cheeks. After chiding her aide for saying too much, she spoke in a somewhat angry tone.


  “Why don’t you choose your words better next time?”


  “It’s a problem I’ve had since birth. Please forgive me.”


  “Forgiven.”


  Blanche became thoughtful for a moment, then asked her aide.


  “Hmm… So, I take it a request for reinforcements has come from Germion Kingdom?”


  “Nothing official. But a request did come from a man who named himself Sivara, the holy knight defending the east.”


  “So even the central pillars of the country have been paralyzed…”


  She looked coldly at her aide, then she turned over the cuffs of her luxurious overcoat and headed for her room.


  “I will seek an audience with my dearest king. Make arrangements. Also, prepare 500 mana guards. Hurry.”


  “As you command.”


  Blanche went back to her room without sparing a glance for her aide, then she changed her clothes into something more suitable for an audience with the king.


  After being permitted an audience, she appeared before the king to ask that he break their alliance with Germion Kingdom. Saying that Germion Kingdom no longer had any power and – if anything – should be a target of invasion instead.


  When she said that, not only the king, but even the officials were surprised.


  “Germion Kingdom is no different from a sick person that can no longer be saved. It is only proper that the last rites be given for the deceased.”


  “B-But… If we just break our alliance like that, won’t the other country start to doubt us?”


  The king, who was still in the prime of his life, spoke while evidently being pressured by this girl before him.


  “My dearest king. At this rate, Holy Shushunu Kingdom will be crushed by the influx of refugees from Germion Kingdom. The goblins are intentionally leaving the east alone.”


  The reason they were attacking the north, the south, and the west, while intentionally ignoring the people fleeing was because they wanted to gather all of the refugees to the east and drive them away to the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, Blanche pointed out.


  “Can you spare anything for the refugees? Minister of the State, I believe the supplies from Fatina have currently been stopped.”


  Under that clever gaze, the minister of the state couldn’t say anything but groan.


  “Could monsters really be so wise—?”


  “Whether they can or not isn’t the problem. The issue is that we are currently being driven toward such a situation.”


  Blanche laughed as she cut the words of the minister of the state.


  “O beautiful war princess. Will we able to avoid such a calamity if we were to attack Germion Kingdom?”


  “Your Majesty!”


  As the king silenced the civil officials that cried out, Blanche laughed.


  “If you give permission to declare war against Germion Kingdom and the Kushain Believers, then certainly.”


  The king closed his eyes for a moment, and when he opened them next, he gave her permission.


  It was only a matter of time now before Gulland made his way back home and the declaration of Blanche Ririnoie the War Princess would reach Germion Kingdom. It was a shocking event, but even then, there was no stopping the attack of the goblins as chaos continued to ripple.


   


  Chapter 237 
Loyalty


  Year 232 of the history of Germion Kingdom, in the month of the Snake, on the 27th day, the army led by the Goblin King stood against the capital of Germion Kingdom. In accordance to the plans laid out by Pale, the goblins fortified their position at the west and allowed the citizens to flee.


  Gi Gu Verbena led the western army. Gi Ga Rax led the southern army. Gi Jii Yubu led his regiol. Gi Zu Ruo led his brawler faction. Gi Za Zakuend the Wizard Class Goblin. Gi Do Buruga who led the druids. All of the aforementioned goblins of the Gi Village participated in the battle.


  The tribal goblins also participated. These included Rashka of Gaidga, Hal of Paradua, and Kuzan of Gordob. Every one of these goblins led their tribes to participate in the war.


  Of the demihumans, Mido of the Fang, and Tianos of the Centaurs participated. Of the humans, Zaurosh of the Proud Clan (Leon Heart Clan) led the swift to search the surrounding regions for enemies and gain total control.


  While the sound of catapults unleashing stones could be heard in the background, Gi Jii Yubu and the others watched the castle walls of Germion Kingdom from the distance. If one turned toward the distant north and looked closely, one would find crowds of humans that could be thought of as refugees fleeing from the walls.


  “Is it fine not to chase after them?”


  A rare-class goblin asked. Gi Jii shook his head.


  “If Pale-dono has decided that it isn’t necessary, then there is no need to pursue. My Lord supports her decisions.”


  Of the goblins, Gi Jii was the one most interested in human tactics and siege weapons. His willingness to study is something worthy of special mention. He even looks up to Pale as a teacher as far as tactics went.


  “Rather than that, the angle of the catapults need adjusting.”


  When he saw that the catapult’s stones were going over the walls, Gi Jii gave an order. When the stones started landing on the walls again, he nodded in satisfaction.


  “I bring word. Attack as soon as the castle gates fall! Stand ready!”


  Gi Jii nodded to the words passed by the rare-class goblin and ordered his regiol to prepare for an attack.


  * * *


  There was no end to the catapults of the goblins. This unceasing siege of theirs struck fear into the hearts of the people, causing them to fall into panic. They feared that perhaps their giant gate might break soon and the goblins would come pouring in. Gradually, that fear changed into suspicion, and the people began to wonder if there might be a criminal who’d invited the goblins into the capital. Such disquieting rumors quickly spread among the humans.


  In order to forget their fears, they cursed the criminal that was nowhere to be found. In order to relieve it, they searched for the criminal that did not exist.


  And in the course of the mechanism of their gossiping, what eventually came up was the old woman who once brought a goblin with her.


  The person known as the Sage of the East (Turku Mercy) in the royal palace, who lived somewhere in the lower levels.


  The people wanted a sacrifice. They wanted a sacrifice to make them forget their fears. A sacrifice to satiate them. A sacrifice that was no more than a powerless and old woman.


  Time and time again, the catapulted stones would cause the walls shake, and the sanity of the people would be eroded.


  Of these fearful men, some were soldiers. The chain of command had long ceased to function. And to this soldiers that could not function, the voice of the people became their cause.


  “A traitor is among us!”


  So cried the people. And in their madness, they attacked the house of Falmia De Floria.


  But she was a researcher renowned as the Doll User. To be a researcher and to be a brilliant mage is exactly the same thing. Moreover, by a stroke of good luck, on that day, one of the products of her research, a monster beast that could serve humans, was with her.


  When the people attacked her house and scared her, she unleashed the beast and had it defend her.


  “I can’t die just yet… Isn’t that right?”


  As she said those words full of resolve, the monster beast, freed from its chains, roared toward the crazed people that attacked her residence.


  At roughly the same time, the Minister of State, Rufel, and the Holy Knight, Zelkof, led 400 imperial guards and took the king of Germion Kingdom, King Ashtal, away. It was also at the same time, that the goblins successfully broke through the gates and began pouring into the capital.


  The fall of a castle is a chaotic event. People would trample over others to live. They would trample over others to save another. It is a crucible of chaos, and to be calm in its face would be the oddity rather than the normal.


  Even the victors that were the goblins were not that much different from the humans that have lost their minds from the fall of the castle.


  What entered the fray during such a time was Gi Gu Verbena’s Axe and Sword Army (Felduk), the newly enlisted soldiers, Gi Ga Rax’s Tiger and Spear Army (Aransain), and the Gaidga Tribe. Also, because it was inside the city, Gi Ga led the Paradua Tribe while riding upon his black tiger.


  It was Gi Ga who suggested that the leaping power of the black tigers that allowed them to run through the forest would prove most effective within the capital.


  As for the Goblin King, he had made a promise with Pale that he would simply watch over his subjects. Something that Gi Za agreed with. Because of this he had no choice but to reluctantly wait outside of the imperial capital and wait for the reports to come.


  —


  Pale insisted on this because she didn’t want to be caught by a surprise attack or an unexpected battle, while Gi Za was being considerate of the king’s worsening health each time he went out to fight. As for the king, who had no choice but to reluctantly obey, although he was grateful for their consideration, when he compared this battle to the times when he personally went out to claim the head of their foes, he couldn’t help but think of himself as a failure as far as being a leader of the goblins went.


  But it was also true that each time he pushed himself and fought, his body would be like a boulder unable to stand the rain and the winds. The colors he could see have already started to become strange. He has lost his sense of smell. And he can’t even tell anymore if it is hot or cold. The fact that he could still maintain his dignity despite that showed that he indeed held the makings of a king fit to lead a race.


  Black smoke began to rise from the capital. Someone had probably set fire to something.


  The Goblin King looked up, and just a little, he felt empty.


  “Though the countries fall, the mountains and the rivers will remain…”


  “What is that?” Pale asked.


  The Goblin King smiled wryly. “An old poem.”


  “…I didn’t know Your Majesty held a talent for poetry. But this is the battlefield. Victory is yet to be decided. It is forbidden to let one’s guard down.”


  “Of course. I will fight until I die. If I did not have that resolve, I would not be fit to name myself king.”


  Sensing that the Goblin King had changed his feelings, Pale sent a messenger to give an order to all of the army. ‘Display King Ashtal’s head’


  * * *


  King Ashtal and his people left the imperial castle, but when Zelkof saw the billowing black smoke in the sky, he made a blank look, then suddenly laughed loudly and jumped.


  He jumped on the roof of a house and ran through the house roofs toward the black smoke while laughing.


  “Z-Zelkof-dono!?”


  The sudden change in situation left Rufel greatly befuddled, but Ashtal just expressionlessly watched as Zelkof ran off.


  “I don’t mind. Let’s go…”


  “Huh… If that is what Your Majesty says, then very well…”


  At the behest of Ashtal, whose expression was like that of a living corpse, Rufel once again gave the order to advance.


  The black smoke was coming from a corner of the nobles district. When the people saw a monster beast blocking the gate to Falmia’s manor like a guard, biting any and all who tried to trespass, they tried to go around to get in from behind.


  But there was also a monster beast there, and the people who tried to enter were killed.


  The people had become exasperated, but they were able to throw torches into Falmia’s residence, and the fire quickly spread. Although Falmia’s manor might have had these monster beasts of hers, she did not have any servants. The monster beasts could not quell the fire, so she had no choice but to leave her burning manor.


  She ordered her monster beasts to watch her surroundings, while she did her best to leave the house alive.


  “She’s here! The traitor is here!”


  The people were eagle-eyed, however, and they saw her running from the flames. She did not expect to be found, but neither did she think it impossible to be found.


  “Die, traitor!”


  The people jeered and threw stones at her, leaving her with no choice but to rely on her monster beast to shield her. Suddenly, the people screamed. They abandoned any thoughts of jeering at her as they scattered and ran away. A closer look at their side would show Zelkof laughing atop a pile of corpses.


  His two arms were twisting around in the steaming guts of humans. His unfocused eyes turned toward the direction of the manor from where the smoke was coming from.


  “Ahh…”


  Zelkof muttered in a daze as he crushed the heads of the people and screamed. Every time he took a step, fresh corpses would be added to the heap.


  The panicking and fleeing people pushed against each other as they desperately tried to run away from Zelkof. In their desperation, people tumbled and were crushed underfoot, people ran without care for hurting those around them… And in the end, only Falmia, who was protected by her two-headed monster beasts, and the pitiful corpses were left.


  “Zelkof-dono…”


  Falmia ordered her growling monster beasts to stand by as she took a step forward.


  “I see you were let out.”


  “…”


  She called out to him, but Zelkof hung his head in dejection, not uttering a word, his blank eyes wandering.


  “…Zelkof-dono?”


  “FaL, MIAa…”


  When Zelkof called out her name, she thought of saying something, but Zelkof’s hand had already pierced through her chest. She tried to open her mouth again, but she collapsed before she could.


  “FaLMIiiAAAa!!”


  As Zelkof screamed toward her fallen figure, he turned his back on her and leaped once more. At that time, there was no longer a hint of the dejection he showed toward her earlier. Reason, logic, sanity… Zelkof threw them all as he laughed madly.


  “Fu, fufuhahaha! Falmia! Fufuhahahahaha!”


  As he ran along the rooftops, he saw the goblin horde that had broken through the gates.


  * * *


  It did not take long before the 400 imperial guards led by King Ashtal clashed with the goblin horde. When Rufel saw the roads crawling with goblins, he cracked his voice and ordered the imperial guards to advance.


  The knights protecting the king were all proud elites of the country. There were those among them who could see through the three-man-cell attacks of the goblins, and they wielded their giant shields to fend off the goblins’ attacks to defeat them.


  Contrast the elites of the imperial guards, the ones fighting them first were the new and inexperienced goblin soldiers.


  —


  With the three-man-cell attacks blocked, the goblins had no way of fighting. Gradually, they were pushed back, but word of their bitter struggle quickly reached the more experienced goblins at the back.


  The first to reach King Ashtal’s men were the Gaidga Tribe. The terrifying one-eyed lord class goblin of the Gaidga Tribe, Rashka of Gaidga, whom even other goblins would make way for upon sight of his terrifying visage. It was he who came along with his Gaidga Tribe to aid the new goblins. When he saw Ashtal, he took his blue-silver-steel reinforced club and hit it against the ground as he bellowed.


  “You dare be troubled by a foe of this level!?”


  Although he was not their direct superior, Rashka was still a goblin of significantly higher position than them. The new goblins could not help but shrink after being scolded by such a figure. In the next moment, they attacked the imperial guards without hiding any of their true ferocity.


  Seeing that the goblins had regained their vigor, Rashka nodded in satisfaction and caressed his chin. So terrifying was his smile that it could be likened to an evil spirit from hell licking its lips.


  “Yes, that’s how it should be. The young should at least be that vigorous.”


  “General, are we just going to watch them like this?” The second most prominent member of the Gaidga Tribe, Dashka, asked.


  Rashka laughed. “Didn’t know you had a sense of humor. Naturally, the tastiest part of the prey shall be ours!”


  Rashka took back the club he hit against the ground and led the charge of his tribe.


  “Show the young ones what it’s really like to fight!”


  As Rashka commanded his Gaidga Tribe, the path was cleared with overwhelming power. Each time the one-eyed demon swung its club, the humans clad in armor would be sent flying almost as if this were some sort of satirical play. The humans were crushed like fruits. When the giant goblin approached them with a smile on his face, even the imperial guards couldn’t help but shudder in fear.


  “E-Eek.”


  So great was the pressure emanating from Rashka that Rufel actually flinched and took a step back from King Ashtal’s side, but the one who stopped his shoulder with surprising power was none other than King Ashtal himself.


  “Y-Your Majesty…?”


  “…I will not mind whatever ambition you might be carrying with you. But there is one thing you must fulfill at all cost. You must bring me to Ishtar.”


  Ashtal spoke clearly. It did not appear as if he were under the influence of medicine nor did it appear that he had lost his reason. He simply looked calmly at Rufel as he held his shoulders.


  “Rufel. I believe in your loyalty.”


  “Y-Your Majesty… I am no more than an incompetent man who drowned in power…”


  “Rufel, bring me to Ishtar.”


  “A-As, you will… Your Majesty.”


  With no strength left to raise his voice, Ashtal watched the approaching goblins with indifference.


  “Imperial Guards! What are you doing!? Is it not your duty to die before His Majesty!?”


  Rufel called out to the imperial guards that have been overtaken with fear of Rashka.


  “This is the wish of His Majesty! Fulfill your duty! What is the duty of the imperial guards!?”


  “To protect His Majesty with our body and destroy all of his foes!”


  As a young imperial guard said that, he jumped before the Gaidga Tribe and joined the fray. Spurred on by the bravery of one imperial guard, the rest of the imperial guards joined one after another to fight the goblins.


  But despite their valiant sacrifice, there was simply no bridging the gap in strength between the two forces.


  The struggling imperial guards were cut down one after another, until eventually, only King Ashtal and Rufel were left. Rufel stood in front of Ashtal with shaking legs as the goblins rushed at him with spears.


  “Please forgive… my incompetence… Your Majesty…”


  Everything was for the sake of the king. There was no lie in Rufel’s words. He had indeed acted for the sake of the king, even if such actions meant the destruction of the country itself. What could he do for the king that had lost his blood relative and could no longer descend from the throne? Coincidentally, he gained the pawn called Zelkof.


  Using fear, he gathered the remaining people in the imperial court and moved the last remaining power of the imperial guards. Moreover, he used that time to buy time for the people fleeing the capital. The goblins might give chase after the imperial capital falls depending on their mood.


  In order to give Ashtal some peace after losing his beloved grandson, he gave him an hallucinogenic. It was no different from poison. He removed the remaining holy knights to protect the king from any more conflict, but despite all his efforts to allow him a moment of peace, his power simply fell short.


  Even his provocative actions were all for the sake of preventing others from criticizing the king.


  In the future, the name ‘Rufel Marcond’ will come to be known as a synonym for the word ‘incompetent’. No one will ever know his loyalty. It will forever be buried in the darkness of history.


  “You are King Ashtal?”


  “…Goblin.”


  Ashtal spat after losing his last subject.


  Rashka didn’t ask a second time before slaying the king.


  “Hmph… Inform His Majesty. The one who took King Ashtal’s head was I, Rashka!”


  * * *


  The old goblin blended in with the new soldiers and ran to the capital of Germion Kingdom. His heart beat wildly as did his breath. For an old goblin such as himself, running alongside the new soldiers was a strenuous thing.


  But despite that he had to go.


  All this was to settle the fetters of the past that yet bound them.


  —


  Although it was no longer any more than a memory, he still remembered the time he came to this country. Towering walls, the houses they enclosed, and the road he walked with his ‘master’. The goblins advanced like a muddy stream. The old goblin swam through that stream in desperate search of that nostalgic scenery.


  That scenery that he let slip that time.


  The scenery he once walked side-by-side.


  After turning through many corners, the old goblin finally arrived at that place that still lingered in his mind.


  “…It’s here.”


  He said unconsciously in between his ragged breath, but then he opened his eyes wide.


  After finding the path, the old goblin was about to walk forward, but then, a scream suddenly resounded, causing him to turn.


  “Fu ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha, hah ha ha ha ha ha! Goblin, goblin, goblin!!”


  There, at the end of his sight, stood fear in the shape of a man.


  Spears struck out, but they couldn’t penetrate the body of the man. The new soldiers weren’t holding back, but the man easily deflected their attacks, and in the next moment, crushed their heads. Even the three-man-cell attacks that had been beaten into the head of the goblins did not work and were merely three consecutive attacks in the face of this man.


  The man stretched out his arms as the goblins passed him from both sides, and like catching a baby, he crushed their heads.


  The holy knight, Zelkof. Also known as Zelkof the Knight of Destruction.


  The goblins did not know this, but the most dangerous person in the imperial capital was standing right before them.


  Zelkof’s mouth distorted into a smile of ecstasy. He was like a predator in the face of prey. The way he looked as he spread his two arms open was so powerful it reminded the goblins of the Fire-Speckled Big Bear in the Forest of Darkness.


  The old goblin unconsciously backed off. The reason he was able to live so long in a world where everyone was struggling to exist was simply because of his cowardice. He would never fight the strong. He prioritized running. Although that dislike for conflict of his led to him never standing at the top of a horde, it did allow him to live a long life.


  The instincts of such a coward screamed at him at full sound.


  This enemy was someone he should not meet.


  Unconsciously, he took a step back. Who could blame him? If he were to face this enemy before him, he would surely die. It was not cowardly to avoid a bad future that was basically guaranteed.


  But when he took two steps back, what appeared before him was the townscape he walked with his ‘master’.


  “…”


  Without thinking about it, he wordlessly looked up at that townscape. The townscape made by humans was something that goblins like him could only look up at. But it was that townscape that awoke his memories of his ‘master’.


  If he just took the third step, turned around and ran, he would surely be able to survive.


  But he could not take that third step.


  His body shook, his heart beat quickly, his throat dried up.


  But despite that, he did not take a step back.


  The breath he exhaled was white like fire.


  “U, nu…”


  He had to make a run for it. The moment he decided that, he moved. He made his body as small as he could and tried to pass under the swinging arms of the man.


  But he suddenly jumped back.


  If he had kept going, Zelkof would have hit him with the back of his hand. The old goblin’s head would have surely been crushed into smithereens.


  “Nu, u…”


  His body that was clad in armor drew cold sweat.


  At that time, in some mischievous twist of fate, Zelkof suddenly looked at him.


  That was death. That overwhelming death was looking straight at him.


  The goblin had mustered every bit of courage he possessed to take a step forward, but a glance was all it took to break all of that.


  His resolve crushed, his legs shaking… But just as he was about to take that third step back and turn around—


  “Elder, so you’re safe.”


  “Gi Gu-dono.”


  One of the four generals, the lord class goblin, Gi Gu Verbena of the blood-stained Felduk called out to him.


  “Looks like you guys were done in quite badly.”


  Upon seeing the corpses of the young goblins, Gi Gu grit his teeth in anger. His subordinates stepped forward from both sides to cover the old goblin.


  “Elder brother! It’s dangerous!” Gu Naga (Long) said.


  Gi Gu nodded. “I know. But this fury of having our brethren slain cannot be quelled unless unleashed upon this foe.”


  Though Gi Gu bared his canine teeth and shook in anger, Zelkof’s smile showed no signs of crumbling.


  “Goblin, goblin, ku ha ha ha, ku ha ha!”


  As Zelkof bent his posture forward like that of a beast, Gi Gu yelled.


  “He’s coming!”


  In the next instant, Zelkof leaped. The holy knight leaped close enough to the ground that it seemed as if he were running, then as he approached Gi Gu, he sent his fist flying toward the goblin. He did not have a stance. Normally, this was an attack that could easily be swept away.


  “GU, NUuuu!?”


  But when Gi Gu tried to sweep it away, his sword was pushed back, and his whole body was sent flying. Gi Gu fixed his posture midair, but the abnormal strength of the human caused him to click his tongue.


  “What a monster! Are you really human!?”


  “Ku ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha!”


  —


  As Zelkof laughed loudly, Gi Gu clicked his tongue and turned behind him to the goblin he was covering for.


  “Do you want to break through that and go to the other side?”


  “…”


  The old goblin fell silent and looked down. Annoyed, Gi Gu asked again.


  “Well!? What is it!?”


  “Yes.”


  “In that case, it can’t be helped. Hey, can you hear me!! It’s for the sake of the elder. Help me out!”


  Gi Gu called out to the surrounding buildings, and in response, Gi Ga Rax suddenly appeared on the back of a black tiger.


  “Understood!”


  Gi Ga Rax leaped off the house and landed on the other side of Zelkof. As he swung his spear, his gaze fell on the corpses.


  “…So, this is a holy knight.”


  As he said that and held his spear, Gi Ga’s gaze grew sharp.


  “Exactly.”


  Gi Gu replied as he wielded his sword and axe.


  “Holy Knight with no name, I am Gi Ga Rax, a subject of His Majesty, the Goblin King! Come!”


  “Hmph, die! Human!”


  “Fu fu fu ha ha ha, goblin! Goblin!”


  Despite taken from the front and the back by two goblins, Zelkof laughed and easily dealt with them. He dodged Gi Ga’s sharp attacks, while he blocked Gi Ga’s axe.


  But that was exactly what Gi Gu and the others were waiting for.


  “Go, Elder!”


  When a small goblin passed by his side, Zelkof finally stopped laughing. In the next moment, he deflected the veteran goblins and sent a knifehand strike toward the small back.


  “You will not!”


  In a flash, Gi Ga struck out his spear and stopped Zelkof’s knifehand strike, but the aftermath from the impact caused the old goblin to tumble.


  Gi Gu clicked his tongue and yelled angrily as he leaped, but Zelkof’s strength that allowed him to receive his attack with one arm was not normal. The old goblin struggled to stand up, but Gi Gu told him to hurry. The reason behind his impatience was because Zelkof’s strength was increasing and his axe was starting to be pushed back.


  “Fu, fu, fufuhahaha!


  “Damn it!”


  After deflecting Gi Ga’s spear and Gi Gu’s axe, Zelkof once again raised his fist toward the old goblin. But in that moment, a shadow suddenly appeared.


  “GURUUUuOAAA!”


  With a battle cry came a fist that sent Zelkof flying. Bathed in the blood of ally and foe alike, Gi Zu Ruo the Mad Dragon, rammed the enemy with his body and joined the fray.


  “Sorry, I’m late!”


  “…You’re slow!”


  Gi Gu yelled angrily, while Gi Ga showed an expression of relief.


  “A message came from His Majesty. He told me to help the elder, so I came here as fast as I could.”


  The old goblin clearly heard those words.


  “Your Majesty…” He muttered.


  “Elder! I don’t know what you’re trying to do, but hurry up and go. We’ll stop this guy.” Gi Gu said.


  The old goblin nodded and started running again.


  “May the fortunes of war be with you!”


  After being sent off by Gi Ga, the old goblin ran.


  * * *


  He ran despite his aching back.


  It was so painful that he wanted to stop running and just stand still for a moment. Moreover, even though the fear should have long left him, the sweat pouring out of him showed no signs of stopping. Because of all the sweat gushing out of his body, he could no longer tell if it was hot or cold.


  But still, he ran.


  He searched his mind as he went through the streets of the imperial capital.


  He took a turn on a corner and looked at the gaudily decorated houses.


  —We will be staying at this town starting today.


  Her proud figure as she spoke flashed through his mind. Each time she appeared, the pain from his aching back would ease.


  —Will you look at that! A spectacular work if I say so myself! I’m sure His Majesty will praise me! The results of this research can surely be passed down to the later generations!


  Even that time when a supposedly tamed monster beast scratched him was a nostalgic memory.


  At that time, she panicked as much as he was shocked.


  —B-Bandages! We need bandages! Ahh, I should have applied the disinfectant first! Ah, darn it, why is everything tucked away so neatly!? D-Does it hurt? I-I mean, of course it hurts. Sorry, just give me a little more time!


  She turned the house upside down, and by the time she finally found the kit, it was already night time.


  The wound had already started to scab then, but she still forcefully treated him.


  —You sure heal fast. I’m shocked… No, that’s wrong. Umm, listen. You have to disinfect your wounds if you get hurt, okay? There are all sorts of germs— Erm… I mean invisible bad things that are always trying to get into your body.


  When he learned about the existence of these invisible bad things, he shook in fear, but she gently caressed his head, and taught him to wash his wounds.


  That night, she rested his head on her lap and helped him sleep.


  —Consider this both a reward and an apology!


  The way she smiled as she said that was truly beautiful.


  Just about everything was a nostalgic memory to him.


  Just a little more.


  Just a little more, and he will find her house.


  “Ku…”


  His body ached.


  It was as if his life was slowly being sucked away from behind, sapping away his strength to run. His eyes grew heavy, but he desperately endured it.


  If he just goes through that path and take a turn on that corner, then—


  What he saw was a burning house, before which lay her bloodied figure.


  “Master…”


  *Thud! His spear sounded as it slipped of his hand and fell.


  He dragged his body from where he fell. He looked at his ‘master’ as she lay unmoving with her back on the stone garden.


  There was more white in her hair than he last remembered. There were more wrinkles on her face too.


  But there was no doubt about it. This was indeed his ‘master’.


  Just a little, she opened her eyes… But that was probably just his imagination.


  “…Master, I’m back. I’m finally… Back.”


  Having pushed himself so much, he suddenly found himself kneeling on the ground, and then in the next moment, he was lying face down.


  “Master…”


  On his back was a huge wound. Blood poured ceaselessly out of it.


  It was so deep a wound that it made one wonder just how he was able to run so much.


  But regardless, he dragged his body to her. He had to make her happy. If he reached her, she would surely smile back at him.


  He wanted to see her make that beautiful smile for him one last time.


  “I’m… back, Master… I’m… back…”


  As blood poured out of him, he dragged his body through the pool of her own blood.


  And then… After so many years, he finally reached that place where he belonged.


  “Ma…s…ter…”


  “…tha…nk…y…ou…”


  His voice on the verge of death was no more than a faint whisper, but that was enough for the human and for the beast.


  On the old goblin’s face was an expression of peace. It was as if he had accomplished his purpose.


  On Falmia’s face that was next to his was an equally peaceful expression, as if she had been freed from a burden that had been troubling her for so many years. Beneath her eyes were traces of tears.


  The old goblin died on Falmia’s lap.


   


  Chapter 238 
The Song of He Who Wields a Sword


  Word of the old goblin and King Ashtal’s death was brought to the Goblin King at roughly the same time. In response to the news, the king merely said “I see.” And said nothing further as he closed his eyes and offered a silent prayer, then he stared at the capital they were to conquer.


  “Gain control of the capital,” Pale the Tactician said from beside him.


  The king nodded. “Treat the obedient ones well. Do not mess with them or kill them. Make sure to keep an eye out on those new soldiers.”


  “…I don’t think it’s necessary to remind them, but I’ll send an order to Ra Gilmi Fishiga-dono. That goblin is brilliant, so I’m sure he’ll see to it,” Pale replied.


  “I’ll leave it to you.”


  All that was left now was to take control of the capital, the Goblin King thought. Immediately after that, however, word of the higher class goblins struggling was brought to him.


  * * *


  How unreliable was the sensation of the weapon in his hands?


  It was a rare thing for Gi Gu Verbena to feel impatience when fighting, but that was exactly what he felt standing before this holy knight blocking his way.


  “Monster.”


  As he spat those words, Gi Ga Rax approached the enemy from behind. The way Gi Ga completely controlled his black tiger and breathed in sync was truly wild. From the left came Gi Zu Ruo, who has received the divine protection of the Mad God (Zu Ruo). From the right came Gi Gu, but even with these three goblins working together as a three-man-cell, they just couldn’t get through this human.


  They attacked from three directions at roughly the same time.


  The three goblins moved like machines as they sought to cut down the human monster before them. They were calm and precise, and not even a hint of killing intent could be felt from them. But despite that, Zelkof the Holy Knight dodged their killing blows.


  But Gi Ga Rax didn’t stop there, he kept on going, and followed up with another attack. His spear was akin to a snake raising its head as it thrust out toward Zelkof. Gi Gu also followed up with an attack of his own, not saying a single word as he did.


  Gi Ga aimed for the back.


  He aimed for the spine along the midline while Gi Gu aimed for the throat. They took Zelkof from two different sides. If he tried to flee to the side, Gi Gu’s attack will lop off his head. If he tries to jump up or crouch down, Gi Ga’s blow will land firmly on his back. Those were the kind of killing blows that the goblins orchestrated, but Zelkof dodged them by taking half a step back.


  The speed of his reflexes and his great courage was nothing short of amazing. It was almost as if he had eyes on his back. One step wrong and his back would have been skewered, his neck lopped off. Not to mention that it was right in the middle of the axe and spear of the two oldest members under the Goblin King that he did that.


  But at the same time, his actions allowed the third goblin to follow up with an attack from his fist.


  It was a mystery whether it was because of his instinct formed from countless battles or because of a carefully thought out plan that the goblin was able to arrive at that decision. But to the angered Gi Zu, the problem before him was simple. All he had to do was to fill his fist with his power and slam it into Zelkof, who had dodged the attack of the two longest serving members of the king.


  But that fist that should have gone straight for Zelkof’s chin, crushing both his chin and body alike, was effortlessly stopped by Zelkof’s hand.


  Gi Zu opened his eyes wide in shock, but immediately after, he was shocked even more. For when he tried to shake off Zelkof’s hand, he realized that he couldn’t move his hand at all. It was an overwhelming power that he hadn’t experienced until now, causing Gi Zu to feel shame and anger.


  But at the same time, this meant that the holy knight was no longer moving.


  The warrior and the two goblins all understood this.


  They moved at roughly the same time.


  Gi Ga brought back the spear he’d struck out earlier with and shifted his stance to be able to thrust again, while Gi Gu sent the long sword he held in his left hand to cut down Zelkof’s body.


  But then Gi Zu suddenly appeared before him, and he had to stop his sword in a panic. His eyes opened wide in shock, and with no time to even shout out, Gi Gu had to pull back his sword as Gi Zu’s body approached him. Zelkof had thrown Gi Zu’s body to attack and defend against Gi Gu at the same time.


  Immediately after, Zelkof changed the direction of his body and moved toward Gi Ga who was about to attack him with a spear. Gi Ga released his spear’s killing blow, but Zelkof threw a side kick toward it at roughly the same time. With his spear pushed toward a direction he did not expect, Gi Ga had to focus on his black tiger to prevent himself from falling.


  “KU!?”


  In just one breath of exchange, the three goblins started breathing faster.


  Zelkof’s mouth twisted into a huge smile, as he spread both of his arms as if to say ‘come!’ and looked down on the kneeling goblins.


  “Ku ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha!!”


  Even the very heavens seemed to shake before his sonorous laugh that overpowered the goblins.


  “!?”


  But that laughing voice was suddenly torn apart by winds of blades that came shooting toward Zelkof. Due to being a little slow to react, the winds of blades grazed him.


  —


  It was as if the person who had uttered those words were standing from somewhere up high looking down on them. There wasn’t a hint of arrogance or carelessness in that person’s eyes, however. He merely watched the enemy before him.


  “His Majesty desires the head of this holy knight. This isn’t the time to be sleeping, you three.”


  Gi Za Zakuend’s words spurred on the three goblins.


  “You don’t need to tell me!”


  Gi Zu roared as he stood up, then Gi Za took out a magic stone from his chest.


  “I’m sorry but I haven’t the time to waste on you.”


  Gi Za scornfully laughed as he crushed the magic stone, which gave rise to a powerful tempest that overtook his surroundings.


  “I call upon your exalted name (Call)! God of wind! (Castor)!”


  As soon as Gi Za uttered those words, a wind coiled up atop his head like a dragon that ruled over the wind. Just its presence alone was enough to tear apart the houses around him. That powerful tempest blew toward Zelkof. Its vengeful song of a maddened ghost resounded within Gi Za’s ears. The wind was telling him that it was unhappy.


  The corners of Gi Za’s mouth lifted a little to show that he approved, and then the mass of wind sent Zelkof’s body to the air, cutting it up as it did. Zelkof covered his face with his two arms, but his sides and his back were left open. His legs too. As a result, giant wounds were cut open on them.


  But just as one might expect from a holy knight, by the time he’d landed back on the ground, his posture was back to normal.


  Blood came gushing out of his legs as soon as he landed. So much gushed out that there was now enough to form a puddle. He had been wounded that much. At the same time, blood gushed out of his mouth, possibly due to having a critical organ wounded. Zelkof was in dire straits.


  But despite that there was no erasing the smile on his face.


  “I…”


  Zelkof took a stop forward, but he was clearly injured. The three goblins weren’t about to miss this opportunity, however.


  The three goblins – Gi Gu, Gi Ga, Gi Zu – once again assumed their three-man-cell formation and attacked.


  Slipping through Zelkof’s attacks that had now evidently lost their luster, a long sword lodged itself inside one of his opens wounds, while a spear penetrated his back. The great outpour of blood showed that Zelkof was almost at death’s door. So grave were his wounds that were he a normal human, he would have long been unable to move from the pain and the bleeding.


  “I…”


  But Zelkof showed no signs of stopping. Gi Gu and Gi Ga’s eyes opened wide in shock as they found themselves being dragged along Zelkof’s wounded gait.


  With a swing of his arms that looked like a back handed strike, Zelkof sent Gi Ga flying, then he turned to Gi Gu, who was holding the long sword stuck in Zelkof’s body.


  “GU, NU… This is absurd.”


  Gi Gu tried to pull out his sword, but try as he might, he could not pull it out. The goblin panicked.


  Before Zelkof’s fist, even he had prepare for death. Those hands held within them a gripping power strong enough to easily crush a normal goblin’s head. That was a power that cared not for one’s well being just like that of a wounded beast.


  If Gi Gu pulled out his long sword, Zelkof would probably finally die from the blood loss. No. Already, his death was but a question of when and not if. It was precisely because of that that Gi Gu tried to pulled out his sword and Zelkof refused to allow it to be pulled.


  Zelkof’s Spear Hand Strike came shooting for Gi Gu’s head, but then in the next moment, as if the goblin had been waiting for it all this time, Gi Zu angrily swung his fist toward Zelkof’s to intercept it.


  Unfortunately, Gi Zu’s right fist could only shift the trajectory of that spear hand strike. Gi Zu’s skin cracked from his fist to his shoulder and blood gushed out, but he ignored the pain and swung his left fist from his hips toward Zelkof’s side.


  That blow caused Zelkof to cough another mouthful of blood.


  Gi Gu realized that it was impossible to pull out his sword, so he jumped back. Because of that Zelkof’s attention was now gathered onto Gi Zu.


  “I will!”


  As if finding purpose for the first time, Zelkof’s right fist descended on Gi Zu as he cried out.


  “—GURUUuUoOAOAAA!!”


  At the same time, Gi Zu roared so loudly it seemed he was trying to wring out his very soul as he tried to shoot out the sword stuck in Zelkof’s body. Zelkof’s fist passed by Gi Zu’s face. For a moment, it seemed the holy knight would finally fall, but he took another step.


  Although the force behind his fist was enough to send a human flying, Zelkof stopped for a moment, and sent the back of his hand toward Gi Zu, then he stepped firmly with both of his legs and held his ground.


  “I will, become a knight…”


  Zelkof’s eyes remained wide open. It was as if he was pursuing something as he looked beyond the goblins and gazed at the heavens. From his mouth poured out copious amounts of blood that formed a puddle on the ground.


  “Your Majesty…”


  With those last words, Zelkof fell and never again stood up.


  Later on, Gi Do Buruga would – with much interest – pursue the question of why Germion Kingdom was so powerful, but there would be few records regarding the Knight of Destruction.


  Within the dazzling and radiant history of the lineage of Germion Kingdom’s holy knights could be found nary a passage about the Knight of Destruction. At most, there was his name ‘Zelkof’, and then the description that he was once known as the Graceful Knight.


  —


  Word of Zelkof the Knight of Destruction’s defeat and the successful occupation of Germion Kingdom’s capital was brought before the king at the same time.


  “Let’s proceed to the castle.”


  “As you will.”


  Although the chaos was yet to quell, the king went ahead and moved to the castle. On either side of the path to the castle were goblins with weapons raised, watching warily at the surroundings for any threats.


  When the Goblin King arrived at the castle and looked down from the terrace constructed by the humans at the people gathered below, one of the goblins spoke out.


  “O great king! Our king!”


  Those words spread throughout the goblins like wildfire. The goblins cried out toward their king who stood upon the terrace.


  “O great king! Our king!”


  As the goblins cried out victory, the Goblin King declared their victory and announced the end of this battle.


  “My subjects! My brethren! And my comrades-in-arms… Let us celebrate this victory together! This is our victory!”


  The goblins cried out so loudly it was as if an explosion had erupted on the land. They raised up their weapons and knocked them merrily. They stomped their feet and the capital shook as if there was an earthquake rocking it.


  Gi Za Zakuend heard those cries from a distance as he walked toward a corner within the nobles district. This was the house that the wizard known as the ‘doll user’ once lived at. Now, it was no more than the ruins of a fire. There, Gi Za walked alone.


  On the stones of the garden was the corpse of the old wizard.


  And on her knees was the corpse of a goblin. When Gi Za recognized that goblin as his father, he wordlessly approached them.


  “…Hmph. The nerve of you to make such a satisfied face…”


  Gi Za gazed at the old goblin’s face for a while, then he grumbled to himself, “I’m not good at physical labor” and started digging a hole.


  After digging a hole that was just big enough for the two to fit in, he brought the human and the goblin inside it.


  He covered the hole with dirt and placed a stone on top.


  Gi Za looked unhappily at his dirtied clothes, then sighed deeply.


  “Farewell, Father.”


  Nothing was inscribed on the tombstone. Neither did Gi Za think of writing something.


  He just wished for them to sleep in peace.


  A lone goblin walked toward the source of the unceasing cheers of the goblins.


  The goblin said to know nothing of love turned his back on that faint sentiment left in that place.


  * * *


  “Gi Go-dono, I tried coming up with a song.”


  Yustia had recently become able to speak fluently. She called out to Gi Go with eyes so full of expectation. She looked just like a dog wagging its tails.


  The northern front lines were at a deadlock just as Pale the Tactician had expected.


  The Goblin King should be attacking Germion Kingdom around this time. Gi Go and the Snow Demon Tribe (Yugushiva Tribe) used guerrilla warfare to stop the soldiers of Northern Germion Kingdom.


  But they weren’t attacking all the time.


  One reason was because they wouldn’t last if they were always attacking, but another reason was because according to the information they’ve been getting lately, there was no longer any reason to keep the north in check.


  It was currently early summer, but there was still snow around the peak of the towering mountains of the Snow God (Yugrasil). The Yugushiva people have been fighting here since they were born, so they had an overwhelming advantage compared to flatlanders.


  So long as they’re able to flee to the mountain ranges, the flatlanders won’t be able to catch up to them on foot. Be it speed or knowledge of the terrain, the Yugushiva was at an advantage. Even if they had the advantage in numbers – although they didn’t know when they would be able to decide this war – the northern forces led by the holy knight, Lili, still hasn’t recovered from the wound left behind by Gulland who left to aid the west.


  Lili was gradually strengthening her forces, but because of her policies’ tendency not to overburden her people, the scope of that increase was small and slow.


  Because of that the snow demons (Yugushiva) had a lot of free time.


  If there was no reason to risk their lives, then they had no reason to attack the supplies of the enemy.


  And with nothing to do, Yustia had come up with a song.


  “A song, huh.”


  “Yes. I would love for you to hear it.”


  The young chief of the snow demons (Yugushiva), Yustia, didn’t hide any of that beauty that her people revered so as she smiled. This beautiful young chief possessed both her skill in the sword and the veneration of her people. She ruled at the peak of the snow demons (Yugushiva).


  When she saw Gi Go nod, she took his arms and went to bring him before the Yugushiva people.


  “How are the preparations (Radia)?”


  “Everything’s going well. (Gladido). Princess (Sue)!”


  Gi Go has also gotten used to them talking in the old tongue.


  “Let us begin then (Staratto).”


  “Understood (Zuje).”


  Although everyone lined up were young, Gi Go noticed that they were all so nervous they looked like warriors about to undergo a trial. With the strike of a soul-stirring drum, resounded a low-toned voice. From time to time, the sound of a horn would be mixed in. Gradually, the singing voices filled the cave.


  “O he who wields a sword (Godagin), o he who wields a sword (Godagin)! Speak of his honor (Arshinti Starguin)!


  Pass it on forever (Hoadaihoadai), his pride (Arandasta)


  His enemies shake (Hoendista) at the sound of his cry of victory(Kakudakuzaritsu) ! The wicked foes (Katiratobadita) flee before him (Soingdista)!


  O he who wields a sword (Godagin), o he who wields a sword (Godagin)! We (Goradi) celebrate his victory (Hordaniya)!


  Come, lend us your ear. (Gurdan) O our people. (Gordia) These tales (Vansakusuda) have been passed on (Meedite) since ancient times (Vansandi)!


  That man (Aldi) possesses courage (Saidi) and pride (Gurediborshi). He possesses (Diia) power equal to that of kings (Bargeriika).


  The prophet has spoken (Esutatorudibai). Dark times shall come (Shiensu) upon the cold lands (Sariiar).


  After the destruction of the kings (Sariyedisu) the starving enemies (Misdi) shall come (Shiensu) to swallow everything. (Dardite).


  But (Deo) the dark times (Dirodo) shall not last long (Dadizordo)!


  The dark invaders (Ditidoodo) will be defeated (Batidogiano)!


  O beautiful land (Batyudedo)! O brethren (Godiga), we (Goradi) will be freed (Bardigadoardyuria)!


  O he who wields a sword (Godagin), o he who wields a sword (Godagin)! Speak of his honor (Arshinti Starguin)!


  Pass it on forever (Hoadaihoadai), his pride (Arandasta)


  Enemies (Hoendista) shall quiver at the sound of his cry of victory! (Kakudakuzaritsu) The fearful enemies (Katiratobadita) will fall before him (Soingdista)!


  O he who wields a sword (Godagin), o he who wields a sword (Godagin)! We (Goradi) celebrate his victory (Hordaniya)!We (Goradi) will give praise for his victory (Hordaniya)!”


  After Gi Go heard the whole thing, he nodded and said that it was a heroic song.


  Yustia wasn’t very happy with that remark, but the snow demons (Yugushiva) sang this song as they marched in the dead of the night before carrying out their guerilla warfare. Although the people of northern Germion Kingdom did not understand the lyrics because it was sang in the old tongue, the brave rhythm of the song was instilled into their hearts along with the fear. At the same time, the snow demons that sang the song found their morale raised.


  Enemies and allies alike recognized the song as ‘The Song of He Who Wields the Sword (Godargin)’, but Yustia, who came up with it, actually intended for it to extol Gi Go’s achievements. The song became famous, but the interpretation was completely off, causing Yustia to have complicated feelings.


  Approximately one month after the fall of Germion Kingdom’s imperial capital, when the seasons changed from early summer to late summer, the snow demons (Yugushiva) and Gi Go went down the mountain while singing the song to – at long last – confront the northern army.


   


  Chapter 239 
The Unceasing Sound of Swords


  It was on the month of Horus that the holy knight, Lili, received word of the fall of the imperial capital of Germion Knigdom. As the north greeted the peak of its short summer, word of that unexpected news came with the hot winds from the south. At that, Lili inadvertently looked up at the sky.


  She crushed the letter in her hands as she bit her lips.


  “The goblins are likely to execute an all-out attack in the near future.”


  When she said that, her subordinates anxiously exchanged glances.


  Lili gave out orders to her subordinates. “Fortify our defenses. Accommodate as many people as you can.”


  The northern cities were always fighting, so they were built specifically to be good at having their defenses strengthened. That trait was passed onto the villages too. It is said that when Gulland still ruled the north, the villagers were so thorough that they would first build walls then their houses.


  That being said, the defensive preparations of the villages were at most in small scale. At most, they would build stone walls around their village, prepare a whistle to inform them of invaders, and build water moats by taking water from the rivers. The government also promoted the idea that villagers be able to defend themselves, so northern men are expected to be able to handle a sword or a spear.


  As Lili saw her men running through her territory, she muttered to herself.


  “…It’ll all likely end in vain, however.”


  The fall of the imperial capital.


  If that’s true, then the goblins were now behind them. In front were the snow demons (Yugushiva). Behind were the goblins. Even if they were to strengthen their defenses, without any hopes for reinforcements, the north probably will not be able to endure the attacks of the enemy.


  Lili held the pommel of her Sky Splitter (Vashinant) sheathed by her waist.


  Lili doubted that she would be forgiven if she surrendered. The difference in strength was too great. It is possible that the enemy will not accept their surrender and will simply trample over them.


  She still remembered how the Goblin King last looked. Those eyes that were filled with hate after the saint, Reshia Fel Zeal, was taken from him. That wrathful voice that shook the heavens and the earth.


  It wouldn’t surprise her in the slightest if he had trampled over the imperial capital in his wrath.


  No matter how intellectual he may be, a monster is a monster. She just couldn’t rid herself of that terrifying image. Perhaps things would be different if she had stayed in the forest.


  But she had already broken relations with the goblins and resolved herself to protect the people she could. To them, she was already an enemy.


  There was no way they would accept the surrender of a person like that.


  “Hopefully, they’ll be satisfied with just my head.”


  With an unwinnable war right before her, she thought she should at least prepare herself.


  * * *


  The goblin forces that took over the imperial capital spared no moment for rest as they moved their forces toward the north and the east, which they had yet to take over. In the vast plains of the eastern region was Gi Ga Rax and the Tiger and Spear Army (Aransain). In the northern region, the king himself consulted with Pale the Tactician.


  “It’s not praise worthy to cling so much to a human woman.”


  Pale’s advice was harsh and honest, but that was all. She didn’t try to oppose the king much. The reason was because she believed it was less dangerous to try and suppress the north than to stay at the imperial capital which had just fallen, as it was currently a crucible of chaos.


  “I’m sorry, but I’m not going to give in on this. No matter what you say, I have to get her back. To that end, I need to make some preparations.”


  Pale became thoughtful for a little, then agreed under the condition that the king bring Gi Jii with him.


  “If the northern general isn’t incompetent, he will surrender. Gi Jii-dono’s army has the best equipment in our army. He’ll do well to show the difference in strength.”


  “I don’t mind.”


  “Then before we depart.”


  With a snap of Pale’s fingers, the door to the king’s office opened.


  “Nu…”


  And a mountain of documents was brought in. When the Goblin King saw that, he couldn’t help but groan loudly.


  Pale laughed at the Goblin King. You will – of course – first tend to your duties, yes?”


  From the mountain of documents requiring approval, most were related to the territory that has suddenly grown in size, but there were also military information that couldn’t be ignored.


  The neighboring Holy Shushunu Kingdom to the east was moving.


  “Panic due to Gi Gi Orudo’s monster army?”


  Pale was also working with some documents of her own beside the king. When she sensed the king’s intentions, she answered.


  “The Holy Shushunu Kingdom probably wants to interfere in our war with Germion Kingdom under the pretense of being in an alliance. After all, it is true that they don’t wish to have our country as their neighbor.”


  The Goblin King raised one of his brows, but Pale ignored that and continued.


  “As such, I’ve mobilized Gi Gi-dono to keep their movements in check. By agitating the monster beasts around them, I hope to cause panic to Shushunu’s internal affairs. We should be getting results soon, I believe.”


  The Goblin King nodded and approved it. The Goblin King trusted Pale when it came to strategy. At the very least, she knew more than anyone when it came to understanding the situation of other countries and coming up with a plan to deal with them.


  —


  “…Oh? There are people who wish to become civil officers?” The Goblin King asked.


  “They’re a jumble of wheat and tares,” Pale remarked.


  “Hmm… Any good ones?”


  “The imperial guard who calls himself Yuza is the most cooperative.”


  “Hmm… ” The Goblin King inclined his head before deciding to appoint him.


  “Can he manage the administration?”


  “He’s a soldier tasked with maintaining the public order, so I don’t think you can expect that much from him.”


  “I see.”


  What troubled the king now was the lack of civil officials. To be more precise, what they lacked were senior civil officials who could handle the administration. Until now he has been absorbing civil officials from other countries and expanding his territory as much as possible.


  Using the south as an example, although they may have killed some of the military officials of the border lands, Elrain Kingdom, and even Pena, they have avoided touching the civil officials. In this world where literacy is considered a skill, the only ones capable of becoming civil officials are either nobles or merchants.


  Unfortunately, the violence caused by Zelkof the Knight of Destruction has caused most of the civil officials in the imperial castle to be killed. The fall of the country is likely to be blamed on the power struggle, but in actuality, the problem was that the civil officials meant to manage the country have been thoroughly uprooted.


  As such, it was not possible to rule the territories of Germion Kingdom like they did with the others.


  In fact, there were even insurgent territories among the territories of Germion Kingdom. As a country that was able to reduce the borderlands, it held a pride unlike others. It was not the sort of place that would just willingly submit to the goblins that came from the west.


  And that was precisely why the Goblin King had a hard time figuring out who to entrust the management of the country to.


  “…Should I look for someone disposable?”


  Pale said to the thoughtful king.


  There was a kind of ruling known as Indirect Government, wherein one would appoint a person to serve as a lightning rod of sort for the hate of the people. And when the gathered hate has reached a peak, this person would then be cut down. With this method, they could leave the humans to fight each other, while the goblins, the demihumans, and the elves controlled everything from the shadows.


  Until just awhile ago, the Goblin King was considering this method, but the overwhelming lack of civil officials made it unfeasible.


  “No. Let’s look for another method.”


  There were plenty of junior civil officials, so if they were to try and use that method, they might end up making an enemy out of those they might have otherwise been able to absorb.


  “…Why don’t we divide them?”


  After thinking for a while, the Goblin King requested a number of documents.


  “I want documents detailing the particularities of each territory, the number of junior government officials, and the number of towns.”


  “As you will.”


  The governing method the king proposed made Pale open her eyes wide. In order to divide and govern Germion Kingdom, they would be dividing it into four administrative districts and three autonomous cities.


  It was a method that sought to differentiate each region to slow down any possibilities of the people working together and – at the same time – allow even the junior government officials to rule. Germion Kingdom has existed until now while relying on a centralized power. The Goblin King’s plan basically divided that central power into small parts.


  As such, while the country was ruled as one country in King Ashtal’s time, the Goblin King will be able to rule Germion Kingdom as if it were a number of different regions.


  At this point in time, the Goblin King was a king that ruled one-fifth of the world’s territories.


  Because of that he had enough strength to be able to divide Germion Kingdom.


  Moreover, according to the proposition of the Goblin King, within the four administrative districts, the northern territory ruled by Lili will not be under their occupation. The eastern region and the Holy Shushunu Kingdom borders also still aren’t under their occupation, so those aren’t included either.


  The areas divided included only the center, which was made up of the territory surrounding the capital, and the south. The area known as the Eight Fortresses of the West will become a part of the former western region and its people will be placed under Yoshu’s rule.


  Pale remarked to herself how the human, Yoshu, will have even more to worry about, but she intentionally refrained from saying it out loud.


  Of the two remaining autonomous cities, two are southern cities. The other is the northern city, but… When Pale thought of that, she frowned and questioned the king.


  “Are you planning to exempt the north?”


  Pale could tell what the king was thinking just by looking at the proposal for the administrative districts.


  If the holy knight defending the north, Lili, were to surrender, he would allow them autonomy. An autonomous city is a sweet treat to Germion Kingdom. Regardless of what might actually be happening, the regions not given autonomy will be seen as places exploited by the rulers, the goblins.


  But having an autonomous city is like dangling bait before the rulers. They will have to tax them a little more, but if they can just present something that can appear as Germion Kingdom’s successor, then the rebellious people will probably move there.


  People who don’t want to yield to monsters.


  —


  It was as if the king was intentionally trying to make it easy for the holy knight, Lili, to surrender. At that, Pale couldn’t help but frown. This too is probably because they’ve been acquainted before.


  Despite thinking that the king was soft, Pale didn’t say it out loud. That was because the proposal of the king had a lot of benefits. The problem was the holy knight, Lili. What kind of human was she?


  Pale had focused gathering intel on the area around the capital, so she didn’t have much information on the female holy knight of the north.


  “You look like you want to say I’m soft.”


  “…Gi Za-dono would surely say that if were he here.”


  “Oh? And what would you say, Pale-dono?”


  Pale sneered at the king, who was playing the fool.


  “Just do as you please. If you’re worried about a rebellion, we can just crush them easily. Whether it’s the north or whatever.”


  “You sound like you’re expecting a wise decision from me.”


  “You’d be right.”


  It was halfway through the month of Horus that the Goblin King wrapped up the government affairs at the imperial capital and moved north.


  * * *


  “Hmph. A horde of monsters? …Not a whiff of elegance to it.”


  Blanche the War Princess stifled a yawn as she watched the approaching horde of monster beasts. After successfully being granted permission by the king to declare war on the south and the west, she used the influence of Shushunu to mobilize the minor nations. She led their forces to march for the eastern region of Germion Kingdom.


  “Is this wise? Doing something like this on your own?”


  The feeble aide asked as he sighed at the sight of the extravagant tea set lined up on the plains.


  “What could you be referring to? Are you referring to me employing the Short Sword Battle Maiden (Valkyria)? Are you referring to the wine I have been drinking since noon? Or perhaps… Are you referring to the rejection of the marriage proposal?”


  “I think just being able to line up so many is dangerous in and of itself, but I was actually referring to you mobilizing our allied countries.”


  “A trivial matter. If we do not use our power when we have it, then what meaning is there in possessing it? In the first place, it is precisely for this purpose that the alliance exists.”


  “Are you not even in the slightest bit afraid of a rebellion?” The aide spoke in a hushed voice.


  She laughed scornfully. “Hmph. You think they’d work with the goblins? Although there may be interest in negotiating with them, the dogs of the minor nations haven’t the guts to try.”


  “Perhaps, but…”


  Blanche had attempted to get into the eastern region in one fell swoop, but the sudden appearance of monsters at the south caused the king to order her to move her army there.


  “Hmph. My lips do not exist to ease your worries, but… Very well. I am feeling good today.”


  Tilting the luxurious silver glass, she drank the red wine with great relish.


  “Perhaps the great nobles of the south cried out to my beloved king. If so, then let the dogs know that unless these monster beasts are wiped out, their kennels will be in danger.”


  “But…”


  “Of course, I’m telling the truth. No. I will make it the truth. Those who don’t work here shall earn my wrath. I hate lazy fools.”


  ‘Ah, but there is the slight difference of one being the threat of monsters and the other being punishment handed by a fellow man,’ she did not say that out loud and just smiled instead.


  “Naturally, since we will be saving the great nobles, they will have to compensate us. That is how the world turns. It is the natural law.”


  Red wine was poured into her glass, and as she emptied it, a slight blush appeared on her face.


  “When you say compensation… What exactly are you referring to?”


  “They will hand us money and soldiers. Of course, it won’t be for free. We’ll let them purchase the slaves we take from the eastern region. But anyone fit to be a soldier shall be given to me.”


  The king gave them permission to attack the eastern region of Germion Kingdom so that they may enslave its people. It is no exaggeration to say that the king came to power with the consultation of the great nobles.


  Just as Blanche had pointed out, if refugees were to flow from the eastern region to the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, the one who would have to take responsibility for them was none other than the royal family. If Fatina were under Shushunu or were at least friendly, then they would be able to take care of those people with the food from there.


  But Fatina had fallen to the enemy. As such, they did not have enough food. If they were to allow the refugees to flow into the kingdom, the royal family will surely find itself bankrupt. But the thing known as money can be found in a certain place.


  That is none other than the bosom of the great nobles. As such, she requested that permission be granted for the invasion of the eastern region. If they were to enslave the people of the eastern region and sell them to the great nobles, they would be able to ensure the livelihood of the people wishing to be saved and avoid the bankruptcy of the royal family.


  Moreover, she would be able to burden her other political enemies with slaves. That’s why she couldn’t go the eastern region first and had to go down south.


  She had to save the great nobles.


  “You’re unexpectedly evil, Ojousama.”


  Blanche laughed and said.


  “If you understand, then work. I don’t like lazy bums.”


  “As you will, Milord.”


  As the aide was about to leave, he suddenly stopped as if he’d remembered something. He spoke anxiously to Blanche.


  “By the way, the Ivory Tower is doing something strange. They seem to have sent a letter to various countries.”


  “Hmm?”


  “‘The humans have to unite under the gods once more,’ they said.”


  “Hmm… That is strange.”


  —


  Blanche narrowed her eyes and became thoughtful. The aide knew better than to talk to his master when she was like this.


  “We might need to indirectly contact someone trustworthy among the government officials.”


  “As you will. I will arrange something.”


  “That’s that then. Come, it is time for war.”


  That gloomy expression vanished, and in its place bloomed a smile as she stood up and stretched her back.


  “Do try to entertain me.”


  On that day, the allied countries of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, the Short Sword Battle Maiden, and various clans of all sizes were able to successfully slay 5,000 monster beasts during their defense of the great nobles.


  Word of the young war princess’ renown had just begun to spread.


  * * *


  Gulland the Storm Knight moved alone from the Holy Shushunu Kingdom to the eastern part of Germion Kingdom. Although he was delayed a lot because he had to gather information along the way – which, by the way, has not been going well at all – it was simply too reckless to jump into the fray and try to save his master without knowing anything.


  As he gradually calmed down, he continued heading west while gathering information.


  Eventually, he got word of the Crown Prince Ishtar and Valdor’s death.


  Gulland never knew just how bad the situation of his country was. The closer he got to the west, the more ominous the stories became.


  ‘A monster horde could attack us anytime now.’ ‘Maybe the imperial capital has already fallen.’


  The one in charge of the eastern region of Germion Kingdom was currently Sivara. Despite not having accurate information, Gulland hurried himself to go to Germion Kingdom.


  “If it’s Sivara, he probably won’t be beaten unless it’s something unexpected.”


  Gulland consoled himself as he made his way for Germion Kingdom. By the time he reached the country, the month of the Snake was already almost over.


  When Gulland entered the capital of the eastern region, the terrible scene that greeted him left him staring in a daze.


  Tents had been put up everywhere and refugees could be found all over the place. The smoke from cooking billowing out of the tents was just like that time when the people of the western region were chased out of their home.


  Babies crying from empty stomachs, cowering elderly, young women tugging on the sleeves of people passing by, and the dangerous glares of the youth. Gulland’s gritted his teeth and turned around.


  “Again. Damn it…”


  He had lost again.


  Once again he had lost in the hands of those monsters.


  He glared at his hands curled into fists out of frustration and walked.


  Was Sivara safe? Were the few people he called friends still alive?


  Gulland quickly passed through the tents and entered town. The guards stopped him along the way, but when he showed his identification, they stood in attention and let him pass.


  The king was dead.


  The one person that Gulland had sworn fealty to was no longer in this world.


  And from what he’s gathered in town, Sivara was still fighting to receive the people fleeing to the east. The cavalry that brought up the name of the Ripper Knight to become a holy knight was already no more than a name. Already, most of their comrades have passed.


  Despite that Sivara continued to swing his halberd in the front lines to accept the people fleeing from Germion Kingdom.


  When Gulland heard that, he was deeply ashamed.


  At the same time, he decided he had to help him.


  Although he could have gone alone, Gulland had to announce his intentions loudly in front of the refugees.


  Perhaps one might be promised a peaceful life if one were to accept the ruling of the goblins. The number of refugees didn’t match the number of people in the entirety of Germion Kingdom.


  But how would that be different from the peace of a slave?


  Freedom was something that one had to take with his own hands.


  “I am the Storm Knight, Gulland Rifenin!”


  That was the title he was given when the king he had sworn fealty to made him a holy knight.


  “Is there anyone! Anyone among you who is willing to fight with me!? Is there anyone! Who is ready to fight to help Sivara who is yet fighting to protect your families!?”


  The weight of that name seemed to weigh even heavier upon his shoulders.


  But no one answered Gulland’s call. The refugees merely looked down and accepted their defeat. The only reason they were here was fear. The fear of being ruled by goblins they did not understand.


  No one answered Gulland’s call. The Storm Knight had no choice but to turn his back.


  He would have to help Sivara alone.


  He checked the weight of his great sword on his back and went to the west alone.


  * * *


  In the northern lands, two swordsmen fought each other.


  One was a goblin, the other was a human.


  The bearer of the Sword God’s divine protection and the wielder of the magic sword.


  Although they had various differences, they were bought carrying something that made them unable to step back.


  “…Do you really not plan on surrendering?”


  “…You must be joking. I just want to fight your sword spirit.”


  The goblin swordsman drew his curved sword, while the knight of the fallen country drew her whip sword. Like a whip, her blade fell around her. Like a snake, it coiled on the ground. It was like a snake just before attacking or like quicksand protecting her.


  The goblin swordsman facing her quietly breathed and drew his curved sword by his side. This was the stance he took when he defeated the veteran knight, Gowen Ranid.


  Behind her were the people and soldiers she had to defend. Behind the goblin were the members of a different race that respected him. They watched over their battle.


  The king would come soon from the south.


  The one and only King of Monsters.


  They had to settle their duel before then. For Gi Go, it was to fulfill his loyalty. For Lili, it was to protect her people. When the flames of war are lit, it is likely that the king won’t forgive the holy knight. She believed that to be true.


  So she proposed a duel that conformed to the ancient rules.


  They would encircle themselves with red branches and people around them would stand witness to their duel that would test their bravery and ability.


  Gi Go closed the distance between them.


  Lili pointed the end of her Sky Splitter (Vashinant) at Gi Go. It raised its head up just like a snake would. It was as if it were alive.


  “What a strange sword.”


  But the goblin swordsman was not at all perturbed as he laughed.


  “Indeed.”


  The magic sword wielder wryly smiled and shrugged her shoulders as she took a step back.


  They were gauging the distance between them.


  Gi Go wanted to close the distance between them and get up close. Of course, this was the first time Gi Go was seeing the magic sword, Vashinant, but he could more or less tell how it fought from seeing it. It was flexible like a whip and likely had a range several times greater than a normal sword.


  The only way for Gi Go to win was for him to get up close and attack.


  This predicament caused him to narrow his eyes and smile.


  “I’m coming.”


  As he said those words solemnly, he took a step and kicked up a cloud of dust.


  “—!”


  The speed of his approach was so fast that Lili was actually shocked.


  But the magic sword was able to react in time.


  After that miraculous step came a powerful blow that burned like a great fire. Within the rising cloud of dust, for just one moment, the magic sword wielder and the swordsman clashed. And then they separated again.


  “…Oh, right. Gi Ga-dono did brag about it that time.”


  After Lili moved away from the cloud of dust, she glared coldly at Gi Go like the wind blowing from the mountains of Yugrasil.


  “He said that the human swordsman was quick on her feet.”


  “They’re called Echo Steps.”


  She took stance in front of Gi Go and moved her hands a little. Suddenly, the end of the magic sword came thrusting from behind Gi Go. Gi Go dodged it without even turning to look, then he swung his sword and gave rise to another cloud of dust.


  Gi Go stood there, easily dodging the attacks that buried countless barbarian warriors.


  The duel of the swordsmen has just begun.


   


  Chapter 240 
The End of the Kingdom of Knights


  There were four seasons and 12 months in Germion Kingdom.


  The beginning of spring, the month of Mars. The month of the north wind, the month of Bilf. The end of the cold, the month of Tiga.


  The end of spring, the month of Rabito. The beginning of summer, the month of Drago. The month of the western wind, the month of the Snake.


  The month of the southern wind, the month of Horus. The month when Rodo was vigorous, the month of Sheep. The month of the eastern wind, the month of Moruki.


  The month of harvest, the month of Chikiru. The month of houses, the month of Doguru. The end of winter, the month of Boa.


  Even after the end of Germion Kingdom, these concepts that have rooted themselves deeply into the land serve as important indicators for the people tending to the fields. In the north, wheat was seeded in the month of Rabito and harvested in the month of Horus. Although there are differences from region to region, this has become the standard for harvest period.


  The waterways expanding from the mountains of the Snow God (Yugrasil) would turn into cold water upon returning underground, and then surface onto the land once more. These waters moistured the land and spread vast greens on the lower reaches. Amidst the bloodshed and the conflicts, the humans of Germion Kingdom were able to use the bountiful land to cultivate crops.


  It was that very same country of humans that was devoured by the thriving power of goblins.


  But while it was true that countries ever rose and fell, refusing to give up is a human trait. Even in the northern lands were the ruling of Germion Kingdom was relatively shallow, the people could not come to terms with their defeat unless they fought at least once.


  A narrow breath left Lili’s lips as it vanished into the southern winds.


  In her hands was the magic sword, Vashinant. It stretched out like a whip but cut like a sword. It was the sword that once represented the Aureya Family. Through the flow of time, it had once again found its way back to her.


  With the magic sword in her hands, she was strong enough for the snow demons (Yugushiva) themselves to call her ‘demon’.


  WIth the slightest movement, her faithful magic sword would raise up its head and attack. It crawled the ground like a snake and slithered on the sand.


  Gi Go narrowed his eyes and glanced at the magic sword. Using the full ability of his body, he drew his sword and tried to sweep it away. A normal swordsman would probably lose just to the pressure emanating from this weapon, but with the abilities given to him by his Baron Class body, he was able to sweep aside the sword and press onwards.


  But his momentum was stopped.


  In order for Lili to make the most out of her steps, she had to kill his momentum.


  It was in that way that Lili handled her magic sword. If Gi Go were to ignore that, he would surely incur a deep wound. Gi Go attacked while Lili defended.


  That was the role they naturally settled into as the duel progressed.


  Although their battlefield was demarcated by the red branches surrounding them, every time Lili was driven into a corner, she would use her Echo Steps to get out of her predicament. Because of that Gi Go couldn’t quite catch up to her.


  There were various ways to apply normal sword play. Slashing, sweeping, mowing, thrusting. But the fact that every one of those relied on a linear attack was the trait of the weapon called ‘sword’. Perhaps if humans became more skilled in it, new ways to use it would be born, but as it stood now, most people that employed a sword used it in that manner.


  This was true regardless of style.


  Whether it was his own style or the style taught by sword techniques, there was a limit to the number of effective attacks. But before Gi Go was a weapon that made the impossible possible.


  That weapon known as a magic sword.


  It was as if that sword had a will of its own as it moved about around her. Like a chain that bound her, like a will that protected her, the magic sword that would even slightly change the shape of its blade… It pointed the end of its blade at Gi Go.


  It needn’t be said just how troubling a sword that could change its shape during battle was. The range the enemy could cover was ever changing. That in and of itself was enough to prove fatal between swordsmen. But that want all, as this whip sword of hers possessed another stroke with which she could her foes with.


  ──Swallow.


  That was a trajectory that an unbent sword could never reach.


  A series of undulating blades ran for Gi Go’s feet.


  “Mu.”


  At the same time, the air behind him was cut, but he was still able to dodge it. However, this was all within Lili’s calculations. Magic Sword Vashinant. That was a weapon that followed an irregular trajectory and possessed a myriad of different ways to attack that made it the worst opponent for a swordsman.


  As Gi Go dodged the tip of its blade, it immediately changed direction and attacked him again. But he couldn’t just focus on the tip of that sword. Gi Go sensed killing intent and shifted his body. In the next moment, a series of blades ran under his feet.


  It was like a prison made of blades. Were he to touch it, the blades of the magic sword would surely surround him.


  “Won’t you please surrender?” Lili asked.


  Gi Go shook his head. “No. Your blade is full of killing intent. And more than anything, you have roused my interest!”


  Gi Go was more talkative than usual. He smiled fiercely and swept his blade against the whip sword approaching him from his surroundings.


  After being swept aside with overwhelming power, the blades once again gathered around Lili. They coiled around her like a snake.


  “What an interesting technique.”


  “…Thank you.”


  —


  Lili somehow managed to find a path to survival.


  A path where that king would become understanding and not kill her. But if she were to kill his subordinate, then that path will likely take a sharp turn. In that case, she had to defeat the swordsman in front of her without killing him.


  But could she do it?


  The swordsman was strong. If she were to be honest, were this merely a contest of sword skill alone, she was not strong enough to reach him. No. She was not even fit to touch his feet. The only reason she was able to compete with him here was because of her skill in handling her magic sword.


  If it was not possible to slay the flesh, then she had no other choice but to slay the will.


  She decided to aim for his sword. Normally it would be impossible to cut the sword of someone more skilled that oneself. But she had a skill that could do just that.


  —Iron Decapitation.


  That was a skill that she gained while fighting Gi Ga.


  “I’ll be relying on you again.”


  As she muttered that to herself, she stepped forward.


  She quickly closed the distance between them with her Echo Steps. Until now she has only been moving her whip sword only a little, but this time she raised it up high. In response, Vashinant became a three-stranded whip just like a tornado and attacked Gi Go.


  The blades unleashed a three-step-linked blade toward Gi Go.


  Moerover, each step was a three strike combo, resulting into a total of nine strokes. There was no longer any place to escape in the battlefield demarcated by red branches. When the spectators saw that, the snow demons (Yugushiva) cried out, while the soldiers cheered.


  “Interesting!”


  Gi Go grit his teeth and held his ground. It was true that the storm of three-strand whip blades was a powerful attack. If he tried to dodge it, he would surely incur a fatal wound.


  If so, then…


  He had no choice but to return them.


  He stepped forward with his right foot as if to grasp the ground. Then he shifted from a mid stance to a high stance and exhaled a little. After that he filled himself with air, and…


  “GURUuUoOAAAA!”


  As he let out a powerful voice, he struck down the storm of blades.


  But that was exactly what Lili was waiting for.


  And there was no way she was about to miss this once in a lifetime opportunity. An opportunity to strike down Gi Go’s curved sword.


  The moment their blades touched, she knew that she had cut his blade. In the next moment, however, Gi Go’s sword descended, cutting down even the air itself, and striking down Lili’s magic sword.


  Lili couldn’t believe what she was seeing. Her shock lasted only for an instant, but Gi Go did not miss that opening. Immediately, Gi Go closed in on her and pointed his curved sword at her neck.


  “I win.”


  “…Yes. I’ve lost. Please spare my people and my soldiers’ lives.”


  Lili sighed deeply, then dropped Vashinant and knelt.


  “Why did you aim for my sword?”


  “You can tell?”


  “I don’t enjoy being looked down on.” Gi Go glared sharply at Lili.


  After a moment of silence, Lili answered. “…I am a knight who must protect the people that cannot fight. That is an oath I can never break. I thought that if I killed you, your king will take it out on my people.”


  “Now you’re just insulting me and my king.”


  That honest answer roused Gi Go’s fury, but eventually, that fury cooled down and he asked again.


  “I’ll grant your request and spare your people and soldiers. So, what about your own life? Do you not need it?”


  “…”


  Lili quietly hung her head and Gi Go patiently looked down at her. But he sheathed his curved sword and turned his back on her.


  “The king will be coming soon. I’ll leave your fate to His Majesty. Still, to think that a duel between swordsmen would be decided not by fate but by circumstance…”


  The snow demons (Yugushiva) apprehended her, but she didn’t show any signs of resisting.


  “Don’t be rough with her.”


  The snow demons (Yugushiva) obeyed Gi Go and the northern soldiers were stricken with Lili’s defeat.


  10 days after their duel, the Goblin King arrived at the north, and the northern region officially surrendered. The northern region came under the rule of the goblins in a relatively peacefully compared to the rest of Germion Kingdom.


  * * *


  An army was headed west.


  The Holy Shushunu Kingdom’s army that was meant to conquer Germion Kingdom numbered 6,000 with its sorcerer cavalry (mana guard) as its main force. At the heart of that army was none other than the War Princess, Blanche Ririnoie, herself. At the young age of 18 years old, she is a talented woman who has inherited the highest position of nobility within the strongest country at the center of the continent, the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  Already they have broken through the borders. The eastern soldiers meant to defend the borders had been sent to fight the goblins. This was all in order for the man known as Sivara Bandier, to whom the eastern region had been entrusted to, to be able to receive the citizens fleeing from Germion Kingdom.


  Gradually, the townscape of the eastern region finally became came into the view of Blanche and her people. When she saw that, she smiled a sadistic smile from atop her horse.


  “Take over it… Quickly now.”


  At her behest, several soldiers were dispatched as messengers.


  Her army showed no signs of slowing down at all as it spread itself into both sides. After taking over the city of the eastern region, Urubanshu, that was basically the eastern region’s entrance, Blanche sat herself in the central government and lorded over the government officials.


  —


  “W-What is the meaning of this? Even if we may be allies, this is simply…”


  The most senior of the government officials criticized Blanche, but she showed no signs of worrying. If anything she smiled sadistically as she looked down at the officials.


  “You have not been granted permission to speak.”


  She laughed as she enjoyed the fragrance of the tea poured by her subordinate. A nearby subordinate of hers understood what she meant and pinned down the official that spoke. When she saw the official groaning, she took a mouthful of black tea, held it in her mouth, and then swallowed.


  “Hmm… Now then, normally I wouldn’t talk to commoners such as yourselves, but I’m enjoying this delicious black tea, so I might as well. I’ll explain it so that it’s easy for you to understand.”


  She brought the cup made out of luxurious clay to her mouth as she enjoyed the warmth of the black tea.


  “Just recently, my beloved king has given me a wonderful gift. Do you know what that is?”


  The government officials exchanged glances, but none of them could answer. She was in a good mood, though, so she continued.


  “War. The authority to declare war on you has been granted to me.”


  The face of the government officials gradually paled, then as Blanche enjoyed the aroma of her black tea, she said.


  “Well, what I’m trying to say is… I, Blanche Ririnoie, hereby declare war on your country on behalf of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.”


  Stricken with despair, the government officials hung their head and Blanche laughed loudly.


  “All of the people of this city belong to me. Of course, that includes you officials and the refugees.”


  “T-This is preposterous!”


  “Take them away.”


  After emptying her black tea, Blanche put down her tea cup on its coaster and asked her feeble aide.


  “What did the foolish nobles say?”


  “They reluctantly agreed.”


  “It seems they know their place. That makes things convenient for me.”


  She smiled with satisfaction as she had the map spread on the floor. It was a map large enough to take a third of the space in the room. That much information on the eastern region had been placed before her eyes.


  “Now then, how long will it take to transport the slaves?”


  “The refugees can be transported immediately, but the citizens wish to pay for their freedom.”


  “1,000 duma per person and I will permit them not to fall into slavery.”


  1,000 duma was enough for a commoner family to eat for three years.


  “Most of the commoners will probably fall into slavery… Perhaps only a tenth will be left.”


  She became thoughtful at that figure, then she smiled wryly and nodded.


  “That will do. See to it.”


  “As you will. My master.”


  Blanche looked down at the map and quietly smiled.


  “Come, let us begin this enjoyable war.”


  * * *


  A horde of monster beasts ferociously raised up a great cloud of dust as they rode from the west to the east.


  This was the Tiger and Spear Army (Aransain) led by Gi Ga Rax. They, who prided themselves as the fastest among the goblins, moved at a speed that no human army could dare match.


  Gi Ga’s policy revolved around mercy and forbearance, allowing the defeated to surrender. He wanted to quickly subjugate the various territories, but surprisingly, few surrendered. In fact, many fought back.


  One reason was because just before the collapse of Germion Kingdom, most of its nobles were able to return to their respective territories. Although it couldn’t be helped since they wanted to conquer the imperial capital as fast as they could, the scattered forces were now receiving support from their locals and were fighting against the goblins.


  Another reason was because of the influence of the Holy Knight, Sivara Bandier, who has held his ground at the eastern region.


  Even if the people of Germion Kingdom rebelled and lost, they had a place they could run to. Because of that they were more than eager to rebel.


  Gi Ga informed Pale of the situation, but all she said in response was…


  ──“The areas that can be occupied have been minimized and the path to the east taken, but there’s no need to hurry the war.”


  Gi Ga could not understand her intentions and neither could Zaurosh of the Proud Clan (Leon Heart Clan). In the first place, while Zaurosh may be a veteran warrior, he was not a tactician.


  In the end, they headed east as ordered without understanding Pale’s intentions.


  While a human and a goblin were racking their heads trying to make sense of their orders, the reorganization of the army at the former capital of Germion Kingdom was proceeding steadily. While their king was occupying the north, the goblins that had just experienced their first campaign were being reorganized.


  “It’s really hard to organize them when the king isn’t around.”


  Although one of the four generals, Gi Gu Verbena, was complaining, he was actually satisfied with the goblins under him. Gu Tough, Gu Big, and Gu Naga (Long) of his army were given permission to have an independent force of their own.


  Although the main power of the Blood-Stained Axe and Sword Army (Felduk) revolved around the southern goblins, which Gi Gu led himself, but with the inclusion of the new soldiers, they now numbered 6,000 and were simply too big.


  Although that made them the biggest army among the goblin forces, it also made them too big for Gi Gu alone to lead. To make it easier to manage the army, Gi Gu picked out the three sibling goblins, who have been with him the longest, to each lead 1,000 soldiers and serve as adjutants to Gi Gu’s army.


  Although they have been entrusted with subordinates of their own for a while now, it was only now that they were officially being entrusted with a battalion. Because of this the Gi Gu faction has now become the largest faction among the goblins.


  —


  Another reason why Gi Gu was so happy was because the king bestowed a name on the three sibling goblins before he left.


  Gu Tough Duen.


  Gu Big Rueh.


  Gu Naga Ferun.


  When Gi Gu thought back to when he first picked up these three goblins, his face bloomed into a smile. Receiving a family name from the king meant receiving the right to own a territory.


  The three goblins he picked up during his expedition had grown to the point were the king himself had given them a name. He was happy that they were able to survive this long, and also happy that they were able to grow up this well.


  “Elder brother.”


  The ‘small’ Gu Naga (Long) represented the three of them as he knelt on one knee and called out to Gi Gu.


  “Umu.”


  As the three sibling goblins looked up and one goblin looked down, no more words needed be said.


  “Stand, my younger brothers. From here on you will be able to have a family of your own. Remember. You must never be frugal with your life when working for the king.”


  Gi Gu patted the shoulders of the three goblins as they nodded, then he turned to Felduk, which was standing in attention behind them, and raised his voice.


  “Rejoice! And cry out! It is time to see our brothers off!”


  The war cries pushed the three goblins from behind as they left the imperial capital. The three goblins each led 1,000 soldiers and departed to suppress the eastern region of Germion Kingdom.


  Other than them, Gi Do Buruga the shaman class goblin and Gi Zu Ruo and the others were made to lead the soldiers that could not be accomodated by the four generals. They were sent to suppress the eastern region.


  One reason was that it was simply too inefficient to use the four generals to suppress the rebellion of the remnants of Germion Kingdom, as they were needed to maintain the public order in the imperial capital and in the front most lines, where the powerful enemies were.


  Another reason was to give these other goblins an opportunity to gain more experience leading other goblins and strengthen the goblin army as a whole.


  By taking over Germion Kingdom, Pale was slowly but steadily making her way toward the plans she needed to win the coming great wars.


  * * *


  It was only after Sivara Bandier had clashed once with the vanguard of the goblins that used monster beasts that that report was brought to him. It was well into the middle of the month of the Sheep.


  After Sivara soemhow managed to repel Gi Ga Rax’s Aransain, word of Blanche the War Princess’ surprise attack at the east was brought to him.


  “…You’re certain this message is authentic?”


  Sivara asked as his hair dirtied by the dusts of war fluttered in the wind.


  “There is no mistaking it. Citizens that couldn’t pay for their freedom have been sold to the Holy Shushunu Kingdom as slaves.”


  “This isn’t the time for us humans to fighting among ourselves, but I suppose that’s not something that the great powers can understand.”


  He muttered as his face twisted from the exhaustion of fighting battles to no end.


  Even Gulland, who was supposed to be his insurance, failed to become a pawn that kept Shushunu in check.


  The plan he gambled his survival on has just been destroyed.


  “Refugees sighted in front! They’re being chased by the goblins!”


  When the few cavalry they had sent as scouts came back with that report, Sivara stopped his thoughts and raised his head.


  “All forces! Gather yourselves! We’re fighting the goblins! Fish Scales Formation!”


  The people being chased was a group of minor nobles that rebelled against the goblins. When they saw Sivara’s group, they ran as if they’d found a sliver of hope from the depths of hell.


  The goblins pursuing them were mostly made up of quick monster beasts.


  “I can’t see one arm! That’s the black tiger horde!”


  Of the mounted goblins, the ones they had to be most vigilant of were the long-armed goblins. Sivara once saw the state of an army chased to the imperial capital by them. These long-armed goblins truly led their armies like a storm.


  “There is no need to fear! At my signal, expand to the flanks!”


  Although that was what Sivara had said, the black tigers were not an enemy that they could let their guard down against. Not to mention, the movements of those black tigers were simply too flexible compared to the horses Sivara and his men used.


  When the group of minor nobles passed by them, Sivara heaved a sigh of relief.


  Then in the moment before they clashed with the goblins, Sivara raised his voice.


  “Expand!”


  The fish scales formation expanded to both sides and tried to push the frontlines. The black tiger horde also spread to both sides.


  “That was too weak! They’re coming from the back!”


  Just as Sivara thought, the black tiger horde took advantage of their superiority in mobility and regrouped behind them, then attacked once more.


  “Left Wing! Right Wing! Turn around! Center! Advance!”


  Sivara ordered only the center force to advance while he ordered the flanks to turn around. This was a battle against time. While Sivara was busy fixing their formation, the black tigers were attacking.


  Fortunately for them, this time the polished tactics of the humans won over the mobility of the goblins. The goblins attacked, but Sivara was able to finish fixing their formation a little faster.


  Immediately realizing that they were at a disadvantage, the goblins gave the signal to retreat. Despite incurring losses, Sivara attacked the goblins once more.


  But he didn’t pursue after them when they fled. After all, the goblins moved too quickly. As the human side cheered for their victory, Sivara went to meet the humans that were being chased.


  —


  From them he was able to find out that the situation had worsened even more.


  The north had fallen and the minor nobles have been destroyed.


  The goblin forces that initially headed east was Aransain. They showed tolerance and mercy and permitted those who submitted to them autonomy. They did not hurt the humans as long as they did not try to obstruct them.


  But those who refused to cooperate were greeted with a tragedy.


  The goblins that fought under the Axe and Sword Flag (Felduk) brought fear and death. The ferocity showed by the blood-stained Felduk at the south – especially, at Pena – had been shown once again.


  A merciless death to any and all who resisted.


  That was by no means their slogan, but the three sibling goblins that were subordinated to Gi Gu did just that, showing the ferocity of the goblins. Even the small villages were turned into ashes. It was the very picture of a terrifying axe descending upon the rebels.


  The minor nobles somehow managed to gather numbers and resist, but the ferocious goblins trampled them underfoot. The remnant soldiers were the ones that rendezvoused with Sivara.


  When Sivara heard these things, he couldn’t help but groan.


  The north had fallen.


  The cities and villages around the imperial capital that have rebelled have all been mostly suppressed.


  “With this, we have completely…”


  Lost. Germion Kingdom was already at its end. No, it was already dead. He had continued to fight until now because he didn’t want to accept that, but any hope for victory has already been crushed. With the east attacked from both the east and the west, there was no longer any way for them to resist.


  “We’ll head to Giruruto.”


  At the very least, they had to negotiate with the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. Sivara ordered his forces to head for the biggest city of the east.


  “Sivara-sama, the goblin forces are!”


  But as soon as Sivara turned around, what came to view was the army that should have been defeated earlier.


  “Are they planning on fighting us again?”


  But that army that revolved around the black tigers kept their distance from them as they attacked.


  That march that resembled a game of tag only came to a stop when a village came to Sivara’s view. It was then that the goblin forces suddenly closed in on them. A closer look would show the night was deeper and that their numbers had increased.


  “It’s the one arm!”


  A scout screamed as he reported. Sivara answered with an order.


  “We’ll intercept them! Arrow-Point Formation!”


  In order to inspire this army that he was losing command over, he had no choice but to stand at the head. As the human army arranged itself into a shape akin to that of an arrow point, Sivara raised up his halberd.


  “Soldiers! You have fought well! Be it as a holy knight or as the fedual lord of the Bandie Territory, I think of you proudly. Come. Let us win once more. Let us carve our bravery into these goblins!”


  The soldiers raised up their weapons and cheered in response, then Sivara said.


  “Even if Germion Kingdom is defeated, Sivara Bandier shall not!”


  At the descent of his halberd, Sivara led the eastern division army and advanced. At the head of the goblin army to greet them was a one-armed goblin mounted on a black tiger.


  At the head of one army was a one-armed goblin, at the other was Sivara. In that very moment when they were about to violently clash, Sivara saw the goblins suddenly starting to turn right.


  It was the cavalry of that commander with a sickle spear that moved.


  As the general of an army it was imperative that one be able to see the whole battlefield.


  Unfortunately, it was in this moment that that ability backfired on Sivara, as the movement of the right flank caused Sivara to imagine an attack coming at them from the side.


  His army that charged straight for the enemy in the Arrow-Point Formation and the enemy’s sudden change in formation. What did the goblins’ attack from the side mean when their army was moving to attack them head on? Sivara’s mind immediately went to work to figure it out, but when he was about to raise his voice, he suddenly noticed that the goblin in front of him had swung his spear.


  The clash lasted for but a moment, but the one who fell was none other than Sivara.


  A moment of unpreparedness had decided his fate.


  With the head cut down, the eastern division army had no choice but to flee. The continuing charge of the goblins and the attack from the flanks executed by their detached forces… With no commander to lead the humans, there was no way they would be able to resist.


  With one clash, they were sent fleeing. The goblins chased after them, leaving only a trace of battle in their wake.


  Among the abandoned corpses was Sivara’s body that yet held breath. He no longer had the strength to wield his halberd and blood poured down from the wound stretching from his shoulder to his chest.


  “Defeated… I lost?”


  Someone seemed to be calling his name, but he could no longer hear well enough.


  He didn’t even have the strength to turn his gaze toward the direction of those footsteps. He could only gaze up at the heavens as a face peeked at him from right above him.


  “Hey… Aren’t you… Late… Gulla…nd…”


  Gulland called out his name desperately, but it ended in futility, as Sivara the Ripper Knight breathed his last.


  


  


  LEVEL HAS RISEN.


   


  Gi Ga Rax


  ９２→５６(Class Promotion)


  (Knight to Baron)


   


  Gi Gi Orudo


  ２０→２４


   


  Gi Gu Verbena


  ２４→５４


   


  Gi Go Amatsuki


  ７４→８４


   


  Gi Za Zakuend


  ２５→６１


   


  Gi Ji Arsil


  ４２→４６


   


  Gi Zu Ruo


  ６５→９７


   


  Gi Jii Yubu


  ９１→５ (Class Promotion)


  (Noble to Duke)


   


  Gi Do Buruga


  ８２→９６


   


  Gi Bii


  ５９→６３


   


  Gi Bu Rakuta


  １０→１５


   


  Gi Be Slay


  ３２→３６


   


  Rashka


  ３５→４０


   


  Hal


  ８４→８


  (Class Promotion)


  Noble to Duke


   


  Kuzan


  ５２→５４


   


  Cynthia’s level has risen.


  ７２→７５


   


  Bui’s level has risen.


  １９→２３


   


  Shumea’s level has risen.


  ２７→３０
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          Baron; Four Generals

        
      


      
        	
          Possessed Skills

        

        	
          Spear Mastery A-; Overpowering Howl; Omnivorous; Instant Kill; Adherent of the King; Spear Throw; Flower of the Battlefield; Undying Rush; Insight; Mounted Spear Mastery; Sworn Knight; One-Winged Monster Bird

        
      


      
        	
          Divine Protection

        

        	
          None
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          None
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          Due to having to compensate for a missing leg with a prosthetic, fighting strength is reduced by 5%

        
      


      
        	
          Beloved Steed

        

        	
          Hakuou

        
      

    
  


  
Flower of the Battlefield


  Bonus when fighting a duel. When fighting against the enemy general, strength, defense, and dexterity are all increased. (MEDIUM)


  Undying Rush


  Bonus when leading a monster cavalry or a human cavalry. Leadership is increased. (MEDIUM)


  Mounted Spear Mastery


  Bonus when using a spear while mounted. Weakness from abnormal status will be weakened. (HIGH)


  —Due to this skill the reduction of one’s fighting strength from the abnormal status will be reduced from 30% to 5%.


  Sworn Knight


  So long as the king lives, you will have a charm effect toward your subordinates. Charm Effect (MEDIUM)


  One-Winged Monster Bird


  The entire army will receive a bonus when you are standing at its head. Attack is increased (MEDIUM)
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          One Who has Walked through Death; Tactician; Versatile Master; The Logic of That Who Appears to Be Human but Is Not Human; Sword Mastery B-; In the Name of My King; Battle Wits
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Tactician


  Bonus to leadership when leading an army. Leadership is increased. (MEDIUM)


  The Logic of That Who Appears to Be Human but Is Not Human


  Bonus when leading an army. The defense (MEDIUM) and critical rate (MEDIUM) of the forces led by oneself is increased.


  In the Name of My King


  Bonus when fighting alongside the king. Attack and defense of one’s forces increased. (MEDIUM)


  Battle Wits


  Bonus when losing to an enemy. Casualties reduced. (MEDIUM)
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          Dignity of the Great Chief; Beast Control; Spear Mastery B-; Great Rush of a Clan; Cooperation B-; Three Consecutive Attacks; Inspire; Extermination Tactics; Hero of the Battlefield
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Dignity of the Great Chief


  Bonus to charm effects toward goblins. Charm Effect (MEDIUM)


  Three Consecutive Attacks


  Can attack three times with the spear.


  Great Rush of a Clan


  Bonus when leading one’s clan to battle. Attack is increased (MEDIUM)


  Extermination Tactics


  Bonus to attack when charging or assaulting an enemy. Attack is increased (HIGH). Defense is decreased (MEDIUM).


   


  Intermission 
Hibiscus Love


  Rishan Noen.


  The daughter of Elrain Kingdom’s prime minister, Elbert, a 14 year old maiden. Since her mother had already passed, she was raised up with the love of a single father.


  Unlike her father who was a scholar, or no, perhaps, it would be better to say that it was because her father was a scholar and was not at all interested in swordsmanship that since young she’s been absorbed with the way of the sword.


  Elrain Kingdom that was at the south of the continent was a rich market due to the trade from the south. At the same time, it was also a place that schemers tended to flock to. The nobles of the kingdom have been devoted to weakening the king and strengthening themselves since 10 years ago.


  The only reason Elrain Kingdom was able to maintain itself was because it was a large country that possessed vast territories in the south. Perhaps another way to put is it that… It takes a lot of time for a giant tree rooted deep in the ground before it can rot or before the insects crawling on the ground can devour it.


  Even if signs of a country’s death have appeared, the wealth stored and the mechanisms to operate the country were still in good health; hence, it was still possible for it to prolong its life.


  But eventually, even that came to a turning point.


  When she was 12 years-old, a man that possessed great power fought against a monster so great it was known as the Monster King, and in the wake of the aftershocks from their battle, Elrain Kingdom was destroyed.


  Brandika Rual Fatina, the Clan Leader of the Red King, who expanded vigorously from the east. And the Goblin King who led his forces from the north to expand his territory.


  In the clash between one human and one monster, the entire south was dragged into their war, and in the end, the entire southern region fell into the hands of the Goblin King. And of all things, it just so happened that her father, Elbert, had to stand at the center stage of the country.


  Although she criticized her father for not having the courage to abandon a rotting tree. Deep inside, she thought of him fondly.


  At first, she was surprised to hear that he had allied himself with the monsters, but even then she chose to believe in her father. Even though her father was a man could only wryly smile and hide his head in the face of her verbal attacks.


  “…Good grief. Why don’t you ever think of protecting yourself!?”


  “That’s just how I live my life,” Her father said gently.


  In response to that, she said assertively, “But then the one who’ll suffer is me!”


  “Ahaha, what can I say?”


  Firm and calm.


  That was the kind of man Elbert was, and if anyone from his work place were to see him now, they would surely have to pick up their mouths off the floor.


  “There really is no saving you, is there, father? But whatever! Lately, I’ve gotten even better at the sword! Protecting you should be a piece of cake.”


  “Such a reliable daughter. Still, don’t push yourself too much now, okay? You are my one and only treasure, after all.”


  In the face of that childish confidence that knew nothing of failure, Elbert patted her head.


  But in a twist of irony, it was after that that an incident that would crush her confidence would occur, for when she was on her way back from her sword training as part of her usual routine, she was suddenly attacked by some crooks.


  None of them were particularly strong, but this was her first time being on the receiving end of such malicious thoughts, and as a result, she could only cower in fright. As a young girl at the age when one is so easily influenced by others’ feelings, those malicious thoughts were simply too powerful.


  But these crooks were not the reason behind her confidence being crushed.


  That was only natural.


  After all, even if she was the one cowering in fright and even if she hated herself for being so spineless, this incident could not have possibly crushed her confidence. The real problem was the elven youth who saved her.


  The name of that youth, who had a great time beating the lives out of those poor crooks, was Felbi. He was a powerful swordsman who could count as the fifth strongest warrior under the king if only sword wielders were to be counted. Even if said crooks were to fight him a hundred times in those alleys, he would not be disadvantaged even once.


  And just as one might expect, when he took down those crooks in a flash while covering for her, she naturally fell for him. It all happened in an instant. Skill in the sword, a chivalrous spirit, and most importantly, a handsome face.


  If Felbi were to be replaced with a goblin to reenact the exact same scene in the exact same circumstances, sad to say, she would have probably screamed. That being said, it is in fact true that the one who saved her was this dashing young wind elf (sylph) warrior.


  Even if the person himself was not aware of it, the influence he had over her was great, and in one fell swoop, she fell in love.


  —


  As Felbi swung his sword to rid it of the blood it’s been stained in, she called out to him. She had already mustered all of her courage to do just this. It was a courage on the level of jumping off the high walls of the kingdom. A leap of faith, so to speak. Such intense courage had her in cloud nine.


  Courage was a wonderful thing.


  “U-Umm! May I know your name?” She asked.


  “Felbi. I’m your escort,” Felbi replied.


  *GULP, resounded her throat as she swallowed her saliva. As Felbi turned to her with only one side of his face, she smiled at him with no reason to doubt that she was a charmer.


  “M-My name is Rishan! Umm, what do you mean by ecsort?”


  Rishan tried as hard as she could to make herself sound like a refined lady, but Felbi just responded as if nothing could be more normal.


  “It’s a request from the beloved daughter of the God of Wind (Za Ruga), Pale.”


  Suddenly, her smile froze. In their line of trade, one is referred to as the beloved daughter of a god when one is a genius.


  “I-I see… That Pale-dono is?”


  “A comrade-in-arms.”


  There was a sense of nostalgia when Felbi said that as he turned to look at the distance. Rishan felt both relief and jealousy at that.


  “I-Is that so? …Felbi-dono, where did you learn the sword from?”


  Rishan tried to make herself as tall as she could.


  It couldn’t be helped if she was a comrade-in-arms. In the end, she was a little girl who has never once gone to war… She never thought of lacking anywhere herself, but she at least understood the sword a little. She wanted to shift the conversation to something that she excelled at.


  People would always gather around her at the dojos. If it was her, she should be able to do it. At least, that’s what she told herself.


  “I’m self taught,” Felbi replied.


  “Is your sword style called Garyu?” Rishan asked.


  She was troubled. As soon as she roused herself, this was the result? Sometimes the world simply refused to turn as one wished. There were many sword dojos in the imperial capital of Elrain Kingdom, but she has never before heard of the style known as Garyu.


  ‘What to do? What to do?’ She panicked, but in the end, she decided to act as if she knew what Garyu was.


  Yes, of course I know.


  That Garyu, right!


  There’s a dojo of that even at the imperial capital!


  She said with her chest puffed up.


  Meanwhile, Felbi found her entertaining and decided to play along. He was curious how far a child could bluff without falling apart.


  It was then that Pale appeared. Felbi took so long to come back from the alley that she had begun to worry, and in the end, decided to show up. Of course, she could overhear them along the way, so she was able to grasp the situation at hand.


  But despite that, she decided to show herself when it seemed like they were making no progress. She was a busy elf.


  “Pale, huh.”


  While Rishan was desperately trying to make herself taller and even put on two layers of cat fur over her, Felbi turned, and she followed suit. What she saw at the end of his gaze was the beautiful face of a sylph that could only be described as flawless.


  “What are you doing, Felbi? Since when did you have a hobby of being teased by human children? And since when did you start attending a human dojo?”


  Felbi shrugged his shoulders and curtly replied.


  “I thought the girl was funny. That’s all.”


  ‘Shameless’, Pale seemed to say with those scornful eyes of hers, then she turned to Rishan.


  “A pleasure to make your acquaintance, Rishan Noen. I am Pale Symphoria.”


  The words coming out of Pale’s lips barely entered Rishan’s ears.


  The feeling of defeat and shame that she was experiencing had already gone past what she could endure.


  Because of that… That happened.


  “!?”


  While Pale was giving a kind, careful, and thorough explanation of the situation, tears started to accumulate in Rishan’s eyes. When the dam was about to break, Pale, who had made it her creed to be calm at all times, suddenly flinched.


  “…iot.”


  Pale took a step back after sensing danger from Rishan, who was looking down and shaking, while Felbi took a step, wondering what was going on. Although Pale and Felbi’s ability to sense danger in the battlefield was certain, when it came to relationships between people, there was a rather striking difference.


  “Idiot!!!!”


  Suddenly, a great scream exploded from within the alleys.


  Rishan bolted off crying as she pushed Felbi aside. Meanwhile, the latter was covering his ear.


  “Ugh, that stupid girl.”


  Felbi held down his tingling ears while looking toward the direction the girl ran in. Immediately after, he turned to Pale, looking for affirmation, but she only looked at him coldly. Her gaze was so cold one could describe it as absolute zero.


  “What?” Felbi asked.


  “That was wrong of you,” Pale said.


  “But, I…”


  “That was wrong of you,” Pale said.


  “I…”


  “That was wrong of you,” Pale said


  Her words grew more and more quiet, but the strength behind them grew more and more intense. She wasn’t planning on letting him argue or agree, it seemed.


  “What should I do then?” Felbi asked.


  “Chase after her, persuade her, and bring her back,” Pale commanded.


  “Alright. That’s easy to understand.”


  Now that his mission had been outlined into three items, Felbi ran after Rishan.


  —


  Felbi chased after Rishan and beat down four crooks along the way, proving just how strong he was as he safely sent the girl home.


  “I’ll give you passing marks, I suppose,” Pale said.


  Despite Pale’s harsh scoring, Felbi was still able to serve as Rishan’s guard for two years.


  That much time had passed since Elrain Kingdom was returned to the Goblin King.


  And after two years since Felbi’s meeting with Rishan…


  In a breezy garden, where tables and chairs were lined up.


  “Uncle Dordias!”


  “Oh, if it isn’t Rishan.”


  Elbert had an exceptional career as an official and was able to lock down the position of prime minister. His achievements had no equal, and from that, one could see just how much the Goblin King expected from his abilities. In 2 years he was able to lead his group of officials to become the central pillar of Elrain Kingdom.


  Although there were factions opposing them as well, the ones ruling over the military affairs of Elrain Kingdom were the goblins. So long as the goblins, who have sworn absolute fealty to the king, were around, there was no room for thoughtless actions.


  But the biggest reason why these factions could not grow bigger was because the policies implemented by Elbert benefited Elrain Kingdom and steadily brought it toward a good direction. The crooks prowling in the alleys grew less and less at the hands of the goblins and the guards.


  Contrast to that, the officials found themselves with more and more work.


  Despite the increase work, Dordias continued his routine of going to and fro the region. He was an indispensable person in bringing Elbert information of the situation of the region, who was cooped up inside his office working. But more than that, he was also a good friend of his.


  It was the same for Elbert’s daughter, Rishan, who herself was acquainted with Dordias.


  “I can’t believe you’re this big already.”


  Dordias nodded with deep emotions as Rishan smiled like a flower blooming.


  “I’ve gotten really good at the sword!”


  “Ha ha ha. What a reliable lass you are!”


  Dordias slapped his protruding stomach and laughed. He might look like a bandit, but he is actually a civil official.


  Though Rishan would try to show off her biceps, in the two years that passed, the womanly parts of her body has grown by leaps and bounds. She was also wearing a lovely dress, so on this day, she was the very picture of a sweet young girl.


  Only, on the legs beneath that dress of hers were many fine wounds unfit for the daughter of the prime minister. Yet her smile that bloomed like a flower was more than enough to compensate for that.


  “Anyway, there was something I wanted to talk to you about, uncle.”


  “Oh? What is it? You can talk about anything with me, you know?”


  Rishan poured tea for her uncle as she confided in him. It was the kind of worry one would expect from a maiden in her youth. Unfortunately, Dordias was in the middle portion of his adulthood and was also a man. No one would think that he would be able to answer her questions.


  It was simply more likely that he would find himself tongue-tied before this maiden.


  But he was an official who has gone through countless adversities. So long as there was the slightest chance of being able to answer, his confidence would not waver.


  Rishan was relying on him, who was an adult.


  As an adult who was being relied upon, he had to give her an answer.


  Dordias enjoyed the cup of tea he had been poured as he waited for Rishan to speak.


  “Say, if I wanted to push down a gentleman? Would it be more effective to call him to the bedroom?”


  Dordias spat out his tea, then proceeded to violently cough.


  The unwavering confidence of a veteran official, the composure of an adult… In one fell swoop, all of that was blown away all the way to the other end of the world. That was how powerful that question was. The horizon known as common sense had already devoured whatever calmness Dordias had.


  “P-Push down!?”


  Dordias’ voice cracked as he leaned his body closer to hear her. He too had a daughter. She was still only 10, but she was very very cute. She was his daughter. Hearing such words come from a young girl just four years older than his own possessed so great a firepower that he could not help but forget everything as he asked that question.


  “Yes!”


  The way Rishan made a firm fist in front of her chest was undoubtedly that of a lovely maiden.


  If the prime minister, who was his close friend, were walking around donned in common sense. If that serious man were to hear such words coming out from his beloved daughter’s mouth, those words would surely be enough to break through three layers of common sense.


  Those words that would instantly knock Elbert down were he to hear them came out so easily from Rishan’s lips as she nodded.


  Before he knew it, Dordias, who was staring at Rishan, noticed that a bead of sweat had formed on his forehead. ‘Calm down, calm down,’ he told himself. He folded his arms to keep calm.


  He was an official who has gone through countless adversities. Dordias who fought influential people that abused their powers matter-of-factly, who fought officials devoted to corruption, whose methods were as fierce as clashing and blocking swords… And yet, as of this moment, that brilliant mind of his had just gone blank.


  Push down.


  A young girl will… a man.


  In the bedroom.


  Those words echoed repeatedly within his spinning mind as if he were in a maze of some sort. So complex were the paths in this maze that one would need a hundred years just to find the exit.


  —


  “W-Why would you want to do that?”


  After a long period of silence, what followed was a question. A question which was only asked after mustering every effort he could to appear dignified. A feat made possible only by scraping his soul bare of every drop of endurance it contained.


  “Actually… HA!?”


  Suddenly, as if Rishan had noticed something, she started breathing excitedly and her nose twitched, then she curled her hand around her ears to hear better.


  “H-Hey… Rishan.”


  “SHH! Quiet!”


  The sudden change of events left Dordias with no choice but to keep quiet.


  In the next moment, Rishan’s eyes opened wide and she lifted the hem of her dress.


  “R-Rishan!?”


  Without any opportunity to stop her, she had laid bare her healthy legs. Dordias was about to avert his eyes, but unfortunately, the pitiful nature of a man caused his eyes to be taken in by the beautiful slender legs of a maiden.


  Sure enough, on her legs was a leather belt from which a rapier hung. Silently, she drew her sword. Like a cat, she nimbly hid herself in the thickets.


  “…Mu?”


  Dordias, who could only watch as this turn of events progressed, suddenly caught sight of a male elf. If he recalled correctly, this should be the man who served as Elbert and Rishan’s guard.


  His handsome face did not change even the slightest as he approached Dordias.


  “Do you know where Rishan is?”


  “A-Ahh… Rishan is.”


  Dordias unconsciously turned his eyes to the thickets, and in the next moment, an angry voice very unlike a young girl resounded as Rishan came thrusting with her sword.


  “Dieee!”


  Moreover, she was yelling for him to die. It was a conduct truly unbefitting of a daughter of the prime minister.


  Nimble as a cat and without the slightest hesitation in her movements. That was a movement that seemed more than able to take down an unsuspecting soldier. Her aim was dead on. Her rapier going straight for the center of the body.


  “Oh?”


  The elven man looked impressed as he muttered that to himself. He drew his sword from his waist. A fierce smile appeared on his face. The smile of a predator drawn upon that handsome face of his. When Dordias saw him smiling, he thought that was the face of a man who thought nothing of killing people. He instinctively felt that this man belonged to the most dangerous type of people.


  The rapier came thrusting for the elven man’s chest, but it only hit empty air.


  In the same moment that she jumped out, he had taken a step back and assumed a half-body stance. Using the least movement, he pushed the sword out of its trajectory and used the recoil to knock it off her hands.


  As Rishan brought back the hand she used to hold the rapier, Felbi pointed his long sword at her neck.


  Rishan glared at the man as if challenging him, but the man only wryly smiled and sheathed his sword.


  “Good killing intent. Your plan to take down a stronger enemy in surprise was also good. But the problem is that you yelled. Why would you do that during a surprise attack?”


  The male guard calmly analyzed her actions. In response, she snorted and put away her rapier.


  “I can’t put my spirit into my sword unless I yell.” Rishan said with a pout.


  The male guard wryly smiled. “Well, that’s true even for big men. You need guts to kill someone, after all. Doing it all of the sudden is just too too difficult.”


  That was true regardless if it was a human or a goblin.


  “…Now then, your guest seems shocked, so I think I’ll make myself scarce and wait outside.”


  The male guard sheathed his sword, brushed aside the leaves on her hair, and left. Rishan blushed beet red and Dordias’ brain finally started working again. As such, it finally dawned on him what was going through this girl’s head.


  “…Sorry for causing a ruckus, uncle.”


  “Don’t worry about it. Who was that man?”


  “The person who’s been guarding me since 2 years ago. Felbi.”


  “…I see. So he’s the one you want to push down, is he?”


  Dordias’ gaze was pointed toward the direction the elven guard had left. When Rishan heard that, she nodded her head and mumbled a very quiet ‘yes’. A stark difference from that earlier yell of hers. Although he couldn’t see her face since she was looking down, he could imagine just how much her face resembled a boiled yarudosu.


  Come to think of it, he hasn’t eaten fried yarudosu in a while, hasn’t he? Dordias thought to himself.


  “H-He saved me from some thugs two years ago, and I’m going to a sword dojo myself, but he’s really really strong and…”


  Rishan was all over the place, but Dordias could more or less understand what she was getting at. He let her talk until she had calmed down, then he asked her.


  “So, have you told him your feelings yet?”


  “I-I’ve done no such thing!”


  This time it was her turn to have her voice crack.


  “T-T-T-T-The same is true about pushing him down. That person said that he has his guard down most when doing something…”


  “I see.”


  Dordias.


  This was a grave illness. It seems she’s inherited Elbert’s seriousness, but unfortunately, she’s found a very strange place to direct it to. Dordias fondly thought back on the days he and Elbert studied next to each other.


  “But you do have feelings for him?”


  “T-That’s… Yes.”


  Rishan was acting just like a borrowed cat. Dordias folded his arms and became thoughtful.


  —


  What to do?


  She asked weakly and with her face beet red.


  It was true that the Goblin King had swept over the region. But there was no telling how long that would continue. Elbert and Dordias understood this.


  Although the momentum of the goblins was intense, there were barely any countries that were friendly to them.


  As such there was a sense of impending crisis that they might trip up somewhere or that their rapid expansion might eventually blow up. If so, then Rishan would be greeted with a tragedy.


  Dordias sighed and expelled such thoughts.


  “For some reason, people tend to become pessimistic as they grow older.


  No one knew the future.


  Perhaps, a tragedy may indeed be waiting, but that was a story for then. What was more important now was to bless the love of a girl that was in love now.


  In the case of success, a lot of difficulties will be waiting for her, but that’s fine too. A difficult path did not always end in tragedy.


  “I have an idea.”


  * * *


  Felbi was unhappy with the job he has been given.


  He was unhappy with being tasked with protecting a human, yes, but most importantly, he was unhappy to be away from the frontlines. Although he is said to be young, he was already 48 years old. Since elves are said to live twice as long as humans, then it can be said that he was currently 20 years old in human years.


  But he was one of the best sylph swordsmen, and yet, he couldn’t even swing his sword now. The reason he continued to obey despite his dissatisfaction was because it was an order from the Goblin King.


  ‘It was his fault for fighting seven times and losing seven times,’ he would remind himself as he passed the days protecting the father and daughter pair.


  But as the days passed, so did his dissatisfaction grow.


  The humans that attacked in the day and in the dark were able to stave off his thirst for blood a little, but when he teased the girl he was supposed to be protecting, she told him that she would one day surpass him and greatly improved her skills in the sword.


  Recently, he has come to enjoy teaching others.


  The wind elves (sylphs) more or less specialized in the bow. That kind of thinking prevailed especially strong in Symphoria, where he came from, and the sword skills were either seen as something to be studied for self-defense or by people who were poor at the bow.


  That’s why only an eccentric sylph would study the sword so earnestly.


  His skill in the sword that was unparalleled among the sylphs was something that was cultivated as if to oppose the condescending view that his village held for the sword.


  After many twists and turns, he participated in the wars in the human world, gaining the opportunity to sufficiently demonstrate his skill in the sword, but he never once believed that a second him would arise from among the elves. There were hopeful swordsmen among the goblins, but they had Gi Go Amatsuki.


  As such, the target of his protection, the girl whom he loved to tease was actually his first disciple.


  Felbi loved to watch her as her sword grew sharper by the day.


  “I will give you one opportunity everyday to kill me. If you can make me give up even once, then I will listen to any request you have,” he said to light a fire under her.


  One night, Felbi slipped into the darkness and cut down a man who was planning to attack her.


  “Hmm. It should be time soon,” he muttered.


  She had invited him to her bedroom this night.


  Just how would she attack him this time? Felbi couldn’t wait to find out. He wiped his sword clean of blood and went back to the residence.


  He knocked on her door and informed her of his intentions to enter.


  “Please enter.”


  When he heard those words, he opened the door.


  The lights have already been put out.


  I see, he nodded. A battle indoors with the lights out… That was certainly advantageous to someone like her who used a rapier. If he didn’t have room to swing his sword, then it was doubtful he would even be able to hold back.


  When he thought of that, he became delighted.


  But then he found the master of the room.


  The killing intent that usually pervaded her was no where to be seen.


  Did she learn to control it? He wondered as he strained his eyes and felt a presence behind him.


  “The usual, huh.”


  Felbi tried to draw his sword, but he was delayed a little.


  Attacking from behind was her usual trick, yet not a drop of killing intent could be felt from her even now.


  That moment of doubt caused him to be delayed by a moment.


  He tried to fix the trajectory of his sword, but before he could, his waist was embraced.


  He clicked his tongue and tried to fix his posture, but he had already been pushed over onto the bed. In the veil of the darkness, he felt the warmth of another person. Felbi tried to stick out his sword.


  “Felbi.”


  But when he heard the voice of the girl, he stopped.


  “Hmm… You’ve gotten better.”


  Felbi had let go of his sword and had loosened his shoulders, but the voice of the girl was weak.


  “Felbi, umm…”


  “What’s the matter? It’s the first time you were able to take me from behind. Still a bit green, but you’ve gotten good, haven’t you?”


  He asked while the girl straddled him.


  “Umm, Felbi… Actually, I…”


  When Felbi had finally gotten used to the dark, he suddenly saw the girl crying and panicked.


  “Good grief… What is it?”


  “I’ve fallen for yuo.”


  Felbi was speechless


  “U-Umu…”


  The tears that fell down her eyes wet Felbi’s clothes.


  “Marry me!”


  “What!?”


  even Felbi, who had faced a hundred battles, could not help but wince in the face of this reckless attack.


  “You don’t want to!?”


  “No, but…”


  The girl swung her fists and weakly hit Felbi’s chest.


  “What’s a guy to say in a situation like this? Sigh… I give.”


  A few years later, Felbi married a young human girl.


  That became the source of much of Pale and his other coworkers teasing, but that was a story still some years away.


  When Elbert heard the news from his own daughter, he went with Dordias to the business district of the now peaceful Elrain Kingdom, and complained while eating Yarudosu and drinking liquor.
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