
  
    
  


  Intermission 
The Expectations of the Abyss


  She who lived in the underworld, the proud Goddess of Vengeance (Altesia). The master of hundreds and thousands of snakes, the ruler of the underworld. Once, her four strongest subjects followed her in her battle against the world.


  The battle of the gods that scorched the heavens, that devoured the land, and that laid waste to the seas.


  The ancestor god who had birthed her, Ativ, the mother god that was the goddess of wisdom, Hera. Her younger sisters: the goddess of destiny, Liuryuna, the Goddess of Victory and Glory, Hekaterina, the Goddess of Healing, Zenobia.


  And then were the ancient gods who feared her.


  All of these gods fought together to banish her into the underworld. To the land where the entirety of the mother god, the late Deetna slept. She was sealed along with her.


  She had fought against all of them but was defeated.


  Her territories that stretched out from the underworld to the world of man were taken away, while her four subjects had their names and powers taken.


  No matter how strong her subjects were, no matter how strong she herself was, it was simply impossible to win against such overwhelming numbers.


  But Altesia never gave up.


  The fury that burned within her was truly the wrath of a god. Not a day passed when the thunder hammers did not clap in the skies of the underworld, nor did a day pass when the wrathful mountains did not erupt.


  But due to the barrier that was erected through the conspiracy of the new gods and the old gods, she could not release herself from the underworld. The power of the gods when united was overwhelming, and no matter how strong Altesia was, she could not break it.


  With her and her subjects unable to break free from the underworld, she could only grit her teeth while peeking at the world she once existed in.


  The army she had once brought with her was driven by the humans into the borders and could only wait for extermination.


  But still, Altesia did not give up. Or perhaps, it would be more apt to say that she could not give up. She was a god. The pride she once carried had all been turned into fury. It was that fury that supported her.


  Already, the word ‘persistence’ was not enough to describe her tenacious anger. ‘Grudge’ would be a far better fit. As she hoped and yearned, she thought of a plan. It was difficult for her and her subjects to interfere in that world.


  If so, then she should create a pawn in that world.


  A pawn that would allow her to stand in that world once more.


  She took a lone goblin as her pawn and began a war. That goblin was someone she had picked up purely by coincidence, but she took advantage of that rare opportunity and decided on him as her pawn.


  That was the beginning of the war of the representative of the gods.


  To the gods who lived in perpetuity, the time that passed was but a moment.


  That change happened as if fate itself was being manipulated.


  Altesia’s mouth still loosened a little whenever she thought back to that time when that goblin stood in front of her and held his chest up high.


  Presently, there was a mirror in front of her. A mirror that showed the events in the world.


  The momentum of that goblin was fierce, and in just three years, he had already become able to contest the human forces. If there were any miscalculations, then it would be that the other gods had noticed her scheming.


  And among those gods, the interferences of the Goddess of Destiny, Liuryuna, were particularly brazen.


  The gods that had won in the last battle could use their powers more brazenly and to a greater degree in the world. That was the privilege they had as the victors, but despite that her pawn was able to magnificently repel their attempts.


  Altesia intentionally refrained from interfering and merely watched. Although she was scared of losing the pawn that she had finally acquired, she was also gambling.


  It could be said that Liuryuna the Goddess of Destiny, who had grown obsessed with her pawn, has used much of her power due to using the victor’s privilege. The person herself thought she was acting out of vengeance, but everything was dancing atop Altesia’s palms.


  Altesia had won in her bet.


  “Obsessing over what’s in front of your eyes and losing sight of victory. That’s a bad habit. Liuryuna.”


  The words woven by her lips that were redder than blood resounded sweetly in that world. She was in a happy mood and a faint smile could be seen on that flawless face of hers that was perfectly arranged.


  One of the chains that cautioned her had broken off.


  “My master.”


  The red one-eyed snake appeared before her.


  The way he submitted himself before her without sound was just like that of someone who has sworn absolute fealty to his master.


  At the sound of her subject’s voice, she gave a prompt answer with just a glance.


  “The humans are preparing the summoning ceremony.”


  Her golden eyes dazzled, and she turned toward the mirror.


  “I see… It’s that girl.”


  On the mirror was reflected the three towers lined up in the north. The ceremonial sword they treasured so much was currently being surrounded by the elders.


  Altesia slid her fingers on that slightly wavy hair that was a blue deeper than the blue sky and smiled.


  “If you don’t hurry, something precious will be lost.”


  “As you will.”


  * * *


  After she went quiet, the red one-eyed snake continued to look at her. Eventually, she turned to him with that alluring gaze of hers.


  “Verid? Do you have something to say?”


  This one-eyed snake had given a portion of his power to the goblin. The snake narrowed his eyes and bowed his head toward her.


  “My master, please show mercy to that goblin.”


  Altesia narrowed her eyes a little, and Pitch Black (Verid) continued.


  “That person has truly worked hard. Although he was using my power, in just three years, he expanded the region of our people and strengthened his forces enough to contest the humans.”


  Verid continued to speak with his head bowed.


  “It would be too cruel if he were to lose that bond that supports his mind (connection)…”


  “…Are you telling me to extend my hand?”


  Altesia’s sweet voice rang low. It was a powerful voice that seemed to lower even the very temperature within this place. Pitch Black (Verid) continued to bow his head.


  “You are worried about the feelings of the small one? That’s it, isn’t it?”


  “…My master, it is because he is small that the greatness of the master can fill him. It is necessary for him to continue working… Please.”


  “…Moved by affection. You haven’t changed one bit.”


  The lowered temperature wrapped around the one-eyed snake.


  “My power is not enough, but I can at least give him an opportunity.”


  “Thank you, Master.”


  “Hmph. It depends on the God of Water (Ellen) and the God of Forest (Chenzhen).”


  “There’s no need to worry about them. So long as that goblin is watching over the elves, they will turn a blind eye to it.”


  “It would appear that everyone finds their own children charming.”


  Gradually, the chains binding Altesia loosened. Her power grew in proportion and the influence she had over that world also grew.


  But she didn’t think of flaunting that power.


  Just a little more and her power would be full.


  Only until then, or if ‘that person’ were to appear, then and only then would she bare her fangs. Until that time came, she would wait here in the underworld.


  “Rage, my adorable child. As fierce as you can.”


  At the end of the smiling goddess’ gaze was the Goblin King.


  ◆◆◆


  The God of Wind (Castor)’s figure was that of a giant transparent biting louse. That figure that would take with it thousands upon tens of thousands of spirits that were incarnations of his own would – once a year – appear somewhere in the world.


  The small wind spirits would take a year to slowly gather, gradually getting bigger and bigger, until one day, in that place, an actual god would appear.


  The god of wind that would rise up until the heavens and change its form into a cloud then scatter throughout the regions of the world, and then once again throughout the year be with the spirits all over the world. Once a year the god of wind would appear somewhere in the world.


  This time that one opportunity every year was in the Forest of Darkness.


  The rolling winds shook the branches of the trees and gave rise to the leaves.


  It was not a coincidence that the powerful god of wind rose up toward the heavens and appeared in this place.


  “Why?”


  The reason was the change in the god of water and the god of forest.


  The god of wind questioned, but the god of water only responded with silence, while the god of forest responded with the rumbling of the forest. The forest was calling out to the blowing winds.


  “For the sake of our children,” the God of Forest said.


  In the near future, the humans who had received the divine protection of Ativ, The Ancestor God Who Birthed Nations, and the rest of the new gods would surely conquer the continent. When they take over the lands, the children they have created then will surely be weeded out.


  The creation of the world that has begun since the age of the myths was about to come to a close with the victory of the humans and the other races was about to slowly head into destruction.


  But suddenly, the Goddess of the Underworld (Altesia), who had once lost, appeared.


  She showed them a path to salvation. A path that saved their children.


  That path was the existence of the Goblin King.


  When they peeked into his soul, the gods of the wind and the forest once again learned of the haughtiness of the gods.


  But that is also why they tacitly agreed with Altesia. Overturn the rule of the humans and once again sink the world into chaos.


  To that end.


  The old gods, most of whom did not speak, had to be made to comprehend the method more eloquently than one could with words.


  Once, in the battle between the gods, they had sided with the humans that revolved around Ativ. That was because they feared that they too would be extinguished due to ferocity of the forces brought by Altesia.


  The forces from another world, the underworld. That power was so great that they chose to work alongside Ativ.


  But what was the result?


  In just 400 years, the humans have expanded themselves at a frightening rate, and the children of the old gods could only remain in the regions were their power still held strong.


  In this world that many gods resided in, sometimes, even gods made mistakes.


  But still, the old gods refrained from interfering with the races.


  Because that was the agreement.


  The agreement made in the War of the Gods.


  But of all things, the one one who broke that agreement was none other than the Goddess of Destiny, Liuryuna. The gods could give out divine protections and blessings, but the agreement stated that they should not be able to interfere openly.


  But one of the pillars of the new gods that won acted too arrogantly, causing the old gods to become furious.


  “For the sake of our children.”


  The God of Forest repeated. In response, the god of Wind fell silent.


  When that momentary meeting ended, the God of Wind once again rose up to the sky and the God of Forest suppressed the voice of the forest. The God of Water only quietly watched over them like a small stream.


  The Forest of Darkness itself was the chain that bound the Goddess of the Underworld.


  Gradually, however, the chains on Altesia were loosening.


  ◆◆◆◆◇◇◇◇
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          Goblin

        
      


      
        	
          Level

        

        	
          53

        
      


      
        	
          Class

        

        	
          Imperial; Emperor

        
      


      
        	
          Possessed Skills

        

        	
          Servants of the Underworld Goddess; Defiant Soul; World Devouring Howl; Sword Mastery A-; Road of the High King; A King’s Soul; A Ruler’s Wisdom III; Servant of the Gods; Oath of the High King; One-Eyed Snake’s Evil Eye; Flowing Magic Control; Soul of the Berserk King; Third Impact (The Third Chant); Warrior’s Instinct; Guided One; The King Who Calls Forth Chaos; Favor of the Sealed War God; Divine Favor of the Goddess of the Underworld; The Goddess of the Underworld Lords Over

        
      


      
        	
          Divine Protection

        

        	
          Goddess of the Underworld (Altesia)

        
      


      
        	
          Attributes

        

        	
          Darkness; Death

        
      


      
        	
          Subordinate Monsters

        

        	
          Rook Kobold (Hasu) (Lv56) Gray Wolf (Gastora) (Lv20) Gray Wolf (Cynthia) (Lv75) Orc the Great (Bui)(Lv23)

        
      


      
        	
          Status

        

        	
          Blessing of the Earth-Devouring Serpent; Blessing of the One-Eyed Snake; Protection of the Twin-Headed Snake

        
      

    
  


   


  Skills:


  The Goddess of the Underworld Lords Over:


  Interference from the gods can be prevented. Can cut down the power of the gods at the cost of incurring wounds that cannot be recovered from.


  ◆◆◆◆◇◇◇◇


  Chapter 241 
The Conqueror of the Plains


  After one of the four generals, Gi Ga Rax, crushed the last resistance of Germion Kingdom that was led by Sivara, he led the Tiger and Spear Army (Aransain) that had gathered under him and went to suppress the east.


  Gathered under him were the demihumans led by Chief Tianos, the goblins of Paradua led by Great Chief Hal, and the human cavalry led by Zaurosh of the Proud Clan (Leon Heart Clan). Moreover, there was also the unit taken from the cavalry of the king, the cavalry unit made up only of rare class goblins. These goblins have also been put directly under the command of Gi Ga.


  Although the scale and organization was different, the Aransain led by Gi Ga held the same ideology that the imperial guards of the king did.


  They prioritized speed and offense.


  In a battle between countries, it could be put like this: No matter how fast they invaded the enemy territories, they will always attack where the guard is weak.


  The cavalry of the king is few but powerful, while Aransain focuses on number and speed. While they would have to give up the title of strongest to the Axe and Sword Army (Felduk), no one within the goblin army could contest the speed of their march.


  It was because of that that the decision to continue heading east after Gi Ga crushed Sivara was not wrong.


  Besides, the side attacking held the initiative. The question of ‘where to attack’ is not something that the defending side could decide.


  Gi Ga, who had been given the honor of leading the vanguard, was now left with the question of whether to continue east and conquer the various cities or to wipe the land with a merciless spear.


  Unfortunately, he did not expect that someone would actually obstruct his path.


  It was the sorcerer cavalry (mana guard) of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. The one leading them was of course none other than Blanche the War Princess.


  The appearance of an army led by a commander that stood at the apex of a great power would leave Gi Ga with no choice but to look dimly at their prospects. But Gi Ga didn’t actually know the situation to that extent.


  It’s possible that he might have simply assumed them to be survivors of Germion Kingdom and immediately gave the order to attack.


  If Gi Ga wields his spear, then the soldiers that could be called veterans will naturally assume formation. As the Arrow-Point Formation was formed, Gi Ga positioned himself at the tip.


  As Gi Ga felt the soldiers gathering behind him, he felt confident of his victory.


  ◇◆◆


  With the goblin forces approaching from in front, Blanche the War Princess elegantly smiled.


  “Such a cavalry can’t be found even in our country.”


  She naturally praised the enemy’s strength, then with a smile that she could not hide, she ordered her aide, “That’s why there’s meaning in crushing them. All forces, Arrow-Point Formation!”


  There was still some distance between them and the enemy. Blanche judged that there was sufficient distance for them to gain velocity, so she chose the same formation as the goblin forces.


  “It is precisely because we can cross blades as we ride past each other that fighting is fun.”


  She narrowed her eyes and left the vanguard to her subordinates, then she drew her sword from within the center of the army.


  “Let us beat into these savages how the mana guards fight.”


  As the mana guards gathered into one mass and rode onwards, they wielded a slender spear. Their spear was by no means long. If one were to compare, then the spears used by Aransain were considerably longer.


  As the two arrows shot themselves onwards and tried to pass by each other, a rain of arrows descended from the heavens onto the mana guards.


  “Not bad… Tomoe Formation,” Blanche said cheerfully.


  “Defense!” The aide commanded.


  The wind mages positioned at the back casted a wind over their heads, shifting the trajectory of the arrows and diverting their strength. When Blanche saw that, she raised up one of her hands.


  “Throw the spears!”


  In response to the voice of the feeble aide, the cavalry riding at the front changed their grip over their spears and threw them at the goblins. When they turned around and fled the battlefield, what came next were the magic casting cavalry.


  They were performing a quick turn around right in front of the enemy.


  It is easy to put into words, but such an act in fact requires so much precision that it cannot be merely described as ‘difficult’. One stop wrong and they will collide with the enemy. Too fast and their attacks won’t reach. Each rider would need to be able to handle their steed with such proficiency that it would be called an art.


  If one were to look at this from above, one would see that right before the two arrows clashed, one of the arrows was twisting its shape rapidly into a shape akin to that of a circle. Gi Ga’s forces came here thinking that the main part of this battle was to pass by each other, so when this strange turn of events suddenly occurred, they could not keep up.


  After all the enemy was throwing their weapons at them and running away from right in front of them.


  * * *


  When Gi Ga realized that his spear could not reach the heart of the enemy, he immediately made his decision. He killed the few soldiers he passed by to vent off his anger, but he had already decided to retreat.


  When Blanche saw the goblins running away after just one clash, she laughed.


  “It seems they’re an expert at running too.” The feeble aide said.


  “Our casualties number less than 50.”


  “Hmm… A satisfying result.” Blanche nodded in satisfaction.


  She was already looking down at the corpses. She looked at the 400 corpses like trash and smiled.


  Though the Holy Shushunu Kingdom might be known as the strongest on the plains, they still could not catch up with the monster beasts of the goblins. That was how powerful Aransain was. But even then…


  “Shushunu reigns supreme on the plains. So long as we are here, the enemy cannot hope to stand victorious!”


  As her soldiers cried out in victory, she ordered the corpses to be beheaded and hanged on the borders.


  Lady Impaler.


  That name rang loudly for both friend and enemy alike as Blanche turned heel.


  “I look forward to a more enjoyable battle.”


  As the sonorous laughter of the War Princess resounded, the mana guards followed from behind with reverence and without so much as a single cough.


  On the way back, she happened upon Gulland.


  “Oh, my dear Gulland. It’s good to see that you’re safe.”


  “…Blanche Ririnoie, huh.”


  Blanche looked into Gulland’s eyes as she called out to him, but he replied without changing his expression.


  “Are you fighting?”


  “Yes, against the goblins.”


  He averted his face once and turned to the eastern town whose citizens have been thinned.


  “…I don’t know what you’re thinking, but because of you, I lost a friend.”


  “Please don’t misunderstand. The reason Sivara-dono died was not because of me but because of the goblins. To be more precise, it’s your fault for being weak, as well as King Ashtal who foolishly abandoned his duties.”


  ‘Of course, it’s partly my fault too’, Blanche added with a chuckle, but even then Gulland’s expression didn’t change. It was as if he had lost all of his emotions as he glared at her, who sat on her steed.


  “I’m going.”


  “Hmm. That’s unfortunate. I had taken a liking to you too.”


  She left Gulland who was heading further east from the eastern region of Germion Kingdom and returned to the Holy Shushunu Kingdom for the time being. Within those reddish-brown eyes of hers that she inherited from her grandmother, the empty city on which the shadow of the setting sun was cast appeared as the grave marker for the blood-paved road that led to victory.


  ◆◇◆


  After the Goblin King took over the northern region of Germion Kingdom, he left its management to the holy knight, Lili. Moreover, because of the great achievement of defeating the north, the Goblin King decided to give Gi Go Amatsuki the Sword King a territory.


  Since it was a reward, Gi Go had to accept or it would be an act of disrespect to the king. Unfortunately, without any soldiers to cultivate, even if he were to gain a good land, he would not be able to use it. As such, he generously shared the land with the Snow Demon Tribe (Yugushiva Tribe). A night of feast for him was already enough for him to be satisfied.


  The snow demons (Yugushiva) of Yustia danced wildly.


  To the snow demons, who have been driven to the corners of the mountains of the Snow God (Yugrasil), where the cold winds blew fiercely, since Germion Kingdom’s rise to power, the warm lands were something that their ancestors have always yearned for. For such a thing to be shared with them, it is only natural that they would be grateful.


  If they were to add that land to the land that they received from the king as Gi Go had requested, they now had enough land for them to be able to cultivate their small tribe.


  Already, to them, Gi Go’s name was that of a hero that stood brighter than the king himself. They have always been a people that possessed a strong sense of duty, so they did not hesitate to declare that fighting for Gi Go was the greatest honor.


  But Gi Go knew none of that. As a result, this poor goblin swordsman was left confused regarding why all these humans were looking at him so warmly. During peaceful times he would teach their children the way of the sword and pass the days.


  Meanwhile, the Goblin King was talking to the holy knight, Lili, about the saint, Reshia Fel Zeal.


  “The Ivory Tower…”


  “It’s located in the northern part of the minor nation, Orphen. The home of the sages.”


  Lili spoke as she pointed at the map. The Goblin King nodded. At first, Lili was greatly shocked at the changes in the appearance of the Goblin King, but she figured it was too late to be shocked now and just talked about Reshia.


  “Can we get to it without having to go through Shushunu?”


  The Goblin King narrowed his eyes as he glared at the map. Lili quietly answered positively.


  “One plan would be to recover her with a small unit, but it’s not realistic.”


  The king’s blood-crimson eyes glanced at Lili, but he became thoughtful again. He could try sending Lili or Zaurosh to recover Reshia, but it was likely that the Ivory Tower wouldn’t so easily give her up.


  * * *


  If they were planning on giving up on her so easily, they wouldn’t have gone all the way to get Germion Kingdom to snatch her away.


  The king’s decision to not so easily expose to danger his leader subordinates for fear of losing them is a decision he made as a king, but deep inside, if he just had a body that could blend in with other humans, he would probably have gone out there himself by now and went to rescue her. The impatience that burned within his chest and the wounds that have been deeply carved upon his body has set his mind aflame.


  “…Thank you. With this, I am finally starting to see a way to free her.”


  As the Goblin King nodded and left, Lili quietly bowed. Pale appeared next, and with a cold face that was almost expressionless, said, “The northern borders will be left to you.”


  “You mean I can keep my current position?” Lili asked.


  “Yes. Be grateful to His Majesty’s benevolence.”


  After saying that, Pale left the room.


  The only one left in the room was Lili, who heaved a deep breath and turned to to the windows from which the rays of the afternoon sun entered. She looked outside the window. Whether she liked it or not, the Goblin King now knew where Reshia was.


  From here on, the war was sure to grow fiercer, she thought.


  Still, with this, she has at least managed to protect the north from the flames of war. But how long will she able to keep this up? She wondered as she heaved a sigh and felt the flow of this chaotic age.


  ◆◆◇


  On the month of Sheep, the Goblin King returned from the northern region and entered the castle of the capital city of Germion Kingdom. What he saw there were the remains of the once powerful forces of the western region.


  The Goblin King, who conquered the capital city of Germion Kingdom, arrived at the collection of books and a portion of the technology gifted to Germion Kingdom by the Ivory Tower. The goblins and the wizard class, Gi Za Zakuend, opened their eyes wide in surprise as they looked at the mountains of books stored in the castle.


  With a mountain of books before the Goblin King, it seemed he would not be meeting anyone for a while. He snatched a book that was of interest to him.


  After a while, he found the concoction method for the healing liquid medicine (potion).


  “Is this real?”


  The Goblin King asked in doubt. Pale raised one of her brows and read the book.


  “I believe it should be, but…”


  The both of them were dubious, so they had no choice but to try it out. The next question was who should they ask to test the methods written of in the book. Until now, the one in charge of treatment among the goblins was Kuzan of the Gordob. She healed the goblins using the herbal knowledge she gained and polished at the elven villages.


  Although that was enough to help goblins recover, the same methods would not get much results were they to be applied to the humans. In the first place, there was a stark difference in the regenerative ability of the humans and the goblins.


  There were human allies that seemed to know how to heal others, but none were trustworthy enough or had enough achievements to be relied on to test the methods written of in the book. Of the people they trusted, Shumea was illiterate and Zaurosh was a man of the battlefield. The prime minister of Elrain Kingdom, Elbert, had his hands full, and Yoshu was… Well, as one might expect, he simply could not be relied on in this matter.


  Unable to find anyone to help them, in the end, the Goblin King decided to send the concoction method to the Kushain Believers.


  “…Huh? It’s real?”


  Not only was Pale shocked at the response that they got, but even Queen Mira Vi Burnen, who received the method, was shocked. Pale inadvertently cried out in doubt, but she quickly closed her mouth.


  The next question that came was if Germion Kingdom ever used the potion written of here, but when two of the four generals, Ra Gilmi Fishiga and Gi Gu Verbena were asked, they were both visibly confused.


  As for the reason, it turns out that the upper brass of Germion Kingdom wanted to strengthen their respective authorities, and so concealed the technology from the rest of the country. The only ones permitted to use the technology were the imperial guards under the direct control of the king and the mage army.


  As for the reason why the imperial guards protecting the crown prince could not use these potions, it was because the goblins never gave them a chance to and they were crushed before they could.


  In the first place, this potion wasn’t the kind that could instantly heal one’s wounds. Although it could heal the recovery process, it could not block the wound instantly. The only time Germion Kingdom might have had the opportunity to use it was during the battle with Ra Gilmi Fishiga’s bow and arrow army (Fanzel) during the Battle of Three Forests (Rakushuto).


  In that battle, Germion Kingdom pushed and pushed, but in the end, the tides of war were turned against them. But given that the battle never once reached a deadlock and was concluded in just one battle, the potion never made an appearance.


  Besides, potions were rather bulky. They were not something that the soldiers could ever consider using while running away.


  Preserving them was also difficult, as they had to be stored in rare glass bottles. There were other reasons too, and in the end, they were simply too difficult to handle.


  * * *


  “The technology to easily produce glass and the ability to transport it in battle, huh.”


  That was something currently difficult for the goblins, but perhaps the potions might prove to be of use in defensive battles, like at the fortresses.


  Only, the goblins were currently in a position where a battle was something to look forward to. After all, there was currently no reason for them to hole themselves up in their fortresses and fight a defensive battle.


  There was no country stronger than them and neither was there a country that possessed an army greater than theirs. After all, most of the goblins born were being turned into soldiers.


  The next battle would be at the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. They are said to be a major power in the center of the continent, but their soldiers weren’t that many. The number of soldiers that the Red King had was abnormal. They were an outlier. Normally there is a natural limit to the standing army that a country could cultivate.


  As such, it was probably fine to copy the formula and pass it off to a country that could put it to better use. At least, that is was what the Goblin King has decided. Germion Kingdom had also felt a pressing need to improve the formula, as proven by their records of trials and errors, but unfortunately, before any of their efforts could bear fruit, they were destroyed by the goblins.


  “Our country is in a difficult spot, but the Kushain Believers might be able to put it to good use.”


  “…Yes. The Kushain Believers might have to take a defensive position for a while.”


  Pale narrowed her eyes and placed her fingertips on her slender chin.


  If there was anything to be concerned about, it would be the movements of Blanche the War Princess. Depending on her motives, the Kushain Believers may once again be embroiled in battle. Pale has even heard that the War Princess had taken away the eastern people. What was her motives? Under what kind of scheme was she moving? Pale thought about it deeply.


  Depending on the situation, they might have to refrain from fighting until the army was ready. Gi Ga Rax’s defeat in the hands War Princess a few days ago was proof that she would be no easy foe.


  As much as possible, Pale would prefer to attack only after grasping the true state of affairs surrounding Blanche.


  ◆◆◇


  No matter how much power Blanche Ririnoie the War Princess gathered, she was not the king of any country. Try as she might to make a kingdom within her own territory, she is nothing more than one of the nobles serving the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  As such, she had to regularly return to the imperial capital of Shushunu and report the results of her battles. Moreover, as much as she might be a great noble, there were still people who could stand as her equals. There are two such great nobles with wealth and territory that could match hers. The political strife with them could be said to be the chains that bound her as a great noble.


  Someone with only the talent for battle could never hope to stand at the top of the nobles of Shushunu.


  Behind Ririnoie were the military and the adventurers guild.


  Behind Kushunora were the traders and the merchants guild.


  Behind Agarmua were the farmlands and the judicial affairs.


  If one were to ask for the three most powerful nobles of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, it would be these three.


  The adventurers guild has always been in a good relationship with the military. When you think about it, it’s only natural. After all, whenever the military found it hard to move due to a lack of hands or funds, it could simply turn to the adventurers guild for help. As such, the representatives of the military has – for generations – had deep relations with the adventurers guild.


  Standing on the other side of that relationship was the House of Kushunora.


  Although the merchants guild has lost in its conflicts with the adventurers guild, it still possesses power. And Kushunora who has amassed a great deal of wealth through trading is able to rely on the support of the merchants guild while supporting the economy of Shushunu.


  As a country supported by policies that focus on forbearance, Shushunu accepts any and all religions so long as these religions do not hurt others. Because of that most battles in Shushunu are decided by the court, which in turn has led to a more developed legal system than anywhere else in the world. The legal battles in the Holy Shushunu Kingdom are said to be the fiercest. And the one backed by those supporting the legal system is none other than Agarmua.


  Recently, he used the legal knowledge he has cultivated to help protect the rights of the landowners that owned farmlands, gaining him their support.


  Despite these three houses being in constant conflict, they have continued to gather support from inside and outside the country, and together they form the framework that support the great power of the center of the continent, the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  Blanche sold the prisoners she brought to Agarmua. The current head of the Agarmua House was Barad. At 65 years old, he was an old man, but he was still hale and hearty.


  As the guardian of many of the landowners in the south, Barad Agarmua had no choice but to accept. Of course, in front of the king he was all smiles, but deep inside he was reluctant and full of curses.


  * * *


  To Barad, even if there were slaves, they were just useless baggage that could only farm for the landowners. He could try selling them, but that would only make the Kushunora House richer.


  And even if he did try to sell them, with the slaves being nothing but women and children, which are useless for physical work, he wouldn’t be able to sell them for much.


  “I see that old hag taught her well. That Ririnoie.”


  Barad dropped the good old man mask and shut himself in his room, then he started drinking aggressively because of the costly rescue mission. So agressive was his drinking that it seemed as if he wanted to pour the alcohol straight into his guts.


  The slaves that have been carefully chosen didn’t include the working male slaves.


  “Tell me, Ririnoie! Why oh why did it have to be me!?”


  But even though Barad was saying that, he could more or less understand what Blanche wanted to do. For example, if the slaves were to be sold to Kushunora instead, the slaves will likely be immediately sold to other countries through their trade routes. That pig-like man that was the head of the Kushunora house would surely stuff his pockets with gold and smile complacently.


  He was the sort of man, who upon being asked the question of whether he would choose product or gold, he would immediately answer gold.


  But Ririnoie was busy waging wars outside of Shushunu. She didn’t have time to waste raising slaves. Word had it that she’s fighting against monsters. If so, then there were few slaves to be made even in the case of victory. It was dubious if she could even afford to pay the soldiers.


  In other words, Ririnoie had no choice.


  She needed money to wage war, and the only ones with the money she needed were the two great nobles, whom she had a poor relationship with.


  Blanche Ririnoie kept the men that could fight with her.


  “Hmph. So, in the end, she needed these slaves to become hostages.”


  Bait to keep the men working desperately.


  Shushunu did not have a conscription system for they have not experienced any great wars since Claudia Ririnoie the War Princess’ ascension to power. As for why? That reason was clear as day. But it was also because of that that the standing army became smaller, and was used only to maintain the public order of Shushunu or threaten the minor nations.


  The head of the House of Ririnoie must’ve thought they lacked power.


  Especially, since they had just come out of the successor wars because of the passing of the late War Princess. They did not want this war. But they could not submit to the likes of monsters either.


  “Still, I don’t hate that pride of hers.”


  As someone who held the proud name of the Ririnoie House that stood at the apex of the military families, Blanche Ririnoie did not have the option to choose surrender. Shushunu was a rich country. Its southern region was blessed with farms, and the highway of wealth, the Jewel Road, passed through Shushunu from the east and the west.


  But this Shushunu, which lorded over the plains, hated great nobles with too much power. If the power were to be gathered, it could only be gathered around the king. But there were too many obstacles to bringing together the powers that lurked within the country for Ririnoie and the rest of the nobles were too powerful.


  Barad Agarmua understood that much. After all, he was still a great noble with a powerful family.


  “But that doesn’t mean I’ll forgive you for making me eat dirt!”


  Barad emptied his cup in one gulp and filled it up again.


  Chapter 242 
The Dark Hand Released


  Just some 3 years ago, if one asked around at the captial of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, Rishu, about famous clans, one would surely received many different answers.


  There was the small but powerful Swallow Clan. Among the bigger clans, there was the Proud Clan (Leon Heart Clan), which focused on war and accepted even demihumans among their ranks. The Burning Bright Moons (Red Moon) that focused their activities in the desert. The Clan Coalition of the Red King (Red King) that took in many different clans.


  And then there was the Dagger of Webrus and the Shadow of the New Moon that even dealt with assassinations. There was also the smaller but deeply unified clan, the Soar to Freedom (Elks Clan), and the Short Sword Battle Maiden (Valkyria).


  But within the short span of just three years, these famous clans vanished one after another.


  As the Leon Heart Clan declined, they migrated west, while the Red King can no longer maintain the coalition after Brandika’s passing. The Elks Clan has already been destroyed, while the Swallow Clan has narrowed down its activities to the Oceanic Kingdom Yarma.


  The Dagger of Webrus and the Shadow of the New Moon were also out of the question. The Dagger of Webrus were destroyed by the remnants of the Elks Clan, while the Shadow of the New Moon found a new employer and moved there. The Red Moon Clan rallied the small clans and attacked the weakened Germion Kingdom.


  Most of the clans that once livened up the Holy Shushunu Kingdom were now gone.


  Only the Valkyria Clan remained the same.


  They were a clan with 2,000 members and worked mainly on mercenary operations. Their current clan leader was Far Ramfado, the second clan leader since their conception.


  Far Ramfado is a beautiful woman at the young age of 28. Her hair dazzled a silver-hue, while her eyes were stiff and slackless. There was a strictness about her that caused anyone she looked at to straighten their back.


  She was tall for a woman, and the way she looked dressed in armor was no inferior to the men. This woman who possessed the charisma to bring together a clan and was herself fairly skilled proceeded to unseal an envelope she received from the guild despite her confusion.


  A letter from the guild was rarely a good thing. It could be about a member of her clan that caused trouble, a subjugation request to eliminate a bandit misrepresenting himself, or an S-Rank job.


  As soon as she saw the seal on the letter, her face cramped.


  “An S Rank job.”


  A breath left her lips as she heaved a deep sigh.


  Fortunately, there was only her in the room. She usually wore a calm expression, but given the circumstances, it couldn’t be helped that even that cold face of hers slackened. For a while, she considered tearing the letter and throwing it away, but in the end, she resigned to her fate and opened it.


  “…”


  She sighed again. It is said that sighs bring misfortune, but that was clearly a superstition given how eager misfortune was to visit her without sighing.


  By the time she left her room, she had already regained her calm expression. She made her way to the guild.


  When she got there, the executives that managed the headquarters of the guild were already waiting at a room. Every one of them was a distinguished person. The vice president of the guild and all the representatives of the guild branches were present. If the president of the guild himself were here, then one could easily presume that they had gathered here for the general meeting that occurred once a year.


  Far wryly smiled.


  Only, she kept that wry smile in her mind and made sure that her face remained stern on the outside. She waited for the executives to speak.


  “There’s only one reason why we would call you out here. We want you to take on a job.”


  “What kind of job?”


  “Enter an enemy territory and take the head of a certain enemy. If we were to put it briefly, it would be something like that.”


  “I refuse.”


  Far refused the job without so much as moving her brows.


  “You!”


  One of the branch heads became visibly angry and yelled at her, but the vice president stopped him.


  “This is not a job that can be refused. Neither you nor the guild have the right to refuse it.”


  “…”


  Far quietly analyzed the information she had been given. War has broken out with the goblins, and now the guild wants to send her to a hostile region to claim the head of one of the kingdom’s enemies. Anyone could figure it out with just a little thinking.


  These people wanted to send her to the goblin territory to kill their boss.


  But it was precisely because Far didn’t want to use her clan for something like that that she immediately refused, but if not even the guild could refuse the request, then that could only mean one thing. The client was none other than the House of Ririnoie.


  “You’ll do it, right?”


  The vice president of the guild glared at her, but she refused to nod her head.


  “No.”


  They were basically telling her to go and die, but she had 2,000 lives to protect. It was true that the guild helped them find work, but they wouldn’t throw their lives away for no reason.


  The vice president continued to glare at Far for a while before eventually sighing and throwing a card at her.


  “Write whatever sum you want. When you’re done, go to the room inside. The client is waiting.”


  “…We’ll take the payment in advance.”


  “As you wish.”


  Far wrote down an amount that could cover all the expenses of the clan and keep it going, then she threw the card back to the vice president of the guild. After that she went to the room she was told about. As soon as she entered, the fragrant aroma of black tea wafted to her nose.


  For a moment, Far found her consciousness leaving her because of that strong aroma, but she quickly recovered and turned to the master of the room.


  “You look well, Far.”


  “…Clan Leader, it’s been awhile. My apologies for not contacting you.”


  “It’s fine. There’s no need for such stiff formalities.”


  As Blanche the War Princess’s blonde hair fell to her waist and she elegantly enjoyed her cup of tea, Far knelt before her and greeted her.


  “And I’m not the clan leader anymore. Word has gotten around, Far. It seems you’re doing rather well as the clan leader.”


  “I have yet to catch up with the shadow of the clan leader.”


  “Like I said. I’m no longer the clan leader.”


  Blanche wryly smiled, but Far was so formal in front of her that she resembled a knight before its king. In the end, Far compromised to calling her Blanche-sama.


  “That will do. Now then, let us talk about this job.”


  “If it’s for your sake, Blanche-sama, then I will gladly surrender my life…”


  “There’s no need to panic. Just listen first.”


  * * *


  That was the overall picture of the war that Blanche the War Princess was about to start.


  “The odds do not favor us, it seems.”


  “Hmm… Yes. No matter how talented I may be. No matter how blessed with youth and beauty—”


  “Your beauty doesn’t matter.”


  “I’m saying I’m young and beautiful!”


  It would appear that Blanche wasn’t planning on letting up on that, so Far just quietly let it go. Anyhow, pointing out the blush on her cheeks was enough to loosen the tension in the air.


  “Should the enemy attack from every direction, it will not be possible to defend all of Shushunu’s territories. This was also how Germion Kingdom was defeated.”


  “If that’s the case, then…”


  “You’ll do it, right?” Blanche narrowed her eyes and smiled.


  Far smiled a fearless smile and nodded. “Of course, Blanche-sama. My loyalty to you remains steadfast.”


  From that day on, Valkyria began gathering skilled adventurers. The Valkyria Clan was originally a clan that focused its activities around mercenary work. It did not specialize in infiltrating enemy territories. So while they may have been well versed in attacking their enemies from in front, they rarely ever enacted searches in monster territories.


  As such, they decided to spread their connections far and wide, and sought adventurers from the minor countries all the way to the Holy Kingdom of Alsas further to the east. They enlisted adventurers left and right as long as they had the talent for it. They did not bother about trivial things such as their origin or experience. And in so doing, they were able to successfully gather a great number of adventurers.


  They were all given one job from the guild… To cause chaos from the back.


  ◆◆◇


  Blanche Ririnoie the War Princess. Even for someone like her who was born with an exceptional skill for the arts of war, the goblin army was not an easy foe to contest in battle and triumph. Blanche herself was aware of this, but by the time she became the head of her military family, things had already spun out of her control.


  But that couldn’t be helped. For just as human hands can only reach so far, it is not possible for one to see everything in this world. All she could do was to use the limited authority and information she had to demonstrate as much of her abilities as she could.


  Things might have been different were she the king instead, but alas, though she may be extolled as a ‘great noble’, in the end, she is nothing more than the king’s retainer. The methods she could take were limited. To make things worse, she had to quarrel with the other great nobles. If she were to leave an opening as an imperial court noble, then even if she managed to win against the goblins, her future political life will come to an end.


  With so few choices available to her and with no other option but victory, she had no choice but to be cruel. In order to quickly assemble her camp, she had to make use of her second name ‘Lady Impaler’ and put an end to any enemy or ally that tried to go against her. At the same time, in order to dispatch soldiers to the minor nations that were uncooperative to her when she first assumed office, she had to put on a demonstration.


  Sending a request to the guild, which she had a strong influence over, and making use of the adventurers as a part of her forces is one such demonstration.


  The way she saw it, it was simply too risky to try and settle a fight with another country through a straight-up fight.


  The biggest obstacle in the war with the goblins was the goblins’ ability to replenish their soldiers. No matter how many battles they won against the goblins, the goblins will merely recover their forces and then fight again. Truly, the very image of a nightmare.


  First, they had to do something about that ability of theirs to replenish their soldiers. At the very least, they had to bring it down to the same level as a normal country’s.


  But that wasn’t the only problem they had to deal with, for they also needed to defeat the Goblin King’s army of over 30,000 soldiers. And let us not forget the Kushain Believers to the south, whom should they forget to keep in check, will surely come and attack them.


  Finally, there’s the continuing political strife with the other great nobles that are ever trying to pull her leg. The way she saw it, the Holy Shushunu Kingdom wasn’t strong enough to withstand an enemy invasion. Germion Kingdom with its southern region, whose borders are unclear, and its cleared frontier, could continue fighting even in the case of an invasion by conscripting its people.


  But the Holy Shushunu Kingdom has been a great power for far too long.


  Its people cannot even fathom the thought of their country being invaded. And the moment that impossible thought becomes a reality, a great chaos will overtake the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, and they will not be able to continue the war.


  The people will focus on defending themselves, and without anyone responding to the call for conscription, the country will lurch.


  As a great noble, she could not accept such a thing, for if such a thing were to happen, her political life will surely come to an end.


  * * *


  The invasion of the great horde of monsters just recently was also a terrible thing. The first to fall into chaos and ask for help was none other than the great nobles themselves. Even though the reason they’re supposed to be great nobles is because they are able to protect their own territory…


  Still, it’s not as if the goblins have no weaknesses.


  For one, although they have taken over many territories, their defenses were far from perfect. They had to focus their forces in the frontlines in order to subdue the territories they’ve conquered, so there was bound to be a hole in defenses. One such hole was the Kushain Believers. Though relations with them have worsened since they declared their acknowledgment of the goblin kingdom, it wasn’t as if the Holy Shushunu Kingdom has lost all of its dealings with them.


  If they could slip in through them, then they should be able to attack the goblin territories.


  The things Blanche spoke about shocked Far greatly.


  Far never knew that this former clan leader of hers, whom she respected and admired greatly, had been driven so far.


  “Since you wish for us to cause a disturbance at the back, then I suppose your objective is to reduce their numbers by diverting their attention.”


  “Yes, and at the same time, I will crush the goblins. Or, at least that’s what I would like to do, but…”


  Blanche smiled weakly. That was a girl who had taken off her mask as a great noble.


  The annihilation of the goblins was a difficult task even if the Holy Shushunu Kingdom managed to strengthen its the entire army. After all, this was no longer the same goblin army that once fought with Brandika at the south; hence, to Blanche, the conditions for victory was not the complete annihilation of the goblins, and instead peace.


  “But, that’s…”


  “Hmm?”


  “Is there any proof that the goblins would actually accept peace?”


  “Indeed. I have no such proof to offer, but they have formed an alliance with the Kushain Believers, have they not? Since that’s the case, then at the very least, it can be inferred that they are capable of thought. Perhaps becoming allies with them on equal footing will prove difficult, given that even in their alliance with the Kushain Believers, the Kushain Believers appear to be subordinated to them, but, that’s precisely why,” Blanche said. “We will have to strike them down. There’s no other choice. If we can make them understand that picking a fight with us will bring them in a lot of pain, then perhaps even they will have no choice but to consider an alliance… From what I hear, this was also how Germion Kingdom was dealt with in the past.”


  “It’s almost as if you acknowledge the country of the goblins yourself, Blanche-sama.”


  “It can’t be helped. After all, the strong do have the right to create a country. It doesn’t matter whether it’s humans, demihumans, elves, or even goblins. They have that right. And it’s not as if it’s such a strange story when one considers history.”


  “…I see.”


  Indeed, Blanche said as she moistened her throat with black tea.


  “In that case, we shall mobilize and cause a disturbance at the back then.”


  “No. Although we’ll need people for that too, Valkyria shall fight alongside us. Find some other people to cause the disturbance.”


  “But in that case…”


  “It’s fine. I know someone who can organize the disturbance.”


  By the time Far left the headquarters of the guild, the body of Rodo had already vanished to the other side of the townscape. To Far, that scenery was of the same color as the blood she would be walking on from now on.


  ◆◆◇


  After the Goblin King defeated Germion Kingdom, he wasted no time and immediately moved for the east. He even postured to invade the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, but Blanche the War Princess beat him to the punch and repelled the Flag of Spear and Black Tiger (Aransain) that he sent. Because of that it was still peaceful at the borders.


  But the Goblin King persistently sought for a path east and vigilantly watched the Holy Shushunu Kingdom for an opening. Pale Symphoria, who stayed beside the king and watched over the military and governmental affairs, noted the king’s unprecedented impatience.


  When she finished working on the documents at hand, she quietly muttered.


  “Her name was Reshia Fel Zeal, right?”


  With a jolt, the shoulders of the king, who was looking out through the window, moved a little.


  “…What are you talking about?”


  What a terrible liar, Pale thought to herself as she took a breather pressed the king.


  “The name of the woman Your Majesty is so obsessed with. I was just wondering if I remembered her name right.”


  “I’m not obsessed with her, though…”


  “…”


  At that, silence filled the room alongside an uncomfortable atmosphere. Eventually, the king became self-aware and sighed.


  “Well, I suppose.”


  “I’ve had her whereabouts searched, so please just wait for a moment.”


  “What?”


  “We already know that she’s in the minor nation of Orphen. The saint, Reshia Fel Zeal. It seems she’s rather famous around those parts.”


  “…I see.”


  * * *


  Those under the Goblin King wouldn’t think about it so seriously. To the goblin warriors, it was enough to obey the king. They didn’t care about strategies or objectives. So long as the king wished for it, the goblins will would put down their lives and fight. That was their strength, but at the same time, it was also their weakness.


  The only ones actually thinking were Pale and some of the elves.


  Even Gi Za Zakuend and the others were liable to think of nothing but how to defeat the king’s enemies. It was true that if they kept defeating their enemies, they would eventually run out of enemies in the great continent, but new enemies were sure to sprung up immediately.


  Conquer, govern, rule.


  The only ones who thought about such things were the king and his aides.


  But that very king has been wavering recently.


  Pale always served beside him, so she could tell that the reason for the war has changed. Until now, the objective of the king’s war was to secure land for the demihumans and the goblins. But now they have conquered the south and vanquished Germion Kingdom, which is the greatest enemy of the demihumans and the goblins.


  If one were to put it in a rather extreme sense, they have already acquired a territory that could equal the humans.


  And if they included even the Forest of Darkness, then the territory they covered already amounted to one-fifth of the world. There was no human country that owned this much land. And neither was there a country that had an army bigger than theirs. As such, they already had more than enough land if the objective was merely to live on.


  Pale believed they were at a crossroad.


  “Your Majesty, are you truly planning on conquering the continent?”


  The battle will likely be long and painful. Moreover, it will not be a battle to contend someone, but a battle to scatter the enemies and acquire territories out of greed. Yes, a battle of conquest done out of greed just like a human’s.


  “But of course. It is inevitable.”


  The king turned to Pale and looked at her with his blood-red eyes.


  “I have to stand at the frontlines to lead the many races to war.”


  The goblins were still fine. So long as they knew that the king wished for it, they would – without hesitation – take the initiative to throw themselves into the fray. But the humans, the demihumans, and the elves were different. For instead of tales of war and doom and gloom, would they not yearn more for a peaceful life?


  Because of that the goblins will have to take the lead in battle more and more from here on out. It was also curious if the king could give a reason that could convince the demihumans and the humans to keep on fighting.


  “The humans number many. That is true even for those under our rule. A trend that is sure to become more prominent from now on. Do you have a reason that could make them obey, understand, and throw themselves into the flames of war?”


  “A reason?… To take back what was taken from me. Is that not enough?”


  Pale remained expressionless as she bowed and replied.


  “No. That is indeed enough, Your Majesty. It is a relief to hear your reply.”


  “But still,” Pale said without breaking her cold mask. “It really makes one curious just what kind of person could charm Your Majesty so.”


  “…”


  As the king silently turned away from her gaze, Pale smiled a bittersweet smile in her mind, while keeping her face as cold as ever.


  “I shall send a proclamation to the army. They are to march east to rescue the king’s beloved.”


  “…Are you making fun of me?”


  “No. I’m dead serious.”


  For a moment, a monster and a person stared at each other. The one to break the staring contest was none other than the king.


  “What do you want?”


  “Time. Only a little. I know Your Majesty wishes to attack the east, but we are not ready. Gi Gi-dono being able to buy time was within our expectations, but Gi Ga-dono’s loss was not.”


  Seeing Pale bow her head so solemnly, the king had no choice but to sigh and give permission.


  ◆◇◆


  When one speaks of a ‘hand of darkness’, the general understanding is that one is pertaining to a killer or an assassin. Of the clans, the ones who engaged in such jobs include the Shadow of the New Moon and the Dagger of Webrus. The number of assassins these clans have could be 50 or 100, but the exact number is unknown.


  Trying to find out the exact figure is of course the same thing as asking to be killed.


  The Valkyria Clan used their connections to gather these assassins and gradually slip them through the Kushain Believers as merchants. Mixed in with those were those who had received the original mission of causing a disturbance.


  Finding the whereabouts of these people after slipping them in was no easy task. Since these people didn’t know who was out to get them, they will never look or expect reinforcements.


  But despite that they will be sure to get the job done. As for why, that’s because of their personal circumstances.


  Vengeance for a close friend. Salvation for a beloved’s debt. Pursuit of honor. There were many reasons. Whatever the reasons may be, Far was there to watch them as they left.


  These were people that she would likely not meet again.


  She did not have any obligations to watch them leave, but her conscience would not let her off.


  It wasn’t as if the goblins wouldn’t attack them just because these people did not cause a disturbance, but try as they might to prevent a leak, nothing was certain in this world.


  As the end of the month of Sheep approached, and the season when the tips of the branches grew was about to leave, a wind blew. It carried with it yet some heat, but already there was a sign in it of the winter to come.


  Approximately one month later, at the end of the month of Moruki, word of the goblins moving came. Soon after Far gave the orders for her Valkyria to mobilize.


  Chapter 243 
Chaos at the Western Capital


  It was around the middle of the month of Moruki that a group of soldiers that looked like the remnants of a defeated army appeared before Pale Symphoria. They came to Pale with a letter while she was busy reorganizing the army and gathering information


  It was curious how this woman found this place, but standing before Pale was a woman with a hand on the curved sword by her waist and a smile akin to that of a predator.


  “Yo, Pale!”


  Black hair that reached down to her waist and skin the color of honey. But what really described her best were those almond eyes of hers that never smiled. This was none other than Vine the Mad Blade and her Burning Bright Moons.


  “…How did you find this place? I don’t recall telling you about it.”


  “, have some connections too.”


  That unreserved answer caused Pale to raise her brows a little.


  “So, what business have you come here for?”


  Pale bluntly asked why she was here. Vine wryly smiled.


  “We lost, so we were thinking of resting here for a bit.”


  “…Hmm.”


  Vine had rallied the small clans against the dying Germion Kingdom. Their objective was only to delay the arrival of the Holy Knight, Sivara, and if possible, worsen the relationship between the Holy Shushunu Kingdom and Germion Kingdom, but the results they brough were better than expected.


  Pale never really believed that they could win against Sivara, but after the urban battles spread, she got word through her information network that the eastern part of the north had been blocked. It’s likely that the War Princess’ influence is the reason why they ran here.


  “I don’t mind if you take a rest here. But if you want, you could also join us like the Proud Clan (Leon Heart Clan).”


  “Oh? Well, I’ll be the one to decide who my employer is. For the meantime, you’re my employer.”


  Pale offered for them to be directly employed by the Goblin King, but Vine politely refused it. This either meant that Vine didn’t trust the king or didn’t wish to collaborate with someone she couldn’t meet.


  “That’s fine, just have an audience with him once. I can’t grant you permission to stay here with just my authority.”


  “Fine, but spare me being surrounded by goblins, okay? I’m a coward at heart.”


  For a moment, Pale narrowed her eyes. She considered the possibility of Vine going after the king. Vine’s skills were the real thing and have been proven more than once. Pale knew through her information network that the Valkyria were trying to gather the dark hands.


  It wasn’t impossible for Vine to have taken the Valkyria’s offer.


  “Sure. I don’t mind.”


  But despite knowing that, Pale gave her permission to meet the king.


  “Thanks.”


  There was a thin thread of tension hanging between Pale and the smiling Vine.


  “By the way, I don’t see Berk-dono anywhere.”


  “Oh, that guy had something to do and went back to the desert.”


  “…Is that so?”


  Berk Alsen Royon. The man who could be said to be the conscience of the Burning Bright Moons was missing. There were plenty of reasons to doubt her, but was there any meaning in an assassin coming in brazenly from the front?


  —Though I suppose if it’s you, it’s possible.


  Pale said in her mind as she turned her back on Vine.


  “Follow me.”


  Pale waited for Vine to order her subordinates, then started walking.


  “Are Rue and Shurei doing well?”


  “Yeah. They’re considered seniors at our place nowadays. They look after the new recruits.”


  “I don’t see them with you, though.”


  “I told you. I’m a coward. I wouldn’t take some bloody kids with me to a monster’s den.”


  Vine narrowed her eyes and said. Pale was as expressionless as ever.


  “It almost sounds as if this place is dangerous.”


  “It is dangerous. To humans, that is.”


  There was a tension sharp as a blade in that short exchange. This place was the closest to the eastern part of Germion Kingdom. It was close to the border set by Blanche the War Princess of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. A place that could be said to be an important transportation point through the highway.


  Pale has heard of a skill among adventurers called Mirror Figure (Illusion). With that skill one could change one’s appearance, so she tried to see if this person was truly Vine by talking to her. Considering how much she knew about the internal affairs of the Burning Bright Moons, it seemed reasonable to assume that this was indeed Vine herself.


  But that only made the situation more dangerous.


  If Vine was a dark hand, then her skill in the sword would be able to match or even excel the king. But just that alone would make it difficult for her to win. After all, the king did not rely only on his sword. He also possessed an overwhelming regeneration ability. Coupled with his endless stamina – as far as human standards go – Pale believed that there was no chance that the king could lose.


  That being said, this was not an opponent they could defeat without any losses.


  Pale decided it was best to be safe, so she first led Vine’s group to a room.


  “Please wait here for a while.”


  The room she led Vine to was small but had a sturdily built door.


  “Don’t make me wait too long or I’ll fall asleep.”


  “It won’t take that long.”


  * * *


  Shumea was already nearby since she needed to report something.


  Pale closed the door and called Gi Go Amatsuki and Shumea to the king’s room.


  She wanted to warn the king since they were meeting Vine on such short notice.


  “Is she dangerous?” The Goblin King asked.


  “One of the three most dangerous people I know,” Pale replied.


  “Oh?”


  The Goblin King smiled. He glanced at Pale with his blood-colored eyes and nodded.


  A dangerous person, and yet despite that, meeting her was still worth it. If so, then there must be something to her that’s worth the risk. If not for that, then Pale wouldn’t ask for an audience. When the king thought that, his interest grew.


  He sat himself on the sturdy chair and held his great sword as if it were a staff.


  Just being there was enough to make that kingly aura strike awe into the heart of Gi Go Amatsuki the Sword King, who was waiting upon the king. Shumea was similarly awed, but she was a lot more relaxed. After all, she was an optimistic soul.


  “Well, it will work out somehow,” Shumea said.


  She leaned her short spear and back against the wall. It was dangerous, but there were even more capable people here.


  As soon as the black haired woman entered, Shumea was immediately struck with a sense of deja vu. It was as if she’d seen this woman before somewhere.


  A pair of fearless long slits for eyes looked at Gi Go, then the Goblin King, and then Shumea.


  The moment her eyes met with Shumea’s, that fearless black-haired woman’s jaw fell to the ground while her eyes bulged out of of their sockets. Her whole face was practically announcing just how shocked she was.


  “A, a, aaaa! Nee-san!?”


  The black-haired woman, Vine Ashley, pointed at Shumea and cried out in shock.


  “Hmm~?”


  Meanwhile, Shumea, who was on the receiving end of that finger, was tilting her head, trying to remember.


  “Ahh, Vine. How are you? Are you doing well?” Shumea asked.


  “You’re alive?… I thought for sure you were…” Vine replied.


  “Ahh, it’s thanks to the boss here.”


  Shumea pointed at the Goblin King. Vine’s bulging eyes bulged out even further. Not a hint of the brave woman that was often described with words such as fierce, wild, cruel, and savage could be seen. In here was only a maiden that happened to reunite with an acquaintance from long ago.


  “…You know each other?” Pale asked.


  She looked as if the world had been turned upside down as she interjected into the conversation of the two women.


  “Ah, yeah. The both of us were together during our time as slave children,” Shumea replied.


  “Hey, miss. Can’t you tell me sooner if Shumea nee-san is here?” Vine complained as she puffed up her cheeks and looked at Shumea.


  Her eyes were sparkling like that of a maiden in love. Yes, this woman, who normally killed people without mercy, was looking at Shumea with such eyes.


  When Pale saw this unexpected side of Vine, she couldn’t help but find herself speechless.


  This Vine was so different from the usual that it almost seemed as if she had two personalities.


  “Can she be trusted?” The Goblin King asked Shumea.


  Shumea tilted her head and asked Vine. “You won’t betray me, right?”


  “O-Of course, nee-san. If anyone tries to betray you, they’ll become rust on my sword.”


  Vine looked just like a soldier being scolded by her teacher in the way she suddenly straightened up her back.


  “In that case, I’ll leave her to you, Shumea. You’re name is Vine, yes? You may rest here for awhile.”


  Vine nodded lightly and Shumea approached her.


  “Well, that’s how it is, so let’s go,” Shumea said.


  “O-Okay,” Vine meekly said.


  Seeing Vine act like a borrowed cat, Pale stood in place petrified. When Vine and Shumea left, the petrification spell was undone, and Pale answered the king’s questions blankly.


  “What’s the matter, Pale?” the Goblin King asked.


  “It’s just that… I can’t help but wonder if that’s really Vine Ashley,” Pale replied.


  “What do you mean?”


  “…Nothing. I just misspoke. Please forget it.”


  It was rare to see Pale troubled so much, so both the king and Gi Go couldn’t help but tilt their heads.


  ◆◆◇


  This was the center of the territory ruled by the Kushain Believers, Cultidian, where the queen, Mira Vi Burnen was.


  Queen Mira Vi Burnen had to employ the Shadow of the New Moon Clan to fight in the unfolding information war with the gifted tactician, Carlion, of their previous enemy, the Red King.


  Their contract was yet active, so she was able to know through them that dark hands were being brought in from the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. She had the Shadow of the New Moon investigate the issue since she found it odd that there were so many adventurers with the merchants.


  “…This isn’t funny,” Mira muttered.


  This intel was her opportunity to get the goblins into her debt, but she was frowning. The quality of the dark hands reported was a jumble of wheat and tares. The fact that even famous adventurers have been mixed in caused a seed of doubt to sprout within her.


  The way she saw it these people were merely passing through the Kushain Believers’ territory. If she were to needlessly stir up conflict here with people who knew how to fight, Cultidian would end inviting unnecessary trouble.


  In the first place, why were there such shoddy adventurers mixed in with the lot?


  If they bring in such conspicuous people, even the goblins should be able to realize that the Holy Shushunu Kingdom is plotting against them. It was as if they weren’t trying to hide themselves at all.


  * * *


  Aren’t dark hands supposed to approach their enemy without drawing attention? But what was more was that according to the information she was getting, there was supposedly hundreds of dark hands.


  Even the Shadow of the New Moon couldn’t check that many people.


  “Are they trying to force their way through with numbers?”


  Blanche Ririnoie the War Princess.


  Would a person such as that who waged wars even fiercer than the late War Princess truly rely on such a simple-minded plan?


  “…Fighting them won’t work.”


  Mira sighed, then she took the copy of the document she looked over and made her decision to send it to Yoshu, who was in charge of the Western Capital. The way she saw it, this was a war between two giants that sought hegemony over the plains. If an opportunity shows itself, taking a bite would be most welcome.


  The goblins have started building a great kingdom, but they were by no means stable, and even the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, despite its long years ruling over the plains, have problems of corruption and stagnation within.


  She may be an ally, but her duties to her country came first. Even if the goblins may be trying to conquer the continent or the Holy Shushunu Kingdom be trying to defeat the goblins, she must never forget to pursue the interests of the Kushain Believers.


  And as far as she was concerned, that meant the peace of the Kushain Believers.


  Of course, that didn’t change her opinion that the goblins held the advantage. So long as the Goblin King lives, the goblins will attack the Holy Shushunu Kingdom with terrifying unity.


  Therefore, so long as the Goblin King lives, she will remain their ally.


  Conversely, if the Goblin King were to die, then so will her alliance to the goblins.


  “The key is whether the War Princess could defeat the Goblin King or not…”


  She was always one to try and look at the whole picture, but once the question of tactics and strategies in regards to the art of war came, her knowledge could not support her. If the Holy Shushunu Kingdom could defeat the Goblin King, then they would indeed be able to triumph over the goblins. That should be the case, but… Just how could they accomplish such a feat? Frankly, she hadn’t a clue.


  Be that as it may, she did not think that Blanche the War Princess would simply stand idle and watch. In the end, she decided to close her eyes to the things she did not understand and made a decision that would benefit her whoever managed to grasp victory from death’s claws.


  “Focusing on the public order might be a good idea.”


  She would arrest the adventurers that stood out too much, question them, and then return them to the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. In that way, perhaps she might be able to grasp the intentions of the War Princess.


  Queen Mira remained on the side of the goblins while keeping a careful eye out for the dark hands.


  ◆◆◇


  Within the territories ruled by the Goblin King, just the southern region by itself boasted a great trade network. Most of that network was built by the various southern countries, but the wealth gained from it was indeed tremendous.


  It didn’t matter who owned what country, there was no stopping the flow of trade. Even after the Goblin King came to rule over the southern lands, brave merchants still continued to come, and there was no shortage of adventurers to escort them either. With economy riding upon the cogs of greed, there was no stopping these people even if it meant that they would have to risk their lives.


  Whether it was the old jewels excavated from the labyrinth city, or the rare jewels from the desert, or the high-quality weapon and armor from the country of iron, or the high-quality fragrant wood from the country of forests, or the slaves and the wine, any and all of these things had to pass through that road to reach the continent.


  The road of wealth known among merchants as… the Jewel Road.


  Young men could be seen among those that stepped upon that road.


  A friendly smile and a shortly cut hair gave him the appearance of a boy.


  He was Aluid Hama.


  One of the protege merchants of the goblins Pale chose from many candidates. Their job was to load the cargo onto a covered wagon and peddle around the country. At the same time, they were to gather information and help the goblins in their war.


  Most of the protege Pale chose were from the supporters of the Soar to Freedom (Elks Clan), but there were also some from the children Shumea looked after, as well as the supporters of the Proud Clan (Leon Heart Clan). There were also some from the residents of the small feudal lords in the south and the humans under the rule of the Goblin King.


  “Hello.”


  They exchanged information at the Hama Company Trading House that has expanded far and wide in the southern territory. It was fortunate that one of Pale’s protege merchants was able to seize the store of the wealthy merchant that dealt in daily necessities, Claus Hama, when it declined under his son.


  After all, the reason Claus’ store declined was because his son dealt in slave trading and failed in Germion Kingdom. It could be said that Pale and he had a deep connection.


  “Sorry to keep you waiting, Aluid.”


  The well-statured merchant spread his arms as he welcomed Aluid. Of course, they had merely taken on the name ‘Hama’, and were not one bit related to the father and son Hama.


  * * *


  “How goes business these days?”


  “Medicine sales are going well in the north.”


  “Ho? Is it the war? It couldn’t be an epidemic, could it?”


  The well-statured merchant knit his brows and asked anxiously.


  “Oh, surely you’ve already heard, Helbad-san. It’s the War Princess. She’s turned all the people of the east into slaves.”


  Trading houses were generally open places.


  For example, take the Hama Company Trading House, the peddlers under Hama can of course borrow a part of the house, but even aimless wandering peddlers can seek information at the trading house and borrow a part of it.


  A new company will cause friction with those around it if it grows too quick, but the Hama Company has been trading for a long time under the leadership of the previous generation. Although the leadership has already been passed onto the next generation, it can blend in skillfully with its surroundings without causing problems.


  “So, I take it that means if one is looking to buy a slave, the cheapest place would be at the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.”


  “No, the owner of the land there is powerful, and there’s apparently not been much change in the price.”


  The merchants of Hama who were working as Pale’s fingers were finding every hole they could dig into.


  “Yes, but recently, it’s gotten much harder to hire adventurers. They all seem to have found a good job of some sort and now it’s really hard to find any guards.”


  “Ho ho?”


  The merchants were naturally sensitive to the flow of money. If things go well, this might be a topic that could get them a lot of profit.


  The man known as Helbad was in charge of Aluid and the rest of the merchants. His job was to take the information the merchants gave him and bring it to the Elks Clan. Like this Pale managed to create an exquisite information network that could be likened to a work of art.


  This information network did not just spread itself throughout the south, but even the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, and the small country of Orphen to the north. Information would come pouring from the thread of intelligence put up in the Jewel Road to Pale, and she would filter out the unnecessary from the necessary, submitting only the useful parts to the king.


  The information she was most interested in were those pertaining to the movements of the War Princess. As such, the Hama Company focused its ears toward the north.


  ◆◆◇


  When discussing the pillars of a country, the first things to surface are the names of certain people. Names that belong to the likes of the Goblin King, the clan leader of the Red King – Blanche, the queen of the Kushain Believers – Mira.


  And then the next thing to surface are the lands.


  Economically, militarily, and politically speaking, in the Kushain Believers’ case, this would be the Holy City of Cultidian, while in the goblins’ case, this would be the Western Capital. The Western Capital was not only the first territory the goblins gained after advancing into the plains where the humans resided, but it was also a city once occupied by the late Germion Kingdom, an important traffic route economically speaking, and was also located in front of the Forest of Darkness, from which the goblins sourced their soldiers.


  It was not only a foothold which the goblins used to support their advance into the plains, but it was also a powerful tool that allowed them to rule the south and send expeditions to the east. The Western Capital was a powerful city.


  The person in charge of unifying the western region was the elf, Fei.


  As secretary to the wise Shure, he had a wealth of practical experience, and he was able to maintain the public order of the western region while reconciling the interests of the humans and the various demihuman tribes. There were two big cities in the western region.


  One was the former colonial city, Middled, which was located near the Forest of Darkness, at the center of the Western Region.


  The person in charge of Middled was Princess Shunaria, who acted as the governor-general. At first, she had merely been acting as a guardian to the races other than humans, but in time, she grew to take on bigger and more important tasks politically-wise in Middled, and eventually, the king left Middled under her leadership.


  As a princess who has inherited the blood of the wise Shure Forni, her reign was a peaceful one. Guard jobs were left to the originally rare-class goblin, Gi Ah, and the new recruits to allow them to gain experience. It was also thanks to them that Middled’s public order was a peaceful one.


  Yes, Middled was a city protected by a group of ugly but robust and docile soldiers.


  The people entering the city were also handled by the guild. Another display of Princess Shunaria’s skill as the governor-general.


  The other city was the Western Capital itself, which was ruled by the former slave gladiator and current governor-general, Yoshu.


  Even the area known as the eight fortresses of the west when Germion Kingdom was around was put under his jurisdiction. The people living in those lands included the elves, demihumans, humans, and rarely, goblins. If you add the people in the borders as well, the total population under him would reach over 10,000. Moreover, the Western Capital grew by the day.


  * * *


  As the Goblin King’s territory grew, so did the number of people coming in. Yoshu not only created a guild, but he also used the funds of the city allocated toward public works to help people find work. The Western Capital has developed in such a way that people have even started to say that one would not starve so long as one went to the Western Capital.


  The public order was protected by the goblins and the demihumans, while the government affairs were taken care of by the minor feudal lords of the borders. The person managing them all was a young man only in in his mid-twenties; hence, it could be seen just how skilled he was.


  But no matter who it was, everyone has a limit.


  Founder of the guild and governor-general of the western capital. Moreover, the amount of work he had as the person in charge of the pillar territory of the Goblin King kingdom was like that of a glass filled to the brim. He was barely hanging on.


  It was upon that glass full of water that the Kushain Believers delivered word of the dark hands attacking.


  Like that, water overflowed. And like a dam broken, all the fatigue that had been building up attacked Yoshu all at once and he collapsed.


  At the same time, as the governor-general of the western capital, Yoshu, collapsed and word got around, word of the destructive activities of the adventurers in various territories also did, causing the flow of goods of the western region to halt.


  It was as if someone had reversed the flow of the Jewel Road as soldiers attacked various territories and killed the normal goblin soldiers defending them. When the situation had reached that point, word of it finally reached the king. The smaller attacks consisted of lone soldiers, but the bigger ones consisted up to a hundred soldiers. The government of the various territories were immediately made known to this intel, and the Goblin King moved with haste to appoint a replacement for Yoshu. Unfortunately, Yoshu was too skilled, and there was no one to take over for him. Just maintaining the usual operations was in itself a considerable amount of work, so when you add the management of the guild on top of that and the issue of the frequent attacks in various territories, the difficulty of the job goes from hard to impossible.


  As expected, at this point, even the Goblin King drew cold sweat when faced with the work that Yoshu had to deal with. He separated the job of the governor-general from the management of the guild, but during that time, the attacks in various territories against the goblins did not stop even for a moment.


  The leaders of the governments of the various territories did not stand idly in the face of that. They desperately tried to apprehend the criminals committing crimes in their respective territories, but unfortunately, the number of dark hands that came was simply too much for them to handle.


  With the presence of the Jewel Road that turned the wheel of economy, it was not possible to completely stop the flow of trade.


  The merchants hired adventurers to escort them, and the adventurers made a living off of that. There were also people that made a living off the merchandise of the merchants. This was especially true in the southern region.


  The surroundings were an issue as well.


  For example, if an attack were to occur in Elrain Kingdom and Pena, who between them should have the rights to the criminals when they are arrested? Ironically, this issue between the administrative districts came to be because the territories under the Goblin King were too big.


  IN Elrain Kingdom, the guards protecting the public order have compensated by hiring more humans, but outside the city, the goblins stationed are concerned with a different kind of public order.


  The dark hands of Blanche the War Princess were able to attack the blind spot of having different systems of governance and maintaining public order.


  Fei has been put in charge of the Western Region precisely to deal with situations such as this, but as skilled of a civil official as he is, in the end, he is an elf. He has an indifference when it comes to economic matters, something that Yoshu was able to compensate for. The same could be said for Princess Shunaria. They both had a lack of knowledge when it came to the economic matters of the humans.


  Without Yoshu in the Western Region, the demihumans and the goblins could only implement a temporary solution by increasing the number of patrols to defend against the attacks of the dark hands.


  Naturally, due to the danger, the merchants too have begun to hold back on their business.


  As such, the profits that should have gone up, have gone down instead, causing displeasure among the people. Everything has been going so well until now that when something finally went wrong, the effects were far worse than the Goblin King could have ever expected.


  In one part of the region, there were even people who rioted, demanding that bread be distributed. Despite having the War Princess as an enemy, they now had to worry about their backs as well.


  “There’s no choice but to dispatch the army,” the Goblin King said.


  “If we pull back our army now, we will be playing as the War Princess expects us to,” Pale said.


  His back threatened, the Goblin King raised his brows as he glared at the map. In the face of an unexpected weakness in the regions behind them, Pale informed the king that pulling back now would play into the War Princess’ hand. Unfortunately, she too misread just how important Yoshu was and could not give sufficient counsel to the king.


  “Have Ra Gilmi Fishiga and his bow and arrow army (Fanzel) take Zaurosh and retreat to maintain order in the country.”


  Pale touched her slender chin as she pondered on the king’s idea of taking Zaurosh away from Gi Ga Rax’s Tiger and Spear Army (Aransain).


  After Aransain lost to Blanche the War Princess, they underwent a reorganization and are currently training their recruits. Pulling Zaurosh now would be a reactive measure, but given the situation, it simply couldn’t be helped and she had no choice but to agree.


  Zaurosh was the vice clan leader of the Leon Heart Clan, and the real clan leader was still at the Western Capital. Zaurosh was an indispensable resource when it came to negotiating with the humans.


  “In that case, we can’t attack until the country has stabilized. This just might give time for the Holy Shushunu Kingdom to stand back up.”


  The conqueror of the plains, the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, was not yet at war. Pale judged from her sources that Shushunu still wasn’t in a situation where they could afford to focus their resources in war.


  But if they give them time, that just might change.


  Blanche the War Princess seemed like she was the sort to push through no matter how absurd the situation was. Pale had yet to understand the mind of that woman whose famed name came to be extolled as ‘Lady Impaler’.


  “Blanche Ririnoie the War Princess.”


  The name of that young female warrior resounded loud and clear to the Goblin King and Pale.


  Chapter 244 
Dance of the War Princess


  The riots within the territory of the Goblin King spread like buried coals set aflame. Elrain Kingdom hadn’t broken out into riots yet, but there was a sense of unrest in the air.


  Prime Minister Elbert Noen was one of the more brilliant minds under the Goblin King, but no matter how brilliant one was, the people were bound to accumulate displeasure when they couldn’t eat. They’ve opened the storehouses and distributed food, but the public order needed to be restored as soon as possible.


  The elven soldier, Felbi, brought a report to him with his daughter.


  “Oh?”


  Elbert narrowed his eyes when he read that report. As he nodded, he immediately commanded that the report be announced.


  “Was it good news, father?”


  His daughter, Rishan, took a peek at his countenance from behind Felbi. Elbert took off his ever cold mask and nodded with a smile.


  “Yes, the Goblin King has sent the army back to maintain order. This should lessen the damage.”


  “I could have just led my own soldiers, though.”


  Felbi, who had Rishan clinging tightly onto his arms, said unhappily with a pout, but he said no more and just sighed as he glanced at Elbert as if in appeal.


  “Felbi-dono, do you know where the food is stored?”


  “The biggest storehouse of the country should be the imperial castle.”


  Elbert nodded as he laid out a map. It was the map of Elrain Kingdom. Such a map could be categorized under classified information, but that just showed how much trust Elbert put in the warrior known as Felbi.


  “The problem lies in the westward route from the kingdom. Faydan, Karak, and…”


  “Pena,” Felbi finished.


  Elbert nodded. When he’d confirmed that Felbi understood, he continued.


  “Faydan and Karak both have a population of about 5,000, but they are deeply entangled with Pena when it comes to trade.”


  They didn’t openly rebel, but the anti-goblin faction was deeply rooted in it.


  The grandiose death of the Hero of Pena, Allen, and the Order of the Blue Knights had shaken the very souls of the people of Pena. The Goblin King was in good health and the ferocity of Gi Gu Verbena and his Axe and Sword Army (Felduk) was yet fresh on their minds, so they were still being suppressed, but it wouldn’t be strange if the flames were to be lit once more at some point.


  “It is likely that the Dark Hands will hide among them.”


  The grain-producing region in Fatina passed from the east to the west through Elrain Kingdom to reach the Western Capital. The path that extended to the northern end of the Jewel Road connected the various countries like a string of connected beads.


  “That does seem difficult.”


  Felbi muttered and Elbert nodded, while Rishan heaved a sigh of relief.


  Felbi only had a few elven warriors with which to maintain order. If Pena were to break out into a riot, he would surely be unable to protect the goods they are protecting.


  Pena was currently maintaining an eerie silence.


  It wasn’t at all strange for it to turn insurgent and yet it was merely keeping quiet without any incidents of rioting. That being said, the atmosphere about it was by no means good. It had the same air of unrest that Elrain Kingdom had, but there was a sense of anticipation mixed in.


  Felbi’s beautiful face went glum as he became thoughtful.


  “I suppose we really do have to wait for the army to clean things up.”


  After calmly analyzing the situation, Felbi arrived at the same conclusion as Elbert.


  “I’ll go clean the streets.”


  Felbi said peevishly as he turned around and left. Felbi took his elven warriors and focused his efforts in maintaining order within the city.


  ◇◆◆


  While Gi Gi Orudo’s Zailduk and Gi Ga Rax’s Aransain suffered defeat, it was Gi Gu Verbena’s Felduk who made contact with the eastern border of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  As the general with an army of 6,000, Gi Ga held the biggest army under the king. In a short period of time, he has distinguished himself in the military enough to claim himself a veteran. As a general and warrior who has experienced many victories and defeats, he has grown to be a cut above the rest.


  He was originally unsuited for defense, but by imitating the camp built by the king once and leading his great army well, he was able to solidify the defenses along the borders of their kingdom.


  The king had informed him that the enemy relied on the speed and handling of their mounts to win their battles, so Gi Ga took it upon himself to find a way around that. In his pondering, he decided to build many anti-cavalry palisades and traps around the area.


  Gi Gu was an adherent of goblin supremacy; hence, he was exceedingly zealous about the cultivation and strengthening of his goblin subordinates.


  He scolded the noble goblins, saying that the goblins are superior to the other races, so they had to work harder than anyone else, and built long and large anti-cavalry palisades.


  When Blanche the War Princess went out to scout and saw that, she wryly smiled and turned around.


  “The gods are gratingly impartial. Even the goblins have been blessed by the Goddess of Wisdom. But why is it that my colleagues seem to be beneath them? How deplorable.”


  She spat curses like flowing silk as she thought of how difficult it would be to break through those anti-cavalry palisades with her cavalry. Still, it was a relief to see that the goblins were planning on a drawn-out battle. She ended her reconnaissance there and went back to her country without turning back.


  * * *


  On the other side of the southern border, it was Gi Gi Orudo’s monster army who would be facing the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. Zailduk’s monster army specialized in saturation attacks, but they were mercilessly beaten at the southern region of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  The mana guards who could use magic to overturn vast areas of the battlefield were not only masters of horse riding but also proficient in working together.


  Their spells left the monsters with no place to run, and the forces of Blanche the War Princess and the coalition of the various countries took down nearly 30% of Zailduk’s monsters. With that Zailduk had no choice but to retreat. Pale didn’t actually think that they could win with that monster attack. She’d only really intended for them to buy them time, but the unexpected losses caused her to knit her brows.


  Now they needed to wait for the reinforcements from Gi Ji Arsil to arrive and then fix their formation at the southern border.


  To make things worse, word of Blanche the War Princess’ sweeping victory spurred the anti-goblin sentiments of the humans under the Goblin King’s rule. The rebellions were particularly frequent in the territory of the late Germion Kingdom. Since its defeat, Germion Kingdom has been renamed to Germion State and is currently a gathering of small sections.


  But just as that name implied, the people living there still held within them the pride of being citizens to a kingdom of knights. Although the rebellions would be suppressed each time they occurred, a seed of suspicion would also be planted in both the goblins and the humans.


  The Goblin King also had to station a certain number of soldiers at Germion State, so he could not focus all of his forces onto the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  The fact that the old method of ruling over the people was not working greatly worried the Goblin King. Try as he might to think of a way to solve things peacefully, in the face of the rebellions, he could not help but want to unleash violence upon the people.


  Yet every time his violent impulses would shake him, he would rebuke himself and keep quiet with his arms folded.


  If the goblins were to show their savageness here and wipe out the Germion people, the integrity that the Goblin King has shown until now will end up as nothing more than a lie.


  Success could be found only by stacking one victory atop another, but just one failure was all it would take to knock all that down. The Goblin King knew that well.


  All the more so when it concerned something intangible like integrity or faith.


  The tension and impatience that ever pestered the king found their way into his thick chest and made a home for themselves.


  Within that kingly loneliness akin to standing before a dangerous cliff, the Goblin King found himself looking eastward.


  Fortunately, Fatina – which has become a territory of the Kushain Believers – had a great harvest, so they wouldn’t have any problems supplying the soldiers.


  “Make it so that there are enough soldiers escorting.”


  They were already at a point where they couldn’t say that a place was safe just because it was within their territory. To be doubly safe, the Goblin King even wanted Gi Zu Ruo to take his brawler faction with him and escort the food.


  Pale and the others criticized the king’s decision, saying that he was being overly cautious, but there was no overturning the Goblin King’s decision. If they were to lose their food now, the goblins in the Forest of Darkness will suffer, and they might just be forced to take the food of the humans.


  The Goblin King’s rule promised peace and security.


  That’s why the people were so accepting of him. The Goblin King understood that the people wanted a life where they did not have to worry about tomorrow’s meal.


  It was for the same reason that the rulers of the plains, the humans, accepted him. If he were to change his policy and try to rule tyrannically, maintaining their current territories will become impossible.


  Already the Goblin King possessed a fifth of the whole world. He was no longer in a position where he could afford to be foolish. No. His position now demanded one thing and one thing alone from him – a wise ruler.


  That was the toll he had to pay, and every day its pressure bore heavily unto him, but the king grit his teeth and endured.


  The one thing keeping him from breaking was his pride.


  “I am the king that rules over the goblins. If I can’t even endure this much, then what right do I have to name myself king?”


  That was a confidence so great it was a hair’s breadth away from becoming hubris, but it was precisely that that held down the impatience burning in his heart and tamed the monster struggling to break free. With steel-like self-restraint, the Goblin King diligently attended to his government.


  ◆◆◇


  As the Goblin King continued to endure with steel-like self-restraint, the bad news kept on coming. The War Princess was gradually increasing her strength within the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. According to Pale’s intel, the king of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom enacted a special law due to the war, allowing Blanche the War Princess to gradually gather her forces.


  Now, she had not only the mana guards with her, but also a part of the arch knights and the lance knights. Perhaps it was her two victories against the goblins which heightened her authority within the imperial court and allowed her to take a step ahead over the other great nobles.


  As the situation steadily turned for the worse, the first to break was not the Goblin King but his goblin subordinates.


  “Your Majesty, if it pleases you, please give us the opportunity to fight once more.”


  Gi Ga Rax knelt down and pleaded to the king. Even Gi Jii Yubu who often kept quiet stepped forward and begged the king to dispatch them.


  “Your Majesty, if it pleases you, please send us to battle.”


  The Baron and Duke class goblins were much smarter than their lower classed normal goblins. It was because of that that they could tell that the kingdom was not in a good situation.


  The normal and rare class goblins would simply do whatever the king told them. They had no way of knowing why the king refused to attack.


  * * *


  They didn’t understand. It was a common sentiment among the high-ranked goblins that although they may have lost once, if the Goblin King himself were to lead them, the likes of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom would be nothing.


  At the south, they were able to defeat the great army led by the human king, and then they even defeated their archenemy, the Germion Kingdom.


  So why did the Goblin King refuse to act? The goblins could not understand it.


  They wanted him to leave the management of the territory to the humans and the elves, and then lead them to victory. That was their honest opinion. But for some reason, the king refused to grant their wish.


  “No. You must wait for now.”


  The Goblin King will only go out to battle when his footing was secure. The Goblin King’s steel-like self-restraint and the will that has supported him all this time did not allow his wisdom to dull even in these hard times.


  “Once we have rid ourselves of those squirming behind us, we shall head east.”


  When the Goblin King firmly declared that, his goblin subordinates could only obediently bow their head. As such, their expectations naturally turned to Ra Gilmi Fishiga’s bow and arrow army (Fanzel).


  When the messenger reached them, Gilmi and the other goblins felt that expectation weighing down on them painfully.


  But even for the brilliant Gilmi and his Fanzel, things were not so simple.


  First, there were revolts occuring throughout the Goblin King’s lands that needed to be suppressed. It would be nice if they could be suppressed with just the goblin soldiers and the government’s soldiers, but for the revolts that had grown far bigger than expected, only Gilmi’s Fanzel could deal with them.


  Second, with Yoshu collapsing, the backbone of the kingdom with the western capital at its center was in chaos. When Germion Kingdom was in good health, the Western Capital included even the area known as the Eight Fortresses. All that was currently in chaos, and there were several revolts occurring outside of the Western Capital too.


  Third, the transportation problem of the food from Fatina.


  Just as Felbi and the prime minister of Elrain Kingdom, Elbert, predicted, the escorts for the transportation of goods was threatened to the point that Fanzel had to take over it too. Meanwhile, Gi Gi Orudo and Gi Ji Arsil needed to stay at the southern border in case the Holy Shushunu Kingdom were to attack.


  Another reason why it had to be them keeping watch was because the monster army, Zailduk, wasn’t actually suited for escort missions despite its many beast tamers.


  Presently, Fanzel is being led by the Ganra Tribe, and included the Fang Tribe (Werewolf) from the demihumans and the gray wolves, and the orc soldiers led by the orc chief, Bui. Of the humans, they had Shumea’s border defense unit and Zaurosh’s Proud Clan (Leon Heart Clan) with them.


  The reason they had few goblins from the Forest of Darkness with them was because Gilmi had taken into consideration the harmony between the different races. This formation was something unique to Gilmi. To other goblins, such a formation would have been nothing but a shackle, but to Gilmi, it was a boon that allowed each side to demonstrate their abilities.


  Besides, the battle they would be facing now was a battle within their own territory.


  Within these lands lived mostly humans, but there were also demihumans and goblins living here. This kind of army was more mobile than a mixed army.


  With three problems to deal with, Gilmi arranged them according to priority and solved them one after another. The first thing he chose to prioritize was the suppression of the revolts.


  The transportation problem of the food supplies from Fatina required them to cross a great distance, so there was no point rushing it. Gilmi decided to focus his attention on steadily advancing and stopped thinking about it.


  The chaos at the Western Capital was a problem for a ruler. As skilled a goblin as Gilmi may be, if one asked him how he was as a ruler, he would have no choice but to shake his head.


  He believed that the best way to solve it was to wait for Yoshu to recover, so he decided to focus his attention on the suppression of the revolts.


  First, he tried to negotiate.


  Gilmi tried to talk to the rebels near the western capital to get them to surrender and go back to their previous lives, but apparently, once humans have unshackled themselves, they will become increasingly arrogant.


  The rebels only saw the goblins’ attempt at negotiation as weakness, and then returned their diplomacy with jeers and attacks.


  “It can’t be helped. Defeat them and advance.”


  “Is that fine? They are still citizens.”


  “If they were citizens, then they would listen. But instead they have taken advantage of the king’s kindness and have grown arrogant. Discipline is in order.”


  Bui the orc asked, and Gilmi narrowed his eyes and drew his bow.


  Just as the bow being drawn seemed to sound, the arrows of Gilmi and Ganra’s Archers flew toward the sky, raining death from the azure skies onto the heads of the rebels.


  Shumea’s soldiers looked like they were still hesitant to fight the rebels, so Gilmi had them take position at the back, while Mido the Great Chief of the Fang Tribe (Werewolf) was to advance with them.


  “Mido-dono, there is no need to hold back.”


  “Hah! Who do you think I am!”


  Mido the Tyrant smiled fiercely, then true to his name, charged onward without the slightest fear to the death raining from above.


  * * *


  “Bui-dono, I’ll leave it to you.”


  Bui nodded and commanded the orc soldiers to advance.


  The orcs boasted a durable body the goblins couldn’t compare to, and with the steel armor they wore, their defenses were further bolstered.


  In their hands were clubs as big as human legs. The orcs couldn’t learn the three-man-cell, but with the equipment from the Goblin King, they were overwhelming.


  The charge of the orcs that were on average two heads taller than the humans caused fear to quickly spread among the rioting people. Though even without that, the ‘Orc Madness’ was a renowned monster calamity.


  Even Germion Kingdom spoke tales of the ferocity of orcs; hence, it was to no surprise that the sight of the steel armored orcs swinging their clubs was met with screams. These humans weren’t properly equipped in the first place.


  One human had his arm crushed by a descending club, while another was sent flying with his head shattered. The heavy class orcs mercilessly crushed the fallen as they advanced. But though the orc army was roused by the fire of war, Bui led them with tranquility and wisdom.


  Perhaps it was because of the favor of the Goddess of Wisdom that Bui was unusually estranged from the orcs’ madness for war. Still, it was precisely because he could fight without being swept away by that madness that he could stand at the top of the orcs as the Savage King.


  As the orcs advanced with their dull weapons, Mido pushed onwards like a sharp blade. When the rioters tried to fight back, Ganra’s arrows rained on them from above. They couldn’t even put up a decent fight before falling into chaos.


  Unable to reorganize themselves, chaos spread through their ranks, and before anyone knew it, they were routed.


  “Zaurosh-dono.”


  “Thank you for your kindness.”


  The Vice Clan Leader of the Leon Heart Clan, Zaurosh, led his cavalry from behind and persuaded the rioters to surrender. He chased after the fleeing rioters and threatened them with death if they refused to surrender.


  “We don’t have time to screen the rioters that have surrendered, but if they want to commit violence so much, I’ll give them the opportunity.”


  Gilmi gathered the hundreds of humans that surrendered and formed companies out of them just like Gi Gu Verbena once did.


  He spurred them on himself and used the Ganra Tribe to keep an eye on them. Shumea and the others looked at them with sympathy, but no one had a better suggestion, so they all went along with Gilmi’s orders.


  “We have our list. Let’s go to our next objective. We must fortify the king’s back as quickly as possible.”


  Gilmi led Fanzel with great resolve, and they took the southern roads from the western capital.


  ◇◆◆


  “They’re here. Gi Gi.”


  “Yes…”


  With a groan and a bitter expression, Gi Gi watched Gi Ji Arsil from behind. The very clouds of dust rising over the horizon seemed themselves to be heralding the coming of their arch nemesis.


  But alas, how regrettable it was.


  That Zailduk did not have the power with which to fight, and Gi Gi knew that all too well.


  “At this rate, we can’t win.”


  “If we can’t win, then we can only run.”


  Gi Gi nodded to Gi Ji’s advise.


  “…It can’t be helped. Let’s run.”


  “Okay.”


  At Gi Gi’s behest, the beast tamers under him gathered, and they led their monster beasts away. The memory of their last defeat was yet fresh on their minds, and the ferocity of Blanche the War Princess’ Sorcerer Cavalry (Mana Guard) has been beaten hard into their bodies.


  Despite Gi Gi’s long history with Zailduk, enemies that could make him feel so powerless numbered few. After all, his army was so big that even when the king was present, he could lead them as an independent force.


  But his recent battle with Blanche the War Princess overturned his common sense.


  His saturation attacks that relied on numbers were ineffective. It was if she could see through all of Gi Gi’s plans in the way his forces were separated, isolated, and then with no place to run, exterminated. Gi Gi could only believe that they can’t win against this foe just yet, and if they were to lose, many of their monster beasts will be slain again.


  If that were to happen, they will be unable to fulfill the duty of maintaining the border that the king had given to them.


  Hence, they had no choice but to abandon the front lines and move down south.


  Unless they worked in concert with the Kushain Believers, a plan that could even hold a candle to these magic riders did not seem feasible.


  “Retreat! We’re retreating!”


  Gi Gi cleched his fists bitterly and turned his back on his enemy.


  “Let’s go.”


  Gi Ji clasped Gi Gi’s shoulders and retreated alongside him.


  It was in this way that the western border under Gi Gu’s charge was broken through by Blanche the War Princess. Blache hurried the reorganization of her forces, then drove away Gi Gi Orudo’s Zailduk and spread the borders of her country to the south.


  Blanche the War Princess’ offensive showed no signs of ending. Like a rondo, she rode across the battlefield beautifully.


  Chapter 245 
Insurrection


  After king left and the war council ended, the higher ranked goblins approached Pale. They asked what the enemies might be thinking, and Pale gave them an answer.


  “They’re trying to lure us.”


  Pale had heard of Gi Gi Orudo’s second defeat at the southern border, but she knew what the War Princess was trying to do, so she asked the king to restrain himself.


  “I’m sure they must’ve many tricks up their sleeves.”


  “We could just tear through them all.”


  It was Gi Gu Verbena who argued that with heavy breathing.


  “With your Felduk who is already struggling just defending without Zaurosh-dono? Besides, because to their recent defeat, Zailduk will find it difficult to take an offensive. As you know, Fanzel is behind.”


  “We could trample their puny army if we just take the offensive. I want to lead the charge again.”


  “The king will permit you to fight now only to lose again.”


  Gi Ga Rax asked to be sent to battle once more, but Pale mercilessly shot him down.


  “You think we will lose again?”


  “Is there a chance you can win?”


  When asked on what basis he believed could win, Gi Ga could only keep mum. He couldn’t possibly say something along the lines of not knowing to whom victory would fall unless they fought, as that would surely just result in him being turned down.


  “Haven’t we completed our line of defense? We should switch to an offensive now.”


  “Going out alone will only ensure Felduk’s annihilation. Since we’ve completed our defensive line, we should gradually advance like that.”


  “We’re digging holes again!?”


  “This too is war.”


  Gi Gu yelled angrily, but Pale calmly replied. To unknowing third parties, it must have looked like Gi Gu was about to attack Pale from anger, but Gi Gu didn’t so much as flinch outside of his words, and Pale too didn’t think Gi Gu would actually attack her.


  Seeing Gi Gu fold his arms and become thoughtful, Pale turned to Gi Jii.


  “You look like you want to say something?”


  “No, there’s something I want to ask. Why can’t we win against Blanche?”


  “…Because she has trained more and is more skilled at leading her troops.”


  “I understand. In that case, I should train more. When the time comes, we will definitely win.”


  After that he said no more and nodded to Pale.


  “Yes, definitely.”


  Pale left them and headed to the office of the king. The Goblin King had taken residence at the eastern part of Germion State known as Lianga. This was a result brought about by his desire to be as close to the front lines as possible.


  Pale looked on at the old capital in the west.


  “That must have been annoying to deal with.”


  The one who called out to her was Gi Za Zakuend the Wizard Class, who had his back to a wall. It seems he heard the conversation earlier.


  “If you know that, then why don’t you help persuade them?”


  Pale narrowed her eyes angrily, while the corners of Gi Za’s mouth lifted into a smile.


  “I may have called it a problem, but in the end, it’s the king’s will. They will have no choice but to understand.”


  “…It would be terrible if they lost it from the pent up stress.”


  “If you want to help them let loose so much, you could let them attack the east. Losing a few soldiers isn’t that big of a deal. You’ve gone soft from being influenced by our king too much. If they lost some of their soldiers, they’d realize too that they can’t attack just yet.”


  “Perhaps.”


  As Pale cast her eyes down, Gi Za threw her a parchment.


  “Listed on that are the notable people pushing Shushunu’s schemes.”


  “…”


  When Pale’s eyes fell on the spread parchment, Gi Za turned his back and left as if that was all he came for.


  “I’ll leave it to you,” Pale said.


  “Alright,” Gi Za replied.


  Pale closed the parchment and hurried to the king’s side.


  Gi Za should be able to take care of it on his own. As for Pale, she had a different role. With how many rebellions there were occurring in such a short time, someone must be pulling the strings from behind. Of course, Blanche the War Princess had a hand in it too, but there should also be someone directly giving orders.


  The way the rebellions occurred at the weak points of the goblins was too good to be a coincidence.


  “Someone who can slip through the information network of the Elks Clan, huh.”


  As Pale appeared to have a hunch, she hurried her steps.


  A month later, upon finding out the name of their enemy, she laughed, and those dark emotions she left at Melgion welled up once more.


  “Cell the Sword Dancer, from the Red King…!”


  ◆◇◆


  The ones instigating the rebellions occurring in the territory of the Goblin King were none other than the intelligence personnel of the Red King cultivated by Cell the Sword Dancer. After Cell left, they followed Saldin until Fatina was defeated, but they suddenly vanished.


  With their unit’s leader, Cell, gone, they too left the Red King, but now they were back as the dogs of the Short Sword Battle Maiden (Valkyria).


  After Cell vanished, a man called Esgare brought them together.


  He was more skilled than Cell when it came to making sport of his enemies. Perhaps, he was using the rebels as a front while he lurked about in Pena as a dark hand. In terms of individual strength, Cell was a cut above the rest, but what Esgare lacked in that regard, he more than made up for with his ability to take advantage of human hearts.


  With that power he convinced people that it was a shameful thing for humans to live under goblin rule. Other times he could also pretend to be a saint or say that he was a spy with the support of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, but regardless, he used his people to plant seeds of displeasure into the hearts of various people.


  To that end, there was no lack of material.


  * * *


  After all the rebellions at the former Germion Kingdom have been suppressed. All Esgare needed to do was to mix some lies with that truth, and most people would believe him. Information spread as rumors would rouse the anxiety of people, and in the blink of an eye, spread through the cities.


  —Maybe he’s right. Maybe it’s really wrong for us to be content with goblins ruling over us.


  Even if thing weren’t worded it as literal as that, the people would still end up wondering about the situation they’ve been placed into and start thinking. Among those people who’ve started thinking included even the governor-generals who should have been administrating the cities.


  They have indeed submitted to the goblins once.


  The powerful Red King led by Brandika unified them and after he was defeated by the Goblin King, the goblins came to rule over them.


  But was that really correct?


  Once that thought took root, it swirled about in the city along with the displeasure of the people, slowly dying the people in its colors beginning with the leaders. Esgare, who whispered to them such evil thoughts, could only stay in the shadow and never appear in the light.


  To Pale, who held the flag of the Soar to Freedom (Elks Clan), she believed it was only a given that the goblins were helpless against him. This was a matter she had to take care of personally from both emotional and practical standpoint.


  She left the schemes of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom to Gi Za, then sent Sophia, who has shown great success in backhanded matters, to the Labyrinth City-State of Tortoki.


  The fact she was using her trump card right from the start showed how serious she was about crushing the remnants of the Red King.


  “If you intend to block our path, then I will crush you as many times as I have to.”


  Pale’s heroic resolve made even her ally, Sophia, feel a cold chill run up her back. Her eyes that sparkled like jewel held within them an emotionless light that shot through her. Just recalling it was enough to make her shiver.


  “Umm, are you really coming with me?”


  Sophia called out nervously to the person who was tasked to accompany her.


  “Yeah… Shumea-neesan asked me, so it can’t be helped. Doesn’t matter even if it’s that Pale girl’s plan.”


  Long black hair extending to her waist, Vine the Mad Blade shrug her shoulders and laughed from beside Sophia.


  “I’ll bring some fairly decent guys along too, so just leave the bloody job to us.”


  Vine laughed and lightheartedly patted Sophia’s head.


  Sophia wasn’t sure what the reason was, but Vine was in a really good mood. As they merged with the Burning Bright Moons Clan group of 20 people, Sophia felt a different kind of fear from Vine.


  Briefly put, their group looked and acted extremely bad. This was a clan who stood against the Red King after undertaking a dark hand-like job and was strong enough to defeat Shunrai. A combat group that was able to gather small clans with violence and money to attack Germion Kingdom.


  If any merchant were to meet them on the road, they would surely mistake them for a group of bandits and flee as bare as the day they were born.


  The one patting her head in such a good mood was none other than the clan leader, Vine, who brought that clan together with violence. If this woman felt like it, she could crush her head as easily as crushing as an egg, but it couldn’t be helped, so Sophia just let her do as she pleased.


  Besides, it was true that there wasn’t anyone better suited than her to serve as her escort.


  “So, what are we going to do? Want us to start killing people from one end to another?”


  Vine violently blurted out of nowhere, causing Sophia’s eyes to open wide and look at her as if she were a demon.


  “Eh?”


  “Ha ha, I was joking.”


  “…I have an idea. Please accompany me.”


  “Sure thing.”


  Vine faintly smiled wickedly like a snake. She seemed to be imagining the bloodshed to come.


  “If you want to hide a tree, hide it in a forest. If you want to lead a group of rebels, do it from inside.”


  “Sounds interesting.”


  Through a series of fortunate coincidences, Sophia got it right on the mark. With Vine and the Burning Bright Moons clan, they were able to successfully get rid of the secret maneuverings of the Red King in Tortoki, even as they spread death and destruction.


  By a stroke of good luck, they were also able to secure the intelligence agents of the Red King, and through Vine’s cruel methods, were able to make them spit out information on their companions, then defeat them one by one.


  But Esgare didn’t just remain a spectator the whole time either.


  The moment the intelligence agents sent to Tortoki were killed, he realized that their current methods would eventually lead to their demise. At this point, he could have chosen to return to the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, but the desire to see the fruits of his work won out.


  The revolt in Pena. The state of affairs of the south that he was thoroughly aware of. The situation in the south, where Cell once led a search under Carlion’s behest, was good enough that he only needed a few corrections to make use of it.


  The third-rate dark hands were to stand out and act as baits, while the first-rate dark hands were to hide in the shadows and gather in Pena.


  As the month turned to the month of Boa and the year was coming to an end, the rebels simultaneously staged an uprising around Pena and Esgare’s plans came to fruit.


  * * *


  The Goblin King felt as if an army had just appeared out of nowhere in the lands he ruled.


  He could only groan at the skill displayed here. Fanzel, who had been dispatched to ensure the stability of the areas behind them, has gone past the Western Capital from Germion State, and has now reached Fatina through the south.


  Stability at the Western Capital was temporarily being maintained, but there was still some time until Yoshu’s recovery. Fortunately, the main pillar that held the south, Elrain Kingdom, hasn’t experienced any uprisings, but the number of soldiers they had left wasn’t reassuring.


  The appearance of an enemy that attacked that very weak point demonstrated fully the enemy’s eye for military stratagems.


  Pale was similarly left grinding her teeth. Everything had been going well after she sent Sophia with the Burning Bright Moons clan and cleaned out the dark hands from Tortoki, but she didn’t expect that they’d be able to instigate this big of a force.


  Her information network has been spread throughout the lands, but it was especially focused on enemy territories and did not prioritize their own.


  That was partly because there was not enough time to complete their defense against enemy espionage and partly because she believed that the king’s impartial ruling would prevent a large-scale uprising from occurring.


  So long as the people had a roof over their heads and had a full stomach, revolts and uprisings shouldn’t be easy to come by.


  That line of thought was correct.


  But there were exceptions to everything.


  And this insurrection was partly brought about by Esgare continuously pouring oil into the buried flames and Pale reaching her limits from serving as the political and military adviser at the front lines and serving as aide to the king.


  “In any case, they must be disposed of.”


  The king’s words roused Pale from her current mindset.


  They could search for the cause as much as they want later. For now, they should focus on dealing with the problem at hand.


  “For the time being, let’s send Fanzel to intercept them. As for the other cities, I believe we should tell them to fortify their defense.”


  The Goblin King nodded to Pale’s advise.


  “How much damage do you think there’ll be?”


  “…The trades will probably have an even harder time. It would be one thing if the rebels have a long-term plan in mind, but the way I see it, they’re just causing violence. So at most they’ll probably just steal to fill their stomachs.”


  Elrain Kingdom or perhaps the Western Capital.


  “Let’s send the demihumans to the Western Capital, and then Fanzel to Elrain Kingdom.”


  “A wise decision, Your Majesty.”


  There were countless small cities between them. Pale and the Goblin King quietly looked at the map, their harsh gaze falling onto it.


  “Is Pena sympathizing with them?”


  “…We don’t know that much yet, but some of the elders are involved.”


  When they received the reports, the uprisings have only been occurring around Pena. The king did not want to think that all of Pena had rebelled under the lead of the Elder Council.


  The naivety of a statesman, perhaps it would be fine to word it as such, but if Pena has decided on its own volition to rebel, then appropriate punishment must be meted out.


  Already, the equipment of the rebels have gone beyond that of mere rioters. The king’s feelings no longer mattered.


  “A rebellion, huh.”


  Now that the king has received the report, he had no choice but to acknowledge it.


  “Even if they were instigated by the War Princess…”


  As the king bitterly spoke those words, the cracks that have begun to form on his ruling stirred the anger in his heart. He knew that the War Princess had a hand in this, but his anger was greater.


  Despite this, however, he did not change his behavior. He continued to assume his kingly posture and acted as he normally did. This was proof that he had gotten used to his position as the king.


  When the summit wavers, the torrents will reach those below.


  It was because he heard about his subordinates approaching Pale that he was once again reminded of that. The higher ranked goblins were sensitive to the king’s impatient desire to head east. It was because of that that they approached Pale and besought her to let them go to war.


  And that is also why, this time, the Goblin King made sure to keep his wrath within the piths of his stomach. He committed himself steadfastly to his governmental affairs. But that did not by any means mean that he would forget his wrath. In fact, not only did its flames not quench, they burned fiercer, unable to release themselves from the prison that was the Goblin King.


  ◆◆◇


  At the region that centered on Pena, just as one may have expected, the first to clash with the rebel army was Fanzel. And just as the king and his strategist, Pale, had foreseen, the rebel army headed to Elrain Kingdom in search of food.


  There was a chance that the War Princess might take advantage of this opportunity and attack from the south, so the Goblin King dispatched the fastest of the goblins, the Aransain, and ordered them to go without passing through the rebelling regions.


  But the rebels were not all headed to Elrain Kingdom.


  “Roughly a third of them has been dispatched to the Western Capital. It is believed this might be a diversion, however.”


  Pale had no good news to present, and the Goblin King could only leave the Western Capital’s defense to the demihumans and the goblins. Responding only upon receiving reports would always introduce a time delay in giving orders. That was proof that his kingdom had grown, but at the same time, it also mean that the speed of communication has remained the same.


  * * *


  In an attempt to alleviate that, it was decided that more authority would be given to those present at the site.


  To be more precise, matters such as organizing the army and deciding how to deal with the defeated would be left to the discretion of the goblins of the four generals. Administrative matters would still require the king’s attention, but in cases of emergency, they could also act in place of the king.


  The leader of Fanzel, Ra Gilmi Fishiga, was sufficiently blessed with the traits and talents to both understand these new authorities and make use of them.


  Felbi’s group of elves, who have been previously tasked with guarding Elrain Kingdom, the human guards tasked with upholding the public order, and the slave gladiators have all been temporarily mobilized. That was true for the goblins too, and the brawler faction led by Gi Zu Ruo, who was in charge of escorting the transportation of the food commodities, were also added to that force.


  The treasuries of Elrain Kingdom were opened to provide the weapons, and then hostilities were opened. The two armies confronted at the outskirt of Elrain Kingdom, but from the moment they assumed formation, the rebel army was prepared to flee. The exact numbers of the rebel army were unknown, but they should have been around 15,000 men strong.


  In terms of soldiers alone, Fanzel numbered only about 4,000 men strong; hence, it could easily be understood that the reason why the rebel army did not stop their march to Elrain Kingdom despite getting word of Fanzel’s mobilization was because of their superiority in numbers.


  But when they neared Elrain Kingdom, what they saw take formation was a coalition army of goblins and humans.


  In the face of an army that was almost 10,000 men strong, all the morale that the rebel army had vanished like a smoke. Leading the rebel army was one of the elders of Pena, Egnis. He was a young man full of bravery, who also held the authority that came with being Pena’s elder, but he had little talent in the ways of war and was only put into position as a puppet.


  The one controlling him from the shadows was of course none other than Esgare who was active in Cell’s intelligence unit during the time of the Red King.


  But even he lacked in military talent compared to Cell and the rest of the upper brass of the Red King. Even the clan leader of the Red King, Brandika, himself possessed superhuman individual combat skills, and then as if reflecting his ability to lead an army, the rest of the upper brass of the Red King was also full of people with individual and military skills.


  Hence, this was pretty much Egnis and Esgare’s first time leading an army. When they saw Fanzel and Elrain’s army blocking the way, their opinions clashed. Esgare (Red King Ex-Member) wanted to attack Elrain Kingdom, while Egnis (Pena Elder) insisted that they couldn’t win.


  In the end, while Egnis (Pena Elder) may have been a puppet, he was still the one leading the army. His opinion passed, and they ended up retreating for the time being.


  By this time, Esgare (Red King Ex-Member) decided to abandon Egnis and leave.


  “I still have a plan. We’re just getting started.”


  Esgare left the retreating rebel army, and spat on the ground while he made his way north.


  The rebel army brazenly retreated during the day and set their headquarters to be at Karak near Pena. Pena was a special place to the rebels that could be said to be their spiritual support.


  They passed through Faydan, and Fanzel chased after them, but by this point, it could be said that victory had already been decided.


  “This is…”


  It was a guard participating from Elrain who said those words of disbelief.


  Before their eyes was reflected the tragedy of Faydan. It was clear as day how the rebels would treat the people of Elrain Kingdom even though they had deep relations with them. After being killed mercilessly and seeing their corpses thrown by the wayside, it was only natural that the desire for vengeance would burn within them.


  That tragic sight was enough to light a flame of anger within Shumea, who was sympathetic to the rioters and the rebel army.


  “I was wrong. They’re animals.”


  Shumea held the spear on her shoulder tightly and spat that out, then she told Gilmi that she wanted to be at the front lines.


  “You’ll be killing other humans. Are you sure you can fight them without holding back?”


  Those calm and calculated eyes measured Shumea. She nodded exaggeratedly and spoke.


  “They’re animals, and animals who would kill even children deserve no mercy!”


  “Alright. I’ll leave the front lines to you.”


  “Yeah, I got it.”


  The commander’s anger raised the subordinates’ morale. Especially within the border defense unit, wherein Shumea’s popularity contested even the Goblin King’s.


  When the soldiers saw her standing at the head of the army, most of them felt respect and yearning for her.


  It was at the end of the Month of Boa that hostilities finally came to a close.


  “Onwards!”


  At Shumea’s voice that was close to a yell, the soldiers under her advanced sooner than anyone else could. The orcs moved to the left wing as if to chase after them, while the guards of Elrain Kingdom who had their brethren killed moved to the right.


  Shumea swung her spear and fluttered about in the front lines, and the soldiers hurriedly followed after her. The rebel army tried to surround Shumea and exterminate them, but Gilmi and Bui wasn’t about to just watch them do that.


  In an instant, when the rebels tried to change their formation, they attacked and forced the rebel army to fall into chaos.


  “Onward! To leave Shumea-dono alone in the vanguard would be slinging mud on our proud name!”


  Gi Zu bellowed out a howl as he led his brawler faction to overtake Shumea and land a finishing blow to the confused rebel army.


  Like a leaf amidst raging waves, Mido of the Fang came attacking from both flanks with the demihumans, and then Ganra’s arrows fell from the heavens to claim rebel lives.


  As the rebel army was routed, Zaurosh led his cavalry to pursue them.


  This time Zaurosh didn’t advise them to surrender and went straight to attacking them. As soon as they turned their backs on them, arrows shot through them, spears skewered them, and orc clubs bludgeoned them.


  Only 2,000 out of the supposedly 15,000 men strong rebel army were able to run away alive. But Fanzel’s pursuit showed no signs of stopping. They continued to chase them into the towns they fled to, and as they continued to give out warnings, steadily advanced toward Pena. Towns that refused to surrender were attacked and mercilessly turned into ghost towns.


  In order to prevent them from trying to rebel again, Gilmi decided to take a hard approach.


  Fanzel’s cruel attacks that took after Felduk caused Pena, which held strong anti-goblin sentiments, to change.


  When Fanzel had neared the castle walls of Pena, they opened their gates and declared their intention to surrender.


  After giving the order for some of the elders to be disciplined, Gilmi headed further north. The measures Gilmi took might be called soft, but he made this decision after careful consideration.


  They were merely the commanders out in the fields.


  Eventually, the truth behind this rebellions should be uncovered by Pale’s information network. Hence, until then, it would be better to give these elders some hope and keep them calm rather than needlessly instigate them even more.


  Gilmi made the decisions he made because he believed the king would judge them eventually. The rebel army headed toward the Western Capital, and Gilmi followed after them to subjugate them.


  Chapter 246 
The Absence of a Great Man


  “Hey, shadow one. Tell me, how do you kill a monster that can regenerate as much as it wants?”


  A girl asked with a bewitching smile while brushing up her golden hair.


  “I don’t know, with poison?”


  “As expected of a shadow one. Your imagination is as pleasant as I’d thought. But that’s a bit wrong, as the monster might eventually harmonize with the poison. After all, it’s a monster we’re talking about.”


  “Then perhaps you can beat him before he regenerates.”


  “If that were possible, I wouldn’t be suffering so much. A fragile person’s arms couldn’t possibly kill that monster. What’s more is that it’s a monster that can regenerate endlessly.”


  “Haa… That is indeed a troublesome one.”


  Seeing the man pitifully scratch his head, the girl laughed in satisfaction.


  “Yes. Very troublesome indeed.”


  “Can you tell me the answer now? The thoughts of an esteemed person such as yourself are like the heavens up above to unlearned men like me. We could not even hope to fathom it.”


  “Very well, shadow one, in light of the honesty you displayed, I shall tell you the answer. Listen well. The way to kill that monster is—”


  The moment the words left her mouth, the man’s dream shattered.


  “…You have some nerve to fall asleep while on horseback.”


  Apparently, he was shaken awake. Esgare knitted his brows.


  “Heh, I had a good dream.”


  “Oh? Did you dream about a woman you love or something? Your jaw is about to split from how wide your grin is.”


  When the middle-aged adventurer said that, Esgare laughed. That wrinkled face looked like it couldn’t hurt a fly.


  “Nah, just the words of someone terrifying up high. She was young, but she was really gutsy.”


  Seeing Esgare shake his head while trembling so much it was pathetic, the middle-aged adventurer rubbed his unshaven face and laughed, his interest seemingly roused.


  “Doesn’t look like that at all to me, though.”


  “No, seriously, I’m telling the truth.”


  As a wry smile appeared on Esgare, he scratched his head, seemingly troubled.


  The adventurers that started a rebellion left Pena and headed north to the Western Capital. They numbered approximately 2,000. Esgare thought they did well gathering that many.


  This was undoubtedly a land of death.


  A place located right at the center of a country ruled by monsters. It was a miracle that they could have such a peaceful conversation in a place like that. Every one of the people here had an interesting story. They really did do a good job gathering all of these people.


  Perhaps this too was designed by that higher-up’s power. His wry smile grew deeper.


  “So tell me. What kind of esteemed person would use a man like you?”


  The middle-aged adventurer’s eyes glittered as he rubbed his unshaven face.


  In the face of that dangerous color, Esgare made a shocked face and moved the muscles on his face, though inwardly he stuck out his tongue.


  Seriously, everyone gathered here were people he couldn’t let his guard down against. One step wrong and a killing may very well start. But it was precisely because they were daring and mad enough to do just that in the middle of enemy territory that Esgare could be reassured by their presence.


  “That… I can’t say. Isn’t the same true for you too?”


  “Well, I suppose.”


  The middle-aged man heartily laughed, and then glanced at Esgare and subtly smiled.


  “I’ve taken a liking to you. Name is Gaerix. Though I guess you probably know that already.”


  Gaerix the Raptor, a rather well known name among adventurers who go to war. That was the name of a man who was rumored to have been forced to leave the country after killing too many civilians. Word has it that he used a large bow and half-interestedly killed fleeing people. It’s uncertain how true the rumor is, but it’s said that he’s killed about 200 civilians.


  “Unlike Gaerix the Raptor, though, I don’t have a special name. I’m Esgare. Just Esgare.”


  Esgare bowed his head and wished themselves to have a good time working together, then moved ahead. He could feel the man’s cold gaze boring into him.


  “Yep, definitely scary. At this rate, our princess is going to think the rest of the adventurers is nothing but scrap iron.”


  As a ghastly smile appeared on his face, he urged his horse to go onwards.


  As of yet, not even Pale knew what their objective was.


  ◆◇◆


  Ra Gilmi Fishiga, who was meant to chase after them, led his army north immediately after crushing the main force of the rebel army. Although there were indeed enemies present, this was still their territory. Taking full advantage of their intelligence department, they gathered the information on the adventurers and chased after them.


  If they were to have miscalculated somewhere, however, it would be the chaos at the Western Capital. Although the king was right to partition the duties of the Governor-General Office and the guild in order to alleviate the burden on the administration while Yoshu was down for the count, the situation was much more grave than they’d imagined.


  The work of the guild has stagnated.


  This did not mean that the administrators of the guild were incompetent. There was nothing at all wrong up till the part where the king and Pale sent skilled people to manage the guild. The problem lay in the fact that the guild itself was constructed from the ground up to move according to the will of the Governor-General.


  In the first place, Yoshu founded the guild in order to help the people gathered at the Western Capital find a job and support its expansion. Because of that the guild naturally grew to function by taking on orders from the governor-general’s office.


  Yoshu had a vision for what the Western Capital was supposed to look like, and he built it according to that vision. He was a brilliant man, but the problem is that not enough authority was given to the person taking over for him. His replacement was only meant to fill in for him until he recovered, so the only authority he had been given was to continue the jobs that were already in the works.


  * * *


  Because of that the number of jobs at the guild decreased, and even the recruitment of personnel to gather information and strengthen defenses in response to the approaching threat from the south has come to a halt.


  Gilmi had seen Yoshu’s skills during the war with Germion Kingdom, so he was naturally counting on those this time too to hold the western capital.


  Unfortunately, he was completely off the mark.


  The information that should have reached didn’t reach, and the preparations for defense haven’t been progressing at all. Gilmi had no choice but to hurry. In order for the king to be able to attack the east, the stability of their rear was an absolute condition. Although the goblins might try to persuade the Goblin King, they would never overturn his decision.


  That was how much they respected the king.


  “Hurry!”


  With no time to bask in the joys of victory, they moved their army north.


  Gilmi was greatly flustered by this unexpected situation that left him with no choice but to hurry.


  ◆◆◇


  The year changed and it was once again the month of Mars.


  In any other year, celebrations to welcome the new year would be held, but neither Pale nor the Goblin King could be concerned about such things now. The War Princess was invited to the king’s dinner party, but even that was a battlefield, a bloodless battlefield.


  She had to put on a dignified front to the other great nobles and act in a way that furthered her interests while suppressing theirs.


  She stood elegantly at the battlefield that formed the imperial court, and demonstrated her authority.


  While Gilmi chased after the rebel army to the north, the Goblin King was pressed with dealing with the rebellions that broke out frequently.


  Of course punishment had to be handed out to the people who took part in the rebellions, but punishing all of the participants would mean incurring about a 10% loss to the total population. The Goblin King had to come up with a better answer.


  The Elrain Kingdom, managed by prime minister Elbert, experienced no rebellions in its capital city, but it did experience small rebellions in the countryside. What more then the other countrysides?


  It was on the 10th of Mars and to the table of such a busy Goblin King that piles of bad news were brought.


  Communications with the Western Capital have been cut.


  Until now neither the Goblin King nor Pale have been looking at the matter that closely, but upon receiving that information, their countenance fell and they immediately started gathering information. They had just gotten word that the main force of the rebel army have been crushed and were starting to be at ease, but then this information came.


  Pale was especially frustrated by the fact that this result was brought on by the Red King’s intelligence department, and so she set out to reconstruct their intelligence network.


  The communication with the Western Capital was regularly done with mainly the goblins and then the humans and the demihumans.


  This was done not just to stimulate trade between the various city-states and the Western Capital, but also to promote harmony and coexistence between the humans, the demihumans, the elves, and the other races. A plan proposed by the Goblin King and revised by Yoshu.


  The people participating in this regular service would be given the right to trade freely, but at the same time also be tasked with gathering information from various places and bringing them back to the Western Capital. Peddlers who wished to avoid being attacked by monster beasts were also permitted to follow along from behind, so peddlers devoted to finding trade routes also participated in this regular service.


  If this service has been cut, then it could only mean that there is an emergency at the Western Capital or that the regular service itself has been attacked. Either case was a matter of concern.


  But the Goblin King couldn’t pull any more soldiers from the front lines, as word of Blanche the War Princess mobilizing her soldiers again was brought to them from the Holy Shushunu Kingdom in the latter half of the month of Mars.


  The Goblin King had set their front lines at the south and the west and was supposed to have the Holy Shushunu Kingdom surrounded, but by creating a front line at their back, the War Princess was now threatening to surround them instead.


  The reason the Goblin King was so concerned about his back was precisely because he wished to avoid this. Within the ‘history’ he remembered, his country once fought a great war and was driven to a corner just like this and lost.


  Whether he liked it or not, the Goblin King was forced to recall that.


  Pale, who had been given full authority over their intelligence department, felt gravely responsible for this loss. The high ranked goblins, Gi Gu Verbena and Gi Za Zakuend couldn’t say calm either when word of the news that the Western Capital may have fallen was brought to them.


  The main force of the enemy has been defeated and yet they still had enough strength to take over the Western Capital. Everyone was anxious whether they could really win against the War Princess when they had an enemy behind them.


  “My deepest apologies, Your Majesty.”


  It was a rare sight to see Pale so admirably bow her head, but the Goblin King only struck his great sword into the stone paving while sat in his throne and smiled.


  “Why apologize? We are surrounded by enemies, but so what? Isn’t this what just the usual?”


  Pale raised her head, surprised, and the king nodded and smiled fiercely.


  “We haven’t lost yet, only disadvantaged. And disadvantages are things that we will repel no matter how many times we are forced to suffer them.”


  At the words of the Goblin King, the kneeling goblins too raised their heads.


  “Remember. Where did we begin?”


  They didn’t come from a powerful country already built. The high ranked goblins here today came from a background so poor they didn’t even know if they would die from starvation.


  It was from that kind of dire hole that they crawled themselves out. Yes, that’s right. As long as the king was with them, they would never lose.


  The doubts of his subordinates cleared, the Goblin King ordered for information to be gathered and for preparations to meet the attack of the War Princess be put underway. He told that to Gi Ga and Gi Gi.


  “There’s no need to be afraid. Leave the back to Gilmi and maintain the various front lines.”


  The king was actually also anxious, but he couldn’t afford to show that on the surface. He was the king of the goblins; hence, his fears would only become the fears of the country and create an opening for the enemy.


  It was because he knew that that he showed himself full of confidence.


  Even if it was nothing more than a bluff, the Goblin King always had to appear strong.


  * * *


  The matter of losing communication with the Western Capital immediately showed signs of being resolved.


  This was because Gilmi’s bow and arrow army (Fanzel) went north and entered the Western Capital. With the Western Capital recovered, which was the center of the flow of goods in Germion State, the odds of the rebel army winning greatly fell.


  But Esgare’s rampage was just beginning.


  The first place he attacked was the demihuman village.


  When the month of Mars was coming to an end, the rebel army attacked the home of the centaurs, who were participating in the southern front lines under Gi Ga Rax’s lead with the main force. By the time word reached them, hurrying to them and sending the refugees back to the Western Capital was all that they could do.


  They naturally couldn’t leave them alone, but when the Goblin King tried to pull back from the front lines, word of the War Princess advancing came. It was such perfect timing it almost seemed as if they could see how they were moving.


  What’s more is that the soldiers under her lead were building catapults.


  With siege weapons making an entrance, the Goblin King ordered Gi Gu Verbena’s goblins to dig a moat behind the anti-cavalry palisades.


  The many layers of anti-cavalry palisades might look no more than a military camp, but to the Goblin King, it was already a castle. And Blanche the War Princess’ choice to bring siege weapons to attack that camp was correct.


  If she were to attack that without any prior knowledge, it would have quickly turned into a land of death.


  Blanche shouldn’t have known anything about field fortifications, and yet with just one glance, she chose not to enter the land of death prepared by the king, and even prepared the correct answer.


  “Is this what you call a genius?”


  As the king shamefully spat that out, his eyes turned toward the catapults that rose from the ground and reached high up like a spire. They were surrounded by cavalry. Blanche the War Princess’s natural gift caused the king to inadvertently groan.


  But no matter how strong a foe the Goblin King might face, he hadn’t the slightest intentions of losing. He’s also learned a thing or two from the Kushain Believers when it came to preparing siege weapons.


  The Goblin King and Blanche the War Princess confronted each other with the anti-cavalry palisade between them.


  The king had no choice but to judge that Gi Gu Verbena had a lot on his shoulders.


  Even his tactician, Pale, had too much on her shoulders. Even if she was better when it came to tactics, the War Princess was still above her when it came to creativity and foresight. That was apparent the moment she was able to see through the fortified position of the king.


  If it were Pale, she would have probably taken it down even if she had to sacrifice some soldiers.


  But Blanche chose not to attack and found another way to capture it instead.


  A ferocious presence that made the king feel as if it would bare its fangs against him if he were to turn his back. An army with a fierce aura like that of a predator eyeing its prey.


  A move that seemed to declare ‘this is the War Princess’.


  The king could not move.


  And it was during this time that Esgare continued his rampage.


  After the centaurs, it was the home of the Fang Tribe (Werewolf) that was attacked next.


  Many of them were with the Tiger and Spear Army (Aransain), so the attack to their village was painful. When word reached them, there were those among Mido and Tianos’ subordinates who wavered.


  And the only reason why it wasn’t so widespread was because of the existence of a powerful leader that was the Goblin King.


  —Our king who has grasped victory time and time again though we found ourselves disadvantaged.


  The goblins unanimously spoke of their king as such, and the demihumans, who were their comrades-in-arms, chose to believe too.


  Gilmi, who has been entrusted by the king with the rear, also mobilized that power to search the whereabouts of their enemies. To him, letting their enemies run twice was a stubborn stain to his honor.


  With the Western Capital as their base, Gilmi dispatched scouts to all four directions, had beacons built, and even had the Winged Ones (Harpyurea) scout. He did everything he could to grab the enemy by their tails, but despite all that and the fact that the enemies could so easily jump out of the shadows, they were able to keep themselves hidden.


  “Why can’t we find an army with 2,000 people!?”


  Only a few days had passed, but the people present in the war council all looked like they’d swallowed a bitter bug. The frustration of not being able to catch their enemy was the same for Gi Zu Ruo.


  With nothing to slam his raised fist into, he had no choice but to burn with anger.


  Victory would fall to whoever grasped the initiative.


  Of course, that wasn’t all there was to it, but the side that’s fallen behind would have no choice but to rely on emergency measures. They had their hands full just trying to solve the problem at hand, and they couldn’t even consider the things to come.


  As the month of Mars came to an end in this new year, both the Goblin King and Gilmi had no choice but to accept that they’ve lost the initiative to the enemy.


  Blanche the War Princess was the one deciding the flow. With her schemes and strategies, she was able to handle them as she pleased. A woman who possessed a flash of genius. She was no different from the pillar that would allow the Holy Shushunu Kingdom to become a great power.


  Regardless how much Pale Symphoria tried to create a powerful intelligence service, it was not possible for her to see the very construct of the War Princess’ mind. While they were taken in by her actions, an enemy had been created behind them.


  * * *


  The area of the Western Region that the demihumans used to create their villages covered a vast area.


  To the east were the hills, to the south were the grasslands, further up north was dotted with forests, and to the west were the great woodlands of the Forest of Darkness. A large portion of that area was left as the wilds unfit for humans to settle in. It was there that the demihumans lived.


  It was their dream to run after monster beasts across the plains. That was their ideal life. It was not that they could not possess developed cities like the humans had. They simply did not want them. Their villages were not surrounded by high walls, but by wooden fences only meant to mark territories.


  It was that sort of place that Esgare’s adventurers attacked.


  An undeveloped land was also an undeveloped land to the demihumans. Such places could be home to dangerous monsters or traps formed by nature.


  Entering such a place required courage; hence, it was one of the conditions for a demihuman to be considered an adult. That was why it was necessary for them to have that kind of wilderness.


  And it was within that kind of wilderness that the adventurers hid themselves.


  Of course, there weren’t many places that could accommodate 2,000 people. So they had to split themselves into many small groups and hide themselves in the undeveloped wilderness to hide from the winged ones (harpyurea) and to flee from people’s eyes.


  They had to wait more than 10 days before things started to improve.


  Gilmi, Gi Zu, and the rest of Fanzel ground their teeth as they watched things develop. It wasn’t until the month of Bilf when the northern winds were harsh that good news finally found its way to the Goblin King.


  The governor-general of the western capital, Yoshu, had recovered.


  With his recovery, the situation finally started to move.


  Yoshu had a conference with Sophia, who was acting as Pale’s representative and to whom the Soar to Freedom (Elks Clan) had been entrusted to. He groaned when he found out that their intelligence network had been setup all over town, but also realized that they weren’t cut out for the wilderness.


  At that, he immediately put up several requests at the guild.


  A topographical survey of the undeveloped lands occupied by demihumans and uninhabitable by humans, but the people who accept the job must report their location daily. With such an easy job paying so well, a large number of people flooded the guild to apply for it.


  But Yoshu already presumed that these people wouldn’t be coming back home. At that, Sophia felt the same kind of fear with him that she felt with Pale, but she pretended not to see it. The plan he came up with was indeed effective.


  If they could find them, then good. And even if they couldn’t, so long as some evidence was left behind, Yoshu would be able to use that to calculate their whereabouts. That great resolve allowed the Western Capital to quickly regain its footing.


  As a result, they were finally able to catch them. The statistics of missing people spread out over the map that the calm ruler devised announced the grave truth and the presence of the enemies to them.


  No matter how skillfully the enemies tried to hide themselves within the wilderness, so long as the goblins and the demihumans scouted those places, they would easily be able to find their tracks. After narrowing down their targets, the scouts were able to ascertain the location of the enemy, and Gilmi’s Fanzel immediately set out to vanquish them.


  The moment Fanzel made their move, a group of about 500 adventurers immediately fled.


  Vanquishing one’s enemy should be done with all of one’s strength.


  Gilmi, who strictly adhered to that principle, was able to extinguish nearly 500 adventurers in the blink of an eye. Just a little, he was able to find satisfaction in that. Even Gi Zu, who had been yelling and asking where the enemy was, was finally able to heave a sigh of relief after attacking them head on and bathing in their blood.


  These Dark Hands may have been first-class, but any struggle they put up in the face of an army that was 7 times their strength could at most only delay their fate.


  While Fanzel was excited about their rare victory, another report came.


  —A group of unidentified humans was headed for the Forest of Darkness.


  In that very moment, Gilmi assumed the worst.


  “Those bastards!”


  It was rare for Gilmi to curse, and he immediately ordered his army that was celebrating to turn around and head for the Forest of Darkness.


  At the east of the Forest of Darkness could be found traces of the Gi Village.


  Beyond that were the four tribes, but the closest to the east was the Ganra Village.


  Gilmi ground his teeth and did all he could to stifle what impatience he felt as they ran across the Western Region through morning and evening without rest. The Ganra Tribe within Fanzel was just as impatient as him.


  “Those who can’t keep up can just rendezvous with us later!”


  Many people dropped out along the way as they literally ran three days and three nights without rest, and by the time they reached the Unknown Forest, where the Ganra Village was, what they saw was their village in flames.


  Before the unfolding nightmare, many Ganra warriors fell to their knees.


  Amidst the despairing voices was an angry voice yelled by Gilmi. He was looking for his master.


  “Princess! Princess Narsa, are you here!?”


  Gilmi scolded the despairing Ganra warriors and searched for the master he served. In his mind, his position as the Goblin King’s general was already gone. He even forgot that the enemy could very well be lurking somewhere.


  All he cared about was the safety of Princess Narsa.


  He passed through the burning village and brushed aside the smoke to find some survivors. He asked them where his master was.


  “Where is Princess Narsa!?”


  The tribal members were on the verge of death but they still pointed him to the person he was looking for. Gilmi thanked them and ran in the direction they pointed at. When he found Narsa wounded but alive, he heaved a breath of relief and ran to her.


  “Princess, thank goodness you are safe.”


  “Gilmi… They stole our… Most valuable treasure…”


  Upon seeing Gilmi, Princess Narsa exhausted the last of her strength and fainted.


  Gilmi gathered the tribe, ensured the safety of the princess, and then left to recover the rest of the survivors.


  Based on the information of the survivors, the adventurers apparently headed east once more.


  Though reluctant, Gilmi sent Narsa to the Fortress of the Abyss, then rendezvoused with those who couldn’t keep up with their frantic march, and then turned the army around to chase after the adventurers again.


  Chapter 247 
The Return of a Great Man


  When word of the centaurs, werewolves, and Ganra Tribe being attacked reached the king, the Goblin King and the high ranking goblins all made grim faces as if enduring a headache.


  Although a ray of hope has appeared amidst dark clouds with Yoshu’s return, the fact that the adventurers were still rampant meant that the situation couldn’t be predicted.


  And the fact that the enemy was able to approach an area very near their headquarters, the Fortress of the Abyss, struck fear into their hearts. Some of that fear turned into criticism of Gilmi for failing to vanquish the enemy after all this time.


  The Goblin King wanted to head east as soon as possible.


  The goblins knew that, so their criticisms naturally fell on Gilmi, who was at the rear and couldn’t respond. Meanwhile, the Goblin King tried to come up with a plan to break this deadlock with the War Princess outwitting them, but it was no easy to feat to make the enemy in front of them retreat.


  It was then that word of Gi Za Zakuend’s scheme succeeding reached them.


  “One of the three great noble families of Shushunu, the Kushunora House.”


  At Gi Za’s words, both Goblin King and Pale raised their brows in surprise


  “Truly? It’s true that the name came up, but…”


  Pale asked, unbelieving, and Gi Za snorted as if his feelings were hurt.


  “If you think I’m lying, you can check it with your intelligence network. I don’t mind.”


  Pale was still only half-convinced, but she went to investigate the information from the intelligence anyway. A few days later, word of the Kushunora House acting strangely reached her.


  The Kushunora House seemed to be gathering soldiers, but another of the three great noble families, the Agarmua House, also started gathering soldiers. Control of the army was grasped by the Ririnoie House, so these soldiers must surely be their private army.


  “Are these the signs of a civil war?”


  Confusion was yet to be seen from the enemy camp.


  Was it because of the skill of their commander, the War Princess, or was it merely because word was yet to reach her? Blanche the War Princess’ camp looked to be fully intent on fighting just yet.


  “…If the enemies betray each other, then it’ll be a perfect opportunity for us, but…”


  But the enemy was a great country that needed the War Princess. What profit could they possibly find in betraying her? The goblins haven’t even encroached into the territories of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  They were currently at a standstill with the fierce attacks of the War Princess.


  Unable to come up with a decision, Pale turned to the Goblin King.


  “I want to consolidate our information first. Let’s delay making a decision for now. Though either way, ignoring the stability of the rear and advancing would be a fool’s errand.”


  The Goblin King nodded to Pale’s advice, and the war council ended with them deciding to begin preparations to mobilize the troops while also watching how the war at the rear develops.


  ◆◆◇


  Though the cold has grown gentler in this month of Tiga, Gilmi’s Fanzel continued it pursuit. They have caught some adventurers here and there, but their real objective, Esgare, was yet out in the wilds. Gilmi didn’t know the exact numbers of the adventurers, so he couldn’t afford to split his army too much.


  Gilmi was furious at the fact that the Ganra Tribe’s village at the Unknown Forest had been burned down, but he quietly endured that.


  Gi Za Zakuend’s schemes have born fruit at the front lines, and they were starting to gather momentum in this war. Because of that it has been commonly acknowledged that securing the stability in the rear would make this a great opportunity to attack.


  The various rebellions occurring here and there have decreased thanks to the desperate efforts of the rulers, but disorder in the circulation of goods could still be seen in the Western Region where the adventurers were. A great city necessitates a great amount of goods. The Western Capital and the capital of Elrain Kingdom were both cities that purchased and consumed things from the places near them, and were not cities that produced things.


  Disorder in the circulation of goods left these consumers with worry and a feeling of hopelessness.


  Naturally, voices of criticism would fall on none other than Gilmi. With goblin eyes watching everywhere, the humans couldn’t possibly criticize the king, but they still wanted to blame someone for their dissatisfaction.


  As such, they’ve started to entertain the thought that the goblin known as Ra Gilmi Fishiga was incompetent.


  Sophia was sensitive to such information, and immediately brought word of it to Pale. After her superior thought for a while, she told her to do as she’s been doing until now.


  “…You seem unsatisfied.”


  “No. I just think it’s an unfair evaluation.”


  They spoke at a village within Germion State. Once, the Eight Fortresses of the West could be found here, but now nary a defensive structure could be seen, and only a village could be found here.


  “Even though they were full of praise for them when they crushed the main force, and yet as soon as they’ve found themselves in a dicey spot, they start mocking them…”


  “That is human, no, it’s what you call a citizen. They foolishly believe that the king exists to protect them.”


  She narrowed her eyes as she thought of the elven people she was supposed to protect betray her.


  “They are tenacious, cunning, and selfish. If Gilmi-dono is able to defeat the enemy, I’m sure those criticisms will change into praise.”


  “But that’s…”


  “And leading them is the duty of the king. Sophia, you find out if there are any among these people who are up to no good.”


  “Yes.”


  “If they are merely voicing out their unhappiness, then they’re still adorable. But if there are people trying to start a fire, then that’s a different story altogether.”


  As the Elks Clan planned to tighten their watch over the country, they set out to rebuild their mesh with the yet chaotic Western Capital at the center.


  * * *


  The three great nobles of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, the House of Kushunora, the House of Agarmua, the House of Ririnoie. Of these three houses, it was the House of Ririnoie who held military authority, but the Kushunora and Agarmua did have soldiers of their own.


  After all, they too had to retain the great power they possessed and needed a way to quell the violent rioters that would pop up occasionally. Regardless of whether the soldiers under them were their private army or guards, there was no denying that they were great powers that could stand alongside the Ririnoie House.


  According to Pale’s investigations, the Kushunora House and the Agarmua House have indeed been gathering since the month of Tiga.


  Word on the streets says that Blanche the War Princess provoked the Kushunora and Agarmua Houses during the New Year celebration. Although it was only in the south, it was indeed true that she succeeded at repelling the goblins that destroyed Germion Kingdom, and twice no less.


  Praised by the king, it is said that Blanche sarcastically and arrogantly spoke to the head of the Kushunora House. The Agarmua House also having apparently been offended by her behavior, decided to work alongside with the Kushunora House, whom they normally did not get along with, to try and threaten her.


  That was the story after putting together the many rumors.


  As amazing as Pale’s intelligence network was, they didn’t have the time to go as far as to penetrate the royal palace. They have been collecting information continuously, but the situation was moving a lot faster than expected.


  And it was also Yoshu who was able to grasp information about the enemy at the front lines at the back.


  That information reached them when the month of Tiga was coming to an end.


  The adventurers believed to be the main force of the enemy was moving east from the west.


  Gilmi, who has been searching for the enemies in the south, moved his army north as soon as he received that information. They couldn’t ascertain which route the adventurers were taking, but Gilmi still brought his army north with all of his strength.


  The soldiers gathered in Fanzel under Gilmi all hastened their pace without saying a word.


  The village of the Ganra Tribe have been burned to the ground, over 10 human villages have been plundered, and even 2 demihuman villages have been destroyed. The Ganra Tribe in particular, those under Gilmi, searched for the enemy with bloodshot eyes.


  It was another seven days before they found the enemy.


  Gilmi left a group of soldiers to Shumea, another to Gi Zu Ruo, and led one his own. In this way they split their forces into three as they searched for the enemy. Shumea was given the entire border defense unit to incorporate, while Gi Zu had the orcs’ heavy infantry. As for Gilmi, he had the Ganra Tribe, a small number of humans, and the demihumans burning with anger after having their villages burned to the ground. They each also had some of the cavalry from the Leon Heart Clan.


  The Leon Heart Clan’s cavalry set out to scout, and when they came back and brought word to Gilmi of the enemy’s numbers, Gilmi sent a messenger to the two other groups and moved up a hill where they could look down at the enemy.


  The place was a hilly region further east from the northern borderlands.


  They caught up to them in the area stretching between the break of the region dotted with forests and the hilly area.


  The enemies below numbered 1,500.


  The forces behind him didn’t even number 1,000.


  Gilmi closed his eyes for a moment and deeply sighed.


  He has been enduring the critics among his brethren.


  He also been enduring the critics among the populace who called him incompetent.


  He even endured the cries of resentment of those who’ve been plundered from and killed. The sight of his home scorched, the sight of his brethren dying with regret, he closed his eyes, and for a moment, all of those memories flashed through his mind, and then… He opened his eyes.


  “Found you!”


  Two words and a ferocious smile, but those words were so full of intent they could be expressed in a million words.


  And the same was true for the Ganra Tribe behind him.


  With hate like joy, Gilmi ordered the demihumans to charge. And then as if his brethren couldn’t wait a moment sooner, they nocked their arrows on their bows.


  “Take this, humans!”


  The arrows soared into the sky and rained upon the humans. Gilmi didn’t have to give orders one after another for his tribe to follow after him. There was no need for words as they chased his back.


  Meanwhile, the Leon Heart Clan’s cavalry took a long way around the battlefield and rode swiftly to block the enemies’ path.


  They were resolved not to let even one of these men go, but there was still a gap in strength for them to fight them straight up.


  The descending arrows of Ganra seemed to have been possessed by the will of Ganra itself as they tore through the adventurers, flesh and armor together. The fangs and the centaurs, whose villages have been attacked, burned madly with thirst for vengeance as they charged toward the adventurers.


  When the fangs lost their right arm, they would use their left. When both arms were lost, they would use their fangs to bite at the adventurers.


  Even when their legs were injured, they would crawl toward their enemy and grapple with them to drag them to the ground. In the face of such madness, where it seemed as if the Fang Tribe (Werewolf) would fight till the last drop of blood in their veins dried, the adventurers could not help but waver.


  * * *


  Moreover, the humans only used their bows the first time around before switching to their spears and charging. So great was their anger that it could not be calmed unless they bathed themselves in the blood of their enemies.


  Given such a situation, it was impossible to fight calmly. In their anger, the centaur warriors skewered the enemies, and though magic would descend upon them to blow away one of their arms, they would keep going while using the skewered humans as their shields.


  The descending arrows were their cover. They divided the enemy, shot them down, and prevented them from moving as one. That was the handiwork of the Ganra Archers.


  Gilmi was Gilmi, after all.


  Though his brethren and the demihumans may have given themselves to their wrath, he used his wrath to foster his calm mind, allowing him to coldly analyze the enemy.


  And the enemies were also notorious adventurers.


  Individually, they would not lose out to either the goblins or the demihumans. They started grouping themselves up and started resisting against the fierce attacks of the demihumans. Had they been led by a skilled commander, perhaps the outcome would have been different, but alas, they did not have such a commander.


  Esgare and Gaerix may indeed be skilled as far as individuals went, but their ability to lead large armies was so poor that they could not even receive a passing mark for it.


  Every one of them was strong, so they were able to attack the demihuman villages even without a commander, but a real battle was a different breed altogether.


  One needed the resolve to be able to cut down the few to make the most of the majority, as well as the authority to make others understand that. Unfortunately, no one naturally blessed with such talents was present among the adventurers.


  Amidst the fierce battle that was the very picture of the saying ‘to wash blood with blood’, Gilmi’s eyes miraculously gathered into one point. An arrow of ether shot forth without a physical arrow.


  It was the adventurer using the greatest treasure of Ganra, the Meteor Bow (Byunei Bow).


  “Warriors of Ganra.”


  Quietly but loudly, Gilmi’s voice resounded.


  As if lost in the words of a hero, the gaze of the Ganra Warriors gathered onto his back.


  The First Archer (Gadieta), the Hero of Ganra, and one of the four generals that the goblins prided themselves in. Many names exalted his heroic feats. He looked down on the battlefield as he drew his arrow on his bow.


  “Prepare to charge.”


  The tribe howled.


  Archers were not supposed to fight up close.


  They were the Ganra Tribe. They were smaller than the other goblin tribes and lived by climbing up trees.


  But they were goblins.


  The arrow Gilmi shot was the signal for their charge.


  The warriors of Ganra abandoned the advantageous position that was the hills and charged forth toward the battlefield where the adventurers and demihumans fought. As they shot their bows while running, Gilmi led the charge. He moved quickly like the arrow he shot, all to regain the honor they had lost.


  They shot their bows accurately and quickly as they charged toward the battlefield. It was the final push to claim victory. The outcome of the battle was clear, but the remaining adventurers were tenacious.


  Even though they were adventurers, they knew that being wiped out here meant death. So they tried to gradually leave the battlefield by receiving Gilmi’s charge with the vanguards, while the rear guards tried to cover them.


  The mad attacks of the demihuman also had a disadvantage to it. They could attack fiercely for some time, but they wouldn’t be able to maintain it for long. The demihumans have started to tire, but the adventurers were still moving as an organization and were trying to retreat. It didn’t seem as if they would be wiped out just yet.


  Moreover, there was also the arrows shooting from the rearguards.


  If those were just mere arrows, then even Gilmi and the others wouldn’t mind them. But the arrows of the Byunei Bow shot by Gaerix the Raptor possessed enough power to even stave off Narsa. An arrow of ether that could blow away three people with one shot.


  Every time that arrow hit them, the Ganra Tribe’s pride was hurt.


  “Onwards!”


  The arrows shot by Gilmi flew into the air. For a moment, the rain of arrows caused the adventurers at the vanguard to be disordered.


  In that moment, the battlefield seemed to stop, and Gilmi and Gaerix’s gaze met each other.


  “—!”


  They nocked certain death upon their bows, and did so with such haste that not even a flicker could compare. Their arrows shot forth through the gaps between the soldiers, but the slight contact caused them to miss their mark.


  One arrow grazed past Gilmi’s cheek, while the other buried itself into Gaerix the Raptor’s chest.


  Gaerix looked on with shock at Gilmi, but Gilmi did not so much as feel happiness from shooting down his prey, and he quickly moved on to his next target.


  Esgare quickly rushed over, and in the next moment, an arrow precisely found its way into his head.


  “Impossible…”


  That was Gaerix’s last word.


  After the archers supporting the vanguards collapsed, the vanguards too lost their foothold. To make things worse, Gi Zu Ruo and Bui attacked them from their flanks after receiving Gilmi’s message.


  Already, they had no place left to run. The Leon Heart Clan’s cavalry that was dispatched to block their rear attacked them with Gi Zu.


  With this battle the adventurers that were wrecking mayhem at the back of the kingdom were completely wiped out.


  Ra Gilmi Fishiga the Hero of Ganra.


  Once again, the name of Ganra’s hero reverberated among the goblins.


  * * *


  “It’s simple. If he can regenerate endlessly, then just stop that.”


  “Hah?”


  When Esgare tilted his head, Blanche the War Princess said that simply.


  “If you could do just that, then the monsters might run away in fear.”


  “Is that how it is?”


  “That is how it is indeed.”


  Before Blanche the War Princess’s captivating smile, Esgare scratched his head, troubled.


  “I’ll leave it to you then.”


  “H-Huh? To me?”


  “Yes. I picked you out. So I’m expecting a lot from you.”


  “Well, I’ll do my best, but please don’t expect too much. I’m a coward, after all.”


  “Very good. Honesty is a good thing indeed. Three months. Stir up trouble behind them for three months and my plan will be— No. Three months and you can go home.”


  He recalled the conversation he had with Blanche the War Princess.


  When word of Esgare’s defeat reached the western front lines were the War Princess was facing off against the goblins, it has already been four months since he started troubling the goblins.


  “…I see. So he died.”


  “Yes. All the adventurers were killed.”


  She nodded to her feeble aide and leaned on her chair’s backrest.


  “I wish to be alone for awhile. You may excuse yourself.”


  “As you command.”


  The scent of the highest grade tea caused her face to twist.


  “…Fool.”


  She offered a silent prayer for her subordinate, and then faced off against the country that was akin to a mighty monster.


  It wasn’t until three days later that word of the political instability behind was brought to her.


  “The Agarmua and Kushunora are gathering soldiers.”


  “Hmm…”


  Blanche closed her eyes for a moment and became thoughtful, then immediately said.


  “We’re withdrawing. We’ve gained plenty of time.”


  “As you will.”


  “It’s not elegant for them not to show an opening. I will stand at the rearguard. Have the allied countries withdraw first.”


  At Blanche’s orders, the entire army withdrew from the western front lines. When the subordinates of the Goblin King saw that, they immediately wanted to jump at them.


  The enemy was withdrawing. It was a perfect opportunity to attack.


  To these goblins who wanted to defeat the Holy Shushunu Kingdom as soon as possible, the withdrawal of the War Princess’ army was no different from dangling a delicious treat before their eyes.


  “The War Princess positioned herself at the rearguard, huh… It would be best to take care.”


  “But still…”


  Gi Gu wanted to pursue the enemy and lashed out at Pale, but she calmly explained the situation of the army.


  “While the situation behind us was a complete mess, Gi Gi-dono’s Zailduk fortunately finished reorganizing itself. Aransain also looks like it’ll make it in time. The efficacy of an attack from every direction has been proven last year in the battle with Germion Kingdom.”


  If there was anything to be concerned about, it would be the circulation of goods at the disordered Western Capital. Because of that the new soldiers might not make it in time, but it wasn’t that important. Now that the reorganization of the four armies have been completed, they had more than enough power to conquer the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  “There is certainly some truth to that.”


  Pale nodded to the king’s words, and started explaining her strategy to defeat the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  “In other words, we will be attacking the enemy from two directions. Aransain and Zailduk will take the enemy from the south. While Felduk and the king’s imperial guards will attack from the west.”


  “What about Fanzel?”


  Gi Gu asked.


  “The traces left behind by the rebellions run deep yet. And considering the burden on the Governor-General of the Western Capital, Yoshu, I believe it would be best to leave one of the armies behind.”


  Because of the unexpected effects of the disorder at the rear on their military progress, Pale changed her appraisal of Yoshu, and decided that overworking the people working to support them from behind would only impede the king’s path to world domination.


  As such, she advised to leave behind Gilmi’s Fanzel.


  “Hmm… I feel bad for Gilmi-dono, but I understand.”


  Seeing Gi Gu nod, Pale continued.


  “The War Princess will most likely aim for the king. All our enemies so far have fought following that line of thought. That if they could just take the head of the king, then they would be able to turn the war to their favor; therefore…”


  Pale’s eyes narrowed.


  “Gi Go-dono, the Gaidga Tribe, and the strong among Gi Za-dono’s druid will be with the king and his imperial guards.”


  The king raised his brows, but didn’t say anything. He knew better than anyone about the state of his body. It was only natural that one would choose a method that would produce more reliable results than an uncertain one.


  “In this battle, Aransain and Zailduk will attack from the south and aim for the Imperial Capital of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom as quickly as possible. We’ve also promised the throne to one of the three great nobles, the Kushunora House, so they will be taking our side.”


  “But that’s…”


  “Of course, we won’t be giving power or authority to the Kushunora.”


  Gi Za’s eyes gleamed sharply and he was about to point that part out, but Pale interjected and continued talking. In this world, there were no words weaker than that of a loser’s. So long as they could defeat the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, a great noble house was nothing to speak of.


  It was also commonly known that the Holy Shushunu Kingdom did not have anyone more capable than the War Princess. After all, if such a person existed, then authority over the army would have been handed to him instead.


  “Depending on the situation, Gi Gu-dono’s Felduk might have to turn around and create an encirclement.”


  Pale’s slender fingers moved the piece placed atop the map and positioned it to form half an encirclement.


  When she saw Gi Gu nod, she turned to the king.


  “Your decision, Your Majesty.”


  “Very well. There is the matter regarding the schemes as well, so let us open hostilities 20 days later.”


  As Pale bowed to the Goblin King, the rest of the high-ranked goblins followed suit.


  And so, it was in this way that the War Princess Battle finally began.


  Chapter 248 
Battle of Gilgimel Plains I


  At the start of summer, in the middle parts of the month of Rabito, the Goblin King led his forces and advanced like ragin billows from the western and southern borders. The Tiger and Spear Army (Aransain), which was led by Gi Ga Rax and included the angry demihumans, was especially fast. They fully displayed their strength as they moved faster than any of the goblins.


  This army that ran so quickly they cut the wind, advanced through the meadows fiercely and quickly as if they were riding tigers. The billowing clouds of smoke formed a line and created a wedge shape upon the land, and any beast that caught wind of their great march fled in fear.


  The newly reformed twin-headed beast and axe army (Zeilduk) that was led by Gi Gi Orudo also did not lose out.


  They were behind Aransain a few hours, but their monster beasts cried loudly as they shook the earth. Humans may not be able to hear their howls from afar, but the beasts could; hence, the small monster beasts and animals also fled from them.


  After being thoroughly defeated by the War Princess in the last war, Gi Gi decided on the roles of the monster beasts according to their special traits. Until now, they have merely been trampling over their enemies, but now they would be using the monster beasts strategically.


  Gi Ji Arsil, who was accompanying him, also swore to fight against the War Princess once more.


  Their role was to approach the imperial capital of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom as quickly as they could and take it from them. If they could take the heads of the royal family, then they would be able to corner the War Princess strategically and tactically.


  One of the three great nobles, the Kushunora House, had given them a favorable response, so the goblins were in high spirits. They advanced onward as if there could be no better opportunity to attack the Holy Shushunu Kingdom than now.


  According to Pale’s plan, the War Princess was likely to go for the Goblin King and Gi Gu Verbena’s Axe and Sword Army (Felduk).


  She may be the War Princess, but even she couldn’t be in two places at the same time.


  There was nothing she could do in places she couldn’t reach.


  Hence, this was the perfect opportunity to take back the initiative that has been kept from them all this time.


  What stood in the way of Aransain and Zailduk, who advanced in speeds unknown to human armies, was a human army.


  From a distance, it could be seen that they had 1,000 footmen and 500 horsemen in their ranks.


  To Gi Ga Rax’s eyes, they seemed greatly troubled and did not have any of that sharp spirit. As he eyed the enemy, he took the reins into his mouth, drew his spear with one arm, and cut down a dragonfly.


  When Hal of Paradua, Mido of the Fang, and Tianos of the Centaurs saw that, they shifted their formation to become an even shaper wedge shape with Gi Ga as the arrow head.


  Gi Ga released the reins from his mouth, and then as he supported his body up with only his legs, raised up his spear and charged into the enemy army.


  “To battle!”


  Hal cried out to the rare-class goblins following behind. At that, howls bellowed out in response one after another, and the entire army followed after the quiet Gi Ga.


  The speed of the goblin’s fastest, Aransain, must have been unexpected for them. They hurriedly tried to change their formation, but Gi Ga already led Aransain’s fangs into their flanks, and in the blink of an eye, they were torn through, the formation of the foot soldiers in tatters.


  As Gi Ga broke past the footmen’s formation, he swung off the 4 or 5 soldiers skewered by his spear and led his army toward the course of the enemy horsemen. The horsemen shook in fear like prey eyed by a powerful predator, and before they knew it, the enemy was already upon them.


  Overwhelmed, they tried to scatter and flee, but most of them misjudged the speed of Aransain and found themselves hunted.


  Despite that, the reason why a third of them still lived was because Gi Ga did not want to slow their pace by wasting their time pursuing them, so he quickly stopped the pursuit and brought his army back together.


  “Our duty is to reach the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.”


  After bringing Aransain back together, he spoke to the unsatisfied soldiers of Aransain.


  “Our speed will lead us to victory! If you have time to waste chasing after enemy soldiers as if they were stones by the wayside, use that instead to claim the head of the enemy’s leader even a moment sooner.”


  Before the cries of this Baron Class goblin, these fierce soldiers obediently bowed their heads.


  “Onwards! The steps we take shall open the path to victory! Our unparalleled speed will lead us to the glory our king desires!”


  Encouraged by Gi Ga, Aransain once again rode for the Imperial Capital.


  Meanwhile, Gi Gi Orudo’s monster army reacted to the blood left behind by the soldiers slain by Gi Ga’s Aransain.


  “At this rate, our speed will slow down.”


  Gi Gi knitted his brows atop his Large-Horned Ostrich (Triple Head), and then gave the order to do away with the smell confusing the monster beasts.


  “Bring out the Fast-Footed Bandits (Geotorat).”


  They released the thorn dogs sensitive to the smell of the blood to chase after the source.


  “Good, now bring out the Slow-Footed Bandits (Goratorat).”


  After judging that the fast-footed ones were far enough, he ordered the other group of salivating thorn dogs to give chase too. This two-tiered pursuit unit was one of the ways they thought of to make use of the special traits of the monster beasts. The thorn dogs had a habit of gathering together when they’ve smelled the blood of a kill or the blood of another thorn dog.


  Gi Gi prepared these two-tiered pursuit units to make use of that special trait.


  In fact these Torat squads, which were devised to chase after fleeing soldiers, were so effective that Zailduk came to be infamously known as an army that didn’t even leave corpses in their trails.


  To the slow-footed infantry, the Torat squads were truly an arrow from the God of Death.


  After doing away with the smell of blood and the monsters beasts having calmed down, Gi Gi headed north and followed after Aransain.


  * * *


  “You’ve done really well actually.”


  After recovering from his illness, Yoshu was now meeting an adventurer inside the governor-general’s office alone.


  “I did it for money.”


  The short statured girl said as she received her compensation. She opened the bag of copper coins and counted them, then frowned and glared at Yoshu.


  “It’s too much.”


  “I’m sure it must be hard raising so many children at your age. Just think of it as a little act of kindness from the governor-general.”


  The frowning half elf, Mill Dora, showed her business smile to Yoshu.


  “…Sorry, but I don’t need such kindness.”


  “Hmm. If you need a reason to accept it, then just take it as compensation for contributing to the public order of the city.”


  “I fulfilled the contract I took. That’s all. No more no less.”


  “Hmm. Stubborn, aren’t we? In that case, how about you run a little errand for me?”


  Other than dispatching the adventurers from his guild, another reason why Yoshu was able to find the whereabouts of the adventurers right after his return was because he paid attention to the adventurers that had a high success rate.


  It was by gathering them and commanding them that he was able to fulfill the difficult tasks demanded from him as the Governor-General of the Western Capital. In the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, the jobs he gave these adventurers would be considered S Rank.


  These adventurers skilled enough to complete the works posted by the Governor-General himself were not only regular members of the guild, but they were also paid more handsomely for taking on such jobs. Of course, an increase in pay also meant an increase in difficulty and special requirements. But just dispatching Mill wouldn’t have been enough, so he had to dispatch new adventurers and even people who weren’t adventurers.


  A lot of money had to be used to mobilize so many people, but compared to the wealth flowing through the Highway of Wealth (Jewel Road), it was a meager sum.


  By accepting the brilliant officials dispatched by the king as aides, the economic bloc spreading from the Western Capital gradually solidified Germion State, the southern city states, and the Forest of Darkness as important locations.


  “…Fine.”


  “Thank you. I just need you to deliver this letter to someone.”


  “I can’t go too far.”


  “I know. It’s inside the Western Capital.”


  “So to who should I deliver it?”


  “A demihuman child by the name of Leonis Verdio. He should be easy to find if you head to the southwest district.”


  “Alright.”


  After that Yoshu sent her off, and Mellisia peeked in from the next room, while Yoshu was already setting about his next work.


  “Was that wise? Wasn’t it an important letter?”


  Mellisia was a girl dressed in maid clothes, but she possessed excellent administrative abilities that allowed her to serve as an important secretary to Yoshu. Still, if that were the only good thing about her, then there would have still been many other candidates. The real reason Yoshu put much importance to her was because she could easily distinguish the goblins and wasn’t afraid of them like the other humans were.


  “That’s why I picked out someone I could trust.”


  “An adventurer and a girl my age?”


  “I trust you a lot too.”


  Yoshu’s faint smile caused Mellisia to blush a little and reply with a high-pitched voice.


  ◆◆◇


  “Oh? A letter from the Governor-General of the Western Capital?”


  A letter was delivered to the prime minister of Elrain Kingdom, Elbert Noen, when the disturbance caused by the adventurers sent by the enemy had finally calmed down and the goblins were attacking the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  The letter brought to him had the seal of the Governor-General of the Western Capital and was stamped with wax. It was most likely authentic. Elbert read the letter sent from the western capital to various countries through the merchants distributing goods. His sagacious expression showed no change as he nodded.


  “And here I thought there were no humans under the Goblin King. What an unexpected discovery.”


  Rumors of the Western Capital’s development reached even Elrain Kingdom through the merchants.


  The proposal brought forward by that letter was to compete with the guilds through another guild. The network of adventurers put up by the Holy Shushunu Kingdom throughout the world was vast and thorough. They worked closely with the daily lives of people. But humans weren’t the only ones who could be adventurers. There were elves among their ranks too.


  The expansion of the adventurers guild of the kingdom of monsters. With its doors opened wide, it will accept goblins, demihumans, elves, and humans as adventurers, increasing the number of personnel that could be mobilized and prevent things such as the last incident from occurring.


  “An interesting proposal.”


  If this proposal could be realized, then they could even hire adventurers from the conquered territories and send them to the battlefield. On top of that, they would also be able to eliminate the prejudices between races and further develop their culture.


  “Do you think so too, Felbi-dono?”


  He turned to the garden, where a wind elf (sylph) warrior and an earth elf (gnome) warrior were crossing swords. It was rare for Felbi to find someone he could properly fight with, so he couldn’t help but smile.


  But even that battle that looked like a dance came to an end when the earth elf (gnome) warrior threw away his sword.


  “What? Giving up?”


  Felbi smiled like a predator eyeing its prey as he asked that question, but the gnome that took on the name of homeless (Royon) only shrugged his shoulders.


  “We’ll settle this at another time. Rather than this, I’m more interested in if that king will accept our proposal or not.”


  “He has a big heart, so I’m sure it will be fine.”


  Felbi said as he put away the swords. Berk Alsen Royon heave a breath of relief.


  “Thank you, Brethren.”


  “Don’t mention it. This too is a kind of fate.”


  Then Felbi asked Elbert if he minded, and the latter wryly smiled and nodded.


  “Maybe I’ll become an adventurer too when the goblins take over the world,” Felbi muttered.


  “If you do that, my daughter will throw a tantrum and ask you to take her with you,” Elbert pointed out.


  “…Ah.”


  Felbi deeply sighed and covered his face with one hand.


  “Well, either way, you probably won’t be fighting until the Holy Shushunu Kingdom surrenders.”


  The goblins have already attacked the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. It was because Elbert knew that that he said that, but Berk’s pensive face didn’t crumble.


  “Blanche Ririnoie the War Princess. She’s not someone you can underestimate.”


  Felbi patted the thoughtful Berk’s shoulders.


  “You’re such a worrywart. Just let the war take its course. And even if things don’t turn out well, I’m sure that too is the guidance of the gods.”


  “I see. If it’s the guidance of the God of Forest (Chenzhen) and the God of Water (Iren), then I guess it can’t be helped.”


  As Berk nodded, Felbi smiled and turned his eyes to the north where the battlefield was.


  * * *


  The king’s cavalry at the center, Gi Gu Verbena’s Axe and Sword Army (Felduk) at the vanguard, and Gi Za Zakuend and Gi Do Buruga’s druids at the flanks. At the rear was the king, the Gaidga Tribe, the snow demons (Yugushiva) led by Yustia, the special forces led by Gi Go Amatsuki, and the elven archers led by Pale herself.


  They specialized in fighting alone, so Pale positioned them to act as the king’s security.


  Their job was to protect the king whom the enemy was likely to target. The honor of the vanguard was given to Gi Gu’s Felduk. Their defenses were exceptionally strong even among the goblins, so their role was to block the enemy’s attack and allow the king’s cavalry to attack.


  If the enemy were to hold themselves behind their walls, then the forces coming from the south, Aransain and Zailduk, would directly attack the imperial capital. Either way, the idea was to bring the enemy forces out into the fields where the goblins specialized, and conquer the Holy Shushunu Kingdom all at once.


  If the War Princess were to go after the southern army, then the western army could just directly attack the imperial capital instead. They were attacking from two directions, so whichever force she chose to deal with, she would be leaving behind a weak point they could attack.


  Gi Za Zakuend’s schemes has caused one of the three great noble families, the Kushunora House, to collude with the goblins. Being able to scheme with the Kushunora House, who possessed many territories in the south, was a good sign.


  Ra Gilmi Fishiga’s Bow and arrow army (Fanzel), which has been made to expand along the border of the west, were given Zaurosh’s human cavalry too, and with their numbers now approaching 8,000, they tried to break through the eastern side.


  “Keeping them behind their walls is the best plan if we want to seal their cavalry, but we’ll intentionally lead them out and challenge them in the fields.”


  Pale said as she pointed to the map before the battle began.


  “I believe the destruction of the War Princess’s Sorcerer Cavalry (Mana Guard) is the fastest path to conquering the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.”


  War supplies from various countries through the guild, the intelligence department that could be said to be the legacy of the Red King, and the soldiers and resources provided by the subordinate minor nations.


  To the goblins that was just starting to get their fingers wet regarding the economy, they did not know of any other way to defeat the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. The humans still held the reins when it came to the economy, and the goblins were basically a thousand steps behind.


  According to the Kushunora House, the main hostile faction was indeed the House of Ririnoie.


  If they could defeat the Holy Shushunu Kingdom known for its domination over the plains, then even the dream of conquering the continent won’t sound like a drunkard’s babbling anymore.


  But the enemy was a monster blessed with both the talent for schemes and strategies. It was that brilliance transcending age and experience that only a genius could possess that blocked the goblins’ path.


  Using various intelligence networks, Pale sought to grasp the movements of the War Princess.


  She picked out iron-legged cavalries for their messengers so they could instantly respond regardless if the War Princess’ sorcerer cavalry (mana guard) were to appear in the south or in the west.


  She was even aware of the current location of the archer knights, who were under the direct control of the royal family, the lance knights, who were the elite of the army, and even the army gathered from the various countries.


  The only one whose location she was not aware of was Blanche Ririnoie.


  A commander’s talent could immediately change an army. Since Blanche could command some of the archer knights and the lance knights, she couldn’t help but wonder what she would aim for.


  That alone Pale couldn’t surmise.


  “If things go well, she will go for the king, but it’s also possible that she might try to wipe out the southern army along with the Kushunora instead.”


  Pale couldn’t make up her mind, so she devised a plan where she could respond no matter what the War Princess did.


  Over 20 days into the month of Rabito, the goblin forces led by the Goblin King, heralding from the east, finally approached the borders of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  Until now everything has been going smoothly – too smoothly, in fact – and not even once did they meet with their foes. It was then that a report from the Kushain Believers came.


  —The adherents of the Short Sword Battle Maiden (Valkyria) has attacked the Kushain Believers, and it was a difficult fight even with Vilan Do Zul. The Kushain Believers did not always have their great army. Their coffers simply would not be able to sustain it, so their standing army was very small.


  That army was left to Vilan, but if even he was struggling, then the commander of the Valkyria must be sharp-minded.


  “What of the Sorcerer Cavalry (Mana Guard)?”


  “Still at the Imperial Capital.”


  The Valkyria numbered 2,500 according to the report. Their entire army was made up of cavalries, so the Kushain Believers made up mostly of footmen were a poor match.


  The king had to make a decision.


  Chapter 249 
Battle of Gilgimel Plains II


  In a display of Far’s abilities as commander to the Short Sword Battle Maiden (Valkyria), she attacked the holy city of the Kushain Believers right when the goblins were about to pass the borders of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  This exquisite timing was of course devised by the War Princess. Unfortunately, the goblins couldn’t possibly imagine how the ripples of this attack would affect the battlefield.


  “If you think about it normally, this move is clearly meant to make us turn,” Pale the Tactician said.


  The Goblin King nodded, “Indeed. We can’t abandon a friend, after all.”


  “…Perhaps the enemy has even taken your personality into consideration.”


  “But even then my decision won’t change. To bend myself for the sake of victory is no different from defeat.”


  “Perhaps, but… It’s not as if we didn’t anticipate this move. Moving the bow and arrow army (Fanzel) situated at the border is also one option.”


  “Gilmi, huh.”


  That name spread not only among the goblins but also among the humans. Ra Gilmi Fishiga, one of the four goblin generals and a hero. No person could be better suited to provide aid to the Kushain Believers.


  “Very well. Send Gilmi to Cultidian. We will continue our advance.”


  “As you will.”


  At this point in time, nothing fundamental has changed with the goblins’ approach.


  They would aim for the capital of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom from two sides – the west and the south – and whichever side the War Princess met will face her while the remaining side shall continue and attack the imperial capital, Rishu. Even if the unlikely were to occur and the force meeting the War Princess were to meet defeat, with the imperial capital directly attacked, it shouldn’t be possible for her forces to endure the next battle.


  But one condition to their victory was that the Goblin King had to survive no matter what.


  Rebuilding armies and managing the country were only possible because of the king; hence, Pale made sure to bring insurance. Insurance in the form of warriors such as Gi Go Amatsuki and Rashka, warriors skilled in fighting individuals.


  As Blanche the War Princess feared, the goblins’ greatest strength was indeed their ability to supplement their numbers.


  In fact, so great was that potential that they could lose 10,000 soldiers and within just a year raise another army of the same size. Pale couldn’t read the War Princess, so she devised this plan knowing that Gi Gu Verbena’s Felduk could very well be taken out along with the enemy, but that was fine.


  Even if they took each other out, victory would still be theirs.


  With this premise, Pale’s plan was almost flawless.


  As the goblins traveled from the west to the eastern parts of the Germion region, they finally entered the borders of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. It was gradual, but the information being brought to Pale was becoming more and more frequent.


  Three days ago the sorcerer cavalry (mana guard) and the coalition army of the various countries departed imperial capital Rishu and entered a fortress in the outskirts.


  “I suppose it would be too naive to take this as them being wary of our actions?”


  By positioning themselves near the imperial capital, they would be able to respond whichever way they were attacked from. At a glance, their positioning might appear that way, but on the contrary, it was a poor move.


  In fact, such a plan could only worsen the threat of a direct attack to the imperial capital by allowing the two armies to gather. Or at the very least, that’s what Pale thought; hence, why she believed that the War Princess would attack them while the two armies were separated.


  “Are they not aware of the internal affairs of the Kushunora House?”


  Would it really be possible for them not to know despite the Kushunora moving so suspiciously? Pale shook her head as soon as she spoke the words.


  “No, she’s not that soft.”


  She employed the Dark Hands and used them like disposable pawns. She even showed off the necks of the warriors they’ve slain. Such a person couldn’t possibly be soft.


  If so, then why? Once more Pale dove into the sea of thought.


  Does the War Princess think her favored Mana Guard could wipe out the goblins? Again, that would be too naive. Pale had no intentions of repeating her blunder at Pena.


  “A trap?”


  It was a word that Pale once uttered in order to suppress the pursuit of the goblins. Her thoughts overlapped.


  What kind of trap? A trap that could massacre the goblins. With so many skilled mages in their ranks, it wouldn’t be strange if they knew one or two spells that Pale wasn’t aware of.


  But Pale had no way of proving that.


  Like that the days passed with Pale unable to shake away the thoughts of a trap. It wasn’t until 8 days later that the goblins finally made their way to the fortress where the mana guard and the coalition army had holed themselves in.


  “What are you hesitating for?”


  The Goblin King said as he looked toward the enemy encampment. His gaze fell upon Pale as he showed himself riding upon the terrifying carnivorous horse (Andrewarchus) to their foes.


  “Everything has gone as you’ve planned until now. The enemy’s capital lies before us, and the enemy that must be defeated has been lured out. Your strategy has surpassed the War Princess.”


  “It would be nice if that were the case, but… To be honest, I have never been humbled so much by an opponent before.”


  Pale was a battle tactician. She specialized in using tactics to wipe out her foes. In contrast to her, the War Princess was a monster who used strategies and schemes.


  And she was so good at hiding her cards that it was impossible to tell whether one was at an advantage or disadvantage until everything plays out.


  For someone like Pale who forces herself to try and read her foes, there could be no worse foe.


  The Carlion Quinn Kirks whom she fought in the past was the same kind of person as her, but he had the makings of a prime minister as evidenced by how he could write policies to govern a country.


  Whereas Pale would come up with a plan to respond to the current situation, Blanche the War Princess and Carlion the Genius Adviser specialized in anticipating how the situation would change and how they could grasp victory.


  Perhaps it was because she specialized in defending, while Carlion and Blanche specialized in attacking.


  If she could mesh well, then she could exhibit her abilities, but otherwise, she’s a poor match.


  “But the ones attacking are us. You’ve sent a messenger to Aransain, right?”


  “Yes. A messenger has also been dispatched to the House of Kushunora. This should make everything clear, but…”


  Tl Note: Changed Andoryu Sarkus to Andrewarchus. There’s no s, so it’s Andrewarchus instead of Andrewsarchus.


  * * *


  The tiger and spear army (Aransain) and the twin-headed beast and axe army (Zeilduk) groaned when they saw the sight unfolding before them.


  The two armies meant to attack the imperial capital of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, Rishu, were furious for having been deceived. Several soldiers and a repaired Kushunora castle was blocking their way.


  “The king must be informed.”


  The flags raised by the enemies before Gi Ga Rax belonged to none other than the Kushunora and Agarmua houses.


  The king needed to be informed of this betrayal. Aransain, which moved northward as fast as it could, did not completely trust the Kushunora House.


  They moved as fast as they could precisely to prevent the enemy from trying anything funny, but given how prepared the enemy was, it seems they have been preparing for a long time now.


  The base of the Kushunora House was surrounded by giant walls, upon which were lined up many giant ballistae and small catapults. They must have spent a fortune on all of these.


  “We were had!”


  Gi Ga trembled in anger as he glared at the castle walls and sent a messenger to the king.


  “We need to make siege weapons before Gi Jii-dono’s army (regiol) arrives.


  With a siege battle at hand so suddenly, Aransain couldn’t help but panic.


  “Ha ha ha, that’s a lot of disgusting goblins.”


  The current head of the Agarmua House, Barad, snorted with his characteristic hook nose as he looked down at the gathering goblins from above in his spire.


  “Is this wise, my lord?”


  “Hmph. I was the one who asked for help in the first place.”


  In response to the question of his servant, Barad puffed up his chest and spoke full of dignity, then smiled.


  “And I won’t allow just myself to make a loss. If I have to make a loss, then I’ll drag my friendly neighbors too.”


  Barad laughed loudly, and the servant bowed.


  “You seem to be having fun.”


  The one who said that with a reproachful gaze was the present head of the Kushunora House, Sharnei. Just as Barad had once described him as a pig, the combination of his armor with his abundant stature gave him a commanding face and a powerful physique.


  The goblins cried out, but Barad wasn’t agitated in the slightest. In contrast, Sharnei’s face paled as he looked down at the unfolding sight.


  “Just as a safe journey necessitates a friend, a journey through life necessitates a piece of hell, right?”


  “You lie. I’ve never heard that saying before.”


  It was then that the terrifying howls of the goblins reached them.


  Barad laughed loudly and enjoyed the goblins’ anger, but Sharnei cowered before their fuming bellows.


  “Why are you having so much fun? If the young lady of the Ririnoie were to fall, then we might have found a place among them. No, we definitely would have!”


  “She would not be fit to be the current head of the Ririnoie House if she were to fall here. And you might not be aware of this, but that girl is actually quite scary.”


  A kind of ferocity surfaced upon Barad’s smiling face. “I know because I experienced it before,” he smiled, and the young man cowered because of his doubts.


  “Well, just watch. The noble title that is the War Princess isn’t just for show.”


  “How can you trust her so much!?”


  Sharnei shrieked and complained but Barad just laughed.


  “Come now, I am a great noble unmatched in the world! And yet, look! A young girl not even 20 actually managed to stand as my equal! As someone who was once against her, I know her very well. And you too will know if you just fight with her once.”


  “…Are you the one who pulled strings in the back during the succession wars of the War Princess?”


  “Ha ha ha, perhaps, but rest assured. Victory is already ours. If we lose, then that just means we never had a chance of winning in the first place.”


  His laughter resounded so loudly in the spire it didn’t lose out to the goblins’ cries.


  “Now, general. It is time for war.”


  Urged by the old man, the stones loaded into the catapults hurled toward the goblins, and the battle at the southern part of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom began.


  ◆◆◇


  The forces led by the Goblin King met with the main force of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom at Gilgimel Plains. The mana guards, who have holed themselves in the fortress near the imperial capital and who made up the main force of the holy army, used the coalition army as their vanguard.


  Many coats of arms were held up. And among those was undoubtedly the House of Ririnoie.


  “That definitely belongs to the Ririnoie House.”


  A soldier confirmed that piece of information by using the Farsighted Skill, and then Pale passed that information to the king.


  Blanche has also been sighted among the enemy in armor, so the goblins quickly gathered their strength for a decisive battle.


  “Of the enemy’s forces, the mana guards number 2,500, the lance knights number 1,000, and the archer knights number 1,000. Furthermore, the coalition army have 4,000 footmen and 2,000 archers.”


  Altogether, they have a large army that’s over 10,000 soldiers strong.


  Seeing the Goblin King nod, Pale went ahead and explained the formation of the goblins.


  “As for our forces, Gi Gu Verbena-dono’s Felduk numbers 6,000, and Zaurosh-dono’s cavalry numbers 1,000. Other than those, the imperial guards under Gi Be Slay-dono number 500, the elven archers number 600, Rashka’s Gaidga Tribe numbers 500, and Gi Go-dono and Yustia’s snow demons number 400. All in all, we have about 9,000 soldiers.”


  They were mostly equal in terms of numbers. What’s more is that most of their soldiers were goblins, which were stronger than humans; hence, it wasn’t wrong to say that their side held the advantage when it came to strength.


  * * *


  “The enemy has prepared a three-layered formation to receive our attack. Their cavalry is their main force; hence, they plan to receive our attack with their footmen, and then wipe us out using their cavalry.”


  “That’s a fairly straightforward formation for the famed War Princess.”


  “Generals only really resort to original tactics when they are at a disadvantage. She probably believes she can defeat us just by relying on the orthodox strategies.”


  When Pale said that, the goblins participating in the war council became angry.


  “Naturally we will show her that she’s mistaken.”


  “But of course,” Gi Gu laughed, his canine teeth showing.


  “Gi Gu-dono will take his army and assume a half-circle formation. The king’s cavalry will serve as the center of the middle guard, Zaurosh-dono’s cavalry will accompany them at the center, and the archers will be positioned at the rear guard adjacent to Felduk.


  “Hmm… So you want to break through the center.”


  Pale nodded to the Goblin King’s words.


  “Yes. This is a plan the Ripper Knight used before.”


  The strategy used by Sivara the Ripper Knight.


  “As such, Gi Gu-dono’s ability to serve as the vanguard will be indispensable. Can you do it?”


  “Who do you think you’re talking to?”


  Gi Gu smiled fiercely.


  “We will break through the enemy’s footmen and archers, and then immediately turn the cavalry around. As the enemy cavalry tries to take us from the flanks, we will wipe them out from the back.”


  The Goblin King and the rest of the people gathered here were like students listening to a teacher answer a question. They all nodded.


  “After breaking open the center, Felduk will form a circle to protect the archers. Afterwards, our cavalry shall wipe out the enemy while the elves cancel their ranged attacks with elven magic.”


  This plan of using Felduk as a shield, while the cavalry was to be used as the sword was easy for the goblins to comprehend. The high-ranking goblins nodded.


  After Pale finished explaining the gist of her plan, the iron-legged messenger dispatched by Gi Ga Rax finally reached her.


  “Aransain and Zailduk are fighting the Kushunora!”


  The messenger’s voice resounded throughout the war council.


  “…We’ve been had?” Pale muttered to herself anxiously.


  “But even then, our army couldn’t possibly lose!” The Goblin King said.


  Pale looked up to the king in surprise, but the king only glanced at her before turning to the goblins and humans gathered in the war council and addressing them.


  “Just as Pale has planned, the enemy now matches our numbers. We have never before lost to an army of the same size.”


  “We will do as the king wills. The traitor Kushunoras also need to be bathed in blood.”


  Gi Gu agreed, and the Goblin King nodded.


  “First, let us break through the enemy before us. Everything else will come after that.”


  The Goblin King turned to the messenger and gave him permission to rest, then he turned to Pale and told her to have Aransain go around the west.


  “We’ll have Gi Jii and Zailduk wage the siege battle with the Kushunora, but Aransain is to rendezvous with the western army as quickly as they can.”


  “This order shall be passed on.”


  Aransain would need at least four days to rendezvous with them regardless how fast they were.


  In this sensitive situation where a battle could start at any moment, four days was too long.


  “Your Majesty, when shall we start the battle?”


  “We’ll have to start it whether we like it or not when the enemy makes their move, but until then, we’ll wait for Aransain! Do not let your guard down!”


  As the Goblin King’s retainers all bowed simultaneously, he dismissed them.


  “Do you think we can hold for four days?” The Goblin King asked.


  “…I don’t think the enemy will wait that long,” Pale replied.


  “…”


  The Goblin King silently closed his eyes and felt admiration for the War Princess’ yet unfolding schemes. But at the same time, he felt the desire to fight burn within him.


  ◆◇◆


  The following day, on the morning of the first day of the Month of Drago, the holy army of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom made their move, and the War at Gilgimel Plains, one of the turning points in the War Princess Battle, commenced.


  “Ojousama, your orders.”


  At the sound of her feeble aide’s voice, a full-armored Blanche quietly lifted up one of her arms.


  “Footmen, advance!”


  At the sound of the Assistant Officer’s voice, the lower commanders also passed the command.


  The footmen making their slow advance were drafted from various countries. The main force that was the cavalry showed no signs of moving.


  “…Felduk advance!”


  In response, the goblins too made their move. As Gi Gu led Felduk to advance into a half-circle formation, the Goblin King ordered him to advance.


  “Send a messenger to Gi Gu Verbena.”


  The messenger soldiers mostly made up of Paradua goblins shot forth like an arrow from Pale to wade through the battlefield and deliver a message to Gi Gu.


  “I have received His Majesty’s orders!”


  Gi Gu, who had drawn his sword and axe, turned to his subordinates and commanded them with a bellow.


  “Advance soldiers. We shall cut open a path for our king!”


  Gu Naga (Long), Gu Tough, and Gu Big bellowed out along with the rest of the intermediate commanders to encourage their soldiers. Some of them used the war drums recommended by Gi Go to signal the advance of the army.


  At the sound of the drums, the soldiers wielding shields and axes stepped forward. Behind them were the soldiers wielding stone slings. Further toward the back, were the druids of the south, already chanting.


  If they attacked from outside the range of the enemy, they would naturally incur fewer casualties.


  Gi Gu had searched for a way to allow the normal goblins to attack from a distance despite not being able to use bows. Even if they couldn’t attack consecutively, as long as they could attack from outside the enemy’s range, the damage they could inflict on them mentally and physically would be great.


  Inspired by the catapults of the humans, Gi Gu established a projectile-based platoon (Slow) and widened his tactics. He’d originally wanted to use this platoon alongside the anti-cavalry palisade to fight off the enemy cavalry, but they were still plenty effective against the approaching footmen.


  After all, stones flying at high speed were extremely lethal. Moreover, the druids of the south, though few in number, were not under Gi Za Zakuend and were under his command. Because of that he was able to gather the functions of multiple armies under his army.


  This was a battle formation made possible because he was capable enough to conquer the southern lands and make the goblins living there obey him.


  “Stone Throwers!”


  When Gi Gu had ascertained that the enemy footmen were near enough, he raised his voice and had the drums beat. As the rhythm of the war drums changed, the footmen stopped their advance and lined up their shields, then the stone throwers from behind used their slings to launch stones, flooding the ranks of the spear-wielding footmen of the enemy forces.


  As the rhythm of the war drums changed once more, Gi Gu gave orders to the three sibling goblins in charge of the front lines.


  “Stop throwing stones! Take out your swords!”


  At Gu Naga Ferun’s order, the projectile platoon (slow) changed their weapons in anticipation of a close-up battle. This was the same strategy once exhibited by the hero of Pena, Allen. Even if the frontmost forces could not do it, Gi Gu adopted the strategy as he believed it should be feasible for the second and third lines.


  “Raise your shields!”


  Gu Tough Duen and Gu Big Rueh raised their voice. The spears used by the goblins were all big, and were built with wood reinforced by iron.


  The scariest part about long spears is their length.


  That was also the case for Gi Jii Yubu’s regiol, and the way he had his soldiers gather together and advance with their spears lined up was just like a hedgehog running with its spines standing on end. Devoted to the concept of ‘attacking the enemy from a place they can’t reach’, he had a preference for even longer spears.


  There was another way to use long spears other than thrusting with it. And that was to smash with it. Line up the spears, raise them up, and smash! With the centrifugal force bolstered by the length of the spear, the resulting power would be no different from a descending club.


  As strong as goblin warriors may be, charging in without a plan would only result in their defeat. Moreover, the long spear soldiers of Gi Jii Yubu also had the anti-cavalry palisade, making them a versatile branch of the goblin forces.


  The Goblin King had his four generals each adopt their personal color. Aransain was a cavalry army that focused on speed, Felduk was a monster army that focused on soldiers that could handle monster beasts, Fanzel was a mixed army, and Felduk was an army that revolved around the goblins’ heightened physical abilities compared to the humans.


  With the exception of the battle slaves, Felduk had a greater ratio of goblins in its ranks compared to the other three armies. It was because of that that Gi Gu Verbena’s pursuit of the goblins’ possibilities resulted in the strengthening of his army.


  The footmen of the enemy wielding long spears simultaneously raised up their weapons. When Gu Tough Duen and Gu Big Rueh saw that, they called out once more.


  “Raise shields.”


  An exceedingly simple order. The goblins at the frontmost lines positioned their shields high enough to touch their shoulder pads, preparing them to receive the spears descending from above.


  As the goblins endured the impact of the spears, a commander cried out.


  “Attack!”


  With a shout, the goblins passed through the spears that struck them earlier and they entered the fray. The southern goblins were shorter than normal goblins but had longer arms.


  Having a smaller body meant that there were fewer places to be attacked. Because of that when confronting the long spearmen of the enemy, there was a high chance that they would choose to suppress them by overwhelming them.


  Of course there were enemies that stabbed at them, but these long spearmen were from the coalition army; hence, their morale varied and they also weren’t that well coordinated.


  So long as the goblins were able to close the distance enough, the battle would greatly favor the goblins with their long swords, as intercepting an enemy right at your face with a long spear wasn’t an easy task.


  Aransain wouldn’t arrive until a day later.


  Like this the battle at Gilgimel Plains began during the attack of the goblins.


  Chapter 250 
Battle of Gilgimel Plains III


  It has been 2 hours since the Battle of Gilgimel Plains began.


  The battle was gradually inclining toward the goblins, as the vanguard led by Gi Gu Verbena’s Felduk was overpowering the spearmen of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  The goblins that slipped in through the spears and attacked were clearly stronger than the Holy Shushunu Kingdom when considering only their strength as an infantry. But by repeatedly retreating, the Holy Shushunu Kingdom was yet to fall.


  Behind them was Blanche Ririnoie the War Princess, an unsparing commander also known as ‘Lady Impaler’. And that ruthlessness could only be worse given that these footmen were sent here by the countries under the patronage of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. What’s more was that she has already shown to them before what happens to the countries that rebel against them; hence, these soldiers that were pulled out of their respective nation’s standing army had no choice but to fight desperately. Running would only rouse the anger of the Lady Impaler. They had no choice but to desperately stop the goblins.


  That being said, the attack of the goblins was indeed fierce.


  After going through many battles and learning many things, Felduk’s manner of fighting has already brought the power of the goblins to a peak.


  The reason why the Holy Shushunu Kingdom was still yet to collapse despite that was because their cavalry was still a threat and persistently trying to separate them from the flanks.


  The Holy Shushunu Kingdom had spread out a horizontal line. At the frontmost were the footmen and the archers. In the second line was the cavalry. And in the third line were more archers. It was a simple formation, so as soon as the Holy Shushunu Kingdom started the battle, they separated the second line and moved their cavalry toward the flanks.


  The cavalries positioned at the flanks would show signs of launching an assault whenever the goblins’ attacks intensified.


  The goblins deployed in a half-circle formation changed their formation as they fought the enemy, and they adopted a similar horizontal line to keep the cavalry at the flanks in check.


  Normally, they should have been able to push the soldiers at the flanks and surround the footmen to wipe them out, but the cavalry of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom were more agile than the goblins expected.


  Zaurosh of the Proud Clan (Leon Heart Clan) was the one leading the goblin cavalry. He was both an excellent commander and a skilled warrior who used a sickle spear.


  But there were several times more archer knights and mana guards who could shoot from afar than them. Especially, the mana guards who weren’t all directly under the control of the War Princess, and had many skilled mages under their ranks.


  At the behest of the feeble man, they would cast their spells to cover for their lance knights, and a rain of magic bullets would descend upon the goblins to slow them down.


  Of course, Zaurosh led his soldiers to try and break through that situation and proactively fought against the lance knights, but not only did the enemy have more soldiers, they also ran away as soon as they provided cover, making it very difficult to pin them down.


  In these plains where there were barely any obstacles, the mana guards tuned their spells to focus on range over power.


  They already had a long range from the start, but now that range was even longer, so unless they intended on being the aggressors, Zaurosh had little chance of catching them.


  “This is hard… At this rate, this battle will never end.”


  But Zaurosh didn’t think that the enemy would continue shooting at them from a distance like this either. Right now they still had their footmen, but those soldiers were already on the verge of breaking formation. Zaurosh calmed himself by telling himself that victory would be theirs as soon as the footmen’s formation broke.


  Compared to Zaurosh, Pale Symphoria the Tactician was looking at the battle from a much wider perspective.


  Before long, the enemy footmen won’t be able to endure the attacks of the goblins anymore. They weren’t weak by any means, it just so happened that the Felduk goblins have learned much in their past battles.


  But the enemy should also be aware of that.


  Although she may not have been directly involved with any battle until now, someone as skilled as the War Princess should have already understood the advantage the goblins held physically. If so, then she should have a countermeasure of some sort in place, but the Holy Shushunu Kingdom wasn’t making any moves.


  “Am I overthinking it?”


  Did she misread the strength of the goblins? Pale shook her head again.


  No, she’s not someone who could make such a blunder.


  “Regardless, let’s strengthen our offensive.”


  No matter what schemes the enemy might have, if their footmen are wiped out, they shouldn’t be able to do anything anymore. After Felduk received the order to change out their frontmost row, the battle at the frontlines became even more heated.


  By changing out the tired soldiers at the front with fresh soldiers, the offensive of the goblins naturally became stronger, and the enemy had no choice but to retreat more. The number of enemy soldiers being killed was increasing more and more.


  “…Could it be?”


  As Pale sorted her mind and she took a look at the position of the armies, she instinctively felt that something was amiss. In the front were the footmen. To the flanks were the cavalry that numbered nearly 2,000.


  It was just a thought, but could it be?


  Could they be waiting for someone to come from behind?


  “Mu?”


  The first one to notice that was the Goblin King. Without so much as sparing a glance at the heated frontlines, the Goblin King turned around.


  As the Goblin King narrowed his eyes, a cold shiver crept up Pale’s back and she turned toward the direction the king was looking at.


  From the clouds of dust rising from the distance could be heard the footsteps that would overturn this war right from the roots.


  * * *


  Three days before the Battle of Gilgimel Plains began.


  Blanche Ririnoie was there as a part of the detached force from the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. She was there among the Short Sword Battle Maiden (Valkyria) that attacked the Kushain Believers. She didn’t want the Kushain Believers to interfere in the battle with the goblins, so she decided to attack them preemptively, and then after making sure that they didn’t have the leisure to join their battle anymore, she decided to settle the battle with the goblins.


  “Hmm. With such high morale all around, this was a good plan if I say so myself.”


  With her whole body covered in armor, she stood beside the commander of the Valkyria, Far, and hid herself.


  “It’s because you’re here, Clan Leader. Your presence is an encouragement to us all.”


  “Former clan leader,” she corrected.


  “As you will.”


  “Now then, we’ve already restrained the heretics. We should be going back soon.”


  She laughed as if she were merely going for a walk. After removing her full face helmet, her blonde hair swayed in the wind, and she cast her eyes at the traces left by the fighting.


  “We’ll go back from here and take the goblins from behind.”


  “How fast shall we ride?”


  “As fast as we can, of course.”


  Blanche smiled complacently. She had correctly read the speed of the goblins’ march. The will of the Red King that was the intelligence department had grown weak due to Esgare’s death, but by narrowing down the objective to just one, she was still able to use them.


  She had them send her the information they gathered, and then with that she waged war against the Kushain Believers. Luring the goblins and making them wait at Gilgimel Plains was also a part of her plan.


  It would have been another story had the goblins laid siege, but in all their battles until now, they have always decided their battles on the plains. If the Holy Shushunu Kingdom were to be defeated, naturally Blanche also had to be removed. The same was true for the Mana Guard, which was the source of her strength.


  That’s why she believed that they would insist on fighting a decisive battle at the plains.


  They would secure a quick victory, suppress the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, and then head east in search for another battlefield. She didn’t know why, but the speed of the goblins’ march and even the speed at which they conquered countries was abnormal.


  It was as if they were being driven by something to greedily conquer one land after another.


  Blanche couldn’t possibly know what had them so impatient, but if their objective was to secure a quick victory, then a decisive battle was their best option. Presently, the former Germion Kingdom and the former Merchant Country of Pena still thought lowly of the goblins’ rule and inclined heavily toward resistance.


  The entire army of the Short Sword Battle Maiden that pushed Vilan followed after Blanche as she headed for the Gilgimel Plains.


  “Now then, goblins, the time has come to dance with me. May your lives elegantly and charmingly bloom death.”


  The smile engraved into her lips belonged to that of a cruel ruler.


  Like that Blanche returned to the Holy Shushunu Kingdom in order to finish off the goblins that have been dancing on the palm of her hands.


  ◆◆◇


  The feeble aide that has been giving orders among the mana guards narrowed his eyes when he saw the clouds of dust billowing from behind the goblins.


  “…They’ve arrived. Good work.”


  When the feeble aide said that, Blanche’s full-armored body-double took off her helmet. They had chosen someone among the adventurers who was around her age to act as her bodydouble.


  “Mehran Le Coude-dono. With this my job should be complete.”


  “Yes, thank you. With this the conditions for victory can finally be seen.”


  He nodded to the body double, and then raised his voice.


  “Behold my soldiers!”


  The mana guards were already deathly quiet, but his voice still made them listen attentively.


  “Donned in black armor, her golden hair flutters among the wind, our war princess has returned! Behold her gallant figure as she rides from the distance! Behold the figure of the battle maiden as she rides back to us! Remember the name Blanche Ririnoie! That is the name of our master! That is the name of our savior!”


  At the words of the feeble aide, the hearts of the mana guards were stirred. He knew that the time to decide victory has come; hence, he spoke to empower them. The rising morale of the cavalry would also keep the footmen from collapsing.


  —The War Princess was leading their reinforcements.


  Nothing could encourage the footmen more than that information.


  “Just a little more and the War Princess shall trample down our enemies from behind. Just a little more!”


  The commanders from various countries cried out and fiercely encouraged their soldiers.


  Compared to them, the goblins had no choice but to stand on the balls of their feet. The persistent footmen, the two flanks of cavalries visibly seething with killing intent, and the war princess riding from behind. Even if these goblins couldn’t see the whole situation, the panic Pale and the rest of the goblin commanders felt was transmitted to them.


  As their offensive grew weaker, the goblins had no choice but to put more importance on their defense.


  “As if I’m just going to let them wipe us out… Felduk’s flanks are to turn toward the cavalry and advance. Zaurosh-dono’s cavalry is to ride with the king’s cavalry and move to the back. Please intercept the War Princess. Send an order to Gi Gu-dono to maintain the frontlines.”


  The situation suddenly changed, but Pale steadily responded.


  “Your Majesty, the time has come to decide this battle. Please turn around and decide the battle with the War Princess!”


  A fierce smile appeared on the Goblin King and he nodded. In contrast, Pale bit her lips out of shame.


  “I didn’t want to exhaust you, Your Majesty, but it seems I am lacking. The fortunes of war be with you, and please don’t push yourself too much.”


  “Pale. You don’t need to worry about anything. If the War Princess wishes to impede my path to world domination, then I shall remove her with my own hands!”


  The king rode on the andrewarchus known as Sui, and drew his great sword with his two hands, then he called out to the soldiers directly under him.


  “To battle my soldiers! Destroy the enemies that ride behind us!”


  * * *


  After uniting the cavalry led by Zaurosh, they rode to battle the Valkyria led by the War Princess. With the king’s calvary added into the fray, even defeating the Valkyria should be possible.


  The Gaidga Tribe and the snow demons (Yugushiva) led by Gi Go were also with them to protect the Goblin King.


  The elven archers accompanied Felduk. The enemy cavalry likely wanted to attack from the flanks. If not for the support of the archers, even Felduk would have a hard time.


  Felduk, which pushed the frontlines, were able to create a gap inside the enemy formation by opening the flanks, but if they were to compress their formation, the enemy cavalry would trample them.


  Temporarily open both flanks to control the enemies at the flanks, remove the threat from the back, and then destroy the enemies at the flanks with the cavalry. That was Pale’s plan.


  The Goblin King’s cavalry possessed a far greater destructive prowess than that of Gi Ga Rax’s Aransain. It was made up of the few elites, chosen specifically for their loyalty and strength, necessitating that even the least among them be rare class.


  Cavalries specialize in speed and impact compared to other army units like the infantry which included mages, archers, spearmen, and swordsmen.


  But regardless what type of army the humans might have, the cavalry of the Goblin King stands out in terms of power. The reason is because of the monster beasts that they use for steeds, which the humans find too difficult to raise.


  An explosive acceleration accompanied by the goblins’ exceptional handling. It is with these two aspects that the king’s cavalry is able to exhibit its terrifying destructive power.


  But the goblins were never really horse riders, so they did have one blind spot.


  The cavalry which Zaurosh led in a wedge-shaped assault formation was meant to intercept the Valkyria, who were riding from behind. The goblins needed to accelerate first before they could exhibit their destructive strength; hence, why they had taken it upon themselves to use an assault formation.


  If they didn’t remove the enemy behind them quickly, the enemy cavalry expanding toward their flanks would attack them. In order to raise morale and give time to build their charge, the formation they chose was the arrow-point formation. They would focus their strength into a single point and then smash all of that into the approaching enemy.


  Zaurosh’s objective was to stop the cavalry led by the War Princess. Behind them was the cavalry of the Goblin King.


  After passing by the enemy, they could go around and take the enemy from behind to help the king’s cavalry in their assault. Of course in that case, if the enemy doesn’t want their backs taken, then they would have no choice but to respond to their movements.


  Zaurosh tried to pass by the enemy while using the arrow-point formation, but then the movement of the enemy cavalry caused his eyes to open wide.


  “What!?”


  The head of the enemy’s formation had split into two.


  They passed by each other, and Zaurosh tried to crush them, but the enemy did something unexpected, and before he knew it, they were already leaving them behind. Zaurosh had attacked straight into the center, but the Valkyria just split to the sides. They showed no signs of regrouping into one group and instead continued riding as two diffrent groups.


  “—To the right! Turn!”


  But Zaurosh only hesitated for a moment before deciding to chase after one of the two cavalries. Already, he had drawn up a diagram in his mind where both cavalry groups attacked him. As such, he led his cavalry to turn around.


  But again, the cavalry of Valkyria did not do as he expected.


  “Don’t ignore me!” Zaurosh cried.


  Valkyria rode as if they didn’t care about him, and their intentions became apparent.


  —They’re going after Felduk!


  But by the time Zaurosh realized that, much time had already been lost.


  “At this rate… Tactician-dono!”


  The Goblin King was also watching when the enemy cavalry split.


  “So Zaurosh chased after the right cavalry. In that case, we shall give chase for the left!”


  The Goblin King’s great sword flashed and the direction of his cavalry was decided. Gi Be Slay and the other imperial guards of the Goblin King accelerated.


  Their objective was the commander at the head of the cavalry with fluttering blonde hair.


  “Attack!”


  The king bellowed and the rest of the goblins cried back in response.


  Like that the Goblin King’s cavalry and Zaurosh’s cavalry were split as they gave chase after the now split cavalry of the Valkyria.


  ◆◇◆


  “They’re fast. As expected of monster beasts.”


  When Blanche the War Princess saw the giant goblin approaching, a faint smile appeared on her face. If they were to take that head on, no matter how well-trained the Valkyria may be, only destruction would await them.


  “If we face them head on, that is… Archers!”


  It wasn’t easy to pull off horse-back archery in an actual battle, but it wasn’t impossible by any means. The Holy Shushunu Kingdom possessed a vast amount of wealth and plains that made that very thing possible.


  The famed archers under the direct control of the royal family were one of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom’s major powers.


  And although few, even the Short Sword Battle Maiden have succeeded at training their soldiers to perform horseback archery.


  At Blanche’s behest, her soldiers fired their arrows at the goblins while riding like the wind. The Goblin King easily brushed aside those arrows, but even then he had no choice but to slow down a little.


  “Change course! To the left!”


  The official army of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom that Blanche Ririnoie led regularly used horses. The Holy Shushunu Kingdom didn’t merely incorporate the faster three-eyed unruly horse (Hipparion), hich because it wouldn’t make the unit uniform, but more so because monster beasts like Andrewarchus, Hipparions, and Sand Horses were all actually inferior to horses when it came to their ability to turn around.


  Until now the goblins’ enemies have always clashed with them from the front, so it hasn’t been a problem, but Blanche Ririnoie understood the weakness of the goblins well, and the irregular trajectories she drew with her cavalry made sport of the Goblin King’s cavalry.


  * * *


  The cavalry under the War Princess was like a fish that repeatedly slipped past one’s fingers.


  No matter how fast the king’s cavalry was, Blanche was able to keep avoiding them. The Valkyria would indeed be crushed if they just clashed once, but the Valkyria never allowed them to approach.


  “How scary.”


  Blanche was all smiles as she continued to lead her cavalry.


  “We won’t be fighting in a straight-up battle, so you goblins should just grind your teeth and watch.”


  She used her sword in place of a commander’s staff to commanded her cavalry. It was like a play the way she swung that sword of hers over and over, and drew one irregular path after another over the battlefield. There was no stopping the Valkyria.


  “If you can’t stop me, then…”


  They continued to dodge the attack of the goblins, and before long, the backs of Felduk was right before the battle maidens.


  “Attack the enemy from behind!” Blanche commanded then remarked with a laugh. “Elegantly,” as she led Valkyria to attack the back of Felduk. When the archer knights and the lance knights at the flanks saw that, they too joined the assault along with the mana guards.


  Their lances sent the goblins flying, and the blue blood spilled was so plentiful it was enough to form a river. Although Felduk had been cautious, the sudden attack of the skilled riders from behind brought chaos to their flanks and caused them to suffer great casualties.


  “Endure it! The king’s reinforcements will come soon!”


  With Felduk attacked from both the flanks and the back, even Gi Gi Gu Verbena found himself at a predicament despite his decorated career. He was just barely able to raise morale by encouraging his soldiers, but even then, their chain of command was quickly cut, and the pressure they’ve been applying on the frontlines vanished.


  Behind them were the Valkyria, to the flanks were the lance knights, while the archer knights and the mana guards provided cover from afar, raining arrows and magic bullets onto them.


  And then before long, lance knights even started pouring in from in front. Already, Felduk had nowhere left to run.


  The only reason they were still barely able to function as an army was because Zaurosh and the Goblin King managed to impede the lance knights in the nick of time.


  “I won’t let you do as you please anymore!”


  Zaurosh cried out, and the cavalry he led bit into the flank of the charging lance knights. Though their numbers were inferior, they had built enough of a momentum bring the battle into a melee. As Zaurosh swung his sickle spear, he encouraged his army and a desperate defensive battle gradually unfolded.


  But Valkyria, which had taken Felduk from behind, had already slipped away in the chaos. When the Goblin King realized that, he ground his teeth and changed his objective.


  Zaurosh’s attack at the enemy’s flanks only weakened their charge, but the Goblin King’s attack was in a completely different league.


  The Goblin King led his army against the lance knights that tried to approach Felduk, and as soon as they made contact with them, rider and steed alike were blown away.


  “Save Felduk! Save our brethren!”


  The Goblin King pointed his great sword and roused his goblins. The cavalry of the Goblin King that followed after him destroyed everything in its path as it did its best to impede the assault of the lance knights.


  But despite that it was not enough.


  The Valkyria that attacked Felduk from behind had already reached the soldiers at the frontlines.


  The enemy footmen have been receiving a beating all this time, but when the goblins’ attacks weakened and the War Princess trampled down on them, a fire was lit within them once more.


  “Knights and soldiers, I ask you. Is there any among you with pride yet burning within his heart? In this battlefield of despair, where not even a ray of hope to life could be found, is there any among you who yet thinks of their country? Is there any part of you that yet thinks of your family?”


  Blanche sheathed her bloodstained sword and opened her arms.


  “If there is, then I ask you! Pick yourselves up and fight once more! The time to turn the tides of battle has come! Victory is upon us! So live on and return to your motherland, and let your people know that you defended your people from the monsters!”


  “I don’t want to admit it, but… She’s almost like a god of war.”


  At the muttering of one of the commanders of the minor nations, an awestruck voice agreed.


  “Dazzling hair fluttering in the air, with eyes that scorch her foes, accompanied by the battle maidens, the household of the dark god.”


  A verse from the War of the Gods passed down through the years.


  “Don’t falter! The War Princess is with us! Advance! Keep advancing!”


  At the behest of the commanders, the footmen bellowed and attacked Felduk.


  When Blanche the War Princess saw that, she changed her course and once again rode away. She did that because the lance knights couldn’t produce the results she expected. Especially the left wing of her army. That was how terrifying the assault of the Goblin King’s cavalry was. It was only a little, but her plan had been shifted off its course; hence, she had no choice but to quickly turn around and attempt to save her left wing.


  But what she saw then was the lance knights on the verge of defeat. Only a short time had passed, and yet they have already been driven this far.


  “A terrifying foe indeed, but!”


  As though this scene was nothing more than a spice to let her taste fear, a smile carved itself upon her lips, then she led her cavalry from behind the lance knights and called over the archer knights and mana guards to accompany her while she ordered the lance knights to retreat. She then took all the remaining horsemen and went around Felduk.


  “You will not!”


  When the Goblin King saw that, he gathered his cavalry and once again set out to attack.


  “Treating the battlefield as her own and moving however she pleases, so this is the War Princess!”


  The golden hair of the War Princess fluttering in the air reflected on the Goblin King’s eyes, a fierce smile appeared on his lips.


  “Her head is mine! After me!”


  * * *


  The War Princess had to avoid the Goblin King’s assault once more, but this time she had the mana guards and the archer knights with her.


  “Don’t let them near us! Archers, shoot!”


  Magic bullets rained upon the cavalry of the Goblin King. They were so many and so powerful, that had it been a human cavalry receiving them, they would have already fallen into chaos, but the Goblin King only cut down those rain of magic bullets and continued onward.


  “Maintain speed! Do not cower!”


  What was more was that they maintained their speed as they continued their assault.


  Even Blanche’s smile couldn’t help but twitch upon seeing the figure of that goblin riding upon that giant monster beast.


  “Truly a monster… Turn around!”


  Blanche immediately ordered her soldiers to turn around to flee from the Goblin King.


  “…Tch, they’re clinging onto our sleeves.”


  The cavalry from just the left wing already numbered almost 2,000. When that was combined with the Valkyria Blanche led, their numbers were close to 3,000. Unfortunately, because of how many they were, some of the soldiers couldn’t follow Blanche’s instructions.


  That’s where the Goblin King attacked.


  The rearmost part of the army had literally been bitten off, but Blanche could still see the back of the panicking Felduk right in front of her.


  “Trample them!”


  When Gi Gu Verbena realized that the person leading the strongest cavalry in the battlefield was aiming for them, he resolved himself and fortified their defenses.


  “Huddle up soldiers! Don’t give their horses any room to get in!”


  Blanche tried to carry out her assault, but arrows showered at her from the sky.


  “You shall not!”


  The archers under Pale Symphoria focused their attacks on Blanche after determining her location. Their arrows were so precise that they were even able to hit Blanche’s armor. Unfortunately, it was deflected.


  “Please withdraw. This place is dangerous.”


  One of the Valkyria adventurers realized that it was dangerous for her to continue remaining at the frontlines and asked her to withdraw, but Blanche only laughed.


  “No, and don’t you dare slow down! If the likes of monsters can do it, then so can we!”


  The horsemen carrying large shields closed in on Blanche from both sides and defended her from the descending arrows.


  “Arrows!”


  The archer knights drew their bows and shot out a dense cloud of arrows. At roughly the same time, the mana guards also casted their magic against Felduk. Already Felduk was like a comb with missing teeth as they incurred one casualty after another, and then the cavalry of the War Princess attacked them.


  Goblins were driven off and crushed under their hooves, as they cut Felduk apart. The pain was made only worse by the arrows shot up close and magics cast at them.


  The enemy cavalry came from behind the goblins and passed through their left wing to retrieve the horsemen still fighting with Zaurosh’s cavalry, then they attacked Zaurosh’s cavalry and rode around the battlefield.


  When the enemy left the battlefield temporarily, the Goblin King and Pale met up.


  “Are you alright, Your Majesty!?”


  “Of course, I’m alright. Don’t worry about me!”


  Pale was relieved from the bottom of her heart to see the Goblin King smiling as ferociously as ever. After which she made a bitter expression and advised the king to retreat.


  “Your Majesty, please forgive me. All of this is my fault. Please give the order to retreat.”


  At this rate, Felduk would be destroyed. Pale didn’t word that thought out, but the Goblin King still ground his teeth. Blanche the War Princess has been thoroughly avoiding a direct confrontation with the Goblin King and attacking only places that were easy to attack. It was unlikely that she would make a mistake here and attack them head-on.


  “If we retreat here, can we win against that War Princess?”


  “Without a doubt!”


  The king nodded and gave his permission to order the retreat.


  “My cavalry will watch our back. Give Felduk the order to retreat!”


  “As you will.”


  When Pale gave the signal to retreat, Gi Gu glared at the enemy cavalry running around the battlefield and yelled.


  “Retreat? After going this far!?”


  Gi Gu boiled with rage, but the king’s order had to be obeyed.


  “…Fine. Gather the wounded! We don’t need prisoners!”


  After recovering the wounded goblins, Gi Gu’s Felduk began their retreat to the west.


  “So the king will be watching our backs…”


  Seeing the Goblin King watch Felduk leave, Gi Gu and his men quickly fled.


  “Get rid of the enemy footmen still clinging to us.”


  When the commander of the various nations saw the goblins fleeing, they attacked as though the time to secure victory had come. The War Princess had temporarily left to organize her soldiers, so the Goblin King’s cavalry was able to make full use of their power.


  The Goblin King’s Great Sword that Dances the Black Flames (Flamberge) and Black-Red-Speckled Great Sword (Zweihander) mercilessly crushed the enemy infantry. Not willing to allow the king to get hurt, Gi Be Slay and the other imperial guards fought intensely against the enemy infantry.


  “What is that monster?”


  The commanders opened their eyes wide in surprise and fear spread through them. Before long they stopped pursuing and instead ordered their army to turn around and attack a different group.


  Like a storm blowing, every swing of the great swords sent limbs flying, scattering the fragile lives of humans. The great sword flickering with flames of black was the symbol of the Goddess of the Underworld. Was this monster a messenger from the underworld? Or was it a demon of sort?


  The goblin that took human lives with his black flames became a storm with his two great swords and reaped one life after another. Any and all who witnessed that shuddered in fear. The kind of unmanageable fear that would appear only in the face of a calamity.


  Before the howls of the Goblin King, the commanders could just barely keep their platoons together, much less pursue the fleeing goblins.


  Meanwhile, Blanche, who had been riding around the battlefield to rally her cavalry, understood the whole picture and confirmed that the goblins were retreating and that the Goblin King had thrown himself into the fray.


  “Binding them with fear? Not bad.”


  As she said that, she turned her eyes from the Goblin King to the retreating Felduk. The smile on her face was just like that of a predator that’s found its prey.


  “Those who are fleeing are our prey.”


  She brandished her sword in place of a commander’s staff, and called over the feeble aide and the commander of Valkyria, Feeble Aide, then ordered them to attack once more.


  “That monster is still attacking the infantry. Are you sure?”


  “That’s probably their boss. Leave him alone.”


  “As you will.”


  Just how many people in the world could fight the Goblin King and win? At the very least, Blanche knew that there weren’t any under her. Besides, in order for her to secure victory, it was necessary for the Goblin King to keep on living.


  And that’s also why she will be thoroughly beating his subordinates instead.


  “The fleeing goblins are our enemy. The time for the hunt has come!”


  At the War Princess’s behest, the cavalry simultaneously rode off and split into two groups with the War Princess and Far leading each.


  The mana guards and the archer knights gathered under the War Princess, while the Short Sword Battle Maidens (Valkyria) and the lance knights gathered under Far.


  “Come, let’s expel these monsters from our lands!”


  As Blanche happily gave the order, magic bullets and arrows fell down on the fleeing Felduk. Valkyria and the lance knights attacked Felduk from behind like a school of small carnivorous fishes hunting a fleeing large fish.


  Felduk’s numbers decreased like a bleeding wound that couldn’t be stopped, and Gi Gu could only grind his teeth helpless.


  “There’s so many of them!”


  In the face of all the magic bullets and arrows being rained at them from above, the goblins under Gi Gu and even Pale’s elven archers could only fight defensively. Still, there was no way that Pale’s plan was a simple retreat.


  After all, it was a given that the enemy would give chase.


  And from the way the War Princess has been fighting all this time, it was also understandable that she would avoid the Goblin King and attack Felduk instead.


  Given all that, even Pale could predict this situation.


  As such, she was able to prepare a trump card behind Felduk.


  The plains shook and clouds of dust rose up. At the head of that cavalry was none other than the colossal stature of the Goblin King. The Goblin King’s cavalry set their eyes on the Valkyria.


  “GURUUuuUOOaaAA!”


  His bellows full of wrath rolled over onto his subordinates, and by the time the War Princess noticed the approaching goblins, they were already right behind them.


  “Far, enemy reinforcements! Dodge them! Soldiers, Focus your attacks into a single point!”


  As the War Princess brandished her sword in place of her staff, the magic bullets of the mana guards descended on the Goblin King. But despite that storm of magic bullets, the Goblin King’s pace did not slow down the slightest. Some did manage to hit him, but even then, he showed no signs of pain and continued riding as fast as ever. The Goblin King was the very picture of a death god.


  It was as if those snake-like black flames were wrapping themselves around the Goblin King to protect him.


  “What is that!?”


  Even for the War Princess, the sight of a monster that has been blessed so deeply by the Goddess of the Underworld (Altesia) was a first. To make it worse, the attack of the mana guards whom she trusted so deeply were completely ineffective. Given all that, it was only natural that she would waver.


  But the War Princess was a heaven-sent genius of the battlefield. Immediately, she changed gears and ordered her archer knights and mana


  guards to turn around.


  “Slip past them and attack the monster from behind!”


  The main force led by the War Princess made a sudden turn. She immediately made the decision to call off the support of the Valkyria, and to instead try and tear away the Goblin King’s cavalry.


  The reason was because Far didn’t notice the great threat approaching her until it was right behind her.


  “Impossible! What is with that speed!?”


  But she too was a veteran commander, and she was able to put aside her shock to order her cavalry to turn around. But by then her soldiers had already been overtaken by the Goblin King’s cavalry.


  With every swing of the Goblin King two great swords, the black flames would reap a human’s life. The fear of death was right behind them, but they had no choice but to desperately try to run away.


  Magic Bullets didn’t work against the Goblin King but they should still work against his subordinates, or so the War Princess thought, and true enough, the goblins that couldn’t defend against the magic bullets either fell off their steed or slowed down.


  “Far has retreated. The time is ripe!”


  After confirming that Valkyria was able to escape, it was now time for Blanche and her army to turn around, but then the Goblin King’s bellows resounded from behind them.


  “After coming this far, now you want to go after us!?”


  What Blanche saw when she turned was the Goblin King’s cavalry riding for her.


  “Very well. Since you’ve come, you might as well get a good look at how we ride.”


  With a swing of her sword, she ordered her soldiers to expand, and then they retreated while dodging the charge of the Goblin King. With horseback riding so exquisite it was almost acrobatic, they fled the battlefield despite the overwhelming speed of the Goblin King’s cavalry.


  In this way, the curtains were drawn on the Battle of Gilgimel Plains with the goblins as the defeated.


  Chapter 251 
Failed Negotiations


  After the goblins were defeated at the Battle of Gilgimel Plains, they retreated all the way to the border to defend against pursuing forces of the War Princess. Gi Gu Verbena entered the camp he made and tended to the wounded.


  They had to think about their plans for what’s to come.


  Felduk’s casualties numbered 4,500, the king’s cavalry 100, and Zaurosh’s cavalry 500. They each suffered great casualties in this defeat; hence, it was imperative that they thought things through.


  They had to decide whether to advance or to retreat.


  With the defeat of the western army, the threat of the War Princess heading south has increased, so Pale ordered Gi Ga Rax’s tiger and spear army (Aransain) and the twin-headed beast and axe army (Zeilduk) to retreat.


  “Is the king unwell?”


  The reason Gi Gu Verbena was so down when he asked that to Pale wasn’t actually because of their defeat but because of the king’s situation. He hung his head as if he were responsible for the king’s current affliction.


  “His Majesty… isn’t well. He said it wasn’t a big deal, but the heat hasn’t gone down even though the battle has already ended. This is the first time this has happened. Perhaps, that power really is too great for His Majesty to handle.”


  The king protected the back of the army and displayed peerless power even against the War Princess, but the price for that was his worsening condition. The heat emanating from his body hasn’t stopped and his body even continued to creak. The Goblin King was putting on a brave front, but Pale didn’t think that needed to be mentioned.


  “…I see.”


  “There’s no need to blame yourself. I too was helpless.”


  Pale had no choice but to accept that the War Princess’ insight for tactics was above her. Pale knew that the king was impatient, so because of that she too became impatient. That was a mistake.


  She was their strategist. She had to remain calm at all times.


  She didn’t think it was wrong to be charmed by the king. His gentleness and his naivety were a part of that.


  “But as his subject, it’s my duty to compensate for what he lacks.”


  Then a knock resounded from the door, and the gloomy atmosphere dispersed.


  Before worrying about the king, they were a commander and a strategist respectively, and taking charge of the army was their duty. They donned their masks as their duty demanded them and watched the person enter.


  “I’m entering.”


  The one who called out to them without regard for their state was Vine Ashley. This wild woman who should’ve been with Shumea was for some reason here.


  “Do you have business here?” Pale asked.


  “I just wanted to see my client’s disheartened face after losing,” Vine replied.


  As usual, she was good at annoying others, but Pale wasn’t in the mood to play along.


  “I doubt you’re free enough to do something as pointless as that.”


  “Tch, boring. Well, you’re not wrong.”


  Vine laughed, then leaned her body and brought her face near Pale’s ears.


  “Want me to wreak havoc at Shushunu?”


  Her proposal was like a devil’s temptation and it shook Pale’s mind.


  She couldn’t deny that a large part of it was her desire for vengeance. But if she were to release Vine’s fiendish power in the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, the resulting chaos wouldn’t be comparable at all to their side. The Holy Shushunu Kingdom was a country ruled by law, but if it were to lose the power supporting that, it would become unable to keep itself.


  Which is why a plan that sought to jolt that very thing from its foundation appeared extremely appealing to Pale.


  The catch was that it was dangerous.


  “…You realize how dangerous that is, right?”


  “Hey, who do you think I am? I’m Vine of the Burning Bright Moons, you know?”


  “…That can’t be all there is to this. Why are you doing this?”


  When Pale’s cold eyes tried to peer into Vine’s thoughts, for a moment, she couldn’t help but flinch. That was normally an impossible thing for her.


  As she turned away from Pale, her cheeks flushed as if embarrassed.


  “…Because Shumea-nee-san asked me to~”


  “I’ve been wondering for a while now, but what exactly is the relationship between you two?”


  “It doesn’t really matter does it!?”


  Vine said flustered, and Pale became even more suspicious. Was Vine really this kind of woman? She wondered.


  “She just helped me a little when I was a wee brat… Anyway, it’s none of your business!’


  “Well, that’s true.”


  Pale flatly replied. Vine glared at her, but there was no power behind her glare anymore.


  “If you’re willing to help, then we won’t refuse it. We’ll reward you appropriately.”


  “Yeah, thanks.”


  “Take Sophia with you too. That way I can contact you through her.”


  “That kid?”


  “Don’t worry, I’ll talk to her.”


  “Alright. We’ll leave as soon as everything is ready.”


  As soon as Vine left the door, she suddenly turned as if she’d remembered something.


  “By the way, Berk said he wanted to meet you. It sounded like it was something important.”


  Pale threw a puzzled glance at Vine as she left laughing, then she exchanged glances with Gi Gu and stood up.


  “Please rest for a while. It will be hard to move until the king recovers, so unfortunately, Felduk will have to carry the burden for a little more.”


  “It’s fine. We exist because of the king.”


  At that, Pale nodded and left to meet Berk.


  * * *


  There was clamor outside when Pale left.


  Armed elven warriors glared sharply at the goblins surrounding them. The tanned skin of these elven warriors were not features that could be found among the wind elves (sylphs). The goblins were also on the edge from the last battle, so they didn’t break their threatening posture.


  “Pale-dono!”


  A voice from the elves called out to Pale, and when she turned around, she saw the man that could be said to be the conscience of the Burning Bright Moons Clan.


  “Berk Alsen Royon…”


  “Friend of the North (Noizan Arata), do forgive me for not showing my face in a while.”


  “Friend of the South (Zauzan Arata), my apologies as well, I haven’t been keeping in touch either.”


  As Pale greeted him with grace, the elves became noisy.


  “Who is that? That’s not an earth elf (one of ours).”


  “Looks like a sylph. So there were survivors.”


  When she overheard them, Pale turned to the surprised gnomes.


  “So, what business do you have with us?”


  “Right… Briefly put, we wish to fight with you.”


  Berk was a tall man. He got on one knee and gave Pale the highest greeting he could give. With both of them being elves, they were both exceptionally beautiful; hence, this exchange of theirs looked just like a painting.


  “…Why so suddenly?”


  “Of course, it’s not because we were touched by your spirit.”


  “Of course not. Let’s go in and talk.”


  Pale nodded and invited the representatives of the gnomes, then she told the goblins that there was no need to be on alert and that they could return to their posts. The gnome warriors were surprised to see the goblins obey her, but Pale ignored them and spoke with the representative of the gnomes.


  They were a tribe of earth elves (gnomes) that came from a place known as the Land of the Southern Barbarians. In the process of the humans establishing their hegemony, their clan was driven to those lands. It has already been 100 years since the gnomes settled in those lands, and it has been quiet for a long time, but recently, the footsteps of the humans reached their ears once more. At this rate, they will surely be persecuted again, so the elders of the gnomes decided to investigate the human world. A duty Berk fulfilled by taking advantage of the clan system.


  “And you found out about us?”


  “Yes,” An old gnome warrior nodded. “The things Berk told me were truly interesting.”


  It must be because they lived in the desert for a long time that his skin was so tanned. With his bulging muscles, he was probably also really good at close combat.


  When the elders heard Berk’s report, they decided that they couldn’t just remain as spectators.


  “A decision one would expect from the brave gnomes indeed.”


  The old warrior seemed proud as he nodded to Pale’s words.


  “That’s the gist of our situation. We have 400 gnome warriors, every one of which is a sword or spear that could match a thousand warriors. Please allow us to fight with you,” Berk said.


  “…I take it you want to recover the territory of the gnomes?” Pale asked.


  “Yes. Specifically, we wish to recover the area extending from a portion of Eastern Holy Shushunu Kingdom to about one-half of the minor nation, Gernio.”


  Those territories weren’t much, so Pale didn’t think it would be an issue. The goblins weren’t greedy for land, and they had to destroy the minor nations allied with the Holy Shushunu Kingdom anyway, so they didn’t need to hold back for anyone. As for the rest, that depended on the king’s decision.


  “Do you know where the water elves (undine) and the fire elves (salamander) are?”


  Pale took their silence as a yes.


  “Hiding things won’t do either of us good. I’m not saying that you’re weak, but I’m sure that it’s also because you understand that defeating the Holy Shushunu Kingdom with just the 400 of you won’t be possible that you wish to work with us, yes?”


  “…Pale-dono, you are a brilliant tactician. Your tactics aren’t something we could hope to imitate. Hiding things indeed won’t do either of us any good.”


  When Berk said that, the frowning old warrior spoke.


  “We’re no strangers, but it would be best if you don’t expect much from them.”


  “Nothing will change if we don’t try. Can you tell me where they are?”


  The old warrior finally gave in and nodded his head while groaning.


  “If that’s what you wish.”


  This meeting allowed Pale to come up with a new scheme against the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  After parting with them, Pale called upon Gi Za’s help. Speaking of which, Gi Za was still furious for having lost face due to the Kushunora incident.


  “Blanche the War Princess… This time we will be the victors.”


  Blessed by the goddess of vengeance, the hands of the tactician reached out for the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  ◆◆◇


  After repelling the goblins, Blanche gave a full report to the king at the imperial court of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  Her victory did not only mean that the goblins were repelled, but it also established their border and earned them political merit. But Blanche lost more soldiers than she’d expected. They were able to snatch victory, but the losses they suffered weren’t something she could ignore. She had hired skilled adventurers, but even the adventurers guild suffered a lot of losses. If they were to fight any more than this, her power will grow weaker.


  “That monster was more than I expected.”


  After repelling the fiendish goblins, her influence in the imperial court has become greater than ever. She was already acting as if she were the head of the three great nobles, but no one disputed it.


  “As you command.”


  “There’s no need to stand on ceremony.”


  “As you will!”


  She invited Far of the Short Sword Battle Maiden (Valkyria) to her house. Blanche enjoyed a cup of black tea, but Far was overly serious and just stood there with her back straight, not even touching her cup.


  As Blanche heaved a sigh, Far asked her.


  “…I hear things aren’t progressing so well.”


  “Yes.”


  She looked at her reflection on her cup and spoke.


  “Apparently, the underlings of the Kushunora House are causing trouble. ‘We should fight again and take the Highway of Wealth for ourselves,’ is what they’re saying.”


  “Is Kushunora-dono aware of that?”


  “He’s not that much of a fool. He knows full well that we’d be bankrupt before we could take the Highway of Wealth for ourselves. Unfortunately, his supporters don’t understand that. It seems he’s having a hard time suppressing them, and there are also those among the army who support it. To make things worse, those few supporters are able to whisper to our dearest king.”


  “…The adventurers guild is also moving strange recently.”


  “Hmm… It would be good if they’re merely overeager because of the victory. Though, having to wait for them to cool down does mean we will be giving the goblins more time to recover.”


  ‘Perhaps I should line up the heads of my own allies too,’ Blanche thought as she glanced at Far, but upon seeing her stand so honestly, she sighed and shook her head.


  “Ridiculous. If secrets need be whispered, they should be kept only to honeyed words! We defeated the goblins. What we should be doing now is to either ask them to surrender or send them an envoy of peace. Why don’t they understand this?”


  “…Perhaps they are hesitant to establish a diplomatic relationship with goblins?”


  “They are strong, that’s why they could build a country. My cute subordinates didn’t lose to people we can’t work with!”


  “Yes, clan leader!”


  “Hmm… We have to do something.”


  The troubled Blanche was actually troubled by the inner palace (reserved for women).


  “Oh, right, Far. What do you think about the inner palace—”


  “—Absolutely not!”


  “If you’re going to refuse it that much, then… I suppose there’s no choice. I’ll have to offer myself as a candidate.”


  “Won’t His Majesty run away?”


  “Sigh, I wonder if there’s a queen somewhere willing to be my pawn.”


  “You’re being too blunt, Clan Leader…”


  In the end, it took Blanche 30 days after defeating the goblins before she was able to bring together the imperial court and send an envoy to the goblins seeking peace and an alliance.


  The reason it took Blanche so much time was partly because she didn’t believe that the goblins would be able to get themselves back up in just 30 days, and partly because she was not as harsh toward her own allies. She also believed in the time that Esgare bought in exchange for his life. Her naivety to believe in that gave the goblins enough time. Unfortunately for her, in just 30 days, the situation would undergo a tremendous change.


  ◇◆◆


  The Goblin King’s health returned to normal after 3 days.


  Pale used that as an opportunity to reorganize the army and propose to the king a new plan to deal with the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  “In the first place, we threw away our advantage the moment we stepped onto the same ring.”


  Pale analyzing their defeat was to show the king that they would incorporate even that into their plans.


  “She also doesn’t have many subordinates with which she can entrust the battlefield to.”


  Pale had been keeping an eye out for the War Princess during the battle, but in the end, she could never figure out where she was. One thing for sure was that Blanche Ririnoie was there during the turning point of the battle, so she could just start there.


  If the War Princess had many subordinates she could entrust with the battlefield, she wouldn’t have had to be so elusive. A general of the entire army like her could just hide behind her forces. Pale figured that if she thought about it like this, then she would be able to catch the War Princess.


  Yes, she could just give them the turning point herself, and then the War Princess will appear on her own volition.


  To that end, they needed to lose and they also needed enough soldiers to crush them.


  “The Holy Shushunu Kingdom is a great power that reins supreme in the meadows. It sources its rare slaves, such as the demihumans, or the elves, or those that became slaves due to the war with the minor powers from the eastern minor powers.”


  “You wish to make use of that?”


  “Yes. I’ve already sent my people.”


  If Pale’s plan were to be put in simple words, she intended to lure out the War Princess and crush her with supplies. Hence, she intended to greatly increase their numbers by incorporating elf, demihuman, and human combatants, and then suppress Shushunu in one fell swoop. When Pale said that she would crush her with supplies, the Goblin King became thoughtful.


  They probably won’t have any problem with supplies as long as Yoshu was in charge.


  It would be troublesome if the War Princess were to escape and fight them with guerrilla tactics. If they defeat the Holy Shushunu Kingdom only for it to betray them, it would just cause them more problems. The Holy Shushunu Kingdom had to fall with the War Princess.


  “The elves and the demihumans, I understand. But what about the humans? Even if you forcefully conscript the soldiers in my lands, they won’t be of help.”


  If anything, they might just create an opening for the War Princess.


  “We have an ally for that.”


  “The Kushain Believers?”


  “Do you believe Queen Mira to be the kind of person who’d keep quiet after everything?”


  “Well, now that you mention it… Can you give me an estimate?”


  “As you will.”


  In fact, in less than 10 days, a letter from the queen of the Kushain Believers, also known as their saint, Mira Vi Burnen, was brought to the king.


  ‘I will also be sending soldiers for the next campaign!’


  Her competitive spirit and great anger could easily be felt through her letter. When the Goblin King read it, his expression was indescribable.


  The Governor-General of the Western Capital, Yoshu, also sent him medical supplies after getting word of their defeat.


  He also gathered 2,000 goblins that normally did patrols and had Gi Ah lead them to the king along with a letter imploring the king to employ the humans as guards.


  When 2,000 wounded goblins came back with the king’s letter of agreement, Yoshu sent them to the Forest of Darkness and then sent the some of the proceeds of the Western Capital to the king to help. Moreover, Gi Ii also ran to the Goblin King along with some of the goblins from the Forest of Darkness like the crippled goblins, the goblins in charge with educating the newly born goblins, and the goblins who wished to go back to the front lines. They numbered 500.


  All of this was arranged by Yoshu.


  At this point, even the Goblin King was shocked by Yoshu’s skill, but he was also happy. A month later, they had another 2,000 soldiers plus a thousand more from the south. Yellow’s messengers also joined them.


  By this point, the situation has swung largely out of Blanche the War Princess’ expectations.


  The chaos at the Western Capital was minimized by Yoshu, and while at first it seemed as if their headquarters had been attacked, in truth, only one village had been attacked, and their headquarters was actually in good health.


  The monster with endless stamina yet held his power as he looked vigilantly toward the east.


  It was at a time like that that the diplomats from the Holy Shushunu Kingdom came.


  —Let us engage in diplomacy and have peace.


  The diplomats probably never expected that they would be rejected. After all, the goblins suffered great losses and were forced to flee to the west. If they didn’t want to be attacked, then they had no choice but to accept their conditions. Although they didn’t actually give any because Blanche had persuaded their king. Unfortunately, her efforts were wasted as the Goblin King rejected the messenger’s call for peace and diplomacy.


  “We will not form an alliance after a defeat.”


  The king’s firm decision was supported by Pale, but it was also made after seeing the thorough logistical support offered by Yoshu and their alliance with the Kushain Believers. The tiger and spear army (Aransain) and the twin-headed beast and axe army (Zeilduk) positioned at the south were also in perfect condition. What’s more was that even the bow and arrow army (Fanzel) positioned near the borders was still in good health.


  “Let the War Princess know that we look forward to a rematch.”


  The Goblin King was full of leisure as he said that with a fierce smile. To the diplomats, he was the very picture of a demon king, but in truth, things weren’t that easy for them either.


  Regardless of the truth, the king couldn’t afford to show weakness during diplomacy. This was something that the Goblin King himself acknowledged, as well as something that Pale counseled him on, but if they were to meekly accept the alliance with the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, the path to the east would be closed, and they would no longer be able to stand against the downwind of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  The defeat against them would weigh heavily upon the goblins and the territories that opposed them would gain momentum and seek reinforcements from them. With the kingdom’s domestic affairs unstable, the Goblin King had no choice but to put on a brave act.


  Had Blanche come here as diplomat herself, then her tenacity might have brought their two kingdoms into a peaceful alliance. It was not because she liked the goblins that she wanted peace with the goblins. Rather it was merely the result of her comparing the strength of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom with the goblin’s. In other words, they had to form an alliance with them even at the cost of a few concessions, or the kingdom could be in danger.


  Unfortunately, none of the diplomats were as privy as her to the current state of the kingdom. Neither did they understand the threat of the goblins, and neither were they brave men.


  The Holy Shushunu Kingdom also wasn’t used to negotiating with a neighboring kingdom much bigger than it.


  In the end, the diplomats took the king’s words as is and went back to their country after just three days as if they were running away.


  Blanche Ririnoie was furious upon getting word of that, but unfortunately, it was already too late.


  Behind Ririnoie were the military and the adventurers guild.


  Behind Kushunora were the traders and the merchants guild.


  Behind Agarmua were the farmlands and the judicial affairs.


  Such were the privileges of the three great nobles that represented the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, but traditionally, diplomacy was a special right of the king. As a subject of the king and as a great noble, she had no choice but to act with reservation toward the king. After all, if her arrogance were to go too far, it could be taken as treason.


  Despite that she still repeatedly warned the diplomats that the king chose before they left, but in the end, they came back with no results to speak of. To make things worse, they now had to consider another battle.


  This was an affront to the people who died fighting under her, so her fury was perfectly justified.


  Because of that even though she knew that the battle could no longer be avoided, in her anger, she directly appealed that the king execute every single relative of the people he sent as diplomats.


  Naturally, this could not be granted, but the king did order for the execution of the diplomats’ leaders.


  Blanche raised their heads and was about to send the diplomats still alive to the goblins, but before she could, a terrible report reached her.


  The Kushain Believers had declared war against them, the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, in order to help their allies.


  “Those fools!”


  Now, Blanche had no choice but to plan for another battle against the goblins.


  Chapter 252 
The Kingdom of the Black Sun


  —The Kushain Believers had declared war against the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  This report wasn’t considered important by the imperial court of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, since Blanche had already once led the Short Sword Battle Maidens (Valkyria) to attack the territory of the Kushain Believers herself. Hence, as far as the imperial court was concerned, the Kushain Believers were old news, but the War Princess understood the gravity of the situation.


  If the Kushain Believers were willing to fight, then the goblins, who were allied to them, wouldn’t be sitting still either.


  In the first place, the reason she attacked the Kushain Believers was because she couldn’t handle them and the goblins together. Unfortunately, that only made the situation worse.


  She was so furious with the envoys the king had sent out that she wouldn’t be satisfied even if she killed them three times over, but the situation has already reached a point of no return.


  Queen Mira was a politician and a brilliant leader.


  She would never declare war against the Holy Shushunu Kingdom without any chance for victory. If so, then she must have already communicated with the goblins. In other words, the goblins have already recovered.


  But the only one who realized this terrifying truth was the War Princess alone.


  To recover from a defeat in just one month… Such a thing was unheard of in the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. It was an impossible feat. The only wars that the Holy Shushunu Kingdom and the minor nations knew about were the skirmishes between the minor nations or the wars meant to suppress them, and yet they still couldn’t fathom how fast the goblins were able to recover.


  “How wonderful would it be if I could just close my eyes to all the unpleasant things.”


  She shot down the people who argued that it was impossible, and then set out once more to reinforce her army. This time they probably won’t rely on something as roundabout as a scheme.


  In the last battle, the goblins were baited and wiped out. It may be easy to describe, but it took a lot of preparation to pull off. People who know nothing of war can’t even imagine it.


  In the last battle, they exploited their allies and got them to provide them 4,000 footmen and 1,000 archers. If the goblins will attack them with the same numbers, then they’ll have to provide the same number of soldiers, but…


  “There’s no way they’ll come with the same number of soldiers.”


  It was unthinkable for the enemy to match their numbers and play a game of tactics with them. If anything they’ll probably bring an army twice as big. Blanche knew that they’d bought time, but she didn’t realize how deep their pockets went.


  Be that as it may, she was a warrior who stood at the apex of a major power’s military prowess.


  She’ll have to hire adventurers as mercenaries, provide training, conscript the farmers, and then use them all as soldiers. If the enemy will come at them with a greater army, then she’ll have to make her army bigger too.


  Whatever difference in number remains she’ll have to make do with tactics.


  But no matter what she had to avoid leaving the numerical gap so big that she’s powerless against them. She knew full well how powerful quantity was when she suppressed the minor nations.


  “There’s no choice. I’ll have to use them.”


  She had taken the men from the east as slaves, but she had hesitated to use them. Now that things have come to this, she didn’t have a choice. She sighed a little and considered how to use them.


  ◆◇◆


  Within the seething darkness of summer, in that place where the lights of the city couldn’t reach, were those that squirmed.


  The capital of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, Rishu, turned a new face from the vulgarity in the noon. Although it was a country ruled by law, that law was by no means omnipotent, and there were those who could turn a profit precisely because they would be breaking the law.


  These denizens of the darkness lurked in the shadows of Rishu.


  They had their own laws. A law different from the laws known by the common man.


  A law where the strong ruled and the weak obeyed – a law where power was everything.


  The one who organized all that was an old man who made his wealth from selling drugs and weapons, a man known as Gararote. Dark eyes that have long ceased to believe in men, a plump belly, and skilled guards hired with coin.


  But in the dead of the night, one person visited him.


  Lustrous black hair that fluttered in the dark, honey-colored skin, and clothing that showed much skin. Under the light of his residence, she was bewitching. The slender but curved blade by her waist was something she’d purchased at Imperial Capital of Rishu. The long slits she had for eyes were by no means smiling. That was the look of a predator eyeing her prey, her red tongue playing with words like the whisperings of a demon.


  “Y-You whore… You think you can get away doing something like—”


  Piled up on top of each other were none other than the famed experts that Gararote had hired.


  “—Aha!”


  It was curious what she found so amusing, but Vine twisted her body in laughter.


  The blade in her hand dripped with blood unsated.


  “Listen, you senile old man. This isn’t a proposition, it’s an order.”


  Vine looked down at Gararote as if she were looking at garbage, then the corners of her mouth lifted and formed a smile.


  “I won’t give you… Any money…”


  The blade pointed at him had already eaten into his shoulder. Gararote stifled his cries, but Vine moved the blade in his shoulder around and laughed.


  “You don’t have to hold back, old man. They’re all in hell already, having a nice little audience with the Goddess of the Underworld (Altesia).”


  The Burning Bright Moons Clan and Sophia had snuck into the Holy Shushunu Kingdom recently. It wasn’t long before they found themselves in need of a nest. Vine told the worrying Sophia that she knew a good place if she didn’t mind a dump site.


  “Vine-san?”


  Sophia had arrived just now, and there was an audible confusion in her voice. Of course, that was only natural.


  After all, Vine’s little negotiation had turned into a bloodbath.


  Vine kicked the old man who was doing his best not to cry out in pain, then turned her blood-stained face to Sophia.


  “Ah, young miss. You came.”


  “Umm, weren’t you supposed to negotiate?”


  “Yes. We’re in the process of it. Right, Gararote?”


  Vine stabbed his leg and whispered by his ears. This time the old man screamed.


  “S-Save me. I’ll give you as much as you want!”


  As the man screamed, he moved away from Vine as if he couldn’t wait to distance himself from her. Vine ignored him and turned to Sophia.


  “See?”


  “…Right.”


  In the end, just as Sophia proposed, the Burning Bright Moons would be living with Gararote as his guards. That is to say that they will be using his place as their base of operations. From that day on, burglary would frequent the slave traders of Rishu.


  Despite the efforts of the guards to find the criminals, their searches would turn up no leads, unable to find either the stolen commodities or the thieves. In this way, the public order of Rishu plummeted and its people grew anxious.


  ◆◇◆


  Both the goblins and the Holy Shushunu Kingdom were in a hurry to reorganize their forces, but then an alarming report was brought before the War Princess.


  “Dismina and Ramana refused to provide soldiers?”


  Blanche frowned upon receiving the official notification from some of the minor countries under the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  “They said they won’t be able to participate in the coming battle.”


  “…Hmm. Are they testing us?”


  Blanche was troubled by the sudden refusal of the minor countries to provide them soldiers. The necessary groundwork should have already been laid out with the kings and other relevant personnel of the minor nations. Perhaps they’ve found a new patron.


  “I fear that the Ivory Tower may be involved,” the feeble aide said. Blanche knitted her brows.


  “Oh?”


  “The other government officials have confirmed it. The Ivory Tower has called for a coalition with the minor nations.”


  “How big are we talking about?”


  “The Iron Country, the Forest Country, and the other minor nations toward the north are quite favorable to them.”


  Dismina and Ramana were also in the north. The information seemed right.


  “Do they believe that their coalition can keep me from taking vengeance?”


  As Blanche’s eyes grew sharp, the aide became thoughtful again.


  “They appear to be pushing their saint to be their leader.”


  “The saint who received the favor of the Goddess of Healing? Saint Reshia Fel Zeal?”


  “Yes.”


  “Another Kushain, I can’t even laugh.”


  Because of the nearby threat that was the goblins it wasn’t possible to make any large movements with their army. In that case, they’ll have to rely on a weak point, but the increasing faith toward the Ivory Tower and the saint among the north isn’t something that can be dealt within a short time. Blanche had no choice but to consider the possibility of the surrounding countries coming together under the new leader of the Ivory Tower to oppose them.


  A struggle for influence over the minor nations wasn’t a good development.


  Moreover, there was still the goblins to the west. If she were to attempt some second-rate scheme and fail, that would only give the goblins an opening to latch on to. She has considered the option of winning over the Council of Three Towers of the Ivory Tower, but if their goal was to use their saint to wage war, then the Holy Shushunu Kingdom won’t be able to take the lead.


  Because of that they were able to take the initiative.


  When she thought back to their claims, the only future she could see is them trying to make a theocracy with their saint at the head. And of course, the one pulling the strings on the saint would be none other than the elders of the Ivory Tower.


  “What a silly tale,” Blanche muttered as she tried to understand what the Ivory Tower was thinking.


  Although those who swindle others using god’s name were quite well off, who would’ve thought that even the highest archbishop of the biggest ‘church’ in the east would reach out for worldly authority in pursuit of more influence. Indeed human greed knows no bounds.


  It was because of the goblins that they were taking advantage of the people’s faith in the saint and influencing the neighboring countries, but their real goal was most likely to become independent from the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  After thinking for a while, Blanche muttered.


  “…Should I kill her?”


  She was smiling, but her eyes were sharp.


  “Should I hire some people to carry it out?” The feeble aide asked.


  Blanche raised her hand to indicate that she would leave the matter to him. At that, the aide bowed and left.


  “Now then, I wonder what they’ll say once they’ve lost their precious saint. Will they still rebel against the kingdom?”


  At Blanche’s behest, three dark hands were immediately sent to the northern country of Orphen. They sent only three since they believed that three would be enough to kill one saint.


  The dark hands entered Orphen, and with the help of their collaborator, devised a plan to attack Saint Reshia while she offered her condolences to the army.


  They disguised themselves in armor and looked for an opportunity to attack.


  And then she appeared.


  Hair as blue as the azure sky that reached down her waist. Two bluish purple jewels (amethysts) for eyes that discriminated against no one. And nose and lips seemingly arranged by a god.


  She was so beautiful that for a moment even the dark hands found themselves gulping. The jeweled crown (tiara) on her head showed that she was indeed the one and only saint acknowledged by the Ivory Tower.


  The arms that stretched out of her robe’s sleeves were so white they could burn one’s eyes.


  The moment they saw that her defenseless figure was within range, they bolted off. There were two of them. With a weapon coated in poison, they struck down the guards that cried out, and in the blink of an eye, they were upon the saint.


  One poisoned dagger sought to claim her life, but before it could, it was blocked. The dark hands opened their eyes in surprise and turned toward the person protected by that sword.


  A long sword was floating on its own to protect the saint, while a short sword floated on its own and blocked the path of the other dark hand. To the soldiers that knew nothing, the sight of that weapon floating around her was the very picture of one blessed by a god.


  Saint Reshia Fel Zeal.


  The woman that was so beautiful she seemed inhuman looked at that scenery without blinking. It was as if she were watching a line of ants walking. The dark hand whose dagger had been deflected immediately fixed his posture, but by then the long sword had already entered deep into his chest.


  A long sword and a short sword was protecting her.


  Without even glancing at the dark hand as he sprayed blood and fell, she raised her hand.


  “Mother, please show them your love (Heal All).”


  The ether floating around her shone like rubies and dyed the ground.


  The people cut down by the poisoned dagger were released from their pain. She had both healed them of their wounds and poison without even touching them.


  The soldiers who saw that sighed with both envy and worship.


  —We must gather around the Saint, Reshia Fel Zeal! For the sake of the human world!


  In the northern lands, a new force was about to be born with Saint Reshia at its center.


  ◆◆◇


  On the 233rd year of Germion Kingdom, through the summer and the fall, during the military campaign against the War Princess, the Goblin King officially picked a name for their kingdom and designated a capital as recommended by the Governor-General of the Western Capital, Yoshu.


  “Our country is too vague as it is now.”


  “Hmm?”


  Both the Goblin King and Pale were confused, but the way most of the humans saw it, even though the goblins didn’t charge much tax and ensured their safety, it didn’t really feel like they belonged to one country.


  “Must we really?” The Goblin King asked.


  “It’s admirable that Your Majesty doesn’t wish to send the people out to war, but there will be a big difference once the people understand that they’re really a part of one country. It will have an effect on maintaining the public order too.”


  “Is that true?”


  The Goblin King asked Pale, who was beside him, but she too didn’t understand this part of humans. Although she could understand how they moved in battles, she was quite bad when it came to politics.


  “Moving on…”


  “Your Majesty! You must pick a name for the kingdom, designate a capital, and at the very least, decide on a calendar!”


  Yoshu could tell that the king had no interest, so he decided to remove all obstacles to get it done.


  “Pale-dono, what is currently the biggest problem the country is facing politically?”


  “…The recovery from the damages left by the insurgents.”


  “Exactly. That’s especially true for Pena, Elrain Kingdom, and Germion State since they incurred the most damages. Hence, it is of great urgency that any signs of another rebellion be quelled and that the public order be restored. To that end!”


  “You want His Majesty to decide on the name of the country, designate a capital, and decide on a calendar?” Pale asked half-doubtful-half-convinced.


  Yoshu puffed up his chest and said proudly. “Yes. It is absolutely essential in order to build a stable country. Doing so would allow the people to have a sense of belongingness and pride, thus increasing the stability of the country’s internal affairs.”


  “…Now that you mention it, we elves do put much emphasis in pride. Save for some unthinkable exceptions, it’s basically unheard of for an elf to betray his village.”


  “I see…”


  The Goblin King nodded reluctantly and Yoshu implored him to pick out a name for their kingdom.


  Deep inside the Goblin King was sweating buckets, but he pretended to be calm.


  “…How about the Kingdom of the Black Sun (Alrodena)?”


  “That will do. Now then, please decide on the calendar.”


  “O-Okay…”


  The Goblin King has never been as troubled as he was now, but he couldn’t ask for help from anyone.


  This was different from naming the goblins. He couldn’t just pick something irresponsible. And to make things worse, the Goblin King has already realized that his naming sense was quite unique compared to other people. Because of that this whole period felt like torture to him.


  “…Let’s go with the King’s Calendar. The year we defeated Germion Kingdom shall be the first year of the King’s Calendar. As for the rest, we’ll just copy Germion Kingdom’s calendar with some modifications here and there.”


  “Good. Lastly, please pick a capital.”


  “Yes.”


  “I think the Holy Shushunu Kingdom’s Rishu (Shushunu Capital) would be a good pick. Unfortunately, we’ve yet to acquire it,” Yoshu said.


  Because their growth was unprecedented, deciding on a capital was difficult. What’s more was that they were probably going to grow even more from here on.


  “How about going with the capital of the former Germion Kingdom for the meantime? We could relocate the capital once we’ve conquered the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.”


  Yoshu didn’t doubt that the Goblin King would one day rule over the entire continent. His older sister, Shumea, was also working with the Goblin King, so it would be problematic if he were to lose.


  Because of that he also thought that the king could just pick a more appropriate capital after he’s conquered the entire continent. The Fortress of the Abyss in the Forest of Darkness would make for a fine capital if the Goblin King were only ruling over monsters, but it was no longer suitable since the Goblin King was also ruling over the demihumans and the humans who lived in the plains.


  The distance would affect the speed of communication.


  The closer the capital the faster information could be delivered. It will also affect how fast they can respond when a problem arises. Because of that the Holy Shushunu Kingdom at the center would indeed be most appropriate if the king intends to unify the continent.


  Although it’s surrounded by plains, Rishu has developed quite nicely, so it’s suitable to be a capital.


  “Let’s go with that then.”


  “In that case, please pick out a name for the capital.”


  “Facing East (Garm Su).”


  “Facing the east?”


  Pale the Tactician asked, and the Goblin King nodded.


  “As you will.”


  After everything was done, Yoshu continued.


  “Next we should hold a feast to celebrate the founding of a nation.”


  “What?”


  “Of course, now that Your Majesty has decided on the capital and named it Garm Su, it is only right that wine be distributed to the people under your name.”


  “NUU!”


  The king groaned, but Yoshu ignored it and continued.


  “Please hear me out until the end. I hear goblins can drink too, and I believe it is only right that Your Majesty also bestow a boon to the people working so hard for you.”


  “But we’re at war.”


  “No matter how hard the Holy Shushunu Kingdom tries, it will take them more than three days by horse to get here. Besides, Pale-dono’s intelligence network has already been prepared, right?”


  Pale silently nodded, and Yoshu nodded back.


  “In that case, there shouldn’t be anything to worry about.”


  “…Well, a little bit of fun is needed too, I guess.”


  “Thank you for your understanding. It’s true that the people wish for cheap taxes and a secure life. But please know that that’s not everything.”


  “…Man doesn’t live on bread alone, huh.”


  As Yoshu silently bowed, the Goblin King had no choice but to bow too.


  Yoshu wanted to tell the king to rest a bit more, but it seems he already understood that, so there was no need to word it out explicitly. He heaved a sigh of relief.


  “In that case, we’ll celebrate the founding of the country and entertain the people with bread and wine.”


  “Is that alright, Your Majesty? They might rebel against you one day.”


  “It’s fine. Though if liquor might affect the occurrence of a rebellion, I will have to act with prudence.”


  Seeing the king smile, Pale too smiled a little and nodded.


  “I understand. I’ll have Yoshu-dono calculate the food needed for the celebration. We’ll have to inform the people of the capital too about the king’s favor. Yoshu-dono will take care of that as well. We’ll need to inform all of the territories about the name of the kingdom, the calendar, and the new capital. Of course, Yoshu-dono will take care of all of that too.”


  “P-Pale-dono, d-do you have a grudge against me or something?”


  As Yoshu’s face paled, Pale smiled the most gentle she has just yet.


  “No, not at all… But if I had to say something, then I guess it’s because you’ve been too close to Selena lately.”


  In the end, Yoshu had to deal with all those jobs, and it wasn’t until three days later when he was finally able to leave Garm Su. When he could finally leave, it looked like he was fleeing.


  Chapter 253 
The Flourishing New Generation


  The one with the greatest influence on the establishment of the capital and the decision of the kingdom’s name in the first summer of the King’s Calendar was the Governor-General of the Western Capital, Yoshu. It was under his recommendation that the Goblin King named the kingdom and established a capital and a calendar.


  But of course the one who benefited the most was the former imperial capital of the late Germion Kingdom, now known as Garm SuFacing East and the capital of Alrodena. Even if it was only temporary, city that has been made capital was sure to gather people. And with the gathering of the people will come the merchants that wish to do business.


  The goblins stationed will also have to act as gate guards on top of their duty as imperial guards.


  As a people who have sworn absolute fealty to the king, their unexpectedly flexible actions were taken as a strange but welcome surprise. The human representative in charge of maintaining public order, the gate guard, Yuza, mentioned that they were ‘better than the adventurers that couldn’t do a decent job.’


  These goblins that strictly and steadily followed the king’s commands – despite being criticized for their inflexibility – gave a good impression to the people of Garm Su, who until now have hated the goblins.


  Yoshu’s proposal was to improve the stability of the country as one people.


  That included the abolition of tariffs, the expansion of the Gate Guard System, the construction of roads, and the rights of the people. His goal wasn’t ‘a country ruled by goblins’, but ‘AlrodenaKingdom of the Black Sun‘.


  No one fully understood Yoshu’s goals, not even the Goblin King. But the Goblin King did have a vague idea of what he was going for, while Pale the Tactician prioritized logic as usual and did not oppose his plans.


  It was also probably because Pale was aware that her abilities leaned more toward military affairs that she left civil affairs to Yoshu and didn’t interfere.


  The abolition of the tariffs should enliven economic activity within the country. The expansion of the gate guard system would deal with the increase in crimes across former borders, and an organization that investigates and oversees such a large area should include not just humans but also demihumans, elves, and goblins among their ranks.


  Roads also needed to be constructed, as they were necessary for the people to procure ways to feed themselves.


  As for the rights of the people who were here first, Yoshu had this to propose.


  It was a rather creative proposal, likely inspired by the Goblin King’s order to give even the slaves rest days. His proposal gave different rights to the unofficial classes of warrior, commoner, noble, government official… etc., and set these classes as unfixed.


  For example, if one were a noble with income above a certain amount, then one would have the duty of providing military strength to the country. In exchange, one will have the opportunity to participate in the politics of the country.


  If one were a warrior, then so long as he contributes to the country through his job, he would not have to pay taxes.


  Slaves didn’t need to pay any taxes since they themselves were products.


  It was a long way away from the Goblin King’s dreams of ‘human rights’, but this was much better than something like that that strayed so far from the norm. After all, something too strange would only bring chaos. Compared to that, Yoshu’s ideas would make use of what they had now and create a good society. Or at least, that’s how he saw it.


  Rights were something to be fought for and paid with blood. If it were to be given to the people just like that, they would never value it. It will only be valued when the people themselves pay the price and win it.


  That’s why Yoshu believed that this was the best they could do for now. The Goblin King fully supported his proposal.


  It was curious if Yoshu looked back to his own circumstances as a slave or if he looked a hundred years ahead to come up with this proposal, but regardless, the Goblin King fully supported his proposal, and it was officially proclaimed to the people.


  What surprised the Goblin King and Pale, however, was that despite coming up with such a proposal, Yoshu didn’t ask for a position higher than what he had now.


  “Hmm. You’ve done well. At this rate, rather than be the governor-general of just one city, you might as well be the prime minister.”


  The red-blood eyes of the king gazed into Yoshu, but the latter didn’t even flinch a little as he loudly retorted.


  “Never!””


  In contrast to the muttered words of the Goblin King, Yoshu’s retort resounded loud and clear.


  “But—”


  “If you need a prime minister so badly, Pale-dono should do it herself!”


  Yoshu’s face heated up and turned red like a tomato as he yelled. Pale shrugged her shoulders.


  Yoshu fleeing the capital, Garm Su, without asking to be a given a higher position made him renowned among the goblins, elves, and demihumans as the FamilgamHumble One.


  Until now no slave man without a last name has ever gotten a second name other than from the battlefield, but with Yoshu setting precedent, such slaves started appearing one after another. Of course, this was also made possible by the dawn of a new era.


  The reason this quick reformation went by so smoothly was because foundations have already been laid for it through letters sent to the influential people of the various countries beforehand. Of course, the Goblin King’s backing played no small part, but other than Yoshu, there was no one else who could station enough people to prevent any unnecessary rebellions from occurring.


  Yoshu was able to do so much only because of the brilliant officials that were sent to him when he collapsed out of exhaustion. The experience and achievements he has cultivated until then allowed him to develop the dignity of a politician.


  The prime minister of the late Elrain Kingdom, Elbert, also sent a few officials to him since his own situation has already calmed down. He sent them because he believed that the boost in economy from the removal of the tariffs would prosper the late Elrain Kingdom, but the officials he sent cried about how gargantuan of a task the reform was.


  By this point in time, the people under Yoshu did not only include those that moved the Western Capital but also the people necessary to make the reform a reality.


  The adventurer, Selena, from the elves.


  His secretary, Mellisia.


  The chief of the spider-legged people, Nikea.


  On top of that, the officials Elbert sent included names such as Ganon Latosh and Helen Meer… Up-and-coming officials whose names would be remembered by the generations to come.


  As they built up achievements under Yoshu, they became the driving force of Alrodena Kingdom’s rise to power.


  Plentiful funds supported by the economy boost.


  Fair tax and a family register that helped managed the citizens.


  Law and trials enacted under the behest of the Goblin King.


  They wished to break away from the uncivilized countries, and their actions were indeed fitting of the biggest country within the continent. With such breakthroughs made in the backdrop, the Kingdom of Alrodena was finally able to show its potential. Of course, its first stage would be none other than the battle with the War Princess.


  Alrodena Kingdom was just like a young boy in his growth spurt, who after a little warm up, immediately bolted off for a sprint.


  * * *


  After the assassination of the saint failed, Blanche the War Princess snorted in displeasure.


  “It can’t be helped if it can’t be done.”


  How would they fight against the new emergent power in the north? They still had to deal with the goblins too. It was truly a headache-inducing problem.


  At this time, she was confused.


  They were supposed to hold negotiations with the goblins after defeating them once.


  That was how the Holy Shushunu Kingdom had done things until now, and it’s always worked. But this method didn’t work against them at all. It was a regretful thing, but with the negotiations having broken down, she had no choice but to acknowledge her faults.


  She’s been able to make the minor nations follow her as much as she wanted until now. She didn’t want to change her methods, so the appearance of a coalition of minor nations behind her country was a troublesome existence.


  They had to be destroyed. This was the stance of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, and Blanche also fully agreed with it. The current situation existed only because the countries participating in the coalition carefully wove their schemes.


  “If possible, I would like to have the soldiers of the minor nations, but…”


  The coalition that proclaimed they will save the world… Blanche wondered if it would be possible to seize the initiative and get them to join her, but she just couldn’t seem to organize her thoughts.


  Saint Reshia Fel Zeal.


  If things play out poorly, she might even influence the people of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  According to the information she’s gathered, the faith surrounding the saint had spread so great it was akin to a curse. Nowadays, the soldiers and people of the minor nations even wanted her to be their king moreso than their current royalties.


  The soldiers of the minor nations were fundamentally reserves. They were loyal soldiers who swore to protect their country despite knowing that they were much weaker than the major nations, and yet such people supported her to that extent.


  Evidently, the saint was too dangerous to work with.


  But the plan to remove her has already failed and organizing a large-scale attack with the army would expose their backs to the goblins.


  Because of that there really was no other choice but to defeat the goblins first.


  Fortunately, they haven’t officially opened hostilities with the minor nations just yet. Peace can be regained once the goblins have been defeated. First, the goblins, and then them.


  But putting that aside… Something had to be done about the lack of soldiers since her request for reinforcements has been rejected.


  Dismina and Ramana may be minor nations, but their failure to participate left a big hole.


  “Perhaps the heads of the officials from earlier ought to be returned to the king.”


  After ordering her feeble aide, she changed to a formal dress to meet the king. She wanted permission to go to Dismina and Ramana herself.


  “How will the west be defended in your absence?”


  On her way to the palace, the feeble aide asked her that, and she answered listlessly.


  “I’ll leave it to you. Use the slaves and dig some holes for the goblins.”


  “You mean to imitate the goblins?”


  “We have to use what works.”


  “As you will.”


  The feeble aide, Mehran Le Coude, received the orders of the War Princess and began the construction of the trenches. The plan to nullify the advantage of cavalries progressed steadily. The Goblin King once built an encampment with trenches in front of it via Felduk. One glance at that was all Blanche needed to realize its usefulness, and she used the same plan to deal with the goblins.


  At the same time, she pointed her Valkyriasword at the Kushain Believers.


  She took out funds from the Ririnoie Household to pay the appropriate rewards through the guild and the special compensation to show appreciation for the soldiers that died. After that she put up another request. The young hero of the Kushain Believers, Vilan Do Zul. She didn’t know if that was merely an empty reputation or the man actually had the ability to back his name up, but despite being reluctant to make a decision, she sent the people she trusted and exercised caution.


  As she headed toward another battlefield, she steadily made preparations.


  ◆◇◆


  In the course of searching for the whereabouts of the War Princess, Pale received word that the War Princess left on a diplomatic errand to a neighboring country. As soon as she learned that, she immediately had her soldiers prepare.


  “Just Felduk and Zaurosh-dono’s cavalry will do. They don’t have to be many either. Whatever number they can sortie with will do.”


  The goblins didn’t understand why she was in such a hurry, but she didn’t have the time to explain. She hurried them along and departed for battle with Gi Gu Verbena.


  “We will prepare the battlefield to end this war. Please tell His Majesty to rest for the meantime.”


  After saying that, Pale led the soldiers like a gust of wind. Felduk had 2,000 soldiers, 300 cavalry, and 100 elven warriors. It was a small army.


  The one who met them on the battlefield was Blanche’s aide, Mehran Le Coude.


  He was someone from the Sorcerer Cavalry (Mana Guard) and was discovered by the previous War Princess. He didn’t have many soldiers under him. There were 1,500 slaves from the east, 1,500 soldiers from the Sorcerer Cavalry (Mana Guard), and his private army of 200.


  His job was the construction of the trenches.


  After receiving a detailed blueprint from the War Princess, he immediately set out to make it happen. He hasn’t experienced that many battles just yet, but he has acquired plenty of experience as the aide of the War Princess. With the exception of the War Princess herself, he could be said to be the best commander of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  The two armies confronted each other across the encampment with trenches, but while they threw stones and cast spells at each other, they never truly clashed. Three days later, Pale ordered a retreat and split her army.


  Even as they continued to play their role in this confrontation, Pale didn’t forget to move the southern frontlines.


  While their two armies were clashing, Aransain and Zailduk, who have been looking for an opportunity to move out all this time, were ordered to attack.


  Their objective was to take Gi Jii’s siege weapons to various cities and make those cities surrender. Zailduk picked out beasts that excelled in pulling heavy things to transport the siege weapons, while Aransain surrounded them and acted as their escorts.


  They immediately put to use their siege weapons, but just when they were about to make a city fall, an order to withdraw from Pale arrived, and they had to leave.


  Gi Ga Rax and Gi Gi Orudo were unhappy that she didn’t let them finish the job when they were so close. They told her that through the messenger, and her response couldn’t be terser.


  “Tactics mustn’t be leaked.”


  The imperial seal of the king, AlrodBlack Sun, was stamped onto the message, so as unhappy as the two goblins were about her response, they could only keep mum.


  After that she continued to dispatch her forces to attack while the War Princess was away, but regardless which attack it was, it seemed she was never concerned with getting the enemy to surrender in the first place.


  * * *


  Upon Blanche’s return from the minor nations a month later, she immediately had to go to the battlefield.


  The enemy forces have been appearing while she was away, and the enemies in the south have been acting only to threaten them. Blanche couldn’t help but frown.


  She had sent the ValkyriaShort Sword Battle Maiden to keep the Kushain Believers in check, but the enemies were always able to retreat.


  “Strange.”


  Something made her uneasy.


  The way she saw it, there was a tactician on the enemy’s side good enough for her to worry. The effective management of an efficient, united army, and a decisive ruler. She saw them as a country specialized in warfare, but at this point, she became confused.


  Did the enemy tactician change? Or did something happen within their forces?


  She couldn’t get any information from the country ruled by the goblins, so she’s been relying on the legacy of the Red King, an intelligence unit, to gather information, but the goblins have kept a tighter watch on their information recently.


  If so, then they probably haven’t changed tacticians.


  —But if that’s the case, then they must be plotting something.


  “Or are they trying to make me think?”


  This confusion itself was a trap.


  A trick. Consecutive attacks with no meaning. Perhaps that was the plan of the enemy tactician.


  “But… Surely that’s not all, right?’


  The frequent attacks on the slave trade. The southern barbarians that have been moving strangely recently. She had to include all of those in her thoughts.


  The plan drawn by the enemy tactician.


  A plan to lure out the War Princess by frequently attacking. And behind that, a slave rebellion that would become a seed of doubt… Putting all of that together, their goal could only be to constrict her.


  Because of the lack information, Blanche actually figured out what Pale was thinking. She couldn’t help but laugh.


  “It’s true that there’s only one of me, but I do have two hands.”


  Pale’s trump card was to attack from four directions.


  Blanche could see that so she laughed.


  If they were to crumble, it would be from behind.


  The best place to attack would of course be the weakest point. If so, then the quickest way to resolve this was to crush the rebellion that has taken nest within the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. After all, her aide was employing the fresh concept of a trench encampment in the frontlines.


  Another way to call it was ‘a moving fortress’, a new tactic stolen from the Goblin King. She rode often, so she knew exactly what its weakness was.


  And with the long-range attacks of the sorcerer cavalry (mana guard), it could literally be transformed into a wall of steel for the enemy cavalry.


  “I’ll make you regret looking down on me.”


  The War Princess’ shadow could still see through the battlefield.


  ◆◇◆


  The reason Queen Mira of the Kushain Believers declared war on the Holy Shushunu Kingdom was of course because they attacked their country. Well, that was one of the reasons, at least.


  The real reason was that ‘the hero, Vilan,’ lost.


  The tales of the hero, Vilan, that they so painstakingly built was crushed just like that. It’s true that they were facing a great power, but there was still no denying the fact that the ValkyriaSword of the War Princess, a clan, was able to push into them. They couldn’t accept this.


  They may have allied themselves with the goblins, but they were still an independent nation. In other words, they needed to be able to defend themselves.


  If it were some other general who lost, it wouldn’t have mattered.


  The consequences would be irrelevant.


  But Vilan wasn’t allowed to lose.


  Vilan Do Zul was the pillar of the army that would support their country for many years to come. He was the hope of the people. His defeat meant more than just a loss in tactics.


  It was the same thing as saying that the Kushain Believers were beneath the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  Queen Mira couldn’t accept that.


  She was even on the verge of starting another holy war, but Vilan stopped her.


  “Y-You don’t have to go that far…”


  “No! We will go that far! We have to make them think that!”


  Like a girl throwing a tantrum, she drew closer to the boy who didn’t understand the gravity of the situation and wrapped her arms around his waist. At that, Vilan froze and stood attention, not daring to move an inch.


  “I-I mean… L-Look. I lost, but there are a lot of other people other than me, Your Majesty…”


  “Your Majesty?”


  Mira’s words were brimming with a strange pressure. When Vilan heard that, he remembered.


  He wasn’t allowed to talk to her formally when they were alone!


  That’s what she was saying.


  “I-I mean there are people other than me.”


  Vilan’s eyes swam as he sweated buckets and desperately tried to recover from his blunder. He was still bad with women.


  “How many people do you think a replacement would have to kill to gain the same renown as you have now!?”


  When Vilan heard that, he felt the sweat pouring down his back change to a chill. It felt like a pack of ice had just been shoved down his back as he found himself staring at Mira.


  The shock he felt now was even greater than when that old general hit his head with all of his strength.


  Vilan grasped the shoulders of the girl with tearful eyes and moved her away from him.


  “…I got it. I’m sorry. I was wrong.”


  Although a little clumsy, Vilan looked at Mira.


  “Yeah.”


  As she wiped her eyes, he declared to her.


  “I will bring you victory. Definitely.”


  “…Don’t push yourself too much, Vilan.”


  “Yeah.”


  After seeing Vilan off, Mira smiled.


  “Fu fu fu… Maybe with this he’ll finally feel like putting in some effort.”


  Not a hint of that meek girl from before could be seen after Mira put on the face of a politician and sat on the bed. Vilan had to win. Defeat wasn’t allowed.


  In order for the hero to stand beside the saint, he couldn’t lose.


  “You’re there, right? Show yourself.”


  When she called out, a female adventurer appeared from the shadows.


  “You called?”


  “…You like to peep? That’s a bad hobby.”


  “I was just hoping to learn a thing or two about winning a man’s heart.”


  “H-Heart? I-I don’t particularly like him or anything! Vilan belongs to me!”


  “Sure.”


  While Mira was blushing, the face of the female adventurer kneeling on the ground couldn’t be seen, but her shoulders were shaking.


  “Well, whatever. Let’s talk business.”


  Mira placed her hand on her blushed cheeks and made a serious face.


  “As you will.”


  “Remove any disturbing elements.”


  “…It shall be done with the full strength of the Shadow of the New Moon.”


  The female adventurer faintly smiled and vanished into the shadows.


  A few days later, several unidentified corpses were found at the holy city of Cultidian where the Kushain Believers lived.


  Chapter 254 
Blanche Ririnoie the War Princess


  It’s been 2 months since the negotiations with the goblins have fallen through. Blanche Ririnoie stood at the frontlines and confronted them, but the goblins weren’t showing themselves, so she just prepared her army to be able to move out at anytime.


  Four cards have been laid down.


  The Imperial Capital of Rishu (Shushunu Capital) behind her, the western frontlines, the Kushain Believers, and the southern frontlines.


  “Now where is the joker?”


  Based on the movements of the enemy tactician, the imperial capital of Rishu was most likely to be their target. They went out of their way to escalate hostilities in the western frontlines, and then even though they could advance in the south, they didn’t. Either move was meant to make her wary.


  The Kushain Believers were allied to the goblins, but they were still second-rate as far as their military went. They could be a terrifying foe when they call for a holy war, but they haven’t been driven that far just yet. Queen Mira appears to be quite attached to Vilan Do Zul, but he wasn’t someone to be wary of.


  That leaves Rishu.


  Given the increasing burglary cases at the slave trades, the goblins probably intended to start a rebellion and then break through the border while she was preoccupied. The Kushain Believers will likely also be taking a long way around to attack. But if so, then there should be a way to resolve this.


  It would be difficult to fight the entire goblin army, but by focusing her soldiers for a short period of time, she could break through the attacking enemies. A reenactment of that decisive battle at Gilgimel Plains.


  During that time, she could leave the slave soldiers to maintain the frontlines.


  They’ll be consumed in the process, but there’s a reason for them to fight so desperately. And if the archer knights and the sorcerer cavalry accompany them, they should be able to eliminate the forces coming from the Kushain Believers for some time.


  Blanche fiddled with the cards she had and made a decision.


  She was ready to expose herself in the frontlines.


  It was precisely because she was in the frontlines that the enemy tactician was holding back. The same was true for the Kushain Believers. Ever since she came back from the minor nations, the enemy tactician hasn’t appeared in their attacks even once.


  It was as if the enemy was certain that she was here.


  Blanche had to praise the enemy’s intelligence network. The legacy of the Red King, an intelligence unit, was gradually being weakened, and now they were in such a poor state that they had to be reorganized.


  But in exchange for that, her victories has been piling up.


  Twice at the southern frontlines, once at the western frontlines in a large-scale battle; there’s even one from a small skirmish. Thanks to those victories, the forces opposed to her have been quelled, and now most of the domestic parties have come under her.


  Being allowed to act as the head of the three great nobles in particular has given her much freedom. The Agarmua whose foundation stemmed from the south, and the Kushunora who languished at the destruction of their trade routes. Controlling these two fearful households, whom the goblins have stricken with fear, was not at all difficult.


  “Just thinking about it irritates me.”


  Her efforts had been put to waste because of that shoddy attempt at diplomacy.


  Because she had to prepare for another war with the goblins, the cards she held have been greatly weakened. She didn’t link the frequent attacks against the slave merchants of Rishu (Shushunu Capital) to the goblins without any reason.


  The Kushunora specialized at trading people and goods, and they had also tricked the goblins. When she thought back to that moment when she told the present Kushunora head, Sharnei, that, a faint slime appeared on her lips. If it were the Agarmua House’s Barad, he wouldn’t have allowed that.


  “The national army needs to be alert.”


  But the old Barad wasn’t her enemy. He failed to raise the next generation and ended up with a prodigal son. That was his weakness. That’s why he had no choice but to cooperate with her.


  It wasn’t official, but Blanche still managed to bring together the Holy Shushunu Kingdom enough to be able to wield national power.


  “In that case, the problem lies at home.”


  She might have to make some threats.


  As her eyes grew sharper and a smile appeared on her face, she decided to push into the southern frontlines. With the construction of the trench camps complete, she set out with the archer knights, the lance knights, and the sorcerer cavalry.


  Facing her there was Gi Ga Rax’s AransainTiger and Spear Army and Gi Gi Orudo’s ZeildukTwin-Headed Beast and Axe Army, but as soon as they saw Blanche Ririnoie’s flag, they immediately made a run for it. They didn’t even fight. Like that Blanche forced the southern frontlines back.


  “That was too easy.”


  If so, then they really must be aiming for the back, she thought.


  They would bait her with victory, and then pin her at the frontlines, while they caused a rebellion behind her and forced Rishu (Shushunu Capital) to capitulate. Moreover, if she were to push the southern frontlines, the goblins will likely push from the western frontlines, bringing the war into a stalemate.


  “Fortify the trench camps and maintain the front lines. I am requesting that the national army be dispatched.”


  Since she didn’t have any pawns in the inner palace, it was faster for her to reach out to them herself.


  Because of that Blanche rode hurriedly back to Rishu.


  * * *


  “You spend it quite generously.”


  “…Don’t take it away from me.”


  “Stupid, you think I’d penny pinch like that?”


  “Then please give me back the gold coin in your hand.”


  “Oh?”


  While Vine the Mad Blade and Sophia were talking like that, money was continuously being spent recklessly onto the merchants connected to the inner palace.


  Breaking into stores that traded slaves, stealing goods and money, and even taking the lives of the slave merchants… The way Sophia saw it, Vine seemed to enjoy doing all of that.


  “Vine-dono, the slaves have finished eating.”


  A female swordsman, who looked like she’d be quite a beauty if she just dressed better, said that. At that, Vine stopped teasing Sophia and turned to her.


  “You mean you’re done distributing food to the former slaves.”


  “…Yes, sorry.”


  The female swordsman opened her eyes wide for a moment, and from the side, it looked like she was feeling down.


  “Sheesh, don’t get all gloomy just from that. You’ll put the name of swordsmen to shame, Sally,” Vine said.


  “Don’t call me by that childish name!” “Sally retorted.


  Vine hung her arm over the female swordsman’s shoulder and reached around her waist with her other arm. When Vine’s lips approached her, she shook.


  The fingers around her shoulder gently brushed her evenly cut hair, then as they gently crawled down her back, Vine whispered by her ears.


  “You get to play your favorite hero of justice. It’s not good to bully the weak, right?”


  “T-That’s… Mn!”


  The breath blowing by her ears bound her. Her heart throbbed quickly and loudly.


  “That’s what slave traders do. They take the weak and sell them, all so they can fatten their purse… Right?”


  “T-That’s might be true, but…!”


  The strength was gradually leaving her words as she spoke, and there was even a heartrending breath mixed in.


  “Fis Deardo Hel Justice should be harsh


  “…Yes.”


  Her whispers were honey, her words, poison.


  Sally unsteadily walked away with blushed cheeks and her arms wrapped around her. Vine shrugged.


  “Whatever, just please give me back my money.”


  Sophia coldly said, and Vine shrugged again. She flicked the coin to Sophia and laughed.


  “The slaves have gotten more numerous. We should almost be at our limits.”


  The slaves she’s gathered that looked like they could fight already numbered over 300. It was quite a big family.


  “No orders have been given yet.”


  “Then I guess we’ll just continue. I’m having fun, but will this really be enough to turn a country upside down?”


  “I’m sure Pale-san is thinking.”


  “Good if so.”


  “…What do you mean?”


  “Who do you think is better between her and the Shushunu’s princess?”


  “Well, Pale-san of course…”


  “That’s wishful thinking. I only saw her once, but the princess here is pretty good too, you know?”


  Vine could clearly distinguish the strong through her nose. But even if that weren’t true, she was able to survive all this time.


  “That’s—!”


  Sophia was about to argue, but then she saw a carrier pigeon flying toward them. The bird landed on her shoulder, and a letter was attached to its legs. Sophia took out the fastened letter and read it.


  “What does it say?” Vine asked.


  “Vine-san…”


  Sophia paled, and Vine closed one eye as she extended one of her hands. She took the letter and rubbed Sophia’s head as though she were her sister.


  “Hmm? Ku, ha ha ha ha ha! Now that’s an order I can get behind!”


  “…Vine-san.”


  “I don’t know who gave this order, but I like it.”


  Vine laughed as she looked up at the heavens and covered her eyes.


  On the crumpled letters in her hands was written a simple order.


  —Bathe Kushunora’s flag in blood.


  Vine the Mad Blade laughed in the dark night and executed the order.


  ◆◇◆


  “—Our plans have borne fruit. Henceforth, we shall set out and claim the head of the War Princess.”


  Pale said that indifferently, and the gathered generals looked at each other. There was a faint smile on her face as she looked down at the map spread on the table.


  “We will break through the borders and force the Holy Shushunu Kingdom’s imperial capital to capitulate, and then her head will be ours.”


  “The reorganized Felduk shall attack the western frontlines. Gi Gi Orudo shall break through the southern frontlines.”


  “The king’s cavalry and Aransain will rendezvous with the Kushain Believers. And together they shall advance to the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.”


  “Will the war princess attack?” The Goblin King asked.


  She nodded. “Most likely… But that doesn’t mean that she’ll have any forces left with her.”


  Pale had set a trap.


  The strength of the cavalry led by the Goblin King.


  The attacks made only when the War Princess wasn’t at the borders.


  Vine’s despicable acts at the imperial capital.


  And the blind spots that existed precisely because Blanche was a genius.


  The War Princess was likely a genius at politics and warfare. So much so that it seemed she was loved by god. On top of that, she was blessed with a great cavalry and a major power’s seat of honor that allowed her to make use of that.


  Blanche’s ability to control others through fear and gain was enough to make Pale suffer a crushing defeat.


  But that’s precisely why Pale was going to win.


  Blanche will use the victories she’s secured to bring her country under her command and prepare for war, but Pale will use her hubris to kill her.


  “The enemy has prepared trench camps similar to what Felduk once employed. These trenches are highly effective against cavalry and can be likened to that of a moving fortress.”


  Pale had fought with her aide, Mehran Le Coude, in her absence, and already knew how strong he was. His tactics revolved around immobilizing horses and covering the battlefield with countless traps. He is also able to turn a flat battlefield into an uneven one by digging holes.


  What’s more is that the long spears of the cavalry – regardless how long they may be – are a poor match to the mages hiding in their trenches.


  Unfortunately, all of that, including the trench camp, was meaningless before the overwhelming power that was ‘quantity’.


  * * *


  This is the first trap Pale set. The overwhelming power of the Goblin King’s cavalry has been deeply ingrained into Blanche. It’s true that the goblins lost in the previous battle. They were trampled over by Blanche’s cavalry, Felduk was left half-destroyed, and their one saving grace was the Goblin King’s cavalry.


  But that’s precisely why the Goblin King’s cavalry left such a deep impression on Blanche.


  So deep in fact that it left her thinking that unless she could defeat the Goblin King’s cavalry, victory would be impossible.


  This brings us to the second trap.


  The reason Pale only moved the frontlines when the War Princess wasn’t around was to set a trap in her mind.


  Blanche the War Princess was a genius at political and military warfare. Perhaps the little information she had would be enough for her to see through Pale’s thoughts. But that’s precisely why Pale moved the frontlines for no reason.


  It was all to make it seem as if there was a plan behind her actions.


  She didn’t take the towns she could take in the southern frontlines and then she fought with her aide, Mehran Le Coude, to make it seem as though the trench camps had value.


  By doing that, the War Princess would start thinking to herself and believe that the trench camps and her aide were useful at the western frontlines. With that, all that was left was the south. What was the point of all the suspicious movements? Any movement made by the army should have a reason behind it. But taking advantage of that kind of thinking was exactly what Pale intended.


  Blanche attacked the south because she believed there must’ve been reason behind the suspicious movements at the south, and when the goblins retreated without putting up much of a fight, she came to believe that Pale’s real objective was the imperial capital, Rishu.


  This brings us to the third trap.


  The frontlines that swayed without any reason and Vine who slithered behind Shushunu.


  The third trap worked with the second trap to bind Blanche’s thoughts. Although the goblins could still keep fighting, Blanche held a degree of hubris within her because the goblins refused to clash with her directly.


  Hence, Pale ordered the attacks against the slave merchants to make Blanche think that she was going for the imperial capital, and gradually make it look like she was gradually gathering her forces.


  This is where Vine the Mad Blade comes to play. By striking so much fear into the imperial capital, Blanche will have no choice but to request the mobilization of the national army.


  The fourth and last trap.


  This trap plays on the fact that she was a genius with no equal.


  The people around her were essentially just dead weight. To Blanche, whether it was the inner palace or the other two great nobles, everyone was just a piece meant to move according to her will. There was no one around her who she could work with to achieve something.


  Because of that she never believed in anyone else.


  The subsequent victories solidified her position in the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, and now, all affairs – be they military, politics, or domestic – moved according to her wishes.


  In other words, the battlefield was purely a reflection of her opinion, and no other opinions could enter the fray.


  This was the last trap that Pale set to destroy Blanche.


  Because Blanche was doing everything by herself, her exhaustion would increase and her plans would lack the precision that they normally held.


  And because she believes so strongly in her victory, she would never think that she was being led along by her enemy.


  Step by step, she was being led. The traps Pale set had craftily seen through Blanche’s thoughts.


  That was how deeply Pale had read the War Princess to kill her. In order to kill the War Princess, she had to cut off the source of her strength.


  As for what the source of her strength was…


  “The War Princess is a genius. That’s why we need to seal her strength.”


  Cavalry tactics that could repel even the Goblin King, made even stronger by the support of the sorcerer cavalry. But as long as they fought by the trench camps, she will never ride a horse. After all, the trench camps existed precisely to allow her soldiers to hide in the holes.


  “A sorcerer cavalry that has dismounted from their horses is no different from any other mage unit.”


  In that regard, the anti-mage soldier elves were beyond their reach. The different kind of elves, the Gnomes, the Undines, and the Salamanders, have already arrived at Garm Su to support them.


  All that’s left now was to wait for the War Princess to leave the frontlines.


  But the trigger for that was also in Pale’s hands, a trigger she pulled.


  ‘The Kushunora will pay!’ The furious Gi Za had received Pale’s orders and was just waiting for Blanche to leave the front lines. Given his personality, it was only natural that he would be harsh in his vengeance.


  Pale’s lips twisted into a smile.


  The way she smiled as she looked down at the map was just like that of the Goddess of Vengeance or the Goddess that fiddled with destiny.


  —Now then, Blanche Ririnoie the War Princess, the time has come for you to know defeat.


  The four traps Pale had set became poison and entangled the War Princess. The movements of the goblins were kept hidden thanks to the effort of Gi Ji Arsil’s assassin unit. In these four months, he intentionally stopped his activities, but the moment he received the message that Blanche had left the frontlines, he dove into the fray.


  As a result, the scouts that were stationed in the different front lines to keep an eye on the goblins were slain by them, and even the legacy of the Red King suffered great losses.


  But such achievements were nothing to speak of in front of their main objective to keep their plans under wraps. Thanks to Gi Ji Arsil and his unit’s efforts, the goblins were able to move without being detected, and to the humans, it seemed as if the goblin armies suddenly appeared out of nowhere at the west and the south.


  Just four months after the defeat of the goblins, the western frontline and the southern frontline collapsed. The Goblin King and the Aransain that attacked from the direction of the Kushain Believers defeated the ValkyriaShort Sword Battle Maiden, and the latter were forced to flee.


  Because of the above events, the goblins were able to enter the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


  * * *


  By the time word of that reached Blanche the War Princess, she was a day’s distance away from the imperial capital.


  The goblins had broken through the southern and the western frontlines, and even the Short Sword Battle Maiden stationed at the border of the Kushain Believers were defeated. When that report was passed to her, for a moment, all expression left her face.


  “…”


  She closed her eyes for a minute, and then pondering, asked the messenger, “Is there any chance that the report is mistaken?”


  “…If we wait for a few more reports to come, we can find out the exact number of casualties, but the report is most likely…”


  “I see.”


  Surprisingly calm, she told the messenger.


  “Sorry, but I need to go to the imperial capital. I’m giving you another mission, so you’ll have to make a run for it.”


  “As you will!”


  After sending the messenger, Blanche headed for the imperial capital and made preparations to receive the soldiers that managed to escape. She also requested an audience from the king. It wasn’t until four days after her return to the imperial capital that her aide, Mehran Le Coude, and Far and the rest of the Valkyria came back.


  Her pair of reddish-brown eyes, which she inherited from her mother, reflected the chaos of a castle on the verge of capitulation.


  There was no end to the number of people fleeing. Commoners, merchants, and nobles alike all fled one after another from the imperial capital of Rishu. She watched all of that without saying a word, then she went back to the house she was given and changed to her clothes meant for having an audience with the king. After that she made her request for an audience.


  “Oh, our beautiful War Princess!”


  The king greeted her as though in search of solace in her, but Blanche greeted him as perfect as usual.


  “I’ve heard of the war at the borders. It is regrettable.”


  “I have betrayed Your Majesty’s expectations. I offer my deepest apologies.”


  There were no great nobles left beside the king.


  The only people left in the royal palace were those without anywhere to run to, those who couldn’t run because of their honor, and those who were truly loyal. All the sensible ones have already left the imperial capital.


  “My beautiful War Princess, I have burdened you greatly, but you have done well despite your youth.”


  “I am unworthy of such praise, Your Majesty. My actions have brought shame upon the name of Ririnoie.”


  She was not even 20 years-old, and yet the fate of the kingdom rested on her shoulders. After apologizing she told the king how the battle was likely to progress.


  It was no longer possible to win after the borders have been broken through.


  —But if we emptied the kingdom’s treasury and scorch the land, and then fight with every man, woman, elder, and child, then perhaps there’s still a slight chance of winning.


  She remembered when she asked the king back when they failed to diplomatically reconcile with the goblins.


  The king shook his head and laughed.


  —That is not how Shushunua magnanimous ruler does things. What point is there in having a kingdom if only to make the people suffer.


  Because of that Blanche genuinely bowed her head to this king whom she called incompetent.


  “Now then, my War Princess. Can this head of mine buy peace?”


  “…Unfortunately, that is impossible.”


  Until now she has been obediently bowing her head, but then all of the sudden, callousness covered her face, and she turned to the king.


  “Insolent!”


  The chamberlains by the king’s side yelled angrily, but Blanche silenced them with a glare and snapped her fingers.


  The door leading to the throne room opened and the sorcerer cavalry Blanche raised entered with weapons in hand.


  “…What is the meaning of this!?”


  The chamberlains cried out, but Blanche had them suppressed, while Mehran Le Coude extended his hand to the king.


  “Our beautiful War Princess, what are you…”


  “My beloved king, this war was for my sake, so just for today, please rescind the throne… You don’t mind, yes? After all, almost all of the authority has been given to me anyway.”


  As Blanche mysteriously smiled, her aide, Mehran Le Coude, bound the king.


  “Take them all away. Do not hurt His Majesty.”


  Blanche calmly commanded, and then the sorcerer cavalry took all of the people they’ve bound away.


  “Are you certain?”


  “Stop pestering me. If you’re a man, then you should learn to steel yourself from time to time.”


  “Never would I advise you to do something like this.”


  Blanche snorted as she sat on the throne.


  “Now then, let us negotiate with those goblins.”


  Blanche Ririnoie sat herself on the throne as though she truly belonged there. With surprising self-restraint, Mehran Le Coude stiffled his anger and knelt.


  When he looked up, the War Princess was dazzling.


  ◆◇◆


  The goblins had broken through the borders, but unlike the various armies that wanted to hurry, Pale ordered them to advance slowly. General-class goblins from Felduk, Zailduk, and Aransain showered her with criticism, but Pale didn’t budge and she stuck to her decision to advance slowly.


  By the time they arrived at the imperial capital, it has already been three days since Blanche the War Princess ordered her king to be taken away. Blanche ordered her remaining forces to gather in front of the imperial capital and assume formation, then she saw the goblins arrive. She wryly smiled.


  “Not too slow, not too fast. What excellent timing.”


  The goblins too assumed formation.


  “They still want to fight?”


  The Goblin King narrowed his eyes. Pale shook her head.


  “No, it depends on Your Majesty, but…”


  “The enemies have raised a white flag!”


  When the sylph near Pale said that, she looked down.


  “The messengers have arrived. Please receive them,” Pale said.


  “Very well,” the Goblin King replied.


  Three riders came from the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. A tall beauty with fluttering golden hair, a feeble man with a wound on his cheeks, and a female soldier with a cold gaze.


  From the goblins came the Goblin King and Pale the Tactician. Gi Go Amatsuki and Yustia accompanied the king as his escorts. Rashka of Gaidga said that negotiations were boring and refused participation.


  “It’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance. I am the representative of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, Blanche Ririnoie.”


  Golden hair, reddish-brown eyes, and a dress. Blanche smiled without any bashfulness. She was indeed charming. The Goblin King nodded and returned her greeting.


  “I am the king. The king that rules over the unruly.”


  “…I see. That majestic aura most certainly belongs to a king.”


  Blanche nodded as though she understood something. The Goblin King looked at her with his blood-colored eyes.


  “I am Pale Symphoria. Where shall we hold the negotiations?”


  “Oh, please don’t mind me. Our Holy Shushunu Kingdom will surrender.”


  Blanche chuckled and looked up at the Goblin King.


  “We will accept your surrender,” the Goblin King said.


  “Thank you. The conditions for our surrender is that all the people related to our late kingdom be spared and that no violence be done to our people… In exchange, I shall give you my life.”


  For a moment, the Goblin King narrowed his eyes and Pale looked down.


  “I hope you don’t mind.”


  Blanche confirmed with the Goblin King and Pale.


  “…Very well.”


  The Goblin King nodded and Blanched thanked him with a smile.


  “Thank you. Now then… Allow me to fulfill my end of our deal.”


  As she said that, she pulled out her short sword and pierced her chest. Before the blood that dyed her dress could reach the ground, she fell. The Goblin King held her up and told her.


  “Fear not. In my name, I promise you that I will not break this contract.”


  Blanched looked into those two red eyes, and after a small nod, closed her eyes in peace.


  “The contract has been fulfilled. Take her corpse away.”


  The two officers bit their lips as blood dripped from their clenched fists, but they quietly bid the king goodbye and recovered Blanche’s corpse.


  With the death of the War Princess, the curtain was drawn on this battle known as the War Princess Battle, and the Holy Shushunu Kingdom surrendered to the goblins.


  Word of the fall of a major power at the center of the continent reached the countries eastward, bringing with it unrest and chaos. After the great power of the plains collapsed, everyone believed that there was no one left to stop the goblins.


  Intermission 
End of a Campaign


  At a grave with no name was a man with scarred cheeks, kneeling on one knee as he offered a bouquet of flowers.


  He was a handsome man with a physique so thin he seemed he would break.


  As the body of Rodo hung high up from the sky, the whistling winds scattered the dry leaves. The colors of autumn hummed a faint tune as it blocked the sun and fluttered past the man’s legs.


  It was curious how much time had passed.


  The dazzling body of Rodo was already sinking toward the west. At last, the man’s eyes opened. The sound of someone stepping upon the dried leaves had reached his ears.


  “Am I bothering you?”


  It has only been 8 days since they last met, but somehow, this meeting felt so nostalgic. Perhaps it was because he’s been acting so reckless lately to try and bury away the loss of the master he revered that this meeting smelled of nostalgia.


  “…No.”


  When he turned around, a tall woman was standing there. Seeing the bouquet of flowers in her hands, it was clear that she had come here for the same reason.


  Laughing at the foolishness of his thoughts, he stood up and stepped aside for her.


  If she had come here with a bouquet of flowers in hand, then her goal could only be one thing. With a lonely heart, Mehran Le Coude cast down his gaze at the nameless grave.


  Because of the wrath of the goblins, Ririnoie was not permitted to be buried in the Ririnoie House’s grave. Compared to her dazzling military records, this small grave was all too lonely.


  If only he hadn’t lost then, then perhaps—


  To this day, such thoughts continue to haunt him, and from time to time, he would dream of that nightmarish sight he saw that day. An overwhelming horde of goblins defended against the rain of bullets as they broke through the trench camps. Even as they cut down one goblin after another, another would take its place. Like that the goblins crashed into them with a might that could only be likened to a tsunami. It was a miracle that he even survived.


  But even if he did, nothing would change the fact that he could not stop the goblins.


  If he had been following after his the War Princess, Blanche Ririnoie, he would have stopped the great horde of the goblins.


  The fact he couldn’t do that proved that he was powerless in battle.


  His eyes followed the woman as she stood up, but his heart remained in the past.


  “I heard the slave soldiers have been released.”


  “It was the princess’ dying wish. She said that they shouldn’t be fettered anymore once the battle with the goblins has ended,” Mehran Le Coude said.


  Far looked down, “the clan leader wanted to make it so that she was the only villain.”


  “…She was a gentle person. Though they were citizens of another kingdom, she accepted those people victimized by war even at the cost of muddying her name. She never did say it outright, though.”


  ‘They may be slaves now, but that’s still much better than dying, no?’ That sounded like something she would say. At the end of Far’s gaze was a grave with no epitaph.


  “She was loyal to the king. And the king was a wise ruler indeed.”


  “…The people don’t think highly of him, though.”


  Mehran Le Coude inhaled.


  “The king who let the three great nobles maintain peace on the surface, while giving authority of the army to Blanche Ririnoie the War Princess in order to keep the five small countries under his rule, and at the same time, continued generous policies and ensured peace for the majority of the people? Exactly how is such a king incompetent? Only fools would with no eyes would argue such mockery. At the very least, they would be far beneath the king our princess acknowledged.”


  Mehran Le Coude said angrily.


  “…Mehran-dono, what will be you doing from here on?”


  The master he was meant to follow was gone forever.


  It was a heavy reality like that that weighed upon them, and so Far got to the main point.


  “I will restore the House of Ririnoie.”


  She was like a block of ice, but when Far of theValkyriaShort Sword Battle Maiden heard that, she raised her beautiful brows.


  “The younger brother is coming. Of course, he’s an ordinary man compared to the princess, but…”


  Mehran’s mouth was unrestrained despite talking about his new master. Seeing that, Far couldn’t help but wryly smile.


  “…What about Valkyria?”


  “…”


  When Far lowered her head, Mehran realized that something was off, and his heart finally returned to the present.


  A question that couldn’t be easily answered in front of this grave even though she was trying to embark on a new path, if so then…


  “Are you joining the goblins?”


  He didn’t want to make his voice sound angry, but he couldn’t help but look sharply at Far.


  “…We received an invitation from the FairyFlower King ClanBlood Oath. And from the tactician from that time too.”


  When Mehran Le Coude heard that, the image of an elven woman immediately flashed through his mind.


  That was none other than the enemy he resented.


  The tactician who forced Blanche the War Princess to choose death without even fighting, Pale Symphoria. It was only after he learned of her name that he remembered, but she was previously known as the Silent Moon of the ElksSoar to Freedom ClanBlood Oath.


  Mehran wasn’t about to call her a coward for this, but it was indeed a detestable thing.


  “I intend to accept their invitation.”


  After all, just the fact that she was declaring that so clearly here proved she was no coward. She didn’t have to go out of her way to inform Mehran or Blanche.


  When he realized that, the anger swelling within him dispersed.


  “…I see.”


  “Aren’t you going to say anything? I made this decision knowing full well that I might be called a coward.”


  “…There are times when a person must choose. That was true for the princess and for me. And it’s true for you too.”


  Mehran turned to the nameless grave.


  “I must engrave a name upon this grave. We will restore the Ririnoie House and protect the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. Just as our princess, Blanche Ririnoie, has done.”


  Far nodded and bid him farewell.


  “Take care.”


  “Farewell, Friend.”


  Mehran’s words pierced Far’s chest and for a moment she stood there petrified. The days she spent with Blanche flashed through her mind. That small but dazzling back of her clan leader that she followed after.


  “…You too.”


  Like this the two comrade-in-arms turned their backs on each other. Having chosen two different paths, their paths would never again intersect.


  The grave quietly watched over their whole exchange.


  Although the Holy Shushunu Kingdom may have come under the rule of the Goblin King, it was almost a miracle that they were able to hang onto their life. It has turned into a mere annexed country and lost its territories, but the royal family was able to keep their life. That was because of the efforts of the House of Ririnoie.


  As for the House of Ririnoie, Mehran Le Coude saved its young master and served as a brilliant retainer whose name would be recorded in the annals of history.


  Later he would save the House of Ririnoie, but every time someone called him the hero who saved the royal family, he would deny it.


  —I know who the real hero is. That person is so dazzling it would be presumptuous of me to be called the hero who saved this country.


  In the future, under the authority of being a retainer of the Ririnoie House, an epitaph would be engraved upon Blanche Ririnoie’s grave.


  It reads: ‘Here lies the savior and hero of the kingdom.’


  ◆◇◆


  The day Far of the Valkyria responded to the goblins’ tactician, Pale, she visited Pale’s room without any escorts.


  “Thank you for inviting me today.”


  Far bowed and Pale responded with a nod.


  “I didn’t think that you’d actually come. I was quite surprised when the FairyFlower King introduced you.”


  The goblins who defeated the Holy Shushunu Kingdom and incurred the animosity of the surrounding countries were increasingly accompanied by elven warriors.


  The villages of the SalamanderFire Elves and the UndineWater Elves have declared their full support for the Goblin King.


  “…I want to talk about the conditions for my recruitment,” Far said with a strong voice.


  Pale nodded. “I’ve prepared sufficient compensation.”


  The amount of money Pale presented her was the same as that offered by Blanche.


  “Why?”


  “Should have I not?”


  “No, that’s…”


  “We want your strength. Please understand.”


  “I don’t understand how you think. You’re sharp, so you must know, right? That I’m not happy with you people. And you should know full well that this animosity isn’t something that could be quelled with money!” Far flared up at Pale


  “…Blanche Ririnoie the War Princess was indeed a genius. More so than I when it comes to tactics and strategies,” Pale smiled and said indifferently.


  Far listened with rapt attention.


  “I’ve seen her before actually,” Pale looked down as if recalling a sad past. “Rasil Campaign. I participated as an adventurer in that battle when Ramana and Dismina rebelled.”


  It was around 6 years ago.


  But it was so long ago that Far had to search her memories before she could remember. That was a campaign that occurred when Blanche left the ValkyriaShort Sword Battle Maiden and returned to the Ririnoie House.


  Dismina and Ramana took advantage of Claudia the War Princess’s absence to stage a revolt, and brought the Holy Shushunu Kingdom to a disadvantage with their initial surprise attack. The adventurers were hired as a stopgap until Claudia returned, but the strength of two countries was simply too overwhelming.


  The one who turned that situation around was none other than Blanche.


  ValkyriaShort Sword Battle Maiden, ElksSoar to Freedom, FairyFlower King, Leon HeartProud Clan… With the clans that would make a name for themselves in this battle, Blanche the War Princess launched a surprise attack on the attack of the two countries. She pushed back the front line and grasped victory before Claudia could even arrive.


  “It was really amazing. Amidst the adults who could only fluster in the battlefield was a young girl who could calmly lead… I probably didn’t want her to die.” Pale lifted her gaze, and as she froze her swaying emotions, looked into Far’s eyes. “This isn’t meant to atone for anything. Just take it as a simple contract. One made because the War Princess values you and your people so highly.”


  Far closed her eyes. “…I will accept that contract. I will fight in a manner worthy of the name of the War Princess, Blanche Ririnoie.”


  The name of the late clan leader – a name so great it was known even by their foes – protected Valkyria.


  After that the ValkyriaShort Sword Battle Maiden joined the forces of the Goblin King. Just as Far promised, she rode through the battlefield and fought valiantly in a way that would leave a mark on history and not put shame to the name of the War Princess.


  —Golden hair fluttering, the War Princess rides through the vast plains.


  —Beauty clad in black armor, she rides onwards.


  —She leads the Valkyria.


  —She is our savior.


  In the future, those words uttered in plays would spread through the Holy Shushunu Kingdom and everyone would come to know of her and her servants’ glory.


  ◆◆◆◇◆◆◆◇
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          Blanche Ririnoie
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          Human

        
      


      
        	
          Level:

        

        	
          76

        
      


      
        	
          Job:

        

        	
          Noble; War Princess of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom

        
      


      
        	
          Possessed Skills:

        

        	
          Sword Mastery C+; Magic Manipulation; Spear Mastery D+; Bow Mastery D+; Leadership A+; Dance of the Battlefield; Subjugating Battle Flag; Glorious Race; Blood Stained Path of Flowers; That Who Tilts the Balance; Conqueror of the Plains; Inherited Pride; My Name is War Princess

        
      


      
        	
          Divine Protection:

        

        	
          Goddess of Wisdom

        
      


      
        	
          Attributes:

        

        	
          None

        
      

    
  


   


  Dance of the Battlefield: When standing at the vanguard during a battle, charm is increased toward your own soldiers (MEDIUM), and against your enemies (LOW).


  Subjugating Battle Flag: When starting a battle, attack of your army is increased (MEDIUM) and leadership is also boosted by a level.


  Blood Stained Path of Flowers: Army morale increases when an enemy soldier is killed. (HIGH)


  That Who Tilts the Balance: When you are leading the army, morale won’t decrease even in disadvantageous positions (HIGH).


  Conqueror of the Plains: When fighting in plains, leadership skills will received a buff (MEDIUM).


  Inherited Pride: Charm is increased toward humans and elves (HIGH).


  My Name is War Princess: Charm toward members of the Ririnoie House and abilities are raised (HIGH).
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          Adventurer; Clan Leader of the Short Sword Battle Maiden

        
      


      
        	
          Possessed Skills:

        

        	
          Sword Mastery B-; Spear Mastery B+; Archery C+; Leadership B+; Loyal to the War Princess Within; Dash; Eight Trigram Maneuvering; Ranma Zanjin; Footman Slayer; Conqueror of the Plains
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          God of Flame
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          Flame

        
      

    
  


   


  Loyal to the War Princess Within: Previously Loyal to the War Princess. Charm toward humans and elves is increased (LOW).


  Eight Trigram Maneuvering: When leading a cavalry, receive a buff to tactical maneuverings. (MEDIUM).


  Ranma Zanjin: When fighting a monster at a level higher than one’s own, receive ab uff to attack, defense, and armor (LOW). Skill is also boosted by a level.


  Footman Slayer: When fighting enemy footmen, your army’s offensive strength is increased (MEDIUM).


  Level has increased.


  Protagonist


  ５３→５５


  Gi Ga Rax


  ５６→７２


  Gi Gi Orudo


  ２４→４８


  Gi Gu Verbena


  ５４→８１


  Gi Go Amatsuki


  ８４→８９


  Gi Za Zakuend


  ６１→６５


  Gi Ji Arsil


  ４６→６７


  Gi Zu Ruo


  ９７→５ (Class Promotion) Duke to Lord


  Gi Jii Yubu


  5 to 15


  Gi Do Buruga


  ９６→２ (Class Promotion)


  Gi Bii


  ６３→７６


  Gi Bu Rakuta


  １５→３０


  Gi Be Slay


  ３６→５８


  Rashka


  ４０→４５


  Hal


  ８→２７


  Ra Gilmi Fishiga


  ９１→５ (Class Promotion) (Noble to Duke)


  Kuzan


  ５４→５６


  Cynthia


  ７５→７８


  Bui


  ２３→２８


  Shumea


  ３０→３８


  Pale Symphoria


  １９→２６
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          Overpowering Howl; Throw Projectile; Spear Mastery B+; Instant Kill; Howl of the Mad Dragon; Bloodthirsty; Howl of the Mad Dragon; Instant Kill; Blood Support; Favor of the Mad God; With Our King; I Lead an Army of Demons
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          Zu OruMad God

        
      


      
        	
          Attributes: None

        

        	
           

        
      

    
  


  Howl of the Mad Dragon: In exchange for the lives of the soldiers under your direct command, increase overall abilities.


  Favor of the Mad God: In exchange for your sanity, increase the effects of Howl of the Mad Dragon (HIGH).


  I Lead an Army of Demons: When leading less than 1,000 soldiers, increase the offensive strength of your army (MEDIUM) and pressure against the enemy army (MEDIUM).
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          Knight; GadietaThe First Archer; 4 Generals
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          Archery A-; Leadership B+; A Dying Wish’s Successor; 4 Consecutive Shots; Forest Dweller; Whispers of the Spirits; He Who Sees a Thousand Miles; Arrowhead of Killing; Hero of Ganra; Shadow Stitching; Obedience is the Key to Destroying Armies
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  Hero of Ganra: By obeying the clan leader, charm is increased to fellow tribe members (HIGH).


  He Who Sees a Thousand Miles: Accuracy and strength when using a bow is increased.


  Obedience is the Key to Destroying Armies: When leading a different race, if that race is a mishmash of different races, then leadership is increased (SMALL to HIGH).
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          Flowing Magic Control; Ru Tribe; Protection of the Wind; Wind Spear; Three-Verse Chant; Guidance of the Goddess of Wisdom; Pursuer of the Truth; Create Magic Tool
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  Pursuer of the Truth: Chance of discovering something new is increased (HIGH).


  Create Magic Tool: Can create tools imbued with ether. Chance of success (LOW)


  Intermission 
Yuza’s Patrol Journal


  “Hey, Gi-san.”


  The commander of the gate guards, Yuza, smiled with satisfaction at the seemingly flustered goblin.


  The goblin was covered in scars, its skin was green, and it only had one arm. The way it walked while it carried a spear with its one arm was by no means how a low-ranking guard should be. The goblin was just tall enough to reach Yuza’s shoulders, but only one word was fit to describe it, vicious.


  “Hey, don’t get flustered now. It’s not really a big deal that your name is similar to your boss, right?”


  The goblin shook its head. Yuza never had that many subordinates from the start, but now they were even fewer. Those same subordinates looked at him.


  “It’s a problem. Names, very, important,” the goblin said.


  “I know that, but… I mean it’s hard to call you without a name.”


  Patting the goblin that went quiet and tilted its head, Yuza nonchalantly walked out.


  “Anyhow, let’s go do our rounds.”


  The goblin nodded and they left together.


  ◆◆◇


  Though not much time has passed, this city that has recently been renamed toGarm SuFacing East has become the capital of a kingdom like no other. It was once the capital of Germion Kingdom, the biggest military nation of the west, also known as the kingdom of the holy knights.


  That kingdom that advocated for itself as a nation of humans fought against the goblins from the west and lost. It was a thorough defeat. The king, the crown prince, and all the holy knights that stood as pillars of the kingdom died in battle.


  Having come this far, Yuza wasn’t about to lament the ugliness of humanity.


  The sickening things he’s seen as a gate guard were already too much to count. The chaos shown by the people of this capital when it fell counted among those.


  Adults that fled even if they had to push down women and children.


  The guards that ran without even looking back at the people they were meant to protect.


  The nobles that proved useless despite always putting on airs.


  The superiors of the imperial guards that told his men to die.


  Yuza was sick of everything. Because of that he cooped himself up inside his house, and it wasn’t until a former adjutant visited him that things changed.


  He won’t deny that at that point he didn’t care anymore, but it was also true that he thought that things shouldn’t have turned out like this. That thing he protected wasn’t something like this. Those two opposing thoughts spurred him into action, and he found himself at the castle to take the exam to be enlisted, but what greeted him then wasn’t a goblin but an elven woman with a peaceful face.


  “Ah, erm… I heard you guys were hiring some guards?”


  Yuza wasn’t planning on rebelling against the goblins, but he also wasn’t planning on being subservient. Unfortunately, for some reason, he couldn’t talk straight.


  “Oh, what wonderful news! I take it you worked as a guard before then?”


  When the beautiful elf told him that, Yuza couldn’t help but blush despite his age. A testament to his character. At the same time, he remembered a rumor about there being elves among the whorehouses used by the nobles, but he quickly banished the thought.


  “Y-Yeah. I was a senior officer of the imperial guards.”


  The elven woman writing on the sheepskin asked him a few more questions, after which she told him to wait, an order that Yuza religiously followed. Truly, men were pathetic creatures.


  When the elven woman came back and told him he could work as the commander of the gate guards starting tomorrow, he couldn’t help but cry out in surprise, a blunder he would never forget.


  Still dazed, he left the gates and told the adjutant waiting for him that he would be the commander starting tomorrow. After that he went back to his house unsteadily.


  10 days later after taking care of his personal belongings, Commander Yuza saw the newly enlisted guards inside the guard room, looking timidly at the 12 goblins lined up in an orderly fashion.


  From then on the days passed in a blur.


  At first, he didn’t know how to approach the goblins, but the goblins were simple creatures and meekly obeyed him.


  “Our king said. Public order, must, be protected. But I, don’t understand.”


  The goblin emitted a powerful aura as it approached him. Yuza didn’t know what was going on, but he nodded all the same.


  “Things I don’t understand, I will, listen.”


  Perhaps it was because the pressure from the snorting goblin that grasped his hands tightly got to him, but either way, Yuza reluctantly decided to use them.


  They didn’t have enough hands anyway and needed all the help they could get.


  “The king of the goblins ordered them to protect the public order, but these guys don’t know how to do that, so they’re here to learn,” Yuza explained to the newly enlisted guards watching from a distance.


  After that he ordered his adjutant to assume formation.


  The guards were inspected by a veteran senior officer and junior officer of the late Germion Kingdom’s imperial guards. It might not have been possible with just seven men to assume formation if they were eyeing a large group like a gang of thieves, but in this case, they only needed a basic formation.


  The problem was the goblins.


  “What are we going to do about the goblins?”


  “Hah? Have them join the formation too. We don’t have enough hands as is.”


  This was how Yuan always was. Because of that the adjutant couldn’t help but wryly smile and have the goblins join formation too.


  Of course, he ignored the guards that cried out in fear.


  After 30 days their formation finally started to take shape. Right from the start, Yuza called the scarred goblin ‘Gi-san’.


  He seemed older than the other goblins and felt like a leader, so he thought it only apt.


  He would rely on him whenever he needed to use the goblins. Of course, the goblins specialized in rough affairs.


  Through the illusion of grandeur from being the capital of a great kingdom, more and more people have been moving to this city recently renamed, Garm SuFacing East. Merchants who wished to make a name for themselves, the second and third sons of peasants, and adventurers with some skill.


  It was well and good as long as the people that came were decent.


  Unfortunately, it wasn’t always decent people that came to the city.


  There were adventurer-posers who would form factions and then demand protection fees from people.


  Bandits who would lurk in the night to prey upon stores.


  Former nobles who sought for the lion’s share. There was no end to them.


  Dealing with people like such as those was the job of the gate guards. Many times they had to exercise violence, but adventurers were humans too. In the face of the goblins that ruled this country, they couldn’t help but turn timid.


  After all, most of the goblins in charge of maintaining the public order were battle-scarred. Anyone could tell that these goblins were warriors that have lived through many battles. The aura of a mighty warrior could readily be felt from them.


  They were not something that the likes of delinquent adventurers could hope to contest.


  As the commander of the gate guards, who has been tasked with the public order of Garm Su, it was only natural that he would rely on them.


  * * *


  One day, a rebellion occurred.


  In the outskirts of Garm Su was a noble who secluded himself. This noble spurred his people to rebel, then formed an army and marched to Garm Su. They numbered a measly 200. Normally, the Goblin King or one of his four generals would rise to quell these rebels, but the timing was bad.


  Most of the goblin forces had left for the distant capital of Shushunu, Rishu, to suppress the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, while the bow and arrow army, Fanzel) led by Ra Gilmi Fishiga that was left in charge of the public order had left for the Kushain Believers.


  Just like that Garm Su was left with no one to defend it. Word of the issue was immediately brought to the Goblin King, but it was not possible for him to cross the distance of a thousand miles so suddenly.


  As a result, he could only tell the people back at Garm Su to defend with the people they had.


  But the only soldiers they had was a rare class goblin by the name Gi Ah, the 100 wounded veteran goblins, and the normal class goblins that have been left in charge of the public order.


  They were normally tasked with escorting merchants or subjugating monsters, but as soon as the 150 goblins gathered, they immediately sortied.


  Having judged that they would lose despite having a winning chance if they feared the enemy, Gi Ah decided to fight outside the castle.


  The people of Garm Su saw Gi Ah’s goblins off with mixed emotions. They were sympathetic to the noble that was attacking, but they didn’t want to have their lives messed up again after finally getting their lives back in order.


  There were no cheers or jeers for the goblins, the people of Garm Su merely looked at them in silence. Yuza didn’t like that, and he couldn’t help but look unhappily at the people.


  The fact that there were people who’ve been helped by the goblins among the crowd annoyed Yuza even more. But Yuza was a decent adult. He knew enough to keep his displeasure to himself and continue his rounds.


  The goblin he called Gi-san and the goblins in charge of the public order had to leave to fight. Because of that their work became that much busier.


  As Yuza continued his rounds unhappily, the goblins lined up and walked through the noisy crowd. When he saw Gi-san among those, Yuza finally couldn’t keep his feelings bottled inside.


  “Hey, Gi-san!”


  At that, all eyes turned to him, and Yuza put to use his authority as a gate guard and pushed his way through the crowds.


  After making his way past the people watching the situation with trepidation and neared the goblins, he called out to Gi-san.


  “Gi-san! Don’t you die out there now, you hear me. The gate guards are always lacking hands! So you better come back and help us, okay!”


  Yuza actually regretted saying that given that these goblins were about to throw themselves into war, but he didn’t let it show on his fcae. The goblin known as Gi-san was concerned about the looks his comrades were giving him, but he nodded to him all the same and struck his chest with his only hand.


  “Of course! We, will protect, public order. It is, our duty.”


  “Yeah, exactly!”


  Before they knew it, the other gate guards had also approached them and given words of encouragement to them, then Gi-san went back to his line. When Gi Ah saw that, he called out to Gi-san.


  “Are they referring to you, when they say, Gi-san?”


  “…My, apologies.”


  “I’m not blaming you. The king himself said it. So long as we submit to him, we are equals.”


  “Equal…”


  “In other words, we are comrades.”


  “Comrades.”


  Gi-san nodded, and Gi Ah nodded back.


  I can’t give you, a name, but I can give you a nickname. Gi-san.”


  “Thank, you.”


  Gi-san took a deep bow, and Gi Ah patted him on the shoulders. After that Gi Ah led him and the 150 goblins to war.


  Although the goblins numbered fewer than the human rebels, they attacked relentlessly from start to finish, and they successfully routed the enemies. The noble didn’t have the resources to muster an army in the first place, so the paltry force of 200 that he did muster was made up of peasants from his territory.


  These peasants were no match for the goblins who were warriors from birth. Despite that the goblins still incurred casualties. Their casualties were by no means few, and the goblins had no choice but to return to Garm Su.


  As for what to do regarding the noble, Gi Ah left that to the king. A decision that would be proven correct. After the king returned with his army, he confiscated the noble’s territory, and gave the order to execute the noble once he’s been found.


  It was in this way that Gi Ah led his goblins to defeat an army that outnumbered them and successfully defended Garm Su.


  ◆◇◆


  On this day, Yuza was out on patrol as usual.


  He may have been the commander of the gate guards, but that did not mean that he could stretch his legs out and sit in his office all day long. After all, they lacked hands.


  “Commander! Adventurers are fighting in the main street!”


  “Tch… There really is no end to these fools who want to make a mess of the public order, are there? At this rate, we’ll never get to rest.”


  Yuza spat unhappily, then turned to his adjutant.


  “Ready your swords men!”


  “Are you sure?”


  “Damn right, I’m sure! I’m the commander!”


  “When you put it that way…”


  “Well, I don’t think we’ll end up using them, though, right, Gi-san?”


  “We, will protect, public order. It is, our duty!”


  Gi-san bellowed and so did the goblins behind him.


  “Alright, boys, let’s go and discipline these fools who want to make a mess of our public order!”


  On this day as well, Yuza worked with the goblin that has come to be known as Gi-san to protect the public order of Garm Su.


  Intermission 
Idling One’s Life Away


  The AlrodenaKingdom of the Black Sun led by the Goblin King had devoured the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. With the expansion of the goblin kingdom so quick, the neighboring nations found themselves in a panic and in search of a savior they could cling to.


  —We must go to the saint!


  Hence, the minor nations formed a coalition and gathered around the Ivory Tower.


  Like this the continent was divided between the Goblin King’s Alrodena Kingdom, the Minor Nations, the Holy Kingdom Alsas, and the Oceanic Kingdom Yarma, plunging the continent deeper into the chaos.


  “What an amazing person.”


  At a bar in the Oceanic Kingdom of Yarma was a senior member of the Swallow Clan by the name of Koti. The sudden rise of the goblin kingdom, the nemesis of all humans, was thought to cause a great depression, but contrary to expectations, it actually brought prosperity to the Oceanic Kingdom Yarma.


  “Oh, he’s here. It’s great you stand out so much, Wyatt.”


  The eastern merchants did not want to risk trading with the goblins, so they chose to turn their eyes to the open sea instead, to an island country outside the continent. Because of that the Oceanic Kingdom Yarma greatly benefited.


  The reason the members of the Swallow Clan that traveled all over the world where gathered at a bar at the Oceanic Kingdom Yarma was naturally because they were currently active there.


  Wyatt seemed to have noticed her too, and he raised his hand.


  “Sorry I’m late. Negotiations just take so much time.”


  “So, how was it?”


  The one who asked that as soon as she took her seat was Matina. Matina the Whirlwind, a great adventurer.


  “Well, we managed to secure a ship, but they’re being stingy with the pay.”


  Koti laughed.


  “…Oh?”


  Wyatt and a fellow veteran who fought at the frontlines, Garrod, smiled with confidence.


  “But of course with my skills, I was easily able to make them pay up.”


  Koti laughed as usual, and the rest of the clan laughed too.


  “A toast to the success of our next job then.”


  The person who said that was a young adventurer.


  The most famous of the Swallow Clan, a young man known as Ruruid Eldogrin the Traveler.


  After toasting with their beer mugs, they all said cheers.


  “Alright, let’s dig in. Keep those dishes coming!”


  Garrod laughed heartily as he emptied his mug of ale, then he made short work of the grilled big shell (kadi) before quickly moving to his next prey, the shelled shrimp (jal).


  As the shell of the shrimp loosened under the touch of the fire, Garod delightfully sank his robust teeth into it, and the salty taste brought out by the heat filled his mouth.


  While relishing in the taste of the sea, he smacked his lip, and then washed it all away with ale.


  “I knew ith, the sheafood here is somethingh spechial.”


  “Don’t talk with your mouth full.”


  Matina pouted as she stuffed her mouth with the grilled shallow water fish (shishal). Shishal was a rare small fish that could only live in shallow waters. When cooked at the right temperature, even its bones would turn soft, making it possible to eat it whole in one bite.


  “But I do agree that this store’s seafood is the best.”


  As the eggs of the shishal rolled around in her mouth, she nodded. Despite the shishal being lightly seasoned, its plump softness was a unique treat in its own.


  “Make sure to eat your vegetables too.”


  When Ruruid saw his clan mates eating and drinking whatever they liked, he couldn’t help but interject like a worried sister-in-law. He ate decently using a knife and a fork. On his plate was a mud fish known as Horuke.


  Horuke was known for having many bones, but the flesh hidden by those bones was in a class of its own. The dish Ruruid was eating seasoned the meat of the Horuke with a snow-white vegetable known as Dadigo.


  “Delicious.”


  Despite being in a cheap restaurant that prioritized quantity over quality, when Ruruid ate, it was as though the food being served was of the highest class that could only be found in the royal palace.


  The refreshing flavor of the Dadigo complemented the aftertaste of the Horuke, painting an exquisite harmony. A smile appeared on Ruruid’s face as he relished himself in that harmony.


  “You’re not my sister-in-law, so I’ll eat whatever I want, thank you!”


  Koti said as she poured ale down her throat. It was always a sight to see the sake in her mug vanish with each gulp from her throat.


  “Hmm~”


  Licking her lips, she skillfully reached out for the soft roe of the poisonous needle fish known as Figel. Dipped shortly in a pot filled with hot water, then dipped in salty-sweet sauce mixed with vinegar, it was a relatively common dish in Yarma, but it was considered a luxury in regions far enough.


  “Mmm~~!”


  In the face of that exquisite delicacy, she couldn’t help but wave about with her hands in admiration before taking another mouthful of Figel soft roe.


  “Delicious~!”


  It was so delicious she found herself grabbing at her cheeks, a sight that left Ruruid shaking his head in amusement.


  “Hmm? What’s the matter, Wyatt? You haven’t been eating.”


  Everyone was eating and drinking so merrily, but Wyatt just quietly drank his ale.


  “Ah, that was rude of me. My apologies. We’re having a feast after all, so it’s only right that I stuff myself.”


  “Right, right. This Figel soft roe is really exquisite, you know~”


  Koti said as she started pouring ale down her throat once more.


  “What’s the matter?” Asked the clan leader.


  Wyatt shook his head with a wry smile. “Oh, it’s nothing. Sorry to worry you.”


  “Hmm. Food is well and all, but it’s important to hear you out too.”


  Ruruid elegantly wiped his mouth with a napkin, then after fixing his posture, he at Wyatt.


  “I’m no match for you, clean leader.”


  “Exactly, so you better not try to hide anything.”


  Garrod laughed heartily before resuming his battle with the shelled shrimps.


  “How about you act accordingly then?”


  Matina had stopped eating as well to listen to Wyatt.


  “Actually… I heard about the goblins this morning,” Wyatt said.


  * * *


  “I hear they’ve already overtaken the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. It didn’t turn into anything too ghastly, though, fortunately,” Ruruid said.


  Wyatt nodded.


  “Wyath usedh to workh in the westh.”


  Koti said as she filled her mouth with more soft roe.


  “I said don’t talk with your mouth full! And?”


  Matina scolded Koti, but she still urged Wyatt to continue.


  “The leader of the goblins, the Goblin King… Actually, I’ve met him twice already. When I first met him, I thought victory was unlikely already, but when I met him the second time, our forces were easily wiped out.”


  “Oh? Someone like you was easily taken down?”


  Garrod stopped eating and a fearless smile appeared on his face.


  “Blanche Ririnoie the War Princess was the clan leader of Valkyria, right? Sounds like some strong ones lost in the war. I know that goblin isn’t normal, but does that mean he also knows how to fight alone?”


  “Former clan leader,” Ruruid corrected, and everyone nodded.


  “But Far-san isn’t weak either,” Matina added, and everyone nodded again.


  “…The goblins have probably merged with the Elks Clan,” Wyatt said.


  “But isn’t Touri Nokia dead already?” Koti, who had finally stopped eating, tilted his head when Wyatt said that.


  “It’s either Pale Symphoria or Ryutanu Organtia. Those two are the ones with the most influence after Touri. As for why they’re fighting, it’s probably for revenge,” Wyatt said.


  “The Silent Moon or that storm bastard, huh,” Garrod nodded as he reached for his mug. “The Leon Heart Clan and the Red Moon Clan are probably with them too.”


  “The Leon Heart Clan is essentially managed by Zaurosh-san… It must be because of their relationship with the demihumans. He hasn’t died, has he?” Matina asked earnestly.


  “Probably not~” Koti puffed up her cheeks and appeared to be sulking.


  “The Red Moon Clan is under Vine Ashley…”


  “Ah, in her case, just imagining the reason is scary, so let’s not go there.”


  The clan leader wisely pointed out, and all the members of the Swallow nodded.


  “Agreed.”


  “Berk-san was a decent person, though.”


  “Several influential guilds have thrown their lots with the goblins. The Leon Heart Clan and Elks Clan I know would never agree to any inhuman acts, but…”


  “The Red Moon Clan are inhuman.”


  “Well, yeah. The word cold-blooded was made just for that woman,” the clan leader said, and Matina and Garrod nodded.


  “Well, that’s probably because our lives don’t revolve around wars. Anyway, as long as the Leon Heart Clan and the Elks Clan are there, it’s unlikely anything too tragic will happen.”


  “What if they’re isolated?”


  “Then I guess we’ll have to stand up to the world’s threat then.”


  The clan leader mischievously smiled, gathering everyone’s gazes.


  “If we mustered everyone, then perhaps, but…”


  Wyatt made a sullen face but didn’t say more than that. Could the Flying Swallow defeat that goblin if they rallied all of their forces?


  Subjugating monsters was one of the many jobs of adventurers, but no monster has ever used armies organizationally and conquered nations to this extent.


  Subjugating this monster seemed as difficult as assassinating the king of a nation. What’s more is that the target they’re meant to assassinate is likely even stronger than the entire Swallow Clan.


  “Wyatt.”


  The clan leader, Ruruid, patted the thoughtful Wyatt on the shoulder. That was enough to lighten Wyatt’s mood.


  “I understand where you’re coming from, but I doubt we’ll ever end up fighting that monster.”


  All eyes gathered on him, and Ruruid continued.


  “Think about what will happen to us once this voyage ends. We’ve traveled all over the world as adventurers, but the untrodden lands in this continent are too few.”


  Everyone glanced at each other as they pondered the words of their respected clan leader.


  “We are adventurers. Walking the untrodden is precisely what makes us worthy of that title.”


  “In other words, we’re leaving the continent for the island countries?” Wyatt asked.


  “Yes,” Ruruid nodded with a smile.


  Whether it was the region known as the Land of the Southern Barbarians, the Northern Ridge Mountains, or the high peaks beyond… The Flying Swallow clan has been to them all. Once, they were acquainted with an elf who managed to flee from misfortune. Once, they were able to barely escape with their lives from a land torn with a war among dragons.


  Except for the Forest of Darkness, the Flying Swallow clan has been to every nook and cranny of the continent.


  They challenged the unknown; therefore, they were adventurers.


  They didn’t want a world torn with war. What they wanted was to go past the oceans and witness a world yet untrodden. A world no one knew about. That would be their glory.


  “I agree with the clan leader.”


  Koti said with cheeks flushed red from the liquor. The rest of the members nodded.


  “If that’s what the clan leader has decided, then so be it,” Wyatt also nodded.


  Like this the future course of the Flying Swallow clan was decided.


  After they treated themselves to a feast, they went back to their respective lodging. Amidst the silence of the dark town, Wyatt looked up at the sky where the twin red moons, the twin goddesses, Ervi and Navi, hung alongside the God of Starfaring, Tear.


  “Mill, please be safe.”


  That was the name of the adventurer Wyatt once invited, but of course, his mutters could not possibly reach her.


  * * *


  Lili Aureya narrowed her eyes at the bustling city of Garm SuFacing East as she walked through town. It was already supper time, and the billowing smoke from the rows of houses and the aroma of grilled meat reminded her that she’d yet to eat.


  She was the lord of the northern territory, so naturally, there was a reason that necessitated her visit to Garm Su.


  “It was the Winter Heron Pavilion, right?”


  That reason was a direct invitation from the Governor-General of the Western Capital, Yoshu, to have a meal together.


  Of course, that was just pretense. Lili was the representative of the northern autonomous cities, formerly, the Germion State, and had a responsibility.


  A responsibility to lead the northern autonomous cities as their representative. The late Germion Kingdom developed its territories by giving land to its skilled warriors, and expanded by attacking the territories outside its borders.


  The people were expected to be subservient to their feudal lords, while the feudal lords were expected to develop the lands and guarantee their safety. The holy knight, Gowen Ranid, who was in charge of the western region, was exactly that sort of man. Although strict, it was necessary to have someone who could firmly lead the people.


  Of course, people such as Gowen, who were skilled in both literary and military arts, were rare. Holy Knights may be skilled in the sword, but when it came to the pen, there was often a world of difference. This was often dealt with by giving them skilled officials to assist in their ruling.


  But the Alrodena KingdomKingdom of the Black Sun that the Goblin King currently ruled had a severe deficit of civil officials. On top of the development of the western region, the borderlands that have been ignored until now have started to develop, and now, even the Holy Shushunu Kingdom had been annexed into the kingdom, heralding the birth of a great kingdom.


  The amount of tax being collected has greatly grown, and so did the number of tax collectors.


  Given such circumstances, they naturally couldn’t afford to dispatch any civil officials to the autonomous cities. Lili was a feudal lord herself, so she has also been sufficiently educated in such matters, but even then, the number of civil officials was just barely enough to maintain the status quo.


  Lili opened the door to the bar, and what greeted her was that nostalgic sight of noisy adventurers huddled around a table. There were a lot of demihumans and elves, but that was because they were in Garm Su. The sight of all the powerful warriors struck her with a sense of nostalgia for a moment, but she quickly shook it off and searched for the person she came here for.


  She had become a feudal lord before she knew it, but she was originally an adventurer.


  “Over here.”


  A man from the group with the biggest table raised his hand.


  When she got a better look at him, she noticed he was quite handsome. With his gentle eyes and smile, he was surely popular among the women.


  “It’s good to finally meet you. My name is Yoshu.”


  Yoshu offered her a seat, and she was happy to take it. There were already other people seated in the table.


  A slender man with one-eyed wrapped in bandage seemed irritated, but that was probably because she was late. There was also a boy with blond hair. He looked at her and smiled amiably. His blue eyes seemed to draw her in.


  The last person was a girl she had been acquainted with before, though her hair was much longer than she last remembered.


  “…Mill-dono?”


  “. So it’s you.”


  She was as unsociable as ever. She glanced at Lili just once before turning to glare sharply at Yoshu. Lili was surprised to see this girl who had been part of the saint, Reshia Fel Zeal’s, escort here.


  “Now that everyone is here, we can finally get this discussion going. Over meal, of course.”


  Yoshu called the waitress and ordered some food.


  “Would ale be fine?”


  “…Sorry, but I’d like some milk instead.”


  It was the slender man who curtly refused Yoshu’s suggestion. Yoshu shrugged his shoulders, and followed suit with a wry smile.


  “Yoshu-dono, I was under the impression that…”


  “Yes, of course, we’ll be discussing, but I’ve heard that it’s adventurer etiquette to celebrate first.”


  Yoshu glanced at Mill, and she reluctantly nodded.


  “Cheers.”


  Yoshu offered a toast, and after knocking their mugs, they emptied the contents into their bellies.


  “Let’s start with the introductions. I am the Governor-General of the Western Capital and the general manager of the guild, Yoshu,” Yoshu said. “This person here is…”


  “Mill Dora, a former member of the Blood Oath of the Flying Swallow (Swallow Clan),” Mill said.


  After that she went quiet, as though she had no intentions of saying anything more. Yoshu shrugged his shoulders and turned to the slender man.


  “Fick Barbad…”


  The slender man briefly introduced himself before bitterly emptying his milk mug.


  “Fick the Hawk-Eye is a rather famous adventurer in the south, right?”


  “…Yes.”


  Lili thought that the man would be much crueler, but after meeting him, apparently that wasn’t the case. If anything, the man even seemed afraid, what with his eyes constantly darting around.


  “Fick, stop being so scared, it’s unsightly,” Mick said coldly.


  “…Tch! You basically kidnapped me!” Fick snapped back.


  From the way he glanced at Yoshu, he was probably the main culprit. Lili was surprised to see him turn to him with so much vigor.


  “The Governor-General of the Western Capital and the Governor-General of the Northern Autonomous Cities! Just what are you scheming, Mill!?”


  “…As if I’d know. Stop making a commotion, it’s unsightly.”


  There was a hint of annoyance in Mill’s voice, but Yoshu interjected and spoke in a low tone.


  “Well, if that’s what you think, then please exercise prudence.”


  Seemingly overpowered by the pressure emanating from the smiling Yoshu, Fick sat back down.


  “…Sorry. Please continue.”


  It was an offhand comment, but Yoshu nodded with a smile all the same, and then turned to Lili.


  “We didn’t have much time, so please excuse me for being a bit unreasonable with this invitation.”


  Lili realized that he was beckoning her with his eyes to introduce herself, so she spoke.


  “I’m Lili Aureya. I’m currently serving as the Governor-General of the Northern Autonomous Cities. I don’t really think I suit the position, but regardless, I’m here today because of Yoshu-dono’s invitation. It’s a pleasure to meet everyone.”


  Lili nodded politely, and Yoshu nodded back firmly. He was smiling the same as ever as he turned to the last boy.


  “Leonis Verdio! I’m an adventurer. It’s a pleasure to meet everyone!”


  The cheerful and energetic response of the boy made Lili’s cheeks relax a little.


  “Likewise.”


  Leonis took the hand with a smile. He seemed pure and innocent.


  “Sorry to keep you waiting~”


  The waitress came back with the food they’d ordered and served their table.


  “Looks like all our orders are here. I’ll begin then. Feel free to eat while I talk.”


  * * *


  The aroma of the grilled meat stimulated Lili’s stomach. Although she was curious what Yoshu had to say, the temptation of the food laid out before her was simply too strong, and before she knew it, she’d already reached out for it.


  She served herself a portion of the roasted turkey. It was thoroughly roasted on the surface, and seemed as though its juices would surely fill one’s mouth as soon as one’s teeth sank into it.


  “U~”


  Lili noticed Leonis making a longing face.


  “You want some?” She asked.


  The boy nodded, and she offered her plate to him with a wry smile.


  “Please have some then. I’ll get another portion for myself.”


  “Are you sure?” Leonis asked.


  When he saw Lili nod, his face blossomed into a smile and accepted the plate. After everyone had gotten some food, Yoshu emptied his ale, then started talking.


  “Now then, the reason I gathered all of you here tonight is for no other reason than to hire you as adventurers.”


  Fick and Mill raised their heads, while Leonis and Lili were confused.


  “A request was brought to the guild a few days ago. A request from the elder of the White Tower, Tanya Fedran.”


  Lili wasn’t the only one who gulped upon hearing that name.


  Presently, the Ivory Tower has changed the policies they’ve adopted until now, and announced their desire to defeat the goblins as they gathered the neighboring countries to form a coalition. Lili may have been in the northern borders, but she still knew that much.


  “Hey, hey, wait a moment.”


  Fick didn’t like where this conversation seemed to be going, but Yoshu ignored him and spoke resolutely with a smile.


  “The job is none other than the rescue of the saint, Reshia Fel Zeal.”


  It was only natural that Fick would stand up.


  This was the temptation of the devil.


  The sort he wouldn’t be able to back away from upon hearing.


  “It’s unlikely that the request is a lie. After all, such a lie is unnecessary. That’s why the guild intends to use all of its power to fulfill it.”


  After saying that much, Yoshu looked at everyone gathered around the table, and then asked.


  “Well?”


  But as far as Fick was concerned, that was a death sentence from the death god himself. He collapsed into his chair and held his head.


  “Of course, neither the guild nor I, in my position as the Governor-General of the Western Capital, will spare any effort in supporting you. We will reward you appropriately.”


  When Yoshu turned to Lili, his smile grew even deeper.


  “This compensation will also include the dispatchment mend of civil officials and business negotiations.”


  “…I accept. Well, it’s not like I have any other choice.”


  Mill Dora said unperturbed as she emptied her mug of ale.


  “…I accept as well.”


  Seeing Lili nod, Yoshu turned to Fick.


  “I…” he hesitated.


  “Accept,” Mill said.


  “Hey, Mill!”


  “There’s no other choice, right, Governor-General of the Western Capital?”


  “I would never force you to do anything against your will, but you’ll have to prepare yourselves for some… disadvantages.”


  “Hmph, I wonder,” she snorted as she reached out for the pork sausage.


  “…U~, I have a question!”


  “Go ahead, Leonis-dono.”


  “Is that Reshia-san being kept captive in the Ivory Tower?”


  “Yes, that’s right. She’s basically a princess being held captive by some bad guys.”


  “In that case, I accept!”


  “Hey, hey, boy… Think about it some more, you’re going to be putting your life in danger, you know!”


  Fick said, but Leonis nodded with a huge smile.


  “Protecting girls is a man’s duty!”


  Having been told that without the slightest hint of shame, Fick was speechless.


  “Fick, Fick… Who would’ve thought that a kid would actually have more guts than Fick the Hawk-Eye? If you’re like this, I don’t think you really have the right to call yourself an adventurer anymore.”


  In a rare display, Mill spoke for a long time and smiled at Fick.


  At that, Fick sighed and finally nodded.


  Yoshu smiled. “It’s a pleasure to know that everyone will be cooperating. With that out of the way, please, enjoy the meal.”


  Before long, they finished their meal, and they went back to their respective lodging.


  After Yoshu was left all alone, he stood up and clapped.


  “Everyone, thank you for your cooperation.”


  Suddenly, the adventurers eating in the nearby tables stopped and turned to Yoshu. No, it wasn’t just the adventurers. Even the waitress and the owner of the store handing out liquor turned to Yoshu.


  “Looks like everything went according to plan.”


  “I’m just glad to see the clan leader grow up.”


  “You said it. ‘Protecting girls is a man’s duty!’ he says! The clan leader is so cute!”


  “You’re, not, a girl, anymore…”


  “What was that, hair ball!?”


  “L-Leonis-sama… Haa haa…”


  “Hey, leave it at that. I wouldn’t want to have you lynched.”


  “Ahh, Leonis-sama, why is Leonis-sama a man? If only, if only… haa haa…”


  “That girl called herself Lili, right? How dare she monopolize Leonis-sama’s pure gaze? She deserves death!”


  “…Tonight, another gravestone shall be added.”


  “Huh, w-wait a moment…”


  The adventurers that noisily left the store were all members of the Leon HeartProud Clan.


  “So, Governor-General of the Western Capital.”


  “What?”


  The last one to leave the store was the boss of the store. He placed his hand over Yoshu’s shoulder and smiled a dark smile.


  “The growth of that person is the happiest thing for us. As the person with the lineage fit to lead us, he is our hope. That’s why… If something were to happen to him, do be aware that the Leon Heart Clan will do everything in its power to claim your head, okay/”


  “In that case, I better be careful then.”


  Yoshu casually smiled, and then the man released his shoulders and left.


  With that, no one was left in the bar, and Yoshu finally heaved a deep sigh.


  “Ah… Damn it… This is all that king’s fault!”


  Yoshu’s soul cried out, but those cries merely vanished into the dark of the night, not a single soul to witness it.


  Chapter 255 
Relocating the Capital


  On the first year of the king’s calendar, during the period from autumn to winter, the goblin forces broke through the Holy Shushunu Kingdom and seized its capital, Rishu, and made it their own.


  Surrounded by vast windy plains, the climate in Rishu was temperate. The large river of Klenosh extended two kilometers to the north and was equipped with a sewerage system through the aqueducts. The connection to the Jewel RoadRoad of Riches also made Rishu economically important.


  “Must we really?” The king asked.


  “Yes, Your Majesty, we are moving the capital, after all,” the civil officials replied.


  The Goblin King took Yoshu’s advice to transfer the capital to Rishu from Garm SuFacing East, but the name was a problem.


  The king himself didn’t care about changing the name, but the civil and military officials under him insisted that he change the name. Even the elves and his tactician, Pale, insisted that he do so.


  “This is a privilege given only to the victor. Your Majesty, you have already spared them from the pillaging, if the name of the city isn’t at least changed, Your Majesty’s retainers wouldn’t be satisfied.”


  The victor had a right to pillage the defeated.


  This may be an unthinkable thing in a war between monsters and humans, but it was common sense in wars between humans. The reason it was unthinkable in a war between monster and humans was because they have only tried to kill each other until now.


  In other words, this privilege existed precisely to prevent needless mass slaughter.


  “I see… I understand.”


  The Goblin King nodded, then closed his eyes and folded his arms to prevent his agitation from showing on his face.


  “How about Revea SuThe City Where the King Sits?”


  “Well, if you’re fine with that.”


  Compared to the civil officials that exchanged glances, the goblins were elated.


  “As expected of our great king! It will surely be a city that will be worthy of His Majesty!”


  It was Gi Do Buruga who said those words of praise, the goblin who had recently evolved to the new class, alchemist.


  The goblins were all praises for the Goblin King’s new city, Revea su, not noticing the Goblin King’s half-hearted nod.


  His tactician, Pale Symphoria, raised her brow upon seeing that and coughed, then she knelt down to speak to the king.


  “When shall we move the capital? Fortunately, we were able to seize Revea Su without damaging it, so we can move the capital anytime.”


  “Hmm.”


  The Goblin King wanted to move east as soon as possible because of Reshia, but because they had secured Revea Su without damaging it, there were still a lot of people and royals still within the city.


  As such, those people needed to be managed first.


  This was the royal family that the War Princess rescued by gambling her life. As such, it was only right that he entertain them. That was the courtesy befitting of a king.


  “Let’s prioritize getting the capital in order first,” the Goblin King said.


  “”A wise decision, Your Majesty. Perhaps it would be best to take office here first, and then move the transfer once everything is ready,” Pale said.


  “Yes. There are still too many pests before we can move the capital. Can’t be at ease if there are traitors around, after all,” Gi Za Zakuend nodded.


  Gi Za would never forget the betrayal of the Kushunora in the battle with the War Princess. He had even sworn to one day avenge that betrayal.


  “Your Majesty, sufficient punishment must be meted out. I understand the importance of magnanimity, but I believe there are times when punishment must be duly handed out.”


  Gi Za’s words showed reason.


  “Indeed, but Gi Za, don’t you think they’ve been punished enough yet? Their name has already been dirtied with the infamy of being traitors.”


  “…For goblins, that would indeed be enough, but these are humans. To them, only death is a worthy punishment.”


  Gi Za looked at Gi Gu and Gi Ga, and then spoke to the king. Pale too showed her support for Gi Za’s thoughts.


  “At the very least, some punishment is in order. A change in the house’s leadership or perhaps financial compensation. It’s much better than to let things be and leave grudges unresolved,” Pale said.


  “…Very well. Punishment will be handed out. Pale, bring me the documents on the Kushunora. For now, let us adjourn this meeting.”


  The Goblin King’s subordinates bowed to him, and he nodded back to them, then he left the meeting.


  He didn’t believe it was necessary to slaughter the humans for vengeance’s sake now that the war had ended.


  It’s true that the damages from the betrayal hurt, but they were enemies in the first place, so he felt that they only had themselves to blame for being fooled.


  Because of that he wasn’t really all that interested in Gi Za’s petitions to bathe the Kushunora in blood.


  Gi Za was smart, but in the end, he was still a goblin, and he couldn’t remain unaffected by the militaristic goblins around him.


  To them, the most valuable thing they possessed was their honor.


  The honor to be able to fight with the king. And to be acknowledged by that very king, they spared no effort to appeal to him. And yet despite that, the Kushunora just had to betray him. How was that different from throwing mud onto his face?


  The goblins had a tacit understanding that any promise sworn under the king had to be protected. It was an extreme way of thinking that was difficult to implement on the seat of diplomacy between nations.


  Because the Kushunora broke their promise, Gi Za now found it difficult to forgive them. This was a fundamental issue rooted in the very being of the goblins.


  Once they have been humiliated in the worst way possible, the only compensation they can understand is death.


  “Excuse me.”


  Not long after the Goblin King had returned to his office, Pale entered with the documents of the Kushunora in hand.


  “Do you agree with the punishment of the Kushunora?”


  The Goblin King asked as he read the documents.


  “Yes.”


  “Really?” The Goblin King turned to her with surprise.


  “I hear the Kushunora are merchants by trade,” she explained. “Nothing would be better than to find fault and punish their head.”


  The Goblin King needed some time to digest her words.


  “…I see, a merchant family, huh.”


  “Yes. I believe it’s about time that the merchants cooperating with us such as the Hama Company, the Rudunoa Company, and the Messa Deon Company… begin to distinguish themselves.”


  “Shoot down the head, wreak havoc, and then split the stronghold of the enemy… I see.”


  What Pale had on mind was an economical attack through the Alrodena merchants that they’ve heavily invested in. The biggest supporters of the biggest economic bloc that benefited the most from the Jewel Road were none other than the elders of Pena, but they were already on the verge of death.


  They were the ones who impose tariffs on the merchants of the Jewel Road and protect them, but once they die, that duty will fall onto the strongest house in the center of the continent. In other words, the Kushunora house.


  A great amount of wealth through the trade with the Holy Kingdom Alsas and the Oceanic Kingdom Yarma was about to fall into their lap.


  Pale was saying that they should steal that wealth.


  * * *


  “Gold isn’t something that should be spared. I’m sure Your Majesty is aware of that.”


  “Of course… So, the Kushunora are a hindrance to us, you say?”


  “At the very least, the head of their house needs to fall from power.”


  “Let’s have them pay compensation then. Compensation around four times the national budget of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. We’ll have them promise to pay us in parts over a period of 10 years. If they refuse, then they can consider their head’s life forfeit.”


  Pale closed her eyes and became thoughtful, and then nodded.


  “What if he were to run away?” She asked.


  “If he refuses, then he will die. That’s all,” the Goblin King said.


  “I understand. I’ll inform Gi Za-dono of your decision.”


  Pale left the king and walked down the hall. Gi Za was there waitnig for her.


  “Is the king unwilling to permit my vengeance on the Kushunora?”


  “He’s ordered for them to compensate with coin instead. Coin worth four times the national budget of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. If that’s not possible, then death will be the compensation.”


  Gi Za narrowed his eyes and stared at Pale.


  “Do you intend to exact your vengeance even if it means going against the king?” Pale asked.


  “Our king is soft. Too soft. He actually left me some leeway for my vengeance!” Gi Za pointed out.


  “…Yes, his endgame is weak, but do you really think I’d let you?”


  Paying four times the national budget of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom in one lump sum was probably impossible even for the Kushunora House; hence, the Goblin King allowed them 10 years to pay it. That should open the market enough for the new merchants to leave their mark.


  In other words, as long as they didn’t mention the latter half of the conditions, the punishment decreed by the king was essentially a death sentence for the Kushunora House, leaving them with only two choices – flee or die.


  The Kushunora House prospered through trading, so there were probably a lot of merchants they could do business with across the sea.


  Invisible sparks flashed between Pale and Gi Za as they met each other’s eye.


  “…I didn’t think you would. I’m not happy about it, but it’s the king’s will. My honor wasn’t anything much to speak of in the first place.”


  Gi Za sighed and turned heel.


  “Indeed, you are wise, Gi Za-dono.”


  Pale bowed her head, and while Gi Za peeked at her over his shoulders for a moment, he didn’t say anything and left.


  “They will either live in shame or die a painful death… Either way, the Kushunora no longer have a future,” Pale said.


  Gi Za only raised one of his hands in response to that.


  Gi Za still didn’t know how to act in moderation. That’s why he left the matter of slowly dismantling the Kushunora to Pale.


  Some time later, the Kushunora House gave their response, agreeing to pay the compensation demanded by the king.


  ◆◆◇


  On the first winter of the King’s Calendar, four representatives from the elves appeared before the king, while preparations were underway to relocate the capital. Every one of these people, who have been gathered in Garm Su, was a distinguished person.


  From the SalamanderFire Elves was Barrui the Salamander.


  From the UndineWater Elves was Feeney the King of Bows.


  From the GnomeEarth Elves was Berk Alsen Royon.


  From the SylphWind Elves was Shunaria, who had been given all authority by Shure the Wise.


  Contrast the representatives sent by the fire and water elves that boasted great accomplishments and abilities, the earth elves sent a young swordsman, while the wind elves sent Shunaria, who though somewhat accomplished in ruling, was yet to achieve anything meaningful.


  The meeting that took place before the Goblin King and his tactician, Pale, included a report of the various elf factions’ situation – a report that hasn’t been given in some hundred years – as well as a briefing on the current situation of their forces.


  This was being done to show that the Goblin King intended to ally himself with them as a nation.


  To the goblins, an alliance meant the provisioning of soldiers.


  The sylphs have constantly been fighting on the battlefield with 300 of their warriors. And then there was also Felbi’s company of 100 soldiers that’s being used to maintain the public order. In total, the sylphs were providing 400 soldiers to the goblins.


  To the other elves that was a considerable number.


  It was a number they could gather only by rounding up the men from the villages temporarily. Presently, Berk Alsen of the gnomes were leading nearly 500 soldiers to join the Goblin King in battle, but it was a different story altogether to have that many soldiers participate all the time.


  It was only because of Shure’s wisdom and the fact that the sylphs were able to protect the Forest of Darkness from the humans that the sylphs could continue to provision that many soldiers.


  Just from the fact that the population of the sylph was continuing to increase despite the sylph unification war should already be enough to show just how skilled Shurni was.


  In contrast, although the gnomes fled to regions that the humans couldn’t enter and their bodies adapted to the harsh environment, in the end, they still couldn’t avoid losing some of their population.


  Presently, their situation could only permit provisioning 200 soldiers constantly.


  The same was true for the fire and water elves; hence, one could easily see just how wealthy the sylphs were.


  Despite that the opinion of the Goblin King didn’t change.


  It didn’t matter even if they could only provide a few soldiers. If they were to form an alliance, then they needed to provision soldiers. What’s important wasn’t the number of soldiers dispatched, but the cooperation between them.


  Besides, as far as numbers went, the Goblin King’s 20,000 soldiers were more than enough.


  The goblins were born warriors, and they alone were more than sufficient to head east and contest with the minor nations. But that wasn’t a good idea when the bigger picture was taken into consideration. After all, if they were to form an alliance, nothing could strengthen their trust better than to fight and shed blood together.


  At the very least, that’s what the goblins, who possessed the biggest force, thought, and it was also through that that the many goblins that won and survived the many wars under the king found trust.


  The Goblin King also knew from history that any alliance formed only during one’s heyday would not be effective once things began to go sour.


  * * *


  To that end, he has continued to search for a functioning alliance even in adversity. Because of that the various elves had to offer their strength and technology to the goblins.


  They couldn’t help much in military affairs, but they could still contribute to Alrodena in other ways.


  In exchange for the full protection of their villages and an equal alliance, the elves offered what they could.


  “We offer our techniques to control floods.”


  Feeney’s long aqua hair extended down to his hips as he said that to the king.


  Just as the sylphs could hear the voice of the forest, the undine could hear the voice of the water; hence, they specialized in preventing floods, regulating rainfall, and weather forecasts.


  “In that case, we shall offer our smithing and our architecture.”


  Barrui laughed with his gray skin and burning red hair.


  They, who excelled in smithery and architecture, were an oddity among the children of the God of Water and the God of Forest. If one asked them about it, they would say that there’s nothing wrong with one child out of four turning odd.


  The gnome warriors used to specialize in farming, but after they were chased out of their home, they had no choice but to abandon it. Since they were driven to the desert some hundred years ago, they have been living as hunters.


  “We will offer our martial arts to the kingdom,” Berk said.


  “Oh? What voice do you hear?” Barrui the Salamander asked the young Berk.


  “I hear the voice of the sand, but hunting sand whales is the livelihood of my people. Which is why I intend to use the sword skills I have trained to work with the kingdom.”


  “Intriguing.”


  When the man named Barrui smiled ferociously, perhaps that was his true nature, as someone who has been living as a merchant for so many years. Contrast Feeney, who only raised his brows, he smiled a ferocious smile as he turned to the Goblin King.


  “Can you leave the task of appraising his contribution to me? Let me find out whether this contribution of his is worthy enough.”


  “So be it.”


  The Goblin King nodded, and then the salamander and the gnome warrior headed to the training grounds.


  ◆◇◆


  “It’s too late to apologize now.”


  Barrui took out his long sword and grinned at the gnome warrior before him. While Berk Alsen, with his silver hair, golden-brown skin, and long drooping ears, only quietly nodded.


  “Take a good look at the sword forged from the blood of my ancestors.”


  He pulled out a long sword and a short sword in a strange shape.


  The three-pronged short sword was called a main gauche.


  “Come.”


  Barrui approached him slowly.


  Berk wielded his his main gauche in the low stance, then he approached Barrui as though to lure him.


  Their exchange lasted for but a moment.


  Barrui’s razor sharp attack lashed out toward Berk. Given their distance, it was a sure hit. A thrust aimed straight for Berk’s throat. It was not just fast enough to kill, it was also meant to kill.


  If Berk were to react even a moment slower, he would surely to die. Moreover, the power behind it was so great that even if it landed only on his shoulder, it would still be able to blow it away.


  And yet a sword as fast and as powerful as that was met by Berk’s main gauche.


  With a willow’s softness, his main gauche tangled the long sword. At the same time, Berk shifted half his body and took a step toward Barrui and pointed his long sword at the salamander’s neck.


  “Think you’ve won with that, Kid?”


  A closer look would show that the three-pronged blade had been caught by Barrui’s long sword.


  “…You handed me the victory. Naturally, I’d accept.”


  “Hmph, what an unlovable kid! What did you say your name was?”


  “Berk Alsen Royon, Barrui the Salamander.”


  “You can drop the salamander. The name is Barrui Neisaris.”


  Barrui put away his sword and offered his hand, a hand Berk took.


  “I look forward to working with you Sauzan Aratabrethren from the south, Berk.”


  “And I look forward to learning from you. Noizan Aratabrethren from the north, Barrui.”


  When Feeney saw Barrui hug Berk, he sighed.


  “He’s not a bad man, but he’s really simple-minded… Please don’t think all the fire elves are like him, Shunaria-dono.”


  “Don’t worry, I know someone like him from our tribe too.”


  “I see… That’s a bit troubling.”


  Feeney brusehd up his aquatic hair, and Shunaria smiled.


  When the two warriors returned before the king, they knelt. Barrui spoke first.


  “King of Goblins. On the honor of the Salamander, I guarantee that this gnome’s words are true. He will surely be of use to you.”


  “So I’ve seen. We have a swordsman among our people as well. It will surely benefit the both of you if you can cross swords one day.”


  “Thank you for your kind words, Your Majesty. As long as you protect us, we gnomes will forever be loyal to you.”


  Berk spoke after Barrui, but after speaking on behalf of the gnomes, the Goblin King nodded.


  Later, he would meet Gi Go Amatsuki and cross swords with him.


  After seeing each other’s mastery over the sword, they would mutually accept each other.


  ◆◇◆


  On the first spring of the second year of the King’s Calendar, the Goblin King received word from Pale that preparations have been completed.


  And so, they left Garm Su and relocated the capital to Revea Su.


  The original residents had never left, so the late Rishu had to be rapidly expanded in order to accommodate the great number of goblins and elves.


  Some of the walls had to be demolished and its materials used for construction, but even then it was only thanks to Barrui the Salamander’s fire elf technology that the barracks of the goblins could be completed before the king arrived.


  Because of how rushed everything was, the elves and the goblins were crammed into the new barracks without much thought.


  “Is there anything you’re unhappy about? You’re fine as long as you can stave off the weather, yes?”


  The new place only had shared living quarters, so there were a lot of people unhappy, but as far as Pale was concerned that in and of itself was a luxury.


  Once again, the Goblin King was made to realize his error in entrusting this job to Pale. She was a brilliant woman. Whether it was politics, military, or schemes, she was a woman who could do it all, but unfortunately, she had no talent when it came to city planning.


  If Yoshu had taken the job, he might have raised hell and complained, but he would have still made sure that no one would have anything to complain about.


  The Goblin King never had much want in the way of luxuries like grand palaces, so he sold all of those stuff away along with the treasures, leaving behind only the bare necessities, and resolved to promote the development of the city.


  He needed to talk to someone about it, and the person he found was Shunaria.


  “In that case, we surely must plant trees!”


  As her long ears twitched rapidly from excitement, the Goblin King realized that he had made a mistake. If he left it to the sylphs, they would just end up planting trees everywhere.


  They would demolish houses, cut off roads, destroy farmlands, all to plant trees.


  They were sick.


  Pale wasn’t afflicted with the same disease, but in her case, she was too restricted by rationality. When it came to delicate matters, she would actually make a decent match for Shunaria.


  Hence, the person the Goblin King tried consulting next was Berk Alsen.


  He has fought with Gi Go the Sword King, as well as the snow demons, so the Goblin King tried talking to him, but his answer was exceedingly simple.


  “A house built from the hide and bones of beasts is enough. Any more than that is unnecessary.”


  His tribe was a savage tribe that lived in a region so remote it was referred to as the Land of the Southern Barbarians.


  The Goblin King knew that he lacked talent. It would be too reckless for him to implement a plan on his own. At the end of his wits, the Goblin King thought he had no choice but to call Yoshu, but then Barrui suddenly passed by him.


  “Just when I was wondering what you wanted to talk about, it turns out to be about the development of the city. In that case, you need to expand toward the north. And then you’ll have to do something to keep the residential area of the humans in the south from becoming a slum.”


  When the Goblin King heard that, he froze up just like a sage that had received a divine revelation.


  “You understand, Barrui?”


  “Come on now, what do you take us for? Please don’t lump us in with those vulgar humans who only know how to fight.”


  Barrui laughed heartily, then flexed his arms to the Goblin King.


  “We’re the mavericks birthed by the God of Water and the God of Forest, you know? When a kid has gone off the wrong road and his parents don’t like it, it’s his duty to make them understand.”


  The grinning middle-aged warrior, Salamander, looked really dependable to the king.


  “You should call that guy, Feeney, too. Those flood control abilities are really something. If we work together, we can have a sewer ready before breakfast.”


  And just like that, with the help of his newfound advisers, the Goblin King developed Revea Su.


  The sylphs that ever whispered by his ears to plant more trees, the humans that fled from the scary goblins, the gnomes that found tents more comforting than stone houses, the undine that inflated the budget in their pursuit of beautiful statues, and the salamanders that wanted to make everything big, thinking it would be more exciting that way.


  It was with the opinion of all these different races that the city of Revea Su was gradually developed.


  “Well, it should serve as a good distraction,” Pale said.


  A clamor of voices could be heard coming from the king’s office.


  Everything had gone just as Pale had planned.


  Indeed, she was good at schemes.


  Chapter 256 
Clouds of War


  After occupying the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, moving their capital to it, and renaming it, Revea Su, the goblins hurriedly established their borders.


  It has only been one month since the relocation of the capital during last year’s winter, and it was currently the spring of the King’s Calendar’s second year. With the exception of the vassal states, the territories were decided with no contention. At the same time, the treatment of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom’s royal family was also decided.


  “I will not be taking your lives. Your country may also remain.”


  That was under the premise that they would obey the decisions made by the king, which then begged the question of which territories and how much of it would he given. There was also the issue of the people possibly fearing the goblins, and thus, fleeing the capital to migrate. There were many issues that needed to be dealt with if the royal family were to be allowed to live.


  In the end, the Goblin King solved the problem by deciding everything on his own, and giving the royal family a land they could control directly. It was a small territory, even smaller than the territories of the three great nobles, along with which was also the permission to hold the smallest military force necessary to function as a country. Like this the Holy Shushunu Kingdom was allowed to continue existing in the form a minor nation.


  As for the remaining nobles, the goblins dealt with them appropriately.


  “…You’re recognizing their right to own land?”


  One of the great nobles, Barad Agarmua, snorted.


  “Yes, but the inheritance tax will be increased greatly,” Pale said.


  “…”


  The nobles were optimistic that they wouldn’t be receiving any heavy punishments since the royal family were allowed to live. Even the House of Ririnoie, which caused the most damages to the goblins, did not have their lands seized.


  As such, the nobles believed that since they weren’t directly involved in the war that they wouldn’t be affected much.


  However, they were forgetting one important thing.


  The Kushunora House may not have been asked to pay for their sins with blood, but they were indeed asked to compensate monetarily. From that Barad realized what the goblins were trying to do.


  The goblins were trying to get what they could.


  The Ririnoie House was the strongest militarily, but its head, Blanche, was already dead, and her subordinates, the sorcerer cavalry (mana guard), were half destroyed, and the ValkyriaShort Sword Battle Maiden that were affiliated with the guild were now the goblins’ dogs.


  As for the Kushunora who knew the flow of money, they could pay up. Then what about himself? Barad had to recall his own standards.


  The landlords and the lawyers.


  When he thought of that, he more or less understood what the goblins wanted.


  It was hard to believe, but apparently, the goblins weren’t judging them by relying on the voice of a god or the mere opinions of those in authority, no, they were judging them according to the law.


  Other than Shushunu, the territories usually gave the right to judge to its lord. Naturally, decisions made from such a judicial model would be arbitrary, but it was the norm for this age. It was hard to believe, but these monsters they looked down upon actually held values similar to theirs. Barad was shocked.


  And at the same time, he felt fear.


  They would recognize their territories, but the inheritance tax would be increased.


  Right now, what he was worried about the most was the fact that his son wasn’t as talented as him, and his grandson was still too young to be taught.


  From the sound of these people’s remarks, they have more than likely spread out their intelligence network already and seen through his weakness. Now, they were trying to suppress him by warning him.


  Barad couldn’t stop himself from sweating.


  Never before had he felt fear like this. Even confronting Claudia the War Princess wasn’t as terrifying. His legs shook vigorously, as though the world were coming to an end, and then he collapsed onto the ground in fear.


  “…How far have you…?” Barad said inadvertently.


  “What are you talking about?” Pale’s cold eyes stabbed into him.


  “No. I wouldn’t want to put on the years, now, would I?”


  “It would be best if we could be understanding of each other.”


  The face of a veteran politician was already gone from his face. With a pale face, Barad promptly fled from her presence and excused himself. There was still time, Barad told himself on the way back in his carriage.


  He had to prepare for the future. He had to raise his grandchild and build a force that could allow them to maintain their authority even with a smaller territory. If not, the Agarmua will slowly be strangled.


  —Just like the Kushunora!


  Some time later, Barad sent a letter expressing his intent to resign and hand over his position to his son.


  Pale, who suppressed the three great nobles without rallying the military, did not forget to sell favor to the Shushunu royal family by adding the territories they took as tax from the inheritance tax to the new Shushunu territory.


  While maintaining a good relationship with the fallen royal family, she exposed the uncertain factors within the kingdom and devoted her time to warning them. By showing that she could crush them at any time, the nobles that haven’t been cornered financially became docile and ceased any thoughts of opposing the goblins.


  But despite all that it was true that there were still those who refused to submit to goblin rule.


  One such force was the adventurers guild.


  * * *


  Yoshu, who was the general manager of the guild only because he was the Governor-General of the Western Capital, heard about that information when he was hard at work as usual.


  “A bounty?”


  The rumor that Pale’s information network picked up certainly sounded plausible.


  When the goblins took over the guild’s main headquarters in the Holy Shushunu Kingdom during the war, the guild evacuated to the eastern areas that the goblins have yet to reach. They had to move their HQ in that state, so it must’ve cost them a heavy price, but regardless, they still managed to escape. That spoke volumes about their competency, and their luck was quite good too.


  The guild was originally meant to act as a fixer for jobs, and as a protection for its members, but in time, the vast amount of wealth that flowed into the guild’s purse has turned it into a powerful organization. The guild has its own will, and as an organization, its influence is great enough to affect even the national affairs of the kingdom, as seen when they supported the House of Ririnoie.


  The guild believes that their authority should be used for the sake of what is right. In other words, to defend the world of humans. Unfortunately, reality pulled a fast one on them with the rise of the Goblin King, and the monsters that have been slaughtered without recourse until now have suddenly found themselves a king to unify them and lead their revolution against their human overlords.


  United, the monsters were strong. Too strong, in fact, and their power had gone far beyond the guild’s expectations.


  The goblins that they hunted regularly built a country for themselves and even took their city.


  Given all that, it was only natural that they would want to exact vengeance.


  To make things worse, the guild of that kingdom of monsters was doing whatever it pleased in the conquered territory. But they couldn’t possibly wage a war against it when there was no chance for victory. After all, the guild from the monster kingdom was supported by that monster kingdom itself. No matter how big the human guild might be, this was not a battle that they could win with just pure military might.


  They must’ve found the whole thing unforgivable. The guild that was developed for the sake of humanity had been turned into a tool of invasion by the very monsters they hunted.


  Because of that they decided to retreat temporarily, and then call the rest of what remained of humanity to arms.


  —We’ll put a bounty on their heads! Dead or alive! It doesn’t matter! Just bring their heads!


  “They’re quite enthusiastic, aren’t they?” Yoshu sighed as he listened to the report. “So, did they put a bounty on my head too?”


  Mellisia nodded and she showed him his bounty. When Yoshu saw it, he bit his lips and wryly smile.


  “That’s enough money to play for the rest of your life.”


  “They’re terrible, Master. You haven’t done anything wrong, and yet…”


  “Hmm. They must be getting really desperate.”


  The way Yoshu saw it, the guild didn’t send branches to various countries just to make money, rather, the real purpose of the guild was to serve as a bridge between rulers and non-rulers. Once humans and non-humans have been connected through profits and that connection is strengthened, by the time they realize it, they won’t want to separate anymore.


  That was the kind of coexistence he had in mind.


  “Well, I don’t plan on stopping now, though.”


  “Master, I knew it! We need to hire some guards!”


  “Huh?”


  Before he knew it, Mellisia had her hands together before her chest, while looking at him with expectant eyes.


  “Do you know of Elrain’s Felbi Platoon? I hear it’s a platoon of elven guards, and every one of them is beautiful! Ah, but of course… I have you, master, so…”


  “Ha ha…”


  Yoshu dryly laughed, while Mellisia’s expression alternated between blushing and becoming pale.


  “Should we pick some guards out from the city guards, after all? But if we do that it’ll cause problems for the city, so we definitely have to hire fresh faces! In that case, it might be a bit vain, but if we’re hiring anyway, we definitely must hire the elven warriors!”


  Yoshu was yet to make a decision, but from the way she was talking, it sounded as though it’s already been decided that they’ll be hiring some guards.


  “But you know, the elves are really famous, and they tend to gather attention wherever they are… There’s also the issue of money.”


  “I’ll raise the funds!”


  Mellisia declared with sparkling eyes tinged with desire.


  It was then that the door opened vigorously and Selena, an elven adventurer, and Nikea, the chief of the Aranea, entered.


  “I heard that!” Selena said.


  “You need some guards?” Nikea said.


  “In that case, I know just the right people!”


  Selena’s torn ears moved a little, while Nikea folded her arms and nodded.


  “N-No. We’re going to hire the elven warriors!”


  Mellisia’s eyes were tinged with the color of self-interest as she desperately argued against these two’s suggestion, but Selena and Nikea refused to budge.


  “No! There’s a suitable escort in the western capital!” Selena said.


  “Yes, there are some free hand— I mean really powerful guards,” Nikea said.


  “You were eavesdropping on us!” Mellisia accused.


  “T-There’s no way I would do something like that! My ears just happen to be really good! If I set my mind to it, I could even hear the conversation from the rooms next to us!”


  While the girls were noisily arguing among themselves, Yoshu was thinking about something completely different.


  “Well, that aside, do you mind if I have the demihumans work for you as guards?” Nikea asked Yoshu while Selena and Mellisia were busy arguing.


  “It won’t be a problem. Go ahead,” Yoshu nodded.


  In the end, Mellisia’s opinions were pushed aside, and it was decided that Yoshu’s guards would be filled by the demihumans in shifts.


  * * *


  The elder of the White Tower, Tanya Fedran, felt like covering her eyes when she saw Reshia’s state as she sat in her chair. Yes, she was the saint that saved people, but that was something she did on her own volition.


  It was not something that was forced onto her by others. Tanya knew that. But despite knowing that, did she not essentially agree to take away her free will, for the sake of saving humanity, a duty heavier and more respectable than anything else?


  The room they were in now was permitted only to the most influential people, it was a room within the depths of the Ivory Tower.


  Tanya had known Reshia ever since she was a young girl. She knew her cries when her parents took her to the Ivory Tower. She was also the one who taught her and persuaded her to become a saint. And it was the warm and nostalgic emotions from those memories that brought her so much pain.


  “Are you in pain, Tanya-dono?”


  Tanya was surprised to hear a voice suddenly come from behind her, but by the time she’d turned around, that surprised was already hidden.


  “Floyd-dono…”


  He was a sorcerer even older than Tanya, but he appeared like a young man. This smiling handsome sorcerer consoled the old Tanya as though she were a child.


  “You seem to be… having fun.”


  “Yes. A research I’ve been pursuing for a long time is finally showing fruit. It’s not a bad feeling.”


  Floyd shrugged his shoulders, and Tanya criticized him.


  “…That girl isn’t an animal for one of your experiments!”


  “Please calm down, Tanya Fedran. Aren’t you merely suffering from your own guilt? Venting on me won’t do you any good.”


  “…Excuse me, Floyd Berchen, elder of the Blue Tower.”


  “It’s fine, I understand. After all, you did raise her up and she is like a granddaughter to you.”


  Floyd’s words sounded poisonous, but she didn’t know if that was merely because she was overly sensitive. She analyzed herself and strove to be as calm as possible.


  “No.”


  “…Spectacular. As expected of you, Tanya-dono.”


  Seeing her calm once more, Floyd smiled and approached Reshia to examine her countenance.


  “The human world in exchange for the life of a pitiful young girl… It is sad how powerless we are, but call me cruel all you want, there will be no stopping, I will not stop… Alas, there are no other options left to us.”


  Whether it was the military nation of the west, Germion Kingdom, the supreme conquerer of the south, the Red King, or the rulers of the plains, the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, every one of them was a great power matchless in the world.


  Unparalleled nations built by humans.


  And yet in all their glory and splendor, they were beaten by the goblins, trampled underfoot, and conquered. Yes, this was the reality that faced them.


  “In order to protect the human world, we have no choice but to stand against these goblins. It is for that reason that the Ivory Tower exists, to gather the remnants of the gods, and to protect the world in their absence. To that end, it will not do to be swayed by emotion and lose our composure.”


  “…Yes, I understand.”


  After checking Reshia’s condition, he took a look at the gray wolf and the demihuman by her feet.


  “Everything appears to be proceeding a lot better than expected…”


  He examined the collar of the gray wolf and the bracelets attached to the demihuman’s hands, then he turned his back to Tanya.


  “Serion-dono is negotiating to borrow Oron-dono. I would be grateful if you could do your part to bring the people of the coalition together as well.”


  “…I know. I just want to look at this girl’s face a little longer.”


  “Until you’re satisfied then.”


  After Floyd left, Tanya collapsed into her chair.


  “…Forgive me, Reshia. Forgive me, Cecil.”


  She muttered the name of her late grandchild as though offering a prayer.


  After Floyd had left Reshia’s room, he headed to the laboratory of the Ivory Tower, and upon opening its heavy doors, laid his eyes upon the two swords floating in a cistern, faintly glowing.


  “…Hmm.”


  As he examined the swords and took down notes, a knock eventually resounded, and he had to put his work to a pause.


  “Please enter.”


  “We’re going in.”


  Two people entered.


  Serion, the elder of the Red Tower, and the living legend and the greatest power of the northern minor nations, Oron, who controlled the MarchosiasFlame King’s Eyes.


  “I’ve been waiting for you, Oron-dono. It is an honor to meet a living legend.”


  White hair and a tall stature. Ageless eyes full of greed and a shameless smile that couldn’t be rid of. Those were the features of the man as he bowed his head.


  “I didn’t think I would be meeting the Ageless Wizard either. Is that the Soul-Flaying Sword?”


  “It is a weapon that carries the sentiments of those who’ve sacrificed their lives to protect their master. The embodiment of the divine protections themselves.”


  “Please, enough with the jokes, I don’t believe in the gods, and neither do you, Ageless Wizard.”


  “On the contrary, I am a devout believer,” Floyd smiled.


  Oron fearlessly laughed, “moving on to business, you just need me to defeat the goblins, right?”


  “Yes. I’m sure that’s an easy job for a living legend such as yourself?”


  “These are the goblins that conquered half the world. It won’t be easy, but… It’s not as if there’s any reason I can’t kill them.”


  “In that case, we are in agreement.”


  “That we are. Keep your eyes peeled, Boss, and take a good look at my power.”


  After seeing Serion and Oron off, Floyd’s smiling face twisted.


  “You might not believe in the gods, but the gods do in fact exist.”


  A thin smile appeared on Floyd’s face, but he rid himself of that immediately and went back to his research.


  ◆◆◇


  The screams from the adventurers guild was met by the goblins with complete silence. Yoshu’s way of dealing with the guild was to bring the people to his side by having his guild focus on large-scale public work projects. Because of that the people couldn’t justify throwing their lives away just to rebel against the goblins.


  Not even Pena or Germion State, which were especially opposed to the goblins, responded to the adventurers guild’s call to action. In fact, not even the people voiced their dissatisfaction. Though this result might’ve also been brought about by the War Princess’ schemes that had the anti-goblin leaders executed prior.


  It was so quiet, it was eerie, and the first to break from this silence was the minor nation by the borders of Alrodena Kingdom. This minor nation was previously subordinated to the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. It sent people in to investigate the domestic situation of the countries ruled by the goblins, as well as to possibly try an assassination, but their efforts ended in failure.


  While the goblins were becoming the rulers, Vine made great waves in the Holy Shushunu Kingdom’s criminal world, and she brought all manners of crooks and criminals under her control.


  Although Kushunora was a result of Vine venting her frustrations, the sight of her laughing amidst the heaps and piles of corpses has made her name the very definition of fear, bringing her much infamy in the criminal world.


  In a sense of irony, the people who were most loyal to her were the demihumans and elves that she saved from slavery. They numbered over 300 and possessed physical abilities above that of humans, and they even excelled in magic.


  In the world of crooks and thugs, where surprise attacks were as common as the homeless on the streets, nothing could be more reliable than these loyal soldiers.


  The Red Moon Clan was known to be a powerful clan despite their few numbers, but with their recent activities here, their reputation rose once more, and the name of the blood-stained Red Moon Clan was once again engraved into the hearts of the people.


  “Here’s the list of names.”


  “Hmm?”


  Sophia of the ElksSoar to Freedom Clan has almost exclusively been affiliated with Vine. She passed the list of names to Vine, but Vine wasn’t thrilled.


  “You don’t look enthused.”


  “Of course not… The people have stopped resisting usthe Red Moon Clan recently. They don’t bite back anymore.”


  “…Last month, there were four incidents. This month, there has already been 3 incidents, and one of those incidents involved 50 deaths. Don’t you think it’s only normal they’d stop resisting?”


  “You’re starting to sound more and more like that girl, Pale, aren’t you?”


  Vine grinned and Sophia frowned.


  “I-I’m not doing it on purpose!”


  “Heh, well, I don’t mind it. Alright, enough of that, it’s time for work!”


  Vine took the slender curved sword rested on her shoulders and sheathed it by her waist. As she walked away, demihumans and elves stood up and followed her one after another.


  One month later, according to the information network of the Elks Clan, Vine had successfully slain the bosses of the criminal world and placed everything under her control.


  The nights of Revea Su were haunted by ghosts. Demihumans and elves and humans and those that did not look human… And the one who managed all of these was the Red Moon Clan. Vine the Mad Blade, it was she who led the crimson-black shadow of Revea Su.


  Or at the very least, such rumors were often shared among the pious men and women of Shushunu.


  Chapter 257 
Gathering Shadows


  Like a tropical depression that suddenly grows into a huge cyclone, the seed that was the saint grew a stem, and the coalition of minor nations along with their various agendas attached themselves to it and became its leaves. The name of that flower with its blood-colored petals – the holy war of humanity against the monsters.


  “Heralding from the Iron Country, 500 heavy infantry and 1,000 squires, under the command of the Iron Bull General, Rasmoa-dono!”


  More and more reinforcements from the minor nations were coming to the Ivory Tower by the day. The elder of the Blue Tower, Floyd Berchen, turned to the researcher beside him. The latter immediately straightened his back and fulfilled his duty.


  “It’s a group of elite knights from the Iron Country. They have never lost before in the skirmish with the minor nations, and General Rasmoa has also been in the army for 40 years. It wouldn’t be wrong to call him a seasoned warrior.”


  Floyd nodded as he placed a game board piece on the Iron Country’s part of the map.


  “In total, there are now 13 countries who wish to join us after Shushunu’s defeat.”


  The coalition of minor nations consisted of many countries. The small country of Orphen from the north, the Iron Country, Elfa, from the center region, the small country of Fenis from the south. They were all minor nations, but they sent a large number of soldiers to the coalition. The people, who thought about the future of their countries, wanted to secure a more advantageous position for themselves after the war by showing off their military.


  Rasmoa from the Iron Country sent Floyd a bribe under the pretense of it being material support from the king, but Floyd had no interest in such things and immediately put it away as part of the military budget.


  In fact, no matter who it was and no matter how much they sent, he would announce everything to the other two members of the Council of Three Towers that was the decision-making body of the Ivory Tower, leaving the decision of the budget to the Red Elder, Serion.


  For the Ivory Tower that is responsible for the birth of countless government officials, they had no shortage of brilliant young men. That was also true for Serion, who was the great archbishop of the largest eastern religion’s church.


  Minor nations like Dismina and Ramana, which were once subordinated to the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, had no choice but to throw their lot in with the coalition like the rest of the minor nations.


  The source of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom’s power was the War Princess and the Sorcerer Cavalry (Mana Guard) that could move freely on the battlefield. It was because of that that the minor nations were willing to answer Blanche’s tyrannical demands, and it was indeed thanks to them that they were protected from their neighbors.


  Unfortunately, Blanche Ririnoie killed herself in the battle with the goblins, causing the Holy Shushunu Kingdom to lose its power. Naturally, with its power gone, the nations that were once subservient to it, immediately left, but now, they had no one to turn to. The minor nations were more or less in the same situation, but if they were to show weakness, they would immediately be taken advantage of; hence, it could be said that being under the protection of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom was actually a blessing for them. After all, being under Shushunu greatly decreased the danger of a war being declared upon them. All the ingredients – be it soldiers or friction – needed for such declarations were already present,


  It just so happened that the War Princess and the Holy Shushunu Kingdom had countries like Dismina and Ramana under them that the other countries never had a chance to do so. After all, declaring war on a country under the protection of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom was no different from challenging the hegemony of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom itself.


  But now, they had broken free of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, and the opportunity the other countries have long been waiting for was finally here.


  To these countries that have been spoiled by Shushunu, their neighbors looked no different from starving lions or wolves. After all, these nations were all nations that have survived in the shadow of a great power even if it meant fighting a difficult diplomatic battle or sending one soldier after another to die.


  It was too difficult to stand on their own. As such, they had no choice but to look for a helping hand.


  Fortunately, there was the saint who led the multitude. On top of that, there was also the Ivory Tower that said beautiful things such as fighting against the monsters.


  “Permission has been granted under the name of the church to go through the neighboring countries.”


  Serion solemnly nodded, and Floyd and Tanya nodded as well.


  “We don’t want unnecessary friction. Tanya-dono, how are the potions?”


  “We have enough potions for minor wounds (light potion) for 10,000 people. For heavy wounds (heavy potion), there’s enough for 5,000. As for our mana potions, there’s enough for 3,000.”


  “As expected, the mana potions will require much time.”


  “Concocting them requires a lot of care. Of course, if it were potions on the level of those given to Germion Kingdom, we could make them twice as fast.”


  “No, let’s just maintain this pace. Time is equal for all.”


  “Yes… Only, the resources are a problem. Various nations are supporting us, but the adventurers guild has declined and no resource has come from the Western Region at all.


  “I’ll do something about that on my side.”


  Serion said and Tanya nodded.


  “I understand. In that case, let’s continue as we have.”


  After confirming that the other two nodded in affirmation, Tanya stopped speaking.


  “That will do.”


  While Floyd and the others were agreeing among themselves, cheerful voices resounded. Tanya frowned a little, but she didn’t say anything, and neither did Serion.


  “…It seems the saint will be able to fulfill her duty. Let us all work harder to save humanity.”


  Amidst the silence, the three elders parted.


  “…It’s only natural for humans to have different ideas, or more precisely, will. After all, that’s what it means to be human. But, tell me, gods, is that really enough to break off relations? Hmm? I know you’re watching.”


  A smile carved itself upon Floyd’s lips as he mocked himself.


  This ageless wizard that has lived for many months and years looked down from the spire at the commotion around Saint Reshia. The sight he saw was so full of zeal it seemed it could melt the snowy plains. That zeal was the madness of the believers.


  “Children are meant to leave their parents. Even if emotion might overpower rationality, there is no going back. The hand of time will not be reversed, and there is no going back the path treaded.”


  As he turned to the west, his eyes brimmed with confidence.


  “I’ll tame it all. Human emotions, will… With the chain called wisdom, I will.”


  How long has it been since he was last able to keep his excitement from showing? Floyd’s smile grew deeper, and he went back to his lab.


  The crystallization of humanity’s wisdom stood tall and proud upon the snowy plains.


  * * *


  Second year of the King’s Calendar, the first summer.


  As the Goblin King steadily built his royal capital and reorganized his army, a report came from Gi Gi Orudo, one of his four goblin generals, and was currently in charge of watching over the southern border.


  “What’s the gist of the issue?”


  The Goblin King, who was buried with documents in his office, asked.


  “There was a small battle at the border, but they immediately counter-attacked and repelled the enemy. No casualties came out of it, but some monster beasts were hurt. The enemy lost 30 footmen.”


  “Hmm… Do we know who attacked us?”


  “It was the Kingdom of Shirad who attacked us, but its domestic situation is a mess.”


  “So they might not have intended to attack us?”


  “Yes. After all, not even their king has their army under control.”


  The Goblin King nodded, then after confirming the strength of the reorganized army, his gaze fell on his desk.


  Gi Ga Rax’s Tiger and spear army (Aransain), Gi Gu Verbena’s Axe and Sword Army (Felduk), Ra Gilmi Fishiga’s Bow and Arrow Army (Fanzel), and Gi Gi Orudo’s Twin-Headed Beast and Axe Army (Zeilduk).


  These were the four great armies supporting Alrodena Kingdom, but they were too big to be used in a small skirmish by the border. Especially now that Alrodena Kingdom was currently planning to rescue the saint.


  The new Short Sword Battle Maiden (Valkyria) has been added to Aransain and trained to be able to coordinate with them. Some of the excess lance knights and archer knights that the smaller Holy Shushunu Kingdom couldn’t accommodate anymore were also added to Aransain.


  Presently, Aransain boasted a cavalry that was 6,700 men strong.


  Felduk took the new soldiers born in the Forest of Darkness to increase its strength. They were put under the command of noble goblins like those three sibling goblins under Gi Gu Verbena, Gu Tough, Gu Big, Gu Naga (Long), so the training turned out harsh, but it was also because of the harshness of the training that they could coordinate as though they were Gi Gu’s limbs.


  Boasting 7,500 men strong, Felduk was the goblin’s biggest army.


  After the annexation of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, Fanzel took the warriors of the various elven tribes under it. The alliance required the elves to regularly provide soldiers, so when they sent out 100 soldiers from their respective villages, Gilmi thought to use them as an exclusive elven squad.


  Feeney the King of Bows, Barrui the Salamander, Berk Alsen the Sword Dancer. These were famed warriors whose name resounded even in the world of humans; hence, Gilmi chose to use them as commanders. The only problem was that the elven warriors amounted to a measly 600 soldiers. To compensate for that, he tested fielding them with Shumea’s border defense unit, the demihumans, the Ganra Tribe, and the orcs.


  Now, they numbered 4,500 men strong and could pass for a mid-sized army.


  Zailduk was split between The Ones Behind Everyone, the Kurua, led by Gi Bu Rakuta and the monster army led by Gi Gi Orudo. Zailduk would be the smallest army if only its 1,200 beast tamers were considered, but when their monster beasts were counted as well, their numbers were overwhelming.


  No precise number could be given, however, due to the monster beasts’ unending cycle of breeding and devouring each other.


  Gi Gi Orudo has always wanted to test his monster army ever since the War Princess Battle. In a sense, it could be said that the one who wished to fight the most was him.


  If the king were to throw him into the fray sloppily, he might just accidentally wipe out a country.


  “…Hmm.”


  After the War Princess Battle, Pale advised him to consider permitting Gi Zu Ruo and Gi Jii Yubu to have their own army.


  Presently, Gi Zu Ruo had 1,000 goblin soldiers under him, while Gi Jii Yubu had 2,000 goblin soldiers. Both built their armies around their veteran soldiers, who’ve gone through countless battles, while supplementing their numbers with new soldiers.


  The brawler faction centered their forces around Zu Ved, who has been with Gi Zu Ruo since he defeated the mindless giant ( gigantopitecus). Their training was so fierce that the goblins would come out half dead. It’s a mystery that no one has died yet.


  Gi Jii Yubu’s regiol was the army that required the most finesse among the goblins. He focused on employing spear squads that employed group tactics and sword squads that imitated Gi Gu and Valdor the Holy Knight.


  Because of that they were much easier to handle compared to the other forces. The way they would advance and retreat as Gi Jii commanded didn’t pale at all when compared to the human forces.


  “Fanzel or the Regiol…”


  When the king compared the two armies, he figured that Fanzel would likely take more time given its nature as a mixed army. Compared to the other armies, the leader was chosen for being relatively more calm. Gi Jii Yubu’s Regiol should be more than enough to threaten the enemy.


  “There’s no need to spread the flames of war needlessly. Our main objective right now is Orphen’s saint, so we’ll dispatch Regiol to the borders, and get the enemy to give us some concessions immediately.”


  Pale nodded to the Goblin King. She’d half-expected his decision, so she just bowed in response to the king’s wise judgment.


  “If you want them to negotiate, then we should have someone tag along with Gi Jii-dono. Who would you like to send?”


  The minor nation known as Shirad was originally under the protection of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. Just recently, they rose in revolt against the War Princess and became obedient again, but they’ve once again fallen into a state of chaos and can’t even confront the goblins properly.


  “Barad Agarmua has submitted a request to resign. We’ll use him.”


  “I see. He’s not a bad choice.”


  After that the Goblin King went back to his documents, and Pale left.


  * * *


  Pale had to send a messenger to Agarmua House.


  As she walked back to her office, she thought of the king’s intentions and a faint smile appeared on her lips.


  A fierce civil war broke out when Blanche took her position. Word had it that it was none other than Barad himself who was behind that. Moreover, Shirad was heavily dependent on the Holy Shushunu Kingdom’s import of agricultural produce. Naturally, Barad’s relationship with Shirad couldn’t be shallow.


  Just from that, he was a good choice.


  From another perspective, however, this assignment could be an attempt to distract Barad from being able to raise his grandchild, allowing the king to cut off a future source of trouble. Having great nobles with large territories near Revea SuThe City Where the King Sits was a big problem.


  Presently, the goblins are strong, so they can’t rebel, but should the goblins weaken in the future, even if only for a moment, there is no telling how these great nobles will act.


  Who can say for certain that they wouldn’t try to destroy Revea Su, the city meant to be the very image of racial harmony?


  Given such considerations, it only makes sense to pluck the problem before it could grow. But the Goblin King probably hadn’t thought that far. Pale didn’t mind, though, since they should indeed use what they could now, and it wasn’t a problem yet anyway.


  “It is the duty of the king’s retainer to provide whatever he is lacking.”


  After Pale reached her office, she summoned Gi Za Zakuend. Gi Za came in a bad mood, but Pale narrowed her eyes and smiled.


  “Didn’t you want to whittle away at those great nobles you hate so much?”


  “Oh?”


  A cruel light of delight flashed from inside his eyes as his lips twisted into a smile.


  “So be it.”


  The next day, Gi Za visited the Agarmua mansion to inform Barad’s son, the present head of the house, that he would be accompanying Gi Jii Yubu’s army to negotiate with Shirad Kingdom.


  Barad’s son was so shocked he tried to run away. When Gi Za saw that, he happily told him.


  “Refusal will incur a penalty. This is an important duty that will influence the country’s relationship with another country.”


  Barad’s son sweated buckets, but he didn’t even have the luxury to scream. As soon as Gi Za left, he ran to his dad and cried. At that moment, Barad realized what the goblins intended. No, he had no choice but to realize it.


  In the first place, the reason why he submitted his resignation was because he had no choice but to accept their superiority in their information network and the precision of their thoughts. They must’ve realized already that his son was incompetent.


  And yet despite that they were leaving this diplomatic mission to him.


  If so, then that could only mean that they didn’t care whether this mission succeeded or not. Barad knew that the goblins had their eyes on him, so he could only see this designation as the goblins pushing his family toward their demise.


  Were his enemies humans, he would have had many tricks up his sleeves that he could use to avoid danger, but there was no telling if the same tricks would work against goblins.


  “…I’ll go.”


  Barad nodded with a bitter face. The next day, he dropped by the royal palace to inform Pale that he would be going in place of his son.


  “Is that so?”


  Pale emotionlessly replied before briefing him on the date of his departure and what conditions they are willing to accept. After that she saw him off to the borders.


  “…Please take your time and don’t rush.”


  “Of course.”


  After Barad resolutely said that, he rendezvoused with Gi Jii Yubu’s regiol and immediately started negotiating with Shirad. It was rare for diplomatic missions such as this to take years, but even then, Barad was able to settle the problem in just two months by relying on his connections and momentum.


  He was able to make Shirad cede a part of their borders, and was even able to make them consider an alliance. With such achievements, naturally, Gi Za could only click his tongue.


  “Well done. As expected of you, Barad Agarmua-dono.”


  Pale smiled and praised him in front of the king, and Barad nodded while hiding his displeasure.


  “I’ll be expecting much from you in the future too.”


  As the Goblin King’s red-blood eyes looked at him, Barad quietly bowed. Barad should’ve already become used to such intimidating auras, but the king’s presence was so strong that even someone as experienced as him inadvertently faltered.


  The only conditions the king required for an alliance was the provision of commanders and soldiers. But Pale found those too few, so she also demanded that they recognize the equal rights of species other than humans.


  She demanded that they recognize the right of other species to a fair trial, poll tax, and that discriminatory tax on non-humans be forbidden.


  Of course, there was a tacit understanding there that if they were to breach their terms, the only thing waiting for them was a blood sanction.


  Shirad accepted these conditions. After all, were they to refuse, they could just imagine Gi Jii Yubu’s regiol advancing all the way to their capital. With a sword essentially pointed at their throats, Shirad didn’t put up much of a resistance.


  But because of Barad’s excessive threats, Shirad’s alliance had an unexpected result.


  Even more countries gathered around the saint, and all the neighboring minor nations announced their intent to join.


  The conditions Barad gave to Shirad stood up and walked on its own, growing a tail and some fins, becoming three times bigger than what it originally was before making contact with the other nations. The minor nations that barely had any information on the goblins until now were terrified by these rumors.


  —If you fall under the rule of the goblins, the tax you’ve been demanding from the demihumans will be demanded from you too!


  —Your right to a trial will be taken away, and the goblins will come up with whatever decision they want!


  —Your women will give birth to their children, your men will become slaves, and your children will be eaten!


  Nothing could strike terror into the hearts of humans as much as the unknown.


  They had been driven so far that they could only ask for help from the saint even if she truly was nothing more than a puppet.


  In this season where the green tips of the branches delighted the eyes, a silent tension filled the air between Alrodena Kingdom and the Coalition.


  ◆◆◇


  Most of the compensation paid by Kushunora was invested in Yoshu’s projects. The reconstruction of the capital city as a result of changing the capital to Revea Su. Compensation for Germion State and Pena that was damaged during the war.


  The construction of Revea Su led by the salamander, Barrui, was exclusively handled by the merchants sponsored by Alrodena. The Hama Company, the Messa Deon Company, and the Rudunoa Company. These companies took all the jobs from the guild and constructed everything.


  Yoshu had asked the guild branch at Revea Su to prefer these companies, so that’s what they did. As a result of these constructions, Messa Deon and Rudunoa grew.


  The system of employing the laborers introduced at the guild and mobilizing even the slaves was the Goblin King’s idea. Until now, it was only the craftsmen who could do these constructions, but by splitting the work and simplifying it, even people without any skill could do the job.


  Hama Company, which expanded its business from trading medicine, steadily expanded itself to become a large company. Pale hoped that the Messa Deon Company and the Rudunoa Company would follow in its footsteps and expand the scope of their trade as well.


  As these companies gradually increased their momentum like a ball of snow tumbling down the hills, Pale submitted a proposal to advance into the market of the minor nations. She did so in order to install bases to gather intel.


  It was simply too difficult to advance into the minor nations without a foothold.


  If they were to use a drug as potent as Vine, they might trip right from the start, but if they were to hide behind the merchants, they would be able to significantly lower the risk. Anyhow, it was a merchant’s job to sell goods to the people living on the land.


  So long as you’re not overly greedy, it’s surprisingly easy to become familiar with the locals. But of course, the customers and the countries must also benefit.


  The ones in charge of gathering intel would be Pale’s Elks Clan. This clan was like a family to her, so she’d always intended to find a way to keep them safe. This was also related to the profits of her country, so there was no reason to hesitate.


  On the second year of the king’s calendar, from the winter to the new spring, the Hama Company and the Rudunoa Company built a branch in the minor nation of Shirad.


  Although this move may be but a small trick right now, in the future, it will greatly improve their ability to collect information.


  Chapter 258 
Supreme Army


  That information came from one of the trading houses under Alrodena Kingdom when the goblin army had secured their borders with the surrounding countries and was about to head north.


  In the third year of the king’s calendar, first summer, the adventurers attempting to rescue Reshia had set up camps in the outskirts of Orphen while the climate was still cold. They walked through the northern main road and procured food from the merchants that passed them by before making camp for the night.


  The peddlers of the Hama Company expanded from the south to the north, expanding their information network to the small villages.


  As the Hama Company grew rapidly, they also greatly increased the number of peddlers they had and secured the surrounding villages in the north. As the company grew bigger, the number of peddlers that didn’t know about their objective to gather information also increased.


  When these merchants found out that the Hama Company wanted rumors surrounding the north and any information relating to the increase in price of goods, they came to Hama’s trading house, bringing whatever information they could no matter how small to try and convert it into money.


  Of course, it was also because the Hama Company was paying an appropriate amount that they gathered.


  The feudal lord of the northern autonomous city, Lili Aureya, a famed half-human-half-elf adventurer that was once a member of the Swallow Clan, Mill Dora, a veteran among adventurers, Fick the Hawk-Eye, and the clan leader of the Proud Clan (Leon Heart Clan), Leonis Verdio.


  The one who sent these four to save Reshia Fel Zeal was the Governor-General of the Western Capital, Yoshu Familgam. Ever since the demihumans started escorting him, people have started to refer to Yoshu with the nameFamilgamHumble One.


  He was a bit confused at first, but it made things easier for him when dealing with the demihumans, so he just let it be. The four people expected to be the central figures of Alrodena’s political affairs gathered information as they made their way up the northern main road.


  When the twin sister moons, Ervi and Navi, were illuminating the hour of the Night God, Ya Jansu, these four gathered around a bonfire and spoke about their plans.


  “According to the merchants, Orphen is jammed pack with soldiers from all over the world right now.”


  Hawk-Eyed Fick said as he threw a branch to the bonfire.


  “Maybe we can sneak in by pretending to be adventurers looking for some merc work.”


  Lili the wielder of Vashinant turned to Leonis, who has already started to doze off, while listening to Fick.


  “Won’t it be difficult? The minor nations are using their standing army.”


  Armies cost money. It’s normal for major powers with plenty of money to have their standing army, but they can also hire powerful warriors that could match a thousand warriors on their own. After all, such warriors could very well decide the battle in a battle among minor nations. That was even truer for countries who’ve been at war with each other for a long time.


  As a result, the minor nations have no choice but to gather skilled soldiers and rely on their loyalty. The countries that fail to do so are snuffed out.


  The disorderly state of the minor nations here that has been continuing for the past 100 years might be partly the Holy Shushunu Kingdom’s fault, but in the end, they’re just one element that contributed to it, and the biggest elements were none other than the ambitious rulers, the skilled government officials, and the tenacious generals. After the collapse of the late great power, Ranserg, in its conflict with the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, the minor nations have been in a state of unrest like countless sparkling stars after the clouds have cleared.


  They calmed their people, revitalized their industries, and armed their soldiers.


  Instead of praying for the birth of a fierce warrior that could match a thousand warriors on his own, the minor nations took a more realistic approach and slowly built up their armies. At first, it was just a few brilliant monarchs who took on such a policy, but then the rest of the minor nations followed suit, and now the minor nations all had a lot of soldiers under them.


  After a hundred years of continued conflict, the various organizations under these nations have grown rigid and the well of people have gone dry. Because of that the minor nations didn’t trust mercenaries.


  Greater powers would try to hire mercenaries and adventurers to bolster their military, and even the second generation of the War Princess made full use of the adventurers in her battles, but the minor nations were different.


  That’s why Fick said that it would be difficult. Mill didn’t work around these parts, so she didn’t know that, but she just nodded and didn’t offer any rebuttals. After all, as far as she was concerned, the only thing that mattered was how to save Reshia.


  As for the plan on how to approach her, that should be left to smart people like Fick and Lili.


  “Approaching the saint will be the last thing on our minds if we’re discovered.”


  “If we can’t sneak in, are we going to fight?”


  Lili said while gazing into the flames, but that offhand remark of hers scared Fick out of his wits.


  “You’ve got to be kidding. There’s no way we can take on all of that on our own.”


  Fick paled and turned to Mill in search of an ally, but Mill just started thinking.


  “The Goblin King is probably going to be attacking Orphen soon.”


  “…You mean to say we might be able to take advantage of the chaos and jump in between the two armies? If the Governor-General of the Western Capital hasn’t informed the goblins about us, we might just get killed by them.”


  Fick broke a branch and threw it into the flames.


  “And you know, those guys from the minor nations aren’t going to just obediently hand over the saint to us if we ask them nicely either. If we go about this poorly, we might end up flanked from both sides. With enemies everywhere, the only fate waiting for us is death.”


  As the group went quiet, the sleepy Leonis looked at them oddly.


  “Can’t we just have the merchants take us along?”


  The three adults that have already presumed Reshia’s rescue to be a violent matter suddenly exchanged gazes when the boy suggested to rely on a merchant.


  It’s true that they didn’t have to sneak in just to enter Orphen. Relying on a merchant to get to the Ivory Tower was another option.


  “…But are there any merchants who’d cooperate with us?”


  Fick remained dubious, but Leonis confidently replied.


  “It’ll be fine! That merchant from before said he knew Uncle Yoshu, after all!”


  When the name of the governor-general was dropped, the three adults exchanged glances once again.


  “…Well, it’s just right for us to use what we can.”


  Fick said, and the other two adults nodded. Meanwhile, Leonis was all smiles. He was truly enjoying being an adventurer from the bottom of his heart.


  * * *


  After Pale Symphoria successfully made a vassal state out of some of the minor nations, she reorganized the army and began moving for the northern border. Word of the situation in the north was brought to her through the trading houses. Her intel had informed her that the neighboring northern minor nation, Orphen, showed signs of moving its military soon.


  Sending soldiers to the north to attack the minor nations would be an attractive option, but unfortunately, it wasn’t a feasible choice given their circumstances.


  It was true that just one out of the four generals would easily be able to trample over the minor nations, but if the growing forces of the saint in the north were to begin moving south, Revea Su would be exposed to much danger. As a city, Revea Su wasn’t only pivotal to the Kingdom of Alrodena politically, but it was also the symbol of harmony of the many races inhabiting Alrodena. If it were to fall, its impact on the kingdom could not be predicted.


  The riots and rebellions instigated by Blanche the War Princess during the last war has greatly broadened Pale’s horizons.


  Alrodena Kingdom or the Goblin Kingdom has grown into a major power that can now overpower other nations militarily, and even in the economic front, Alrodena has already spread its roots to other nations. Hence, be it strategically, politically, or tactically, unless something out of the ordinary happens, any nation that collides with Alrodena should easily be defeated.


  As such, Pale naturally turned her attention to starting a war.


  She would make the hostile northern forces absorb the neighboring nations that are hostile to the goblins to prevent a head-on confrontation between the minor nations and Alrodena, while the announcement of the bounties offered by the humans’ guild would allow them to keep an eye on their own turfs.


  Territories considering turning, leaders swayed by the bounties, and unrest among the minor nations. Monitoring for all of that was the job of Pale’s Elks ClanSoar to Freedom, using information retrieved from the network of merchants and trading houses that could be found even among the neighboring nations.


  Thanks to the trading houses and the presence of elks members, the information that reached Pale became more and more precise. On top of that, the guild Yoshu established also allowed them to gather information outside of the cities.


  With all of that, Pale could finally finish reorganizing the army and move her soldiers north.


  Already, three of the four armies – the one left out being Ra Gilmi Fishiga’s Bow and Arrow Army (Fanzel) – have already arrived at the northern border and are in the middle of training.


  This was Pale’s open provocation to get the enemy to gather their forces at the north.


  “Wouldn’t it be better to destroy their army one at a time instead of waiting for them to gather?”


  As expected, the Goblin King asked her that question when she gave her proposal, but she answered immediately.


  “If we were to try and defeat their armies one at a time, we would have to attack the minor nations. That would be putting the cart before the horse. If our goal is to recover the saint as soon as possible, then our best option is to let them gather together, then take them all out at the same time.”


  The armies gathering in the north are passing through the minor nations. As such, attacking those armies would mean attacking the minor nations, but if they did that, then the enemy forces already present in the north will be able to move freely.


  On the other hand, if they were to gather their forces in their side of the northern border and show their intentions to the enemy, then the enemy will be pinned in the north and be unable to move. To them, the saint was a symbol that needed to be protected. They would never leave her alone.


  Moreover, Pale also believed that Goblin Kingdom’s army would still be stronger even if the coalition manages to gather all of its forces. Veteran commanders, brilliant soldiers, abundant military prowess, and morale stemming from the inherent desire of the soldiers to stake their lives for their king… When all of that is put together, it’s hard to imagine the Goblin Kingdom’s army having a hard time against what is essentially a mob.


  That remains true even if the coalition multiplies their numbers by several folds.


  It was in this way that Pale pinned the enemy while coming up with an attack strategy of her own. By strategically pushing the enemy into a corner bit by bit and leaving them with no other option to choose,


  she would be able to make them gather their forces together and attempt a decisive battle.


  This one battle will destroy most of the forces of the minor nations that are against the goblins. After that the army will be able to head east, and easily gobble up the territories, leaving only the Holy Kingdom Alsas to the east and the Oceanic Kingdom Yarma.


  Either one has been around for a long time, but Pale has never heard of them possessing much in the way of their military. In other words, they are no more than old countries with a long history and tradition to boast. Because of that this next battle will likely be the deciding battle for supremacy over the continent.


  * * *


  “The three generals will gather at the north, while Fanzel will stay at the back in case something unexpected happens.”


  The Goblin King nodded upon seeing the military formation Pale laid out on the map.


  “The enemy will probably try to lure us into Orphen. Gi Ga Rax-dono will take Orphen from the west, Gi Gu Verbena-dono from the southwest, and Gi Gi Orudo-dono from the south.


  The king’s piece was positioned behind the army surrounding Orphen. It was accompanied by Gi Jii Yubu and Gi Zu Ruo, who watched its flanks.


  If the enemy were to bring the fight to the territory of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, they will have to fight within the vast plains. No matter how big their army is, a contest in mobility isn’t winnable. They should know that as well; hence, they will likely try to defeat the goblins within their territory, where the battle could be decided by numbers.


  “Your Majesty will lead the main force from the southwest.”


  “What are the odds of them coming out to the plains like the War Princess did?”


  “Most of the soldiers gathered in Orphen are footmen. None of our intels have made mention of a large cavalry, so there shouldn’t be any need to consider the possibility.”


  “I see,” the Goblin King nodded.


  “The enemy has gathered their forces to defend, but we will take advantage of our mobility to disorient them, then regather quickly to launch a bold attack from the front.”


  The king’s piece was at the center, while Gi Gu Verbena and Gi Ga Rax was at the left, and Gi Gi Orudo, Gi Zu Ruo, and Gi Jii Yubu were at the right.


  This formation akin to a bird spreading its wings is known as the Crane Wings Formation.


  The Goblin King found Pale’s decision surprising, so he asked her.


  “You want me to lead my cavalry in a frontal assault?”


  “You want to bring her back, right? That girl you love, with your own hands.”


  For a moment, the king was speechless.


  “…Hmph, you have a way with words.”


  The king’s lips twisted as though in attempt to hide his embarrassment, but Pale just smiled.


  “Please win and take the continent. And please rescue that girl you love too.”


  Pale took a deep bow, and the king nodded and stood up, a fire lit within his chest.


  Now that their briefing was done, he needed to check on the training of his imperial guards, so Pale saw him off, then she called for Gi Za Zakuend. Unlike the king, Gi Za wasn’t happy to see the formation on the map.


  “And here I thought you’d be more concerned of the king’s safety.”


  “When the battle begins, the king’s mind will surely wander to the girl. Having him fight at the frontlines will make it much easier to understand his movements than if we were to try and maneuver him in a more complicated manner.”


  “It’s still too dangerous!”


  “I know that doesn’t change the fact that it’s dangerous, but powerful warriors have been gathered behind the king.”


  Rashka of Gaidga, Gi Go Amatsuki the Sword King, Yustia the Chieftess of the Snow Demons (Yugushiva).


  “Moreover, the druid platoon will also be here.”


  Pale pointed to the location right next to king’s army.


  “Protect His Majesty, Gi Za Zakuend-dono. As deep as your allegiance to His Majesty runs, be a shield that will ward off his foes and a blade that will cut down all that stand in his way.”


  “I don’t need you to tell me that.”


  Gi Za glared sharply at Pale before turning heel. After Gi Za left, Pale turned to the map once more.


  “Of course, Reshia Fel Zeal will be at the heart of the enemy army. Breaking through that will require a blow of unparalleled power. Of course, the enemy will fortify that position as well.”


  Pale thought of a living legend told in the northern countries, a legend about the mightiest power, Oron.


  “That legend and the king mustn’t clash.”


  That’s why she positioned them in such an obvious manner.


  She would bind the enemies’ movements and pinpoint their positions, then to neutralize Oron’s threat, she gathered the strongest warriors and druids. Pale may have exposed the king to the frontlines, but she was protecting him faithfully without a doubt.


  On the battlefield, there is no such thing as a safe place.


  As such, the only thing one can do is to consider the threat that can be calculated and plan the king’s safety accordingly.


  In this way, the battlefield slowly revealed itself on the palm of this inscrutable tactician.


  ◆◇◆


  After the height of summer of the third year of the King’s Calendar, the Goblin King led his army out of Revea Su.


  This army was led by the Goblin King’s cavalry of 600, accompanied by Gi Jii Yubu’s regiol, Gi Zu Ruo’s SazanorgaThousand-Demon Army, Rashaka’s Gaidga Tribe, Gi Go Amatsuki’s sword platoon, and Yustia’s snow demons. Gi Za Zakuend and Gi Do Buruga also came with the druids, while Pale the Tactician brought her elven warriors that she directly commanded.


  Though few in numbers, the combat-specialized units under the Goblin King were expected to greatly affect the outcome of the battle. The Goblin King led his forces straight up north, but while the goblins moved onwards, the leaders of the Ivory Tower did just as Pale expected and patiently waited with their coalition army at the southern part of Orphen.


  In a wasteland with swamps to the west and forests to the east, the coalition army formed from 24 countries stood proud and mighty with 48,000 soldiers laid out in the Fish Scales Formation.


  They have built many wooden fences and labyrinth-like anti-cavalry palisades to limit the mobility of the goblins. They have also built their camp in preparation for a decisive battle.


  They intended to receive the attack of the enemy from the south, and then at the peak of their fatigue, end them. A simple plan built around the fundamentals with no openings.


  The Goblin King climbed up a small but tall hill just as Pale told him to, and looked down at the subordinates neatly lined up below him. The imperial guard, also known as the ‘wounded ones’, followed after the king and raised the flag of the black sun, the flag of Alrodena.


  “Pale.”


  “Your Majesty.”


  “A great army stands before us, but the valiant figures of our beautiful chaos will make them forget that soon enough.”


  The goblins at the center of the army did not flinch even a little regardless of their class. They merely beheld the king as he stood up there on the hill while mounted on his terrifying carnivorous horse.


  The four ancestral tribes of the goblins, the southern goblins that ruled the southern part of the Forest of Darkness. To the new recruits from the Fortress of the Abyss, these were all veteran goblin warriors that have survived countless battles.


  There were also demihumans and elves participating because of the treaty they signed.


  Then there were those who were participating because they were able to reclaim their plains, those participating because they wished for more land, and those who wished to merely prove their strength.


  Then there were the humans.


  Some participated because they lost in the wars among humans. There were those who were persecuted, those who swore fealty to the goblins, and those who changed sides to protect their pride. The race that populated the world the most, the humans, were already being integrated into the world of goblins.


  The sight of human and monster alike, standing neatly side-by-side without discrimination was indeed the kind of country that the Goblin King wished to make.


  —A beautiful chaos.


  Good and evil has come together to complete a whole and become a power for the king to wield.


  In other words, chaos.


  Under the name of the king that ruled over chaos, these people gathered.


  Already, this was a war between man and monster no more.


  This was a war to decide the ruler of the world. A war for the world, a war for kings.


  “My vassals!”


  The Goblin King’s soul-shaking voice resounded, and the goblins cheered.


  “My allies!”


  Then the few who chose to walk alongside the goblins cheered.


  “My people!”


  And then the humans cheered.


  “Now begins the war to claim the world!”


  The Goblin King drew his sword and pointed at the enemy camp.


  “To battle!”


  With cheers that could shake the world, the goblin army moved out.


  And so, began the War of the Saint.


  Chapter 259 
The Battle Begins


  The Goblin King stood at the head of his army and approached the enemy army until they were 300 meters away from them. Both armies were full of spirit.


  The goblin army positioned themselves according to the Crane Wing Formation, while the coalition forces followed the Fish Scales Formation.


  The goblins were positioned to try and surround the coalition forces. From the leftmost side of their formation was Gi Gu Verbena’s axe and sword army (Felduk), followed by Gi Ga Rax’s tiger and spear army (Aransain), Gi Za Zakuend’s druids, and then the king’s cavalry.


  From the rightmost was Gi Gi Orudo’s twin-headed beast and axe army (Zeilduk), followed by Gi Zu Ruo’s SazanorgaThousand-Demon Army, and then Gi Jii Yubu’s regiol, which connected to the king’s cavalry.


  The momentum of the goblin army was tempestuous, but against all human common sense, the Goblin King suddenly halted their charge.


  “Your Majesty?”


  Pale, who was leading her elven warriors from beside the king, eyed the king suspiciously.


  “A declaration needs to be given before a battle commences.”


  The king stood between the two armies, took a deep breath, and then bellowed out.


  “Return Reshia Fel Zeal to me! Or I’ll kill you all!!”


  As heaven and earth shook before the bellows of the Goblin King, the two noisy armies fell silent, and the soldiers at the frontlines of the coalition fell on their back.


  The Goblin King’s powerful roars had struck fear into the hearts of the opposing humans.


  Amidst this silence, Pale wryly smiled and twitched.


  “…I wasn’t expecting this.”


  Now, it was hard to say whether they should continue with the charge or not. Who could’ve ever predicted that the Goblin King would ride out alone and stand before the entire army of the coalition. They should have been able to win this battle with a simple charge, but unfortunately, Pale didn’t understand the king.


  Looking only at the surface, the enemy soldiers seemed to have lost their will to fight, but there was no way they would hand over the saint that was the object of their faith.


  The goblin officers would never betray the king’s will, so they just quietly watched everything unfold, but anyone could tell that they were eager for blood, and were only waiting for the king’s word to unleash themselves.


  Hence, the ones who were really calm were the elves. Well, relatively speaking, anyway.


  The elves next to Pale sent her a glance as though asking her what to do next, but Pale never expected the king to do this.


  “Did I spur him on too much ?”


  Anyhow, Pale decided to have the elves on standby, so they can move anytime, but just as she was preparing the messenger to pass the word, another soldier walked out from the enemy army.


  “So you’re the Goblin King.”


  A tall white-haired man walked out of the army. Ageless eyes full of greed and a stature brimming with dignity. He seemed more a veteran warrior than a mage.


  As soon as Pale saw the man, alarm bells rang within her mind.


  The strongest power of the north, the living legend, Oron.


  But the Goblin King paid no heed to the man, and merely turned to the coalition forces at though he had no interest in him.


  “Kuhahaha, I’d expect as much from a monster!”


  Oron laughed, but his eyes were full of killing intent.


  “Spear.”


  “Turn me into a blade (Enchant)!”


  Spears of flame shot out toward the king at Oron’s behest, but a flamberge covered in the flames of hell intercepted them.


  Three large spears had shot out, but one swing from the king was all it took for the king to brush them aside. The shockwave from that swing could be felt even from a distance.


  “So that’s your answer!” The king said.


  “Ha ha ha! Die monster!” Oron said.


  Three more spears of flame shot out. The Goblin King’s blood-red eyes turned to Oron and spoke menacingly.


  “Attack! All forces, crush the enemy!”


  The king brushed aside the spears as he kicked his beloved steed, Sui’s, stomach and rode onward. As he gave rise to a terrifying bellow, he rode straight for the center of the enemy forces.


  “Think I’ll let you go!?”


  Six spears of flame shot out toward the Golbin King, but spears of wind and a black of light dispersed them before they could even reach him.


  “None shall stand before the king.”


  Gi Za Zakuend, Gi Do Buruga, and Rashka all clashed with Oron.


  “Fuhaha! So some scrubs want my head, eh!”


  The laughing Oron gave up chasing after the king and dealt with the goblins first.


  ◇◆◆


  As Pale watched the Goblin King ride alone for the enemy army with a belly full of rage, she ordered the entire army to advance, but before she could even give an order, the two flanks had already began their assault.


  “To His Majesty! Onwards!”


  At the behest of Gi Gu Verbena, who stood at the leftmost side of the left flank, Gu Long, Gu Big, and Gu Tough stepped forward. They brought together the goblins at the frontmost line as middle-grade commanders, and fully demonstrated the abilities that Gi Gu cultivated in them by leaving a thousand goblins in their charge.


  The enemy spearmen held up their shields and fortified their frontlines, but stones and spears rained from above, crushing the heads of the soldiers behind them one after another.


  “Onwards!”


  As the goblins advanced, the rain of stones and spears they threw grew even denser, breaking down the frontlines of the enemy humans. The Felduk goblins at the frontlines struck out with their spears so fiercely, that they skewered the enemy through their shields as they rammed them.


  The impact they delivered was comparable to soldiers wearing full armor, and the enemy spearmen found it difficult to endure their charge.


  “Expand the left wing! Surround them!”


  Seeing the three siblings’ efforts in the frontlines, Gi Gu sought to expand the leftmost wing even more.


  In the face of their attacks and great pressure, the humans that were overwhelmed by the Goblin King began to become agitated.


  * * *


  As Gi Gu saw the advantage swing to their favor, he turned to the army beside that was competing for merit with them.


  Although Gi Ga Rax’s Aransain focused on speed, they didn’t make any big movements.


  “As expected of Gi Ga, ever a cool head!”


  As the goblins continued to pressure the enemy heavily from the left, they gradually approached the enemy army. Among the forces that pressured them, it was Gi Gu and his Felduk that stood out.


  A warrior overflowing with fighting spirit like Gi Zu Ruo would probably launch an even stronger attack to contest Gi Gu’s dominating performance, but Gi Ga was a warrior with many battles under his belt, and he intentionally bided his time and waited for an opportunity.


  Because of the great pressure coming from the left wing of the goblins, the enemy’s right wing started to crumble.


  It can be said that Felduk was being taken advantage of, but neither Gi Gu nor Gi Ga thought so. Originally, the leftmost wing emphasized speed, and Gi Ga’s Aransain, which prioritized mobility, would be the most suitable. But the plan Pale designed intentionally focused on Gi Gu rather than Gi Ga.


  The leftmost wing was an important position that would decide the outcome of this battle. Hence, Felduk with its high offensive prowess was the most suitable for it.


  The overwhelming pressure from the goblin’s left wing would surely force the enemy to show an opening.


  Gi Gu had to give it to Gi Ga, who stuck to his own beliefs despite the king’s order to charge.


  While the left wing progressed with Gi Gu attacking and Gi Ga waiting, Gi Gi Orudo and his monster army bared their fangs at the right wing.


  “TortoAttack! TortoAttack!”


  As the beasts were unleashed according to their special traits, the beast tamers were positioned in key locations to control the torrent of monster beasts. The monster beasts unleashed, their great momentum filled the wasteland and the color of their fur changed into the color of the soil. The Four ArmsFour-Armed Monkey and the MirageInvisible Monkey picked up stones from the wasteland and threw them at the enemy.


  The stones thrown were small, however, so they didn’t have much of an effect against the humans with shields.


  Next came the thorn dogs. They ran at full speed and attacked the legs of the enemy.


  “Intercept those things! Mages, archers, cover us!”


  Arrow and fire bullets poured like rain, but the thorn dogs ran past all that and used their hard fur to attack the legs of the enemy before running even deeper into the enemy army without hesitation.


  After the thorn dogs came the heavyweights, the Dragon Turtles. Boasting a total length of 5 meters, when these dragon turtles moved out simultaneously, the earth shook and fear and panic spread among the enemy.


  Gi Gi Orudo rode upon his Triple HeadGiant Horn Ostrich as he watched his army gradually push the enemy humans, but even now he was still waiting for an opportunity to order his entire army to charge. He waited for an opponent as he watched Gi Zu Ruo fight a fierce battle.


  “Gi Gi!”


  When he turned around, Gi Ji Arsil the Hidden Blade was there. Gi Ji was a close friend of his, and he had already sent his assassins into the enemy forces.


  “They’re moving.”


  After Gi Ji told him that the enemy was about to change their tired soldiers, Gi Ji nodded and ordered his army to attack.


  “All forces, attack! Spare none of these fools who dare defy His Majesty!”


  At his behest, the Triple BoarThree Horned Boar, the HyuldGiant Horn Mud Bull, and the NuruGreat Horn Swamp Bull, and the rest of the giant monster beasts that specialized in charges were unleashed.


  And then even the small monster beasts, the beast tamers, and Gi Gi himself joined the attack.


  Amidst the battlefield filled with screams of anguish and violence, Gi Zu Ruo’s Sazanorga passionately attacked. Theirs was a battalion 1,000 goblin strong, filled with goblins of the Brawler Faction who admired Gi Zu Ruo.


  “Listen up, you bastards! I better not see even one of you fall behind!”


  Zu Ved spurred their forces on, and the rest of the brawler goblins yelled back.


  “Don’t fall behind His Majesty! We’ll cut open a path. Onwards!”


  Sazanorga gathered into one unit behind Gi Zu Ruo, and together they attacked the enemy. Advancing alongside them was Gi Jii Yubu’s regiol.


  “The enemy points their blade at our monarch! To hide now in the rear would forever sully our name! Onwards!”


  As the most coordinated of the goblin armies, they arranged themselves into a dense formation, lined up their long spears, and advanced. The regiol boasted such a high degree of coordination that the king had even praised them for it. True to their acclaim, the regiol could move however Gi Jii Yubu commanded, and they were even able to skillfully pull out the enemy from their formation through the skillful application of their spears.


  As Gi Jii gradually pulled out a portion of the enemy army, Gi Zu realized his intentions.


  Gi Zu’s Sazanorga had pushed the enemy to some extent, but the enemy was too tenacious. Had it been any other enemy with lower morale, they would have long been routed, but with the saint backing them, none of the enemy soldiers had any intention of retreating. In fact, the rain of magic bullets pouring down only became fiercer. The more they pushed, the more the enemy fought back.


  By this point, even Gi Zu had began to wonder if they should keep pushing or retreat, as continuing this attack would only further exhaust his soldiers, who’ve already started to show signs of fatigue. It was at this point that he suddenly noticed that a portion of the enemy formation had been brought out.


  “So that’s what he’s planning! Ved! Turn the army around! Follow me!”


  “Gotcha, Pops! This way, you bastards!”


  At their behest, 1,000 goblins immediately moved out and attacked the forces pulled out by Gi Jii from the side.


  Until now these humans have been fighting the skillful spears of Gi Jii’s regiol, but all of the sudden, a powerful blow came at them from the side. Unable to coordinate, the enemy formation finally collapsed. Gi Jii could wipe all of these soldiers out if he ordered his men to advance, but instead, he ordered his regiol to move, and fought the enemy forces trying to take Gi Zu from behind.


  “Gi Zu-dono is as reckless as ever!”


  Fortunately, Gi Jii’s regiol made it in the nick of time and prevented Sazanorga from being taken from behind.


  “Good, let’s keep pushing like this!”


  After changing their position, Gi Jii’s regiol pushed the enemy alongside Gi Gi Orudo’s Zailduk.


  “Oh!? Pops, the regiol is behind us all of the sudden!”


  “Hah? What!?”


  Gi Zu understood what Ved was saying, but he didn’t let up even a little as he continued to send the enemy forces to their grave one after another. After the forces in front of him collapsed, he pushed even deeper.


  “Looks like Gi Jii-dono saved us. Come on! We’ll keep pushing the enemy like this and rout them!”


  As they pushed into the half-broken enemy forces, Sazanorga advanced deeper into the enemy forces.


  * * *


  As the two wings gradually pushed the enemy, Pale watched attentively. Oron and the special unit were currently fighting at the center. For the time being, they seemed about equal.


  “Order the king’s cavalry to the front immediately!”


  If so, then there was only one thing that she needed to do. She had to bring His Majesty away from danger. To that end, she sent the cavalry that boasted the greatest offensive prowess among their forces to protect the king.


  Gi Be Slay stood at the head of that cavalry as he carried the flag of the Alrodena KingdomKingdom of the Black Sun. He eyed the enthusiastic imperial guards fighting at their flanks, and then rode off.


  “We shan’t fall behind His Majesty! Save the king with your strength!”


  It was because of the king that these wounded warriors could continue living as warriors. Because of that their loyalty to the king had already reached that of a religious faith. To die in the presence of His Majesty was their honor.


  The cavalry made up of rare-class goblins rode off and advanced into the enemy forces.


  With the bridle in the mouth, and the charging spear in one hand, the cavalry made up of 600 rare goblins passed by Oron and penetrated the center of the enemy forces.


  It wouldn’t be wrong to call their cavalry the cavalry with the strongest charge throughout the entire region, but even then, when they caught up to the king, who was attacking the enemy all on his own, they had to cover a third of the entire force of the enemy.


  With the FlambergeBlack Flame Shimmering Great S in one hand and the ZweihanderBlack-Red Speckled Great Swor in the other, the Goblin King was just like a tempestuous storm that literally blew away the enemy footmen.


  With a swing of his Flamberge that burned with the flames of the abyss, he would cut down iron helms and claim the life of his foes. With a swing of his Zweihander, he would crush them under its colossal weight.


  But Zweihander would not merely stop at crushing the skull, no, the force behind it was so great that even half the spine would be crushed, and a nearby enemy’s head be taken on the way out. With power and speed so great, the decapitated heads of the enemy flew into the air. As the heads flew further and further away, blood spurted out of the bodies they came from. And then once more, the sword was swung, and a soldier’s arm was crushed along with his shield, on the sword’s way back, a soldier was sent flying with his armor.


  The soldier flew into the other soldiers nearby, and by the time it landed, half of its body had been cut, and steam could be seen coming out from the guts.


  “Any and all who block my way shall die!!”


  The raging wrath of the Goblin King dyed his sword in anger, but its sharpness never waned. If anything, the more his swords were bathed in the blood of his foes, the sharper they grew. He yelled out as he rode on even faster with his beloved steed.


  “Where are you!? Reshia Fel Zeal!”


  Bathed in the blood of his enemies, the Goblin King rode further onward, but then a red light descended from the heavens and then ran along the ground, covering all of the forces of the enemy.


  ◆◇◆


  The four adventurers that have been entrusted with the mission of rescuing Reshia entered Orphen as guards of a peddler, but the battle had already progressed much quicker than they had expected.


  The leaders of the coalition had been driven to a corner due to Pale’s persistent attempt at keeping their forces in check just as she planned. That unwittingly sped up the pace of the battle.


  “We won’t make it even if we run to the battlefield right now. This mission is a failure. We need to retreat immediately.”


  Fick the Hawk-Eye never wanted to do this job in the first place, so he immediately suggested that they retreat.


  “I see…”


  Lili also thought that Fick was right. The fact that the Goblin King was personally leading his forces meant that he wanted to settle this issue with his own hands. If they were to find Reshia and take her away, they probably won’t leave him with a good impression. She may have sworn fealty to Reshia, but at the same time, she was also the feudal lord of the Northern Free Cities.


  She couldn’t put the people living under her rule in danger.


  “…I disagree. If Reshia-sama went to the battlefield, then we have to chase her. Our mission hasn’t concluded yet.”


  But Mill Dora openly rejected the decision to withdraw. As someone who had a personal commitment to Reshia, she was unyielding in her position.


  “Weren’t you listening? Even if we go now, we’re not making it.”


  “…We don’t know that unless we try.”


  Leonis looked up at them and tilted his head as they argued.


  “Isn’t the princess in the tower?”


  The place he pointed at was none other than the Ivory Tower. The coalition indeed had to send most of their soldiers to the south, so as they looked up at that tower, they thought to themselves.


  The army went to the south.


  But did the saint go with them?


  The saint only needs to increase morale. Once that’s done, she shouldn’t have any further business on the battlefield. After all, if she were to be exposed to danger, and by chance fell to the goblins, then the coalition would really be done for. If so, then wouldn’t it make sense for the command of the coalition to have been left to an old general while the saint herself stayed in the tower?


  They would’ve liked to investigate this matter, but unfortunately, there were barely any people out in Orphen. Everyone had locked themselves inside. It was as though winter had come and they were afraid for their lives.


  “…There’s certainly a chance that she’s inside the Ivory Tower.”


  Fick had no choice but to acknowledge the point Leonis made.


  “…If there’s a chance, then we have to try it.”


  Mill narrowed her eyes as she glared at the Ivory Tower. Inside her overcoat, she prepared her talons.


  “Yes. If we go back without getting any results, I won’t be able to show my face to Yoshu-dono.”


  Lili agreed too. Like that the four of them headed to the Ivory Tower.


  Leonis stood at the rearmost and turned to the direction of the battlefield.


  When a red light fell from the heavens for a moment, his expression stiffened.


  “Leonis, we’re leaving you behind!”


  When Lili called out to him, he put on his usual smiling face and followed after the three of them.


  Chapter 260 
God-Summoning Ritual


  The adventurers were easily able to enter the Ivory Tower. It was so quiet inside that they couldn’t help but be confused. If Reshia Fel Zeal really were here, then she should be located deep within the tower.


  “So, up or down? Where do you think she is?”


  Past the pillars lined up from the entrance and through the hall was a staircase that extended both upward and downward.


  “I think she’s above!”


  “Can I ask why?”


  Leonis was full of confidence in his answer, so Lili asked him for his basis.


  “Isn’t it a given that a princess that’s been kidnapped by an evil mage will be at the top of the tower?”


  Lili wryly smiled and Fick looked at him in disbelief. As for Mill, she didn’t care and just went up the stairs.


  “Hey, are you guys sure about this? That’s such a random reasoning,” Fick said.


  “…There’s nothing else to base our decision off of, so whichever way is the same,” Lili said.


  “Well, that’s true, but…” Fick said.


  “So hurry up. We don’t have much time,” Mill said.


  Crossing her claws underneath her coat, Mill started running up the stairs.


  “Damn it, you’re too reckless!”


  Although Fick complained, he still gave orders to Mill and Lili.


  “Please take care of the back, Governor-General, protect Leonis! Mill slow down a little! We won’t be able to catch up!”


  Everyone nodded to him, and they searched the tower starting from the nearest floor.


  Passing through the 2nd and 3rd floor filled with bookshelves, they made their way up to the fourth floor. They were easily able to enter an area that was restricted to outsiders.


  The Ivory Tower consisted of three towers, the red tower, the blue tower, and the white, all of which were connected through the sky hallway. That made their search much harder. Although there were no enemies in sight, they had a lot of area to cover. There were plenty of blind spots too, so they had to make sure that the coast was clear before proceeding.


  “There’s another staircase here!”


  In the direction Fick pointed at was a door heavily secured. Mill didn’t hesitate to kick it down.


  “What kind of kick was that?”


  Fick paled when he saw Mill send the door flying, but Mill didn’t have the time to care about him and just rushed up the stairs. Finally, they were at the fifth floor.


  They were a little out of breath by this point. At the end of the staircase was a group of Living ArmorMoving Armor.


  The moment Mill saw the Living Armor, she immediately ran toward them.


  “You’re in the way!”


  In two steps, she reached her target and swung her claws at the joints of the living armor. Hitting the elbows or the knees was enough to topple the living armor. As it fell, its long sword hit the ground, chipping off a part of the stone floor.


  The living armor were slows, but their attacks packed a punch. Having confirmed that, Mill moved on to her next target.


  Mixed in with the living armor were GolemsSelf-Moving Stone Dolls. There were quite a number of them. They came in various shapes from humans to beasts, but with so many of these artificial lifeforms crawling here, it painted a picture just like that of a dungeon.


  “They have some nice hobbies, don’t they?”


  Fick spat as he readied his bow and shot at the living armor trying to attack Mill from behind.


  “Mill, you’re going to be surrounded. Get back!”


  She should’ve been able to hear Fick’s voice, but it seems she intentionally ignored his warning. The fact that Reshia might be up ahead made her impatient. What made her even more impatient was the fact that she helped her be taken from the goblins.


  She decided all on her own that goblins were evil and returned her to the world of humans. But even in the world of humans, where she should’ve been able to become happy, this benefactor of hers only ended up being used by others.


  Mill couldn’t forgive that.


  She bit her teeth and jumped up at a beast-type golem that tried to bite her.


  As Mill jumped past the enemies surrounding her, Lili made her move. In the blink of an eye, Lili swung the magic sword, VashinantThat Who Cuts the Sky, and slipped into the opening.


  “—Move!”


  —Iron Decapitation.


  Like a whip, the sword made up of multiple blades connected lashed out. It didn’t matter if the targets were as hard as steel, in the face of her skill, such things were meaningless. In one fell swoop, the tempestuous whip sword caught all of the enemy that tried to surround Mill.


  But by the time Vashinant returned to its sword form, Mill was already running ahead.


  “…Crazy,” Fick muttered.


  Normally, they would back off and take advantage of the terrain to bring the golems and living armor together. Such things didn’t possess much in the way of intelligence, after all. Lili being able to break through them just like that showed her abilities as a Holy Knight.


  “Hey, let’s go already, old man!”


  Leonis waved at him while innocently smiling, and Fick yelled.


  “I’m not old! I’m only 34!”


  Leonis pouted and looked up at Fick.


  “So you are old!”


  “Ugh! This is why I hate kids! Listen up, okay? A person is young as long as his heart is young! Age doesn’t matter!”


  “Eh?”


  “Seriously, kids these days… By the way, have you ever said that to a woman?”


  “Huh? Of course not! All women are big sisters!”


  As Leonis smiled angelically, Fick looked up above him.


  “Kids these days!”


  After that the old man and the young boy ran after the two girls.


  * * *


  The descending red lights ran across the ground.


  If anyone could get a bird’s eye view of the battlefield, they would have been able to realize that that was a magic circle, but as of now, no one had noticed it yet. The people on the ground just found the light ominous.


  The ones that were affected the most were the goblins.


  Because the moment that red light descended, the resistance of the enemies became much fiercer. The soldiers of the coalition were affected too.


  “I feel stronger?”


  “My injuries and my pain are leaving me?”


  The red elder, Serion, turned to the soldiers looking down at their bodies with an odd look and said.


  “Behold! This is the power of the saint! The blessing of the god that promised as victory!”


  The soldiers looked at each other before breaking out into a cheer.


  “Now, go! Go forth without fear! God fights with us!”


  Even the people that were on the verge of death stood up, picked up their spears, and faced the goblins. To the humans, this was a sight that instilled them with hope, but to the goblins, this was a nightmare.


  The humans they had defeated were coming back to fight them once more. In the face of such a nightmarish sight, it was only natural that the goblins’ morale would be affected.


  After all, even the humans that have been too injured to move suddenly stood up as if they were perfectly fine and attacked them. To the goblins fighting in the frontlines, they suddenly had to pay attention to their feet.


  To the goblins fighting at the back, the enemies that have fallen were suddenly standing up and attacking them from behind. As the offensive of the goblins weakened, a rain of bullets fell on them.


  With the blessing of the mana potions, the human mages were able to rain magic bullet after magic bullet on the goblins. These magic bullets that could warp shields and break bones fell in such great number it was foolish to count them.


  “Raise your shields! They’re coming!”


  Even Gi Jii’s regiol had no choice but to stop their attack to defend against the downpour of magic bullets. Normally, the elves would be able to defend against the magic bullets with their barriers, but the magic bullets were so numerous and covered so much area that no matter how skilled the elven mages were they couldn’t deal with them all.


  Because of that they had to prioritize which areas to protect. Since they had to erect a barrier on the cavalry under the king’s direct control too, the other units ended up eating the magic bullets.


  Save for Gi Ga Rax’s Aransain that had yet to attack, the magic bullets rained down on almost all of the goblin forces, heavily damaging the morale of the goblins.


  But while their morale may have been effected, it was not enough to rout them. Their long years of service under the king weren’t just for show.


  The first to get back on his feet was Gi Gu Verbena, who held the biggest army among the goblins. When he saw the soldiers of Felduk wavering, he yelled out to encourage his forces.


  “I’ll personally kill anyone who flees from something as pathetic as these spells! Onwards! Anyone too afraid to march forward is no subordinate of mine!”


  That wasn’t all. Seeing that the forces in the frontlines have started to take damage, he switched places with them and went up personally.


  “If they keep getting back up from mere wounds, then just kill them and make sure they’re dead! Off with their heads! We’ll build a mountain from their skulls!”


  As Gi Gu leaped to the frontlines with a face full of fury, his encouragements allowed Felduk to recover their morale.


  With a long sword in one hand and an axe in the other – the emblem of his army – Gi Gu stood in the frontlines and decapitated an enemy soldiers just a he said. When another enemy approached him, he sliced off his feet, then swung his axe against the neck of the now immobilized enemy. Gi Gu was a man of his word.


  “Onwards my soldiers! Today we shall show His Majesty the power of Felduk! Slaughter all who block our way!”


  Thanks to Gi Gu going out to the front, the storms that once struck fear into the hearts of those that dared rebel against the king in Pena and Germion blew once again. In a true goblin fashion, Gi Gu was someone who had won the respect of the southern goblins, so the goblins immediately carried out his orders.


  They struck their spears into the ground and lopped off the head of the immobilized enemy soldiers.


  It didn’t take long for a small mountain of decapitated heads to fill the area where Felduk fought. Bathed in the blood of foe and ally alike, Felduk’s soldiers breathed heavily as they threw themselves at the enemy before them.


  Despite the downpour of magic bullets, despite the recovering wounds of the enemy soldiers, Felduk’s attack did not wane.


  But while Felduk’s vicious attacks allowed them to push the front line in the left wing, that was not the case for the right wing.


  Gi Jii Yubu’s regiol that relied on a calm leadership and Gi Zu Ruo’s Sazanorga that relied on momentum gradually grew weaker.


  As for Gi Gi Orudo’s ZeildukTwin-Headed Beast and Axe Army, although he was puzzled by the stronger resistance of the enemy army, he still sent a messenger when he saw the Regiol and Sazanorga lose momentum.


  When the messenger came back, Gi Ji Arsil and Gi Gi Orudo looked at each other, and then decided to release two monster beasts.


  * * *


  “Let’s release the carnivorous monster beasts.”


  “Good idea. Nothing will change even if they’re killed.”


  Strangely enough, they reached the same conclusion as Gi Gu. Normally, the carnivorous monster beasts would only be released at the end of the battle to clean up the battlefield. All the monster beasts that Gi Gi had gathered from all over their territory to strengthen his army – from the Giant Spiders of the forest to the Saber Tigers to the omnivorous Armored Bear – were unleashed on the wounded humans.


  The rain of magic bullets didn’t bother Zailduk much.


  In the first place, they never micromanaged their forces, and Gi Gi just arranged his beasts by type and released them on the enemy. His strategy was literally just to overrun his enemies. No matter how the situation turned, his response was always the same – push. That was how Zailduk fought. And regardless how many monster beasts died in the process, that strategy would never change.


  As the battlefield grew ghastlier, the Goblin King rode toward the main cause of this battle with the imperial guards following from behind as they staked their lives on their assault.


  Something was there. His intuition was telling him that, so he changed his course and swung his sword in the face of the growing resistance of his foes. His beloved steed, Sui, crushed the enemy along with their iron armor, then crushed them underfoot.


  But the Goblin King did not even have the leisure to feel the sensation of crushing an enemy under his steed as his Flamberge clad in black flames skewered another enemy soldier.


  As he bellowed out a howl and raised it above him, he knocked the enemy off of his blade, then urged his steed to move onward from that pool of blood as he cut down the foes that obstructed him with his ZweihanderBlack-Red Speckled Great Sword.


  Its sharpness had dulled from the blood and fat of his foes, but the weight and durability remained strong.


  Under the furious swings of the Goblin King, Zweihander would crush the Goblin King’s foes along with their helmet, break their shields, and bury them with their armor smashed.


  “Move!”


  As the Goblin King howled and broke through the forces surrounding him, his eyes gathered onto a single figure, and he yelled.


  “Reshia!!”


  ◆◇◆


  After breaking through the fifth floor protected by inorganic guards, Mill and her group made their way to the lab in the sixth room, where silence greeted them once again. This should be the highest floor, but there was no one in sight.


  “Did I fail again!?”


  Mill kicked a bookshelf in frustration, but when the bookshelf fell to the side, her eyes widened.


  “A hidden door! Good job, Mill,” Fick said


  As he caught up to her. Mill nodded vaguely to him and proceeded inside. As Mill led the group through the hidden door, a dark space welcomed them, and then before long, a vast lab.


  Cluttered documents were randomly stacked on the desks, and the bookshelves were filled to the brim with books. Various specimen and stuffed animals could also be seen. They seemed to have been used for some kind of experiment. The eyes of the adventurers ominously gathered onto the only room where the lights were suppressed.


  “…Who’s there!?”


  At the end of Mill’s gaze appeared a young man dressed in the robes of the elder of the Blue Tower.


  “I wasn’t expecting guests.”


  Despite the appearance of some unknown intruders, the man faced them with a smile.


  “I am Floyd Berchen, the elder of the Blue Tower, a member of the Council of Three Towers that manage the Ivory Tower.”


  Mill’s glare grew sharper. This was the man responsible for putting Reshia on a pedestal and using her to start a war.


  “I am Lili Aureya. I have no grudge with you. Where is Reshia Fel Zeal?”


  Lili’s introduction was far too formal for a mere adventurer. But Floyd made no remark about that and merely nodded before looking out the window.


  “She should be fighting in the holy war against the monsters right about now.”


  In other words, she wasn’t here.


  The rescue team looked at each other. If the man was telling the truth, then coming here was a waste of time. They failed to produce any results, but they really might just have to retreat like this.


  “Hey, uncle, what are you doing at a place like this?”


  Leonis sea-blue eyes gazed into Floyd as he asked that question, and the smile of the man only grew deeper.


  “I don’t mind sharing it, but it might take awhile. I hope you don’t mind. To put it briefly, I’ve been experimenting on matters related to humans and gods.”


  “Humans and gods?”


  Leonis asked. What an ominous sentence.


  “Yes, an experiment. Hmm… If I may ask, do you believe in the gods?”


  Floyd found himself a chair and sat, then started talking normally as though they were having a class. The adventurers found his behavior odd, but they listened nonetheless.


  “Of course!” Leonis said.


  “A little,” Fick said.


  In contrast to the two eager beavers, Mill and Lili remained quiet.


  “In that case, what are gods?”


  “Huh? Aren’t gods, gods? The new gods that created the humans, the old gods that created the elves and the demihumans. There are a lot of them.”


  “An exemplary answer. Wonderful. But then, has anyone seen them? What form do they take? What are their thoughts? Why did they make the demihumans, the elves, and us?”


  * * *


  The new gods were born from the parts of the God of Fire, while the old gods were born to the ancestral god and his children.


  “Umm…”


  Fick was speechless and silence filled the area.


  “Because the ancestor god, Kutiarga, mourned the death of Mother Deetna, and told his children to create life before sinking into the world.”


  But then like the roar of the sea in a tranquil sea, Leonis’ voice resounded.


  “You could become an adherent. You’re right. The only reason why the old gods made us was because of the orders of the Ancestral God and the Mother God, so only the Ancestor and the Mother know why we were made.”


  He continued. “In the Poem of the Gods, it is written as such. Ancestor Kutiarga created the continents of the ocean in seven nights and eight days, then he severed a portion of himself and created Mother Deetna to watch over the land. The way the poems go, it’s almost as if life was nothing more than garnish, and what was truly precious was the land itself.”


  “But you should know”, Floyd added with a smile. “The Poem of the Gods is the oldest document in the Ivory Tower. It has existed even before the war of the gods 400 years ago. It is truly the oldest document.”


  “Just what are you getting at!?”


  Fick finally reached the end of his patience listening to the young man babble, but Floyd only wryly smiled.


  “Sorry about that. You tend to become more indirect as you get older. I’ll get to the point then. I believe that the gods are a higher life form and are watching the world from somewhere. They watch people, give them divine protections, twist their wills, and toy with them.”


  But Fick and Lili didn’t become happy even as he told them that the gods existed.


  “What’s wrong with the gods being close by and watching over us?”


  Lili asked. Floyd’s wry smile turned into scorn.


  “What’s wrong? It’s terrible. Let me ask you. Would you be happy if someone twisted your will and made you like someone you didn’t like and made you serve a master you hated? All under the pretense of it being the will of the gods?”


  As Lili failed to find the words to respond with, Floyd’s control over his emotion seemed to have broken and he couldn’t help but continue.


  “They once ruled over the lands with their vast power, and now they live in another world while interfering with our world through their adherents and the people they’ve blessed.”


  Floyd glared at the adventurers as though he were standing at the bottom of an abyss.


  “And so I figured that if I could just find proof that they existed, I would be able to resist them. I would be able to pull down these people from their tall pedestals, where they’ve been watching and laughing at us all this time while we suffered and writhed and cried!”


  He took a deep breath and declared to the gods that could not be seen.


  Yes, this was a declaration of war.


  “I’ll have them prostrate themselves before our feet, and then I’ll mock them! To that end, I have performed countless experiments. I took advantage of their connections through their divine protections and stole their power! Yes, that’s right! I’m going to steal the throne of the gods through Reshia Fel Zeal! And humanity will finally—”


  Floyd seemed like he would never stop talking. Mill threw a knife at him to shut him up.


  “…Allow me to correct you on one thing. I’m you’re enemy, and that’s because you hurt someone precious to me.”


  Mill crossed her talons before her chest and prepared herself to fight.


  “Enough talking. Release Reshia-sama!”


  Blood flied down Floyd’s cheeks from the knife that grazed him.


  “A pity. I like smart kids.”


  Floyd suppressed his anger and wryly smiled.


  “…You don’t need to worry. She’s safe. These children are protecting her, after all.”


  Floyd moved the desk to reveal a demihuman and a young monster beast.


  “…Gastora!”


  Lili let out a small cry.


  “…”


  Leonis quietly watched the demihuman and the monster beast.


  “What did you do with them!?”


  Immediately, Lili’s glare became filled with killing intent.


  “They became a shield and a sword to protect Reshia Fel Zeal.”


  Floyd took the hands of the immobile demihuman and showed them her bracelet.


  “These is a Soul-Stripping Bracelet, a tool that plunders the consciousness of a person. Right now, their consciousness have been gathered to protect the saint. So right now, you can beat them up or lift them, and they won’t be able to do a thing.”


  As Floyd released the hand of the demihuman, he looked outside the window.


  Once again, a red light descended from the heavens and travelled across the ground.


  “Hmm, it’s almost time.”


  “What?”


  Fick asked, and Mill jumped out.


  “…Whatever, just die already!”


  She lowered her body and ran to Floyd with her claws, but a hard sound resounded and she was deflected.


  “I’m not good at fighting on my own. Without my puppets, I won’t even be able to protect myself.”


  Threads extended everywhere from his hands, and countless empty armor moved before him.


  “Well, we do still have some time, so I suppose I can accompany you. Please, have a taste of Floyd Berchen’s puppet technique.”


  And so, unbeknownst to everyone, a battle between the adventurers and the moving armor began to unfold within the Ivory Tower.


  “I shall accompany you until a god descends into the saint.”


  Chapter 261 
Sage


  “Reshia!”


  After breaking through the soldiers surrounding him, the Goblin King saw a red light descend into the earth as a magic circle and permeate Reshia.


  “Heal AllLet All Be Healed.”


  The words that left her lips were illuminated by the red light pouring out from the formation carved into the land. Even the air did not escape being dyed by its color as the humans were healed.


  When the king saw that, he spat.


  “…So that’s what’s going on.”


  Even the Goblin King’s steed that fearlessly charged into the enemy refused to be afraid of Reshia’s current state.


  The Goblin King had seen for himself many time the power of the gods, so he understood what was happening.


  “A meddling god!”


  The king spat out a name in disgust and looked up at the heavens.


  “ZenobiaGoddess of Healing!”


  Reshia’s clothes swayed as the red light fell upon her, and her hair waved about as though a wind was blowing on it.


  Reshia had her head down and her eyes closed, but she looked more mature than the king last saw her.


  That was only normal, though.


  After all, it has already been 4 years since she was taken from him.


  The Goblin King unmounted from his steed, Sui, and stood on his own legs.


  “Reshia, Reshia Fel Zeal! Can you hear me!?”


  The voice of the Goblin King could suppress humans and make goblins kneel, but her alone, it failed to reach, and it could not open her eyes.


  “Your Majesty, it’s dangerous!”


  Gi Be Slay the One-Armed Goblin, who led the imperial guards, held the Alrodena KingdomKingdom of the Black Sun’s flag as he stopped the king.


  “…Gi Be Slay. Lead the imperial guards and slay any and all that try to approach me or that girl!”


  “…Yes, Your Majesty!”


  Gi Be stopped himself from saying anything other than that because he could feel from the king’s back that he wasn’t going to retreat.


  With his great sword in hand, the king walked onward to save the girl that was called a saint.


  Looking back, his path to world domination began when he swore to save her.


  He cooperated with the demihumans, created an alliance with the elves, strengthened his subordinates, and conquered the world.


  All because he needed power to save her.


  Within that step were all the years that have gone by.


  The touch of the wind had become a stranger to him, colors have faded, and smells have gone as well. Cracks have even started to appear on his soul, but even then, he kept walking.


  In order to save a single girl, the king walked onward.


  As he drew closer to her, the pressure descending grew heavier.


  “I remember this feeling… In the past, I wouldn’t have been able to keep going.”


  The pressure kept getting stronger as though it didn’t want the king to get any closer. It tried to pin him down.


  His legs began to creak, and under the weight of the pressure, his feet even began to sink.


  But even then, he kept walking.


  There was no reason he couldn’t. After winning countless battlefields and overcoming the trials of the gods, he has already broken past his initial limit.


  Long swords and short swords reached out for the Goblin King as he approached the saint.


  They tried to skewer him to protect the saint, but a swing of his great sword was all it took to repel them.


  They tried to attack him again, but after moving a little, they stopped. The Goblin King sensed that and he continued walking.


  He had surpassed the pressure of the gods and now even the swords protecting her have gone silent.


  With nothing left standing between them, the Goblin King finally stood before her.


  “Reshia, can you hear me, Reshia Fel Zeal.”


  That was a voice too gentle for the Goblin King. A gentleness just like that of a father whispering to a sleeping child or a lover whispering to his beloved.


  As a tremor ran past Reshia’s eyelids, her eyes finally opened.


  For a moment, her eyes swam, but then she saw the Goblin King, and her lips curved into a sad smile.


  “You came.”


  “I did. I told you, didn’t I? I’ll save—”


  Suddenly, a powerful wind blew from above and a red light descended into her.


  ◆◆◇


  After confirming that the Goblin King had reached the saint, Gi Go Amatsuki the Sword King turned heel. Under him were the goblin swordsmen and the Snow Demons (Yugushiva) under Yustia’s lead.


  They quietly followed after Gi Go and ran back to where the living legend, Oron, was.


  There the ground was scorched and the moisture in the air was different. It was as though the very air itself was trying to burn the heavens. The sight of the burning grass around Oron as the smoke reached for the heavens was enough to show that his title as a living legend was not just for show.


  “Don’t interfere.”


  Gi Go told the people behind him as he drew his curved sword from his waist. As his curved sword reflected the light of the sun, he gripped its handle and ran off to join Gi Za Zakuend the Wizard and Rashka the strongest of Gaidga.


  “Ha ha, look! Another small fry has joined the fray!”


  As Oron turned, spears of flame instantly appeared in the air. 12 spears appeared in the air simultaneously, then they shot forth in every direction.


  “Don’t look down on me!”


  Gi Za yelled angrily as he shot down four spears, while Gi Do Buruga the Alchemist quietly shot down three.


  “SlashHear my wrath!”


  Rashka shot out a black light and shot down three spears, while the remaining two were cut down with a swing of Gi Go’s curved sword.


  “Oh?”


  Oron turned to Gi Go and gazed into him. Being able to stop his flames just with the speed of a blade’s swing was not a level that a normal person could reach.


  “There is nothing my sword cannot cut,” Gi Go said.


  * * *


  As Gi Go pointed his sword at Oron, he dashed and closed the distance between them in a single breath, then he slashed upward from the low stance. So low was his blade that it grazed the ground in his gait before suddenly shooting up. With a swing, the ground was cut, and clouds of dust rose up. This was an attack that was meant to obstruct the vision of the target to setup for a second attack.


  A second attack in case the first attack wasn’t able to kill the target.


  A cleverly calculated sword of the battlefield.


  Unfortunately, those calculations fell to naught as a wall of flame greeted Gi Go’s blade instead, and the only sensation that Gi Go felt through his sword was the heavy sensation akin to when one cut the hard ground, then a spear of flame shot out from the cloud of dust. It grazed past his face and scorched his ears a little.


  Oron’s aim wasn’t bad by any means, Gi Go was just that good at dodging.


  Gi Go dodged the spear of flame with a turn of his head, then at roughly the same time, he leaned with his body and cut his way through. Gi Go’s decision to distance himself immediately was correct. For as soon as he left, spears of flames shot at the place he was at from every direction.


  “Troublesome.”


  Gi Go said as he gauged the distance between him and his foe after retreating, but the smile on his lips betrayed those words.


  As Gi Go pondered how he could cut the foe in front of him, without his knowing, a smile had appeared on his face. A fierce smile akin to those that appeared on beasts of prey. It was a smile that could make the weaker-willed pass out immediately.


  “If you really think that, then how about working with me?”


  Gi Za asked Gi Go with a frown.


  Meanwhile, Rashka was attacking Oron on his own. The black lights he shot out might have been a poor match for Oron’s spears of flame, as the resulting impact from the clashes of their attacks would force him to retreat every time.


  “I can’t do that. This is a prey too precious to surrender.”


  Gi Go said before attempting to cut the man again.


  “…You’re idiots! All of you!”


  But despite Gi Za’s complaints, he still continued to support them with Gi Do.


  ◆◇◆


  With the saint at the center, the torrent of red slight gardually swallowed the entire human camp.


  All this time they were being overwhelmed by the goblins, but in that moment, they were suddenly brimming with strength. As the power of the red light that healed wounds and strengthened physique permeated them, the humans stood up one after another.


  Now, even the frontlines that could only retreat in the face of the overwhelming power of the goblins had come back to life. They withstood attacks that they couldn’t before and the attacks that were repelled were able to pierce the goblins. The closer they were to the saint, the stronger the effects of the red light.


  Even the Goblin King was blown away. He immediately tried to go back to Reshia, but Zenobia’s manifestation was already behind her.


  The half-transparent body of Zenobiathe Goddess of Healing that once tried to contact the Goblin King in the Forest of Darkness was there embracing Reshia.


  She snuggled up to her as though to protect her or to seize her. With her manifestation visible to all, the human soldiers have already lost all reason.


  “God!”


  Filled with zeal, the soldiers rushed to stop the imperial guards of the Goblin King. In the face of the violence of their overwhelming numbers, even the rare goblins that were fully loyal to the Goblin King could only find themselves gradually being pushed.


  And that was true even for the frontmost lines.


  “The gods have blessed us!”


  “Praise the gods!”


  “Fight in the name of the gods!”


  As they cried out the name of the gods, the soldiers fearlessly fought against the goblins. Already, not a hint of fear was left in them. Perhaps, the red light that strengthened their body had also weakened their fear of death, as they even smiled while clashing with the goblins.


  The high-ranking goblins could feel that the momentum of the battle had swung back to the humans, but even knowing that, it was not something that they could change so easily. They had already encouraged their soldiers earlier and even fought themselves. And yet despite that, the lines they pushed had been pushed back once again.


  No matter how loyal they were to the king, there was no denying that they were indeed a predicament what with the abnormally high morale of the enemy and their bolstered physical strength.


  Even Gi Ga Rax, who has been conserving his troops, was compelled to act when he saw the predicament of his brethren. But before he could lead his soldiers to save his brethren, Pale’s messenger reached the various armies first.


  —Gi Ga Rax’s AransainTiger and Spear Army is to retreat.


  —Gi Gu Verbena’s FeldukAxe and Sword Army will fill the hole left by Aransain.


  “That witch! This is easier said than done!”


  Gi Gu Verbena was furious, but he followed Pale’s instruction nonetheless. After all, it was indeed their decision to start fighting. Originally, they were only supposed to start fighting after luring the enemies out.


  * * *


  Gi Gu had already regained some of his calm after bathing in the blood of his enemies, so he ordered the three sibling goblins to expand the army toward the right wing. They would expand the army in front of Aransain and support the front line there, while the rest of the army moved. They had to fight while doing all that, so it wasn’t surprising that Gi Gu was mad.


  “Projectiles, now! Just throw everything, I don’t care!”


  They suppressed their enemies with their spears and threw projectiles at them to make them back off, then they quickly extended their lines toward the center.


  “Swordies, advance!”


  With the frontmost line extended to the center, by throwing in the swordsmen that were throwing projectiles just earlier into the fray, they were able to contest the enemy for a while. During that time, Gi Gu straightened out the spearmen of the three sibling goblins, then he ordered the sword unit to retreat.


  They somehow managed to carry out Pale’s instructions, but now the attacks coming from the leftmost wing were getting fiercer.


  “Compress the front lines toward the center!”


  The rare and noble goblins under Gi Gu Verbena were only able to accomplish what they did because they could move according to Gi Gu’s orders, but the rest of the armies didn’t have any generals capable of enduring the predicament.


  As soon as Gi Ga confirmed that Gi Gu successfully managed to execute Pale’s order, he immediately retreated.


  —Obstruct the enemy’s right wing and break their formation.


  That was the next order that Pale sent to him.


  Gi Gi Orudo’s monster army, Gi Zu Ruo’s SazanorgaThousand-Demon Army, and Gi Jii Yubu’s Regiol were the ones supporting the right wing. But ever since the enemy’s morale rose abnormally and their physiques were strengthened, their frontlines have been losing ground.


  Gi Zu’s Sazanorga that had penetrated deep into the enemy forces were particularly tragic. The sudden increase in the enemy’s pressure had left them unable to push or retreat. Gi Jii would have already done something with his Regiol if he could, but maintaining the status quo was already taking all they had.


  If they tried to push themselves any further, the situation will only further collapse. Hence, they could do nothing but watch Sazanorga surrounded.


  Gi Gi Orudo’s monster army was also in bad shape.


  The downpour of magic bullets wasn’t letting up the slightest. In fact, ever since that red light came, the power behind those bullets had even increased as they kept on barraging the monster beasts from above.


  Given those circumstances, even the carnivorous monster beasts that they sent out couldn’t feed as they pleased. In the end, they had no choice but to order everyone to attack. Unfortunately, that alone wouldn’t be enough to break the enemy. With the enemy soldiers no longer fearing death, most of them took dozens of monster beasts with them when they died.


  Hence, while Gi Gi understood Gi Zu and Gi Jii’s plight, he wasn’t in a situation where he could afford to help them.


  Pale had immediately understood their situation, so she sent out the force she has been trying to reserve, she sent out Aransain.


  As she sent Gi Ga Rax out, she ordered Gi Gu to support the entire left wing.


  —Once Regiol retreats and Sazanorga heads toward the right wing, you must cover the rear!


  Gi Jii quietly nodded after receiving Pale’s orders through the messenger.


  No messenger could reach Gi Zu with their army surrounded, but if Pale said that the course of war would unfold like that, then it definitely would. Gi Jii went ahead and gave orders to his forces.


  Meanwhile, as Aransain finished moving to the right wing, they began their assault on the humans fighting with the monster beasts.


  “To battle!”


  Gi Ga Rax said as he raised his spear. The Aransain that has been kept in reserve until now has finally been unleashed.


  “Even if your spirits are high and you fear no death, as long as you stand on two legs and can be killed, tactics will still work!”


  Pale ordered her Sylphwind elf warriors to draw their bows.


  “The moment Aransain attacks, suppress the enemies in front of the Regiol.”


  As the Sylphs saw Aransain give rise to a cloud of dust, they pulled on their bows and aimed at the sky.


  “High-angle fire! Shoot five times!”


  As Pale shot her bow, the rest of the Sylph warriors shot five times.


  As arrows poured down on the soldiers chasing after the Regiol, they were forced to stop. Even if morale was high and they did not fear death, even if they could heal as soon as they were wounded, the Sylphs still specialized in archery, and the power and precision behind their arrows could make any enemy that tastes it to slow down. As Gi Jii used the time Pale bought for him to get his forces back up, he became shocked. Gi Zu’s Sazanorga was moving!


  “It’s just as Pale-dono said! Go! Save our brethren!”


  As the advancing Regiol suppressed the enemies pursuing Sazanorga from behind, Sazanorga worked with Aransain and assumed their position beside the Regiol.


  Aransain did not go too deep into the enemy forces. They retreated immediately and went back behind their allies while the monster beasts were wreaking havoc. Gi Ga swung his spear dripping with blood and ordered.


  “Hurry! Gi Gu mustn’t die!”


  In order to save their allies in the right wing, the left wing had to be exposed. All this time the enemy wasn’t able to attack Felduk with all of their strength because of Aransain, but with Aransain leaving their side, the enemy was finally free to use all of their might.


  By the time Gi Ga returned to the left wing, Felduk was already half-surrounded by the enemy. The fact that Gi Gu Verbena was able to hang on despite that was a testament to his abilities. Still, there was no denying that they were in a predicament.


  “Attack! Save Felduk!”


  * * *


  Aransain maintained their fastest speed as they approached from behind and pierced through the enemy surrounding their allies. Most of their enemies were foot soldiers, but despite that, when Aransain approached from behind, they didn’t run and instead readied themselves for a fight. Apparently, they were hellbent on fighting Aransain while maintaining their concave on Felduk.


  “Let’s teach these goblins the proper way of killing footmen!”


  “Don’t lose out to the Valkyria! Save our comrades!”


  The commander of the ValkyriaShort Sword Battle Maiden, Far, and the commander of the Leon HeartProud Clan, Zaurosh, attacked the enemy footmen together.


  As the archer knights shot their bows, the Valkyria raised their swords and charged into the fray. At the same time, Zaurosh swung his Sickle Spear and led his men to attack as well. Thanks to the fierce attacks of the demihumans, they were able to open a wound in the enemy formation and spread it even bigger.


  After Felduk escaped from the enemy concave, they were finally able to catch their breath.


  The goblins that took over the frontlines kept their stamina consumption to a minimum while continuing to attack. Aransain didn’t stay there for long, and they took advantage of their mobility to make their way even deeper into the enemy’s rear.


  After picking themselves back up, the goblins started grappling with the coalition army again.


  ◆◇◆


  The battle between the adventurers that entered the Ivory Tower and the elder of the Blue Tower, Floyd Berchen, was short but fierce. However, the adventurer party consisted of skilled warriors, such as the owner of a magic sword and an assassin.


  Floyd might be a puppeteer, but the line-up he was facing was simply too strong for a single mage such as himself to overcome.


  Lili’s Vashinant made short work of his puppets, while Mill took advantage of the opening made to quickly close in on Floyd. At the same time, Fick provided support fire from a distance to distract him. No matter how many puppets Floyd had, he couldn’t control them all perfectly.


  And with Leonis providing healing to their party, they were able to fight against Floyd’s puppets. Gradually, they destroyed his puppets one after another, and when all the puppets protecting him had been destroyed, the old wizard clapped with a smile.


  “Strong, as expected,” Floyd said.


  “Accept your defeat. Release Reshia-sama,” Mill demanded.


  “Release? What terrible phrasing. I’ve never detained her,” Floyd said.


  “You!” Mill’s claws sank into Floyd’s throat as she yelled.


  “No one can stop it anymore,” Floyd said. “A god will descend into her. Behold, the light!”


  The direction Floyd pointed at was none other than the battlefield washed with the blood of goblins and humans. And on that bloody land illuminated a red light as though the blood itself was glowing.


  “What did you do?” Fick thrust an arrow at him and asked.


  Floyd’s lips curved as he sneered. “I told you. I summoned a god. All the people within that formation will receive the favor of the Goddess of Healing, and…”


  Suddenly, Floyd jumped back. Mill and Fick tried to chase after him, but they realized they couldn’t move.


  “W-What?”


  “It’s puppet string. Can only restrain you, though.”


  Floyd said as he approached Gastora and the demihuman, then he snapped his fingers.


  “Since a god has descended, a sword and a shield won’t be needed anymore. In that case, they can be my obedient servants instead.”


  Gastora and the demihuman remained unconscious, but under the caress of Floyd’s strings, they slowly stood up and approached the adventurers.


  “Floyd Berchen’s puppet techniques haven’t ended just yet.” Floyd was as talkative as always. “The favor of the Goddess of Healing is a terrifying thing. It can heal anyone, heal any wound… Which goes to mean that—”


  “People will stop dying, right?” Leonis’ gentle smile had long turned harsh as he stood before Gastora and the demihuman.


  “Oho? You really are smart, aren’t you?”


  “Not really.”


  “But it was foolish of you to stand before those two.”


  Having judged that he was within reach, Gastora bit at Leonis’ legs, while the demihuman’s fangs sank into his shoulders. He grit through the great pain, and when he opened his eyes, a powerful will could be seen in them.


  “…This is my punishment for leaving you alone for too long, Reinia Elchen Verdio.”


  As he gently patted the head of the demihuman biting him, he struck the ground with his staff.


  “Full HealMay the Gentle Wind Grace You.”


  As Light permeated Gastora and the demihuman called Reinia, a gentle green light different from the red light bursting out of Reshia wrapped around them, and then Gastora and Reshia collapsed to the ground.


  “A strange technique,” Floyd said.


  “It’s a secret technique, after all,” Leonis said.


  Curious, Floyd took a step, but suddenly, a black shadow appeared in front of him, and in the next moment, Mill’s dagger had sunk into his chest, his eyes still opened wide.


  “…You look down on adventurers too much,” Mill said.


  As he stared at the dagger in his chest, he collapsed on his back.


  “What a foolish act… Even if you kill me, you can’t save her.”


  On his back, Floyd gazed out the window where the torrent of red light was spreading.


  “But, with this, I’ve proven, that even the gods, can be humiliated… One day, we will, surely…”


  Like that the light left the eyes of the old wizard, and the human that challenged the gods was put to rest by the hands of another human, then as though it had absorbed Floyd’s life, the red light spreading from Reshia grew even fiercer.


  ◆◇◆◇◆◇◆◇
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  Hermit: Can take camp in a designated location. When camped, mana control is increased (LOW).


  Resident of the Ivory Tower: When camped in the Ivory Tower, intelligence is increased (HIGH), while physical strength, agility, and defenses are reduced (MEDIUM).


  Puppeteer: Can bring to life inorganic things when using mana threads. When camped the number of puppets that can be controlled is increased (MEDIUM).


  Dragon’s Blessing: Thanks to the blessing of the long-lived dragons, it is possible to live much longer than humans.


  Mad Intelligence: Intelligence is increased (HIGH), but at the cost of one’s emotions.


  Status Insane: Mentally ill due to receiving the blessing of two goddesses. Mad Intelligence: Brings one closer to the truth of the world when invoked, but at the cost of one’s sanity.


  Chapter 262 
Fiend


  Right after the slash came flying the spears of flame. At first glance, there were 12 spears of flame, but that number quickly increased to 20. Despite facing Rashka of Gaidga, Gi Za Zakuend the Wizard, Gi Do Buruga the Alchemist, and Gi Go Amatsuki the Sword King, Oron was not disadvantaged.


  In fact, he was even laughing as he drove his enemies to a corner.


  “There’s no end to this.”


  Gi Za clicked his tongue, and the pale Gi Do agreed. It didn’t matter how many spells they cast, this foe before them would just double his attacks. It was getting to the point where even just moving was dangerous.


  Wind gathered at the end of Gi Za’s staff, and he conjured a spear of wind. This spear was not meant for him to attack the enemy proactively, however, but to cover for Rashka and Gi Go, who were attacking recklessly.


  Rashka could attack from a distance, so covering for him was simple enough, but Gi Go threw himself into the fray and clashed with those spears of flames directly. Clearly, he was first rate when it came to bravery. But of course, covering for him was by no means easy.


  Oron, who was praised and known by the humans as a living legend, relentlessly conjured walls of flame around him, while giving rise to many spears of flame in the air. Even when Gi Go manages to get past the spears of flame, once he attacks the walls of flame, more spears would appear.


  Although these spears were few in number, likely because they were merely a counter to his attacks, every one of them has been shot toward a fatal point. So far Gi Go has been able to dodge them by a hair’s breadth, but it was evident that just passing through those spears of flame and attacking the walls of flame was already taking everything he had.


  “What’s the matter, goblins?” Oron said provocatively as the flames whirled.


  When the flames of spear struck into the ground, a border of fire was demarcated, restricting the paths they could attack from.


  “If you’re not coming, then I suppose I’ll just have to come myself.”


  Three spears of flame became entangled with each other. They were originally just lumps of flame, so it’s not surprising that they could transform. After the three spears of flame that entangled finished transforming, they turned into a spear twice as long as the previous ones. Moreover, at the end of the spear could now be seen a three-pronged fork. They had become tridents.


  There were four of them all in all. And Oron shot them at the goblins surrounding him. These spears were fast, as though the speed of the other spears had been added to them. Because they were faster than normal, the wizard and the alchemist were slow to react.


  They erected walls of wind, and when the tridents of flame hit them, they blew up and scorched the surrounding area. Although the two goblins had successfully avoided a direct hit, they could not protect themselves from the explosion’s impact, and they found themselves tumbling onto the ground after being blown away.


  Grimacing from the pain running up his arms, Gi Za clicked his tongue and beheld three more tridents eyeing him.


  “So annoying!”


  He managed to destroy those three spears with his own wind spears, but he could do nothing about the blood and ether that has left him. The seemingly endless mana of the foe before them was gradually pushing these goblins, who took great pride in their vast reserves of ether, into a corner.


  A trident of flame shot out toward Rashka, but he managed to intercept it from a distance. But when Rashka tried to approach the enemy, the succeeding spears of flame kept him in check. Although he could intercept the enemy’s attacks from a distance, it did not seem as though he could defeat him either.


  As for Gi Go, he had fled from the range of the tridents the moment they were shot. To a swordsman that risks his life up close, the increase in speed was irrelevant. He dodged the spears of flames and approached the enemy, then swung his sword. When he realized that the tridents of flame that he had dodged were still on his track, he realized that he had messed up.


  Before him was a wall of flame, behind him was a trident of flame.


  Though unable to advance or retreat, this veteran swordsman showed no impatience as he resolutely made the decision to stop in front of the wall of flame, close his eyes, and receive the trident.


  A breath passed.


  When his eyes opened next, he beheld the trident of flame approaching.


  The moment it was about to touch him, he threw himself to the side and rolled on the ground. Unable to stop its momentum, the trident of flame crashed into the wall of flame.


  “…What?” Gi Za said.


  “What are you so surprised about? Fire does not have form. Hence, it’s only normal for it to be absorbed,” Oron said.


  Oron mocked Gi Go for his lack of knowledge. Even as he picked himself back up, no explosion came out, as the trident had merely been absorbed by the wall of flame.


  “My MarkokiasFlame King’s Eyes is a sacred treasure that boasts absolute defense. You lowly goblins can spend a century or a millennium fighting, nothing will change.”


  “Don’t regret those words!”


  When Gi Za’s words resounded, a wind that could extinguish even the flames gathered on his arms.


  “Oh? You will challenge me? Moreover, you wish to challenge me in mana?”


  With a sneer, the walls of flame raged, and spears of flame appeared around Gi Za.


  The ether that had gathered around his two arms whirled up the winds and converged.


  “Don’t be afraid, spirit.”


  He calmed the fearful spirit, and made its power his own.


  “Ku ha ha ha, a spirit, huh. That’s not enough! That’s too lacking!”


  Oron continued to gather even more mana, and now, the number of spears he had conjured numbered 40.


  “My storm of fire, accept it with your body!” Oron said.


  “You make me laugh! You call that a storm?” Gi Za said.


  “Ha! At least your tongue has fire! Take it!”


  Gi Za’s right arm was raised above him. The wind emanating from that hand whirled up the flames into the sky.


  “Die.”


  The spears of flame behind Oron simultaneously shot out toward Gi Za.


  In the next moment, fire and wind clashed, giving rise to a terrifying explosion.


  “What?”


  The one who looked up in shock was none other than the man known as the living legend.


  “…’Nothing would change even if we kept fighting for a century or a millennium,’ those were your words!”


  Gi Za’s loud voice drew Oron’s attention back from the explosions in the air.


  “That’s why I called my druidsarmy!”


  * * *


  Gi Za’s army of 400 mages rained wind bullets from above, piercing through the spears of flame, bombarding the area around Oron. The wind Gi Za had released was merely a signal.


  Casting magic bullets that drew an arc and rained from the sky was the specialty of the late Red King, but after the skilled mages of Shushunu, the Mana Guards, joined the goblins, that skill was taught to the goblins as well.


  The wind bullets descending from above was strong enough to warp even iron. Already this was a power on the level of a bombardment, and so numerous were the spells cast, that it was deserving to be called a storm. The ground was dug up, clouds of dust were raised, and the wall of flame protecting Oron was encroached.


  The reason why they were able to respond to Gi Za’s order for even a moment was because Pale the Tactician reorganized the army. The goblin army that had rallied themselves have solidified into a united force and were in the process of advancing to save the king’s cavalry that had gone in too deep.


  Concentrating the spells of so many mages onto a single enemy unit could only be described as an act of madness, not to mention that there were other high-ranked goblins other than Gi Za here too.


  One step wrong and Gi Za and the other high-ranking goblins here would be blown away, but Gi Za had trained his soldiers thoroughly enough that he could trust them to carry this order out without hesitation. They also trusted him and Gi Do that much.


  But even then Oron couldn’t be killed.


  The walls of flame have been dispersed, and Oron had to turn to his spears of flame to defend himself. Now a wall of flame defended his body while bullets of wind rained from above.


  “Look, you fools! I got rid of those walls for you! So hurry up and get his head!”


  When Gi Za yelled that, two goblins ran through the battlefield where fire and wind clashed.


  “Well done, small druid!”


  Rashka smiled, and he carried his Blue-Silver Steel (Srilana) club on his shoulder, and then released his power that was the favor of the Goddess of the Underworld.


  “SlashRage, my wrath!”


  As he kicked a flame toward the enemy, Rashka moved that giant body of his and ran.


  “I owe you one it seems.”


  Gi Go the Sword King smiled ferociously as well.


  Amidst the rain of fire and wind, he danced nimbly on the battlefield and drew his sword.


  “Kuhahaha, big mistake!”


  Despite the rain of wind bullets and the fire wall having expanded above his head, Oron continued to laugh. How could he be called a living legend if he couldn’t defend himself from an attack of merely this level? His name has spread throughout the world as a person who has conquered a dungeon all by himself. He was a powerful being that was evidently near the apex of humanity. He was so strong that his might could actually match the army of a minor nation. A power that even made people wonder if the gods had lost their minds.


  As a wall of fire expanded above his head, he conjured two spears of flame and wielded them.


  “Surely you didn’t think I’d be weak in close combat, now did you?”


  With one arm raised above his head, Oron assumed his stance, and the two goblins approached him. These were the two strongest goblins in duels with the exception of the Goblin King himself.


  Rashka’s Slash shot out from the left, and Oron’s flame of spear transformed to receive it, and at the same time, he also received Gi Go’s sword from the right. It was as though the two spears he wielded were truly made out of a hard substance. Gi Go was a little shocked, and Oron did not miss that.


  While still locked with Gi Go’s curved sword, the edge of Oron’s spear transformed into a trident. Like a snake raising its head, the flexible edge of the spear suddenly gushed forth and attacked Gi Go.


  “Nu!”


  Gi Go immediately jumped back, but he failed to avoid getting hurt completely, and a burn mark could be seen on his arm.


  “What a weird weapon,” Gi Go said.


  “Did I not say that fire has no form!?” Oron said.


  Oron kept an eye out for the retreating Gi Go as he swept his spear at the approaching Rashka. In the wake of that horizontal swing appeared five knives in the air. They were constructed from fire, and they numbered five. They lined up in the air like a pack of hunting dogs waiting for their master’s instruction.


  Without breaking eye contact with Gi Go, Oron swung his spear, and in the next moment, the fire knives shot out toward Rashka. Like a pack of hunting dogs, they crept through the ground and attacked Ra Tribe from various directions, but Rashka only bellowed out furiously, and the fire knives were powerless to change his trajectory.


  His body was the incarnation of violence, and normal attacks could not possibly wound it.


  Oron’s attacks were no exception. When Oron saw him ignore the fire knives and charge through unhindered, Oron turned to him and smiled.


  Gi Go took advantage of that brief moment to make his return to the fray. Although he had indeed retreated, he had not left his range. Having stopped short at the furthest distance he could reach the foe, he kicked off the ground and drew his curved sword.


  “Lowly monsters!”


  Not even Oron could have foreseen how fast Gi Go’s charge would come, but despite that he still managed to react.


  He swung his spear angrily, and the trident edge and butt end of his spear extended.


  “Ra GilionClad me in violence!!”


  As Rashka bellowed out, a black light split the earth and clashed with the extended edge of the trident. Clouds of dust rose up with the shockwaves, as everything literally exploded. Oron did not have the leisure to look for Rashka, for Gi Go the Sword King had passed through the extended butt end of Oron’s fire spear and swung his blade. Even the unsettled form of the fire spear’s handle had been extinguished.


  “There’s no reason fire can’t be cut!”


  “My flames can be hard or soft!”


  When Gi Go’s blade swung again, this time it was met by a hard substance.


  The extinguished fire spear changed form, and the handle split into different layers to block Gi Go’s sword. Gi Go’s attack was aimed at Oron’s throat, but this move allowed Oron to block it.


  Spreading into four directions, it was like the outline of an umbrella.


  “That’s not a weapon anymore.”


  “I told you. It’s a sacred treasure! As long as I can see you, the Flame King’s Eyes will protect me!”


  “Ra GilionClad me in violence!!”


  As a bellow resounded from beyond the clouds of dust, a black light shot out and Rashka appeared.


  “Impudent!”


  The bullets of wind were still continuing to pour, but if Oron were to let them take him up close, he will find himself disadvantaged. His judgment sound, he brought back his raised right arm, aimed it at Rashka, and tried to conjure a fire spear, but—


  “—GUOo!?”


  “You haven’t forgotten about me, have you?”


  —Gi Do Buruga the Alchemist’s spear of wind suddenly struck him in the shoulders.


  “Wiz SpiritIn the name of the forbidden sWaltI beseech thee. ClydesI call upon your honored name CastorThat name is the God of the Wi, LanceNow descend into this world as!”


  Through Gi Za Zakuend’s aria and magic stone, a giant spear of wind was summoned.


  “It’s a good thing that idiots are so easy to manipulate.”


  Gi Za smiled and released the giant spear of wind.


  At first, he focused on supporting, then he ordered the druids to attack simultaneously and made Gi Go and Rashka get Oron’s attention. Everything was exactly as the goblin wizard had planned. Everything was a ploy by Gi Za to kill Oron.


  And indeed Oron had forgotten about Gi Do Buruga and Gi Za Zakuend; hence, when their spears of wind came shooting for him, he found himself at a loss. Even Gi Za was already running to challenge him in a close-up battle.


  Rashka was approaching too. There was Gi Go too, who if handled even slightly wrong, would surely cut him down. And then there were those spears of wind shooting for him.


  “Don’t look down on me, monsters!”


  Suddenly, Oron turned his right hand and focused his mana into the tip of his arm.


  A great presence descended. This was the portent of a great magical composition. Not even when he manifested those spears of flames and skilfully handled them alongside the walls of flames could a presence as big as this be felt.


  Gi Za inadvertently braced himself and even Rashka, sensing death, hesitated to continue his assault.


  A smile appeared on Oron, but in the next moment, the voice of a death god descended upon his ears.


  “—You look down on me too much.”


  In the next moment, Gi Go swung his sword and cut the umbrella-like fire spear. They were right next to each other, almost as though their weapons were locked in a duel, but Gi Go opened up his body a little to unleash a slash.


  Because Oron had focused so much of his mana into the end of his arm, the fire spear he had manifested against Gi Go had become frail.


  As the fire umbrella was cut, a silver light drew a stroke that cut past Oron’s throat, then came another before that light could even cease. The blade that had swung up had come back down and cut Oron’s body once more before returning to Gi Go.


  “There is no one my blade cannot cut!”


  “O-Oh…!”


  As soon as Gi Go jumped back, Gi Za’s giant wind spear reached Oron. The Flame King’s Eyes were still able to alter its trajectory a little, leaving half of his body intact. But even in this state, Oron was still able to stand, but then the wind bullets raining from above came pouring in along with Rashka’s black light, and at last, his body was torn into pieces, and then into nothing.


  Not a trace of Oron left, even the Flame King’s Eyes had vanished.


  No one knew what kind of shape that weapon took exactly, but with this, Oronthe fiend had finally met his demise.


  It was in this way that the fiend that conquered a dungeon all by himself and was the strongest power of the northern minor nations was vanquished.


  * * *


  In the absence of the Goblin King, it was Pale the Tactician who took over the command of the entire army.


  The signal from Gi Za that came near the center was daring indeed, but the only reason the druid army was able to carry out his order was thanks to Pale’s excellent command and all the bitter experiences she’s had with small forces.


  Of course, as a consequence, the number of spells descending on them from the human side increased, but given that Oron was capable of changing the course of the battle alone, it made sense to finish him off now while possible.


  After Oron’s demise and the druids were free to use their spells again, Pale ordered the elves and the druids to expand their defenses, then she ordered the army to advance. A significant amount of time has already passed since the Goblin King rushed into the enemy’s side of the map. Naturally, Pale was starting to get impatient, but even then, she didn’t let that show on her face.


  “Send another order to FeldukAxe and Sword Army, SazanorgaThousand-Demon Army, and Regiol. We’ll open a path to the king with the next attack!”


  After dispatching the messenger soldier, she gave out an order with a firm voice.


  Pale was desperate. The goblins have been obedient to her all this time because the Goblin King was always beside her, but now that he wasn’t here, she had no choice but to force the situation to change quickly, so that they won’t have the time to think of anything unnecessary.


  If chaos were to spread, the rescue of the king will fall into despair.


  The enemy army that had assumed the Fish Scales Formation had to react to the Crane Wings Formation of the goblins, causing their formation to spread out. At the left wing, Felduk’s attacks and Aransain’s mobility greatly whittled away at the enemy’s formation. At the right wing, Sazanorga overextended but was saved by the Regiol’s clever tactics. Meanwhile, the ZeildukTwin-Headed Beast and Axe Army was fully devoted to attacking.


  Now that Zeilduk was starting to show signs of exhaustion, the enemy was gradually starting to push back.


  But even then Pale believed that the situation was fine. If anything, they could use this to drag out the enemy to make the battle formations at the center thinner, so she ordered the leftmost wing, Aransain, to go down.


  “After recovering the special unit, we will use the attack of the three armies at the center to launch a decisive attack with the special unit. The Gaidga Tribe, the YugushivaSnow Demons, and the druids will be positioned at the center, then we will cut open a path to the center of the enemy camp, where the king and the imperial guards are. ”


  What Pale was trying to do now was a reenactment of the holy knight, Sivara’s, specialty, breaking through the center.


  “A message from Gi Gu-dono! He says they don’t have the forces to spare!”


  “A message from Gi Jii-dono! He hopes that the tactician will reconsider her decision!”


  “…If they want to kill His Majesty, then sure, I’ll reconsider all they want. I know they’re struggling, but this much is a given! We’re one step away from gaining dominion over the entire continent! I know the enemy can heal their wounds on the spot, but if we can’t overcome them here, we can’t save the king!”


  Pale forcefully suppressed the complaints coming from the various armies and decisively carried out her plans.


  “What a disgrace! One moment without the king, and everything starts falling apart!”


  Pale frowned as she took her bow.


  If the Goblin King were fighting in the frontlines with them, not a single soldier would be complaining, but alas…


  After getting the agreement of the other armies, everyone prepared to attack and waited for Pale’s signal. It has already been half a day since the battle begun. Already, the curtains were about to be pulled back, but Pale wasn’t done yet, and she tried to change the direction of the battle.


  “Attack!”


  Pale drew her bow and shot toward the sky, and then the rest of the elves followed. In the next moment, arrows rained on the sturdy vanguards of the enemy forces, and then the three armies at the center simultaneously attacked.


  “Attack! Save His Majesty!”


  Even the regiol led by Gi Jii Yubu was so exhausted that he had to lead them personally. The enemy was brimming with morale, and they could get back up from any wound. This battle put more burden on the goblins than anyone had expected.


  “Cut open a path to His Majesty! Onwards!”


  With an axe in one hand and a sword in the other, Gi Gu stood at the helm of his army, and the armies of the three sibling goblins followed after him.


  “Let’s go you bastards!”


  Gi Zu Ruo, who was bathed in the blood of both foe and ally alike, swung his fists as he led his army from the front.


  Their attacks were more intense than ever.


  They would completely snuff out the life from their foes or stab them into the ground along with their armor or skewer them to keep them from moving again. The three armies tore through the broken center of the enemy army, but nothing could be done about their exhaustion.


  As casualties on their end gradually rose, Pale ordered the special unit to move out.


  Fortunately, they had just reached the middle by the time the order reached them. Rashka of Gaidga led the forces of the special unit and began a fierce assault on the enemy.


  “Behold the power of the Gaidga Tribe!”


  Rashka stood at the helm of the special unit and crushed the enemies one after another. The giant-statured goblins followed after him.


  “…”


  Gi Go had glanced behind him just once before quietly drawing his curved sword. The goblin swordsmen following him imitated him. Yustia had felt Gi Go’s gaze, and believing that that was his way of encouraging them, she turned to her tribe of young warriors and encouraged them.


  “The time has come for us to repay the favor we have received! From this moment on we shall be demons no longer!”


  A cheer rose from the Yugushiva following her.


  In the blink of an eye, Gi Go’s swordsmen had switched places with the Gaidga Tribe, and were attacking the enemies with great vigor. But that violent gale of theirs suddenly stopped, for a red light that covered the entire army suddenly came with the wind.


  Suddenly, the soldiers that they’d killed were standing back up with a groan. Soldiers pinned to the ground cried and screamed from the pain, but they pulled the spears out of their bodies all the same. Some soldiers had their heads crushed, but as though that was but a trivial detail, they picked themselves back up and acted as though everything was fine. It was literally an army of the dead.


  “…Impossible. Can the enemy manifest even the underworld itself?”


  Pale muttered fearfully as she watched human soldiers stand back up in that land dyed in blood.


  ◇◇◇◆◇◇◇◆
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  Flame King’s Eyes: When invoked a wall of flame will be conjured to protect the caster from all enemy attacks regardless of the caster’s will. Weapons of flame can also be summoned at will.


  Work of a Greedy Man: A skill granted to one who has conquered a dungeon by himself. All abilities are raised by an entire class.


  Lost Knowledge of the Ancient: A skill granted to one who has conquered a dungeon by himself. By assimilating the Flame King’s Eyes with one’s body, race will be changed from human to fiend.


  Fiend: Unaffected by age, emotions are suppressed, and the mana that can be controlled is increased (HIGH)


  ◇◇◇◆◇◇◇◆


  Chapter 263 
Saint


  Hell had descended on the battlefield.


  Undying soldiers and living soldiers that fought alongside them without fear. Already the light of reason had left the eyes of these soldiers. Only the intent to fight that had been contaminated by the red light remained.


  One saving grace for the goblins was that these soldiers had already become unable to maintain formation. They were now no different from monster beasts, merely throwing themselves at them on instinct. Of course, the monster beasts wouldn’t be happy if they heard that, but that was what the goblins thought.


  Even when they crushed their feet, as long as they still had their arms, the human soldiers would crawl to their feet. They’d cut their arms next, but then they’d start biting at them. In the face of these undying soldiers, the goblins felt as though the forces of the underworld had descended upon them.


  At the center of all that cried Zenobiathe goddess, who was responsible for bringing this hell onto this battlefield.


  She cried because she had fallen, because she burdened the human girl she called her daughter, and because this terrible sight was manifested against her will.


  In response, the saint too cried.


  Tears flowed down from her closed eyes, and the sorrow of the goddess resounded from her trembling lips. But even in her sorrow, her voice was sweet to the ear, even sweeter than any song from this world. Unfortunately, even this sorrow that could crush one’s heart could do nothing more than heal the hearts of the people who’ve been affected by the Goddess of Healing.


  The people near her did not just have their wounds recover.


  Even their very form transformed. The old returned to their youth, to that time when they were at the peak of their strength, and forcefully made them stand up. Their swelling muscles transformed even the framework of their bodies, forcefully drawing out a transformation akin to that of monsters.


  But this went against the providence of the world.


  Promoting a class without first accumulating experience could only result in what could only be described as the very picture of hell. Distorted bodies where only the arms have grown, bodies that absorbed even the sword they once wielded, bodies that have fused… In the face of such abomination, even the layman would be forced to acquiesce that monsters still looked how a living creature ought to.


  By this point, it was evident that the power of the goddess had already gone out of control.


  And in the face of this sight seemingly drawn by the cries of Zenobia, the Goblin King walked furiously.


  “…This is divinity? This is the power of the gods that established this world?”


  Anger swirled within him as the reality that not even the gods could control their own power descended upon him. In the face of this god’s unshapely appearance after being summoned, the Goblin King drew his great sword, the God Class weapon, the Titan DaggerGuardian Sword of the Giants, a sword that was once created so that the giants could fight with ancient monsters.


  As wrath filled the Goblin King, the snakes of the underworld within him began to move. He did not know what the AltesiaGoddess of the Underworld that gave him his divine protection was currently thinking, but at the very least, Zenobia looked like she was trying to protect Reshia.


  Unfortunately, she had been forcefully manifested in this world, inviting a calamity on the land. It wouldn’t be possible to save Reshia as long as she was possessed by that.


  The pressure grew stronger as he approached.


  Zenobia had been crying all this time in sorrow, a sorrow great enough to crush one’s heart, but as the Goblin King approached, her tear-stained eyes suddenly turned to him. In that moment, the ether that had been docile to the king suddenly started to spiral out of control, forcing him to stop.


  It felt as though the air within his lungs was being expelled. His legs creaked as they shook. And a splitting headache that felt like a club was bashing his skull attacked him, while something else seemed to be whittling at his skull from the inside. Despite his body being unwounded, he cried out a hateful dissonant sound with every step he took.


  “ZENOBIAaaA!”


  To make things worse, Altesia’s anger that he had kept in check all this time started to control his emotions through the snakes.


  The Protection of the Twin-Headed Snake was healing his body, the Blessing of the One-Eyed Snake was helping him control his ether. while the Blessing of the Serpent allowed him to transcend his vessel. It was miraculous how those three existences could exist in harmony while wrapped around his soul, but it was because of the three of them that the Goblin King came to be.


  And now, that existence was starting to waver.


  Even in death, these three snakes could not ignore the will of the Goddess of the Underworld that stood above them. Whether it was her anger or her sorrow, to resonate with her feelings was their duty as members of her household. And that will hindered the circulation of the power of the three snakes and gave the king much pain.


  He grit his teeth.


  How could pain stop the king?


  How could he ignore the cries of a lone girl?


  That was reason enough to overcome the pain and move forward.


  But it was not only his body that was suffering, the will of the gods affected even his mind as it bound him, forcing him to his knees. He had to support his body with his great sword, and it seemed he could collapse at any time. Blood started to blend with the breath he exhaled and even his sight had become hazy.


  Once his legs had stopped, moving it again seemed impossible, and his hands refused to budge.


  “…KU!?”


  Altesia’s will used this opining in his will to move his body. Against his will, his right hand that was holding his great sword moved on its own and tried to throw the sword at Reshia.


  For an instant, the Goblin King’s will had been taken.


  “ZENOBIAAaaAA!”


  And what came out of the Goblin King’s lips next was the hateful voice of the Goddess of the Underworld.


  That anger had touched the wrath of the gods. Death was her domain, but Zenobia’s power had even encroached into it. Whether she wanted to or not, Altesia was summoned from the depths of the underworld.


  Her hate was turned even on Reshia, who was being possessed. After all, if not for her, Zenobia would not have been able to manifest herself here. It did not matter the form, all that mattered was that she was here, was affecting her, and was in front of her. And that stimulated Altesia’s hatred for Zenobia.


  However, in that short moment, the Goblin King was able to wrestle back his consciousness.


  “ALTESIAaAAA!”


  And with an even greater anger, he crushed her will and forcefully took back his own body. Control was not her domain. For what reason had he walked this far? Was it not to regain control of himself that he cultivated his power?


  The Goblin King was able to get back control of his body before Altesia could throw his sword. He stabbed it firmly into the ground, then he let out a breath of relief and looked up.


  “I’ve made it this far…!”


  Blood spilled out of his lips. Smashed fragments and fresh blood fell between his gritted teeth.


  “So, don’t get in my way!”


  The Goblin King desperately told his body. It seemed as though his body was connected to the depths of the underworld, and the figure of the devilish mother goddess seething in rage appeared, but he immediately drove it away.


  “So what? This is my war!”


  If he let his guard down for a even a moment, Altesia’s will would surely take over him to try and kill Reshia. Now, all that was left was Zenobia, who drove everything around them mad, and the woman predestined for it.


  “—I’m going to save you. That’s why I’ve made it this far.”


  Before Reshia, he said those words to himself and the world.


  For a moment, his memories flashed, reminding him that he was not a goblin that possessed human intelligence, but a goblin with the soul of a human.


  “I’ll save you! I will! This time for sure!”


  His legs seemed like they were about to be crushed by the pressure, but he used those legs to plant himself firmly into the ground and raise himself up.


  That person that he couldn’t save at that time, this time for sure, he would—


  His hand that seemed like it couldn’t leave the ground anymore – he took that hand and used it to grip his great sword. He looked pathetic, but the Goblin King didn’t care as he forced himself to stand. With his great sword as a cane, and his two feet planted firmly on the ground—


  “GURUUuuUOOaaAa aAA AaA AAaa!”


  —he bellowed.


  He had made up his mind. No matter what price he had to pay, he would not retreat, for he was the Goblin King! He was king!


  The ground beneath him was like mud as it sucked his feet in. The pressure coming from Zenobia weighed down on him, but he endured the pressure on his mind and his body and moved forward.


  His legs should’ve long been ensnared by the land, but he did not stop, and the squirming snakes within him and Zenobia’s emotions burned.


  —They burned.


  Everything within the Goblin King came together and burned in wrath as the Goblin King took one step after another, until eventually, he was before her, before the saint.


  He used his wrath and his power to make himself stand upon that land, the breath exhaling from his mouth hot like fire.


  He looked at her closed eyes, then he looked up and glared at the goddess. In the face of that overwhelming presence, the snakes within him screamed. Even Altesia’s hateful voice was silenced.


  This was one of the gods that ruled this world.


  Looking up at her this close, the pain rushing through the Goblin King made him want to scream. If he looked, he would find that his ribs had already twisted. The power of the Goddess of the Underworld and the Goddess of Healing were opposed to each other, and the Goblin King’s body screamed in agony.


  But within that twisted world, he looked up at Zenobia. There was no time.


  Seeing the Goblin King stand up, Zenobia acknowledged him and released Reshia from her arms, then as though she was about to welcome a lost person, she stretched open both of her arms, and the manifestation behind Reshia soared.


  The blood flowing out of the Goblin King’s lips had already stained his chest. The blood from his wounds had already formed a puddle on the ground. Normally, the black flames would close his wounds, but in the face of this goddess, his wounds could not close.


  The bone in his right limb was broken, and the bleeding of his wounds was only getting worse. The power of the goddess could crush him just by him approaching. He staggered, but this time, he did not collapse. He rose up his crushed body, then glared up at this existence whose power was so far beyond him that standing before her was no different from challenging the whole world.


  The existence of the gods could not even permit a lower life form to stand in their presence, but the Goblin King raised his head.


  “I will, save this woman.”


  Blood was mixed in with his voice, and the Goblin King spoke clearly to this god who built this world.


  “If you get in my way, this world of yours, I’ll destroy it – so watch me, and I’ll break this yoke of yours called saint, with my own hands!”


  Already, he could not tell if he was holding something or not because of the pain, but he raised his arms all the same.


  “Begone, Goddess! Come back—”


  He didn’t really have the strength to hold it anymore, but with his great will, he lifted up his sword and spat out blood as he bellowed.


  “—RESHIAAaaAAAaAaAAAaA!!!”


  Then with a single stroke, he cut the goddess behind Reshia.


  Was it the world that cracked or was it his own soul, but in that moment, the Goblin King clearly heard the sound of something cracking, and the power the Goddess of the Underworld had given him manifested. ‘Expel the power of the gods’ the sonorous voice of the Goddess of Vengeance declared.


  The burning black flames of the underworld set fire to the God Class blade, repelling the interference of the gods and bestowing the authority to cut that power in exchange for wounds that could not be healed. As the flames burned, the Goblin King’s soul was sucked in and the world was encroached.


  As a crack ran through the land that the Goblin King stood upon, Zenobia’s shadow behind Reshia was blown away by the power within that stroke. A single stroke that took all of the Goblin King’s physical strength and even whittled away at his life. So great was its might that it reached even the dark clouds up above and called forth the sun.


  Relief seemed to show on Zenobia’s eyelids as the Goblin King embraced the fallen Reshia.


  “…You really, are…” Reshia said.


  The Goblin King gently held Reshia’s shaking shoulders.


  “I told you, didn’t I? I’ll save you.”


  “I…!”


  Within the arms of the Goblin King, the woman known as the saint cried.


  * * *


  After the Goblin King expelled the shadow of the goddess, the battlefield underwent a dramatic transformation. The red magic formation on the ground vanished, the people that died before died once more, and the people that have had their wounds forcibly healed and their morale raised recovered their minds.


  After losing their reason and having their morale forcibly raised, when the red light vanished, they became confused and afraid, and when they witnessed the goblins’ bloodcurling charge approaching them, they trembled fear.


  The goblins had gone mad in their attacks.


  Despite having to fight foes that couldn’t die, foes that would keep coming at them even when they cut their limbs and crushed their heads, they still tried to break through. The way the goblins looked as they attacked despite everything could only be described as bloodcurling.


  After waking up from a nightmare, what awaited these humans was another nightmare.


  “Eek!”


  It was curious who cried that out, but it resounded clearly throughout the entire army.


  Even the goblins swinging their weapons at the frontlines felt it. When Rashka saw that, he bellowed out a howl and commanded his goblins.


  “Howl, my brethren! The enemy fears us!”


  The goblins bellowed out and the humans gradually retreated.


  Pale felt the change in the battlefield as well.


  “The red spell is vanishing… Has His Majesty rescued the saint?”


  She hesitated for a moment, but before long, she made up her mind and shot her bow.


  “Simultaneous shot, three volleys! If we just push, the enemy will collapse!”


  At her behest, a rain of arrow descended upon the frontlines, and the coalition forces began to collapse. In the first place, the goblins had already encroached deeply into them at the center. Only few bothered to stand their ground and fight.


  Normally, their commanders would scold them to prevent the collapse of the army, but even the commanders didn’t understand what was going on. Moreover, because most of the commanders in charge of the entire army were near Reshia, most of them had been bathed in the power of the goddess, transforming them bizarre monsters that died as soon as the power of the goddess left. With no one left to lead, the coalition forces could only collapse, while the monster beasts chased after the rest. Normally, the goblins would also join the monster beasts, but as one might expect, by this point, they were simply too tired.


  Moreover, after seeing something so strange as the dead rising to fight, they were hesitant to leave the Goblin King. As for the king, he had already been surrounded by his Imperial Guards, but he wasn’t moving.


  Normally, the black flames would cover his wounds and heal him, but now, a large amount of blood was pouring from him as he knelt on the ground and held a human woman in his arms. With that, there was no way the goblins could afford to chase after the enemy.


  After driving away the enemy, the goblins gathered around the Goblin King, and then made their way back to the capital, Revea SuThe City Where the King Sits. After recovering their wounded, although some of them headed to the Ivory Tower, the main force went with the Goblin King back to the capital out of concern for his health.


  Reshia had fallen asleep in the king’s arms after crying. By this point, Pale Symphoria had taken the charge of the army in place of the king.


  Losing a third of the army was a terrifying casualty rate. Although the high-ranked goblins weren’t among those losses, it was still a steep price to pay.


  Despite that Pale considered this a victory.


  She sent AransainTiger and Spear Army to Orphen, and before long, they sent a messenger to her, informing her that they’ve successfully occupied the Ivory Tower and Orphen.


  After taking the saint away from the humans, the coalition collapsed.


  Hence, it could be said that the power of the remaining minor nations had been halved.


  Pale turned to the Goblin King.


  Although the way the Goblin King looked as he rode upon his beloved steed and held Reshia in his arms was just like that of a demon king that kidnapped the princess, she thought it was a fitting image for the King of Monsters’ triumphant return.


  Although they still had to examine the condition of the king’s body, at the very least, there shouldn’t be any need to have the Goblin King fight in the front lines anymore. Even if she just had the four generals take charge of their respective armies and attack on their own, the minor nations wouldn’t be able to fight back. That was just how big the gap in strength between them was now.


  Hence, it wouldn’t be wrong to say that the Goblin Kingdom had already essentially secured hegemony over the continent.


  ◆◆◇


  Word of the goblin army’s victory was quickly sent to Alrodena Kingdomthe Kingdom of the Black Sun. The information passed by the hero, Ra Gilmi Fishiga, of Fanzelthe Bow and Arrow Army excited the elves, the demihumans, and the humans close to the goblins.


  After splitting a portion of the army, Gilmi made preparations for their triumphant return, and then directed their army east. Although the minor nations had lost, they hadn’t lost all power. Hence, Gilmi didn’t let his guard down, and at the same time, he was also being considerate of the king’s triumphant return.


  Thanks to Barrui the Salamander of the SalamanderFire Elves and Feeney the King of Bows of the UndineWater Elves, Revea Su had undergone a transformative change, and when the king returned triumphantly, they were welcomed with a grand celebration.


  Petals danced in the air as people scattered them from the buildings, and humans and elves alike pushed against each other as they looked on at the parade with much curiosity. Since a considerable number of humans had participated in the war with the goblin army, their relatives alone drew a significant crowd.


  These people were either elated upon seeing their relatives safe or shed tears as they watched over the Goblin King’s parade.


  This was the first time the goblins were receiving such a warm welcome, so they were taken back at first, but before long they realized that they were indeed the victors, and they too became elated.


  Gi Go Amatsuki the Sword King was similarly in jovial spirits, so he turned to Yustia and asked her if she knew a good song that suited this occasion. Yustia thought for a moment before coming up with an impromptu song that she taught to her people, then they sang it together.


  Before long their voices spread throughout the entire goblin army, and their cheers filled Revea Su.


  O king! Our king! Our great king!


  He’s conquered our foes! And ended the dark age!


  He brings victory and the grace of the gods!


  In the blistering cold of the frozen lands!


  In the depths of the forest where many lay hidden!


  In the scorching desert where even throats burn!


  In the meadows where the beloved sleep!


  No matter the battlefield, victory is ever with him!


  O king! Our great king! Let us sing praise of your victory forever!


  O king! Our king! Our great king! The King of Goblins!


  Before long, those cheers resounded throughout all of the Alrodena region. The battle of the king to rescue the saint that begun in the distant Forest of Darkness had at long last come to an end.


  The cheers of the people of Alrodena grew with such intensity that eventually the army mobilized further east.


  ◆◆◆◆◇◇◇◇
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  Sword Mastery S+: The conditions to reach the apex of the sword have been unlocked. Sword of the Absolute can now be used.


  Fiend-Slayer: Will activate when fighting against a fiend that has resonated with a God Class weapon. Identifies the weak point of the enemy and raises attack power (MEDIUM).


  Sword Saint: Regardless of race, the ability to teach the way of the sword will be increased. Swordsmen nearby will receive an ability buff (HIGH).


  Sword of the Absolute: A skill given to those who’ve reached a level that no one has. Even if the blade is dull, as long as the weapon wielded is a sword, it will be possible to cut the enemy regardless of the enemy’s circumstances.


  ◆◆◆◆◇◇◇◇


cover.jpeg
=84 < | 54





