
  
    
      
    
  


  Chapter 264 – Eastern Expedition


  
    The fiercest battle of the ‘War of the Saint’ that occurred in the summer of the third year in the King’s Calendar was won by the goblins. The Goblin King succeeded in bringing back the saint of the Goddess of Healing, Reshia Fel Zeal, and the coalition that was centered around her could only surrender in the face of the goblins’ overwhelming power.


    Among the many minor nations, the damages of the northern country of Orphen was especially enormous.


    The Ivory Tower said to be the crystallization of humanity’s intellect had also fallen. Orphen itself was forced to surrender just by one of the four generals, Gi Ga Rax and his  

    Tiger and Spear Army

    (

Aransain 

    )

    , but what shocked the coalition the most was the kidnapping of their saint.


    The minor nations somehow managed to coordinate under the leadership of the Ivory Tower, but with Saint Reshia gone, the coalition could only rapidly collapse. This was further made evident as the minor nation of Shirad, who submitted to the goblins even before the war began, attacked a neighboring country.


    Even if Ra Gilmi Fishiga’s  

    Bow and Arrow Army

    (

Fanzel 

    )

     had set their eyes on them when the four goblin generals started moving after the king’s triumphant return, the coalition should have still fought back.


    But even as the minor nation of Ramana was forced into a defensive battle, their request for reinforcements was ignored by the other nations. Unfortunately, the nations Ramana sought help from were too busy making up for all the casualties during the war at Orphen that they were in no state to help other nations.


    Even if the goblins haven’t touched Ramana, they were there with the coalition in the previous war. In other words, they had already lost most of their soldiers. Shirad might have yielded early and suffered in the hands of the War Princess, but they were still better off than Ramana.


    In the autumn of the third year of the king’s calendar, Ramana fell to Shirad, and the coalition completely fell apart. During this time,  

    the Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena Kingdom 

    )

     asked Shirad Kingdom to restrain itself, and then reorganized and replenished its army.


    In the winter of the third year of the King’s Calendar, Pale Symphoria the Tactician, gave a full report to the Goblin King about the attack of the east and requested his approval.


    Of the four generals were Gi Ga Rax and his Aransain, Gi Gu Verbena and his  

    Axe and Sword Army

    (

Felduk 

    )

    , and Gi Gi Orudo and his  

    Twin-Headed Beast and Axe Army

    (

Zeilduk 

    )

    .


    Then as the lieutenant general, Gi Zu Ruo and his  

    Thousand-Demon Army

    (

Sazanorga 

    )

    , and Gi Jii Yubu and his Regiol. These two goblins have been tasked to work together to take care of one area.


    Meanwhile, Ra Gilmi Fishiga and his Fanzel have been put in charge of the security within the kingdom. An army made up of soldiers from different races such as theirs was better suited for ensuring the stability of the kingdom than for attacking other nations. That was Pale’s advise to the king, an advise he took.


    The armies from their alliances were also participating.


    Saint Mira of the Kushain Believers sent soldiers as proof of their friendship. The soldiers they sent were, of course, led by Vilan Do Zul, who was known for his tenacious leadership and calculative nature. The reason Saint Mira made the young hero participate in the goblins’ war was because of her personal ambition toward the eastern lands. Especially, now that her kingdom was stable.


    The Holy Shushunu Kingdom and Shirad Kingdom also sent some of their own soldiers, as few as they were, to rendezvous with the army of the lieutenant general.


    Until now Alrodena Kingdom hasn’t been able to fully exhibit the might of their massive territory, but with the introduction of these four forces and a stable regime, the power they held now had taken a transformative leap.


    Thanks to the prime minister of Elrain Kingdom, Elbert, and the Governor-General of the Western Capital and Guild General Manager, Yoshu Fagarmia, the domestic affairs of the kingdom were successfully reformed. Of course, they didn’t do everything by themselves. They had the help of countless young bureaucrats and civil officials.


    Thanks to being able to secure so many civil officials unharmed from the hegemon of the plains, the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, Alrodena Kingdom was now able to reveal the full power of the giant nation that it is.


    Because of all the territories they possessed, they started passing the reforms of various systems, such as the abolition of check points. The slave system was reformed too, and the employment of goblins to maintain the public order was approved. With the influx of orders from the adventurers guild and all the giant public work projects from the merchant guild, the colossal economy of Alrodena was given the jolt it needed to start moving, and when a nation with an economy as vast as Alrodena’s is fully initialized, the minor nations to the east could no longer be their match.


    When money moves, the people gather, and when the people gather, demand is born, and so, comes business.


    All the ambitious merchants with a nose for money would, of course, not miss this opportunity, and they all began to gather at Alrodena.


    Although Alrodena was a kingdom of goblins, the people in charge of the internal affairs were, in fact, two humans. Elbert and Yoshu took advantage of that aspect of the kingdom’s management to attract people.


    Of course, they did so with the permission of the Goblin King and Pale the Tactician.


    In the winter of the third year of the King’s Calendar, it was decided that Pale the Tactician would be in charge of the military affairs, while Yoshu and Elbert would be in charge of the kingdom’s internal affairs.


    With the overwhelming economic power of the kingdom and the expansion of its logistic infrastructure through the employment of monster beasts, it became possible to organize four expeditionary forces. That was managed by none other than Gi Bu Rakuta’s  

    The Ones Behind Everyone

    (

Kurua 

    )

    . which has become half-independent from Zeilduk, and the up-and-coming promising official, Ganon Latosh.


    He was a citizen of the late Elrain Kingdom and was recommended by Elbert. After gaining three years of experience under Yoshu, he was given the herculean task of planning the logistics of all the armies of Alrodena Kingdom, and yet despite all the abuses that came out of his mouth as he worked, he was able to successfully complete his task, and thus, he came to be known as  

    the Genius with a Rubbish Mouth

    (

Mardigas 

    )

    . It was then that his talents began to show fruit.


    Another person worthy of mention that started showing promise in the third year of the King’s Calendar would be Helen Meer, a person who is often compared to Ganon and has come to be known as  

    the Silent Beauty

    (

Milfet 

    )

    .


    She too was recommended by Elbert during the first year of the King’s Calendar and was assigned under Yoshu to gather experience. Her talents began to bear fruit as she worked as Yoshu’s right-hand man.


    As the second-generation general manager of the adventurers guild, she pioneered the exploration of the unexplored areas to the south and advocated for them to become pioneers of the kingdom. She made great strides in her contributions to the kingdom by making full use of the humans that made up the biggest population of the kingdom, developing undeveloped areas, and building roads.


    She was also frightfully quiet and communicated everything in writing. Even now, no voices could be heard in her office, only the sound of pens moving. In fact, only her direct superior, Yoshu, has heard her voice, and the sound of her voice remains shrouded in mystery.


    That was another reason why Mardigas Ganon and Milfet Helen were often compared.


    In the winter of the third year of the King’s Calendar, the expedition of the three goblin generals that started with Orphen began to swallow the rest of the minor nations with terrifying momentum and overwhelming power.

  


  

  
    * * *


    “Reshia Fel Zeal… What is, the meaning of this?”


    Laid before the Goblin King was a plate, and when he saw what was served on it, he frowned.


    “Cranjible Steak,” she said.


    “Cranjible…?” the Goblin King asked.


    A plump bird roasted whole until its skin had turned amber was on the plate. It was garnished with various vegetables.


    “I made it. It’s my way of saying thank you for saving me.”


    Although Reshia’s eyes averted for a moment there, she was not an emotionless doll. If anything she looked like a mischievous young girl who was being questioned after her prank had failed.


    “Hmm.”


    Seeing her expression and the sloppy cooking placed in front of him, the Goblin King couldn’t help but feel uneasy.


    “We’ll consider my debt settled with this, alright?” Reshia said.


    Of course, she wasn’t talking about the incident with Zenobia. She was depressed after coming back with the king, but after 10 days, she became able to at least put on a front. After Mill Dora and the others came back from the Ivory Tower, Reshia’s desire to keep them from worrying over her took on an extraordinary shape.


    —I can at least clean where I live.


    After saying that, she started cleaning, but the place she lived at was not a normal castle, but a castle designed by the fire elf, Barrui, with the help of the water elf, Feeney, and the trees planted by the wind elves – it was the royal castle. And frankly speaking, it was still under construction. Many of the public works led by the elves needed years to finish – that’s a long time for humans.


    Moreover, because one of the conditions for constructing the castle was to plant trees – a terrifying design concept – lightning have struck the place several times, and pitfalls could be found throughout the place. To make the long story short, Reshia found herself in a pinch and was about to fall. Fortunately the Goblin King managed to save her in the nick of time.


    As far as the Goblin King was concerned, it was just a fond memory where the ever indifferent Reshia screamed out ‘kyaa!’ in a cute voice.


    When he recalled that memory, a faint smile appeared on his face.


    “W-What?”


    As Reshia noted that smile that could only be described as evil, the Goblin King criticized her harshly, but only just harsh enough so that the king could amuse himself.


    “Does your life only amount to a dish?” He questioned.


    “It’s not like my life was actually in danger!” Reshia said.


    Seeing Reshia try to assume a composed look pleased the king, but then a cold voice resounded from the side that drew his attention.


    “How about eating already, Your Majesty?　As the old saying goes,  

    the conversation of dancing birds

    (

Gelmelt 

    )

      

    can make even bears turn their face away.

    (

Harianon 

    )

    . If you wait too long, the food will go cold,” Pale said as she took the fork and knife in front of her and dug in.


    “The dancing birds?” The Goblin King asked.


    “If you don’t understand, then please investigate it on your own,” Pale said.


    The Goblin King’s question was met with an indifferent reply as Pale continued to eat.


    “Well, it is true that the food she went out of her way to make would go to waste at this rate.”


    As the Goblin King said that and begun eating, Pale looked at him coldly, while Reshia’s eyes never left him.


    “…How is it?” Reshia asked.


    “…Hmm? Ah, I suppose it has a rich taste.”


    “…Is that so?”


    Reshia continued to search the king’s expression as he ate. Although he found it slightly awkward, he finished his meal all the same.


    “…Now then, Your Majesty. I won’t fall into any holes anymore, may I excuse myself?” Reshia said.


    “…We’ll say you won’t fall then,” the Goblin King said.


    As she finished her meal with a bittersweet smile, Reshia excused herself while sending a doubtful glance at the king.


    “You get along well, I see… How about making her your queen?” Pale said.


    “You shouldn’t joke about that. That’s not why I saved her.”


    Pale’s eyes narrowed as she watched the king look outside the window from behind.


    “It’s not a joke. If I may get to the point, the birth of a legitimate heir is a pressing issue if the continuation of the royal line is desired. Moreover, a human girl for the queen wouldn’t be a bad move politically.”


    “…Since when did the foundation of this government become that weak?”


    The Goblin King had heard that Yoshu and Elbert’s reforms had been a success. He couldn’t see every corner of his vast domain, so he needed accurate reports to make his decisions. Any falsehood in those reports would be an act of betrayal to a ruler such as himself.


    “Humans are emotional creatures. If you make her your queen and show them how much you love her, they will think to themselves that goblins are not merely creatures that tyrannize humans.”


    “…My successor will be the one with the most power after my death. Succession by blood isn’t necessarily bad, but I don’t like it.”


    “When you die chaos will befall this land once more, and the good people that didn’t have to would die needlessly. Your method is inefficient.”


    “Even if my son or daughter were to be born, who could guarantee that they wouldn’t be incompetent?　It’s the same thing.”


    They would just continue in circles like this if they kept arguing, so Pale just sighed and change the approach of her questions.


    “Then why did you go through all that just to save her?　I hear the reason you even fought the humans in the first place was because of her.”


    “Don’t misunderstand. Invading the human world and ruling over it was all my idea. Taking back what was taken from me is nothing more than an extension of that.”


    “So you won’t make her your queen even if she, Reshia Fel Zeal, asks for it?”


    “…I wanted to save that girl, bring her salvation. What meaning would there be if I were to throw her back into the dark cage?”


    “One could say you’re a good person, but one could also say that you’re selfish.”


    Pale said in exasperation, and the Goblin King wryly smiled.


    “For the mean time, please continue to rest. The expedition of the three generals and the lieutenant general is currently going smoothly.”


    “I see. Gi Ga will have a hard time.”


    “I need them to raise more generals, enough to swallow up this country. If the king were to go into the fray, we’ll lose this precious opportunity. That would be foolish.”


    “I know. You don’t need to repeat yourself.”


    “All is well then. Right now, your health is this country’s most pressing concern.”


    “…I’ll be troubling you then.”


    Pale quietly bowed her head and then excused herself.

  


  

  
    * * *


    After excusing herself from the king, Pale immediately went to a certain room to confirm something she’d spoken of to Rehsia.


    “Reshia Fel Zeal-dono, I wish to ask you for your opinion,” Pale said.


    “…It might be exactly as you’ve thought,” Reshia said.


    “His Majesty has lost his taste as well?”


    Reshia nodded and Pale touched her slender chin and became thoughtful.


    “If even the power of the Goddess of Healing is powerless to stop the progression of his illness, then… I suppose we really will have to rely on the supernatural,” Pale said.


    The Goblin King shaved away at his life every time he used the vast amount of ether within him.


    It was the price he paid for the High King’s Oath.


    To make things worse, the Goddess of Vengeance’s power complicated the situation when he tried to save Reshia after she was possessed by Zenobia. The power that could push aside even the power of the gods was eating away at the king.


    —The perception of color fades, the sensation of the wind’s caress gone… Sometimes even his ears fail him. And then the nose forgot how to smell, and now even his tongue has lost its taste. Regardless of the intensity of loss of senses, it was evident that it now affected all five of his senses.


    “Do you know something?” Reshia asked with a sad expression.


    It was because she felt responsible for the Goblin King’s illness that she had tested him.


    “Word has it that someone saw a dragon in the northern mountains,” Pale said.


    “…A dragon?” Reshia said.


    Pale nodded. “His majesty has received the divine protection of the Goddess of the Underworld. That’s evident from the black flames he uses. Once upon a time, the Goddess of the Underworld led four snakes… The  

    One-Eyed Snake of Black Flames

    (

Verid 

    )

    , the  

    Twin-Headed Snake

    (

Bedydia 

    )

    , the  

    Earth-Devouring Serpent

    (

Perseval 

    )

    , and the  

    Wingless Sky Snake

    (

Gawain 

    )

    . Now what if one of those snakes were still alive?”


    “…You’re saying that’s the dragon?” Reshia asked.


    It was unthinkable for the short-lived humans, but to the elves, it wasn’t so far fetched. The war that erupted during the age of the gods certainly felt as though it belonged to a different age, but it was a war that occurred during the era of her great-grandfather. The elves that lived deep in the forest possessed many precious literatures and had many things that the ever-warring humans didn’t.


    “In one of those old documents was written this.”


    —It was Gawain the Wingless Sky Snake who faced off against the ruler of the skies, the Dragon King, Grimoa. The battle of these two monsters and the households they led covered the sky and shattered it. The bodies of their household fell into the sea and became monsters. Beyond the high peaks of the mountains, there in the north, they fought.


    “According to the old document, Verid returned to the underworld with the goddess, while Bedydia fought with  

    the Goddess of Time

    (

Jurana 

    )

     and Perseval fought with the giants. After confirming with the goblins, I’ve found that Bedydia, who was known as the Lord of Decay has already passed, while Perseval has thrown himself into an insatiable battle with the giants,” Pale said.


    “…I’m sure, it must be true,” Reshia said.


    The things that Pale said were not things that normal humans would believe, but Reshia believed it. After all, just a few days ago, she felt the goddess, who had given her her divine protection, so close to her. So even though Pale had just told her that beings spoken of in legends and myths existed yet, she was not surprised.


    “It’s good that you’re so understanding for a human. Perhaps the power of the Goddess of Healing does not suit him. But I’m sure you know more than me about the feud between the Goddess of the Underworld and the Goddess of Healing.”


    “So you want to borrow the power of the Goddess of the Underworld’s servants… But I’m certain that my healing abilities showed effect before…”


    “Perhaps his body has already surpassed its limits. Either way, I believe it would be better to rely on the Goddess of the Underworld than the Goddess of Healing.”


    “…Perhaps,” Reshia said listlessly.


    Although she had put on such a cheerful front in front of the king, the truth was that she was full of anxiety and impatience. What was she supposed to believe in now? She didn’t know anymore.


    “Also, I have something I’d like to ask of you, Reshia Fel Zeal-dono,” Pale said.


    “Yes?”


    “From here on I will be using the full power of the country’s intelligence department to look for traces of the Goddess of the Underworld. Once we’ve found a plausible lead, I want to ask you to lead that person there.”


    “…Why, me?”


    Pale wryly smiled a little and looked Reshia straight in the eye.


    “I thought you’d understand. No matter what he says, there’s no doubting that he’s attached to you,” Pale said.


    ‘However, as for whether that’s love, a desire to dominate, or perhaps something else altogether remains unclear…’ This part Pale did not say out loud.


    “…I understand. I too am partly responsible for this anyway, but more importantly…” Reshia said.


    “What?”


    “I don’t think I could ever win against you in a contest of words.”


    Pale gazed blankly, dumbfounded, for a moment, and Reshia excused herself with an impish smile.


    At the behest of Pale Symphoria, the country’s intelligence department began gathering information about the dragon. 20 days later, the information they’d gathered was brought to her.


    In the northern and western unexplored areas was indeed a dragon.


    And so, the time came for the Goblin King to leave his footprints on the domain of those spoken of in the Age of the Gods.
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    A familiar white wall towered before me, it was a fence made out of brick, and within its perimeters was a big lot that used to belong to a former kazoku*, that lot was purchased and a hospital was built on it. The name has slipped through my memories, but that hospital had a big garden that was always tended to.


    [TN: Kazoku refers to a kind of nobility that’s specific in Japan. It’s different from the usual nobles, which is usually referred to with kizoku. ClICK HERE FOR MORE INFO]


    When it was turning summer, I looked up at the blue sky, but its blue was so dazzling that it seared the back of my eyelids.


    Yes, I remember. There was no way I could forget.


    It was summer then. Amidst summer’s cruel heat, a refreshing breeze blew, bringing reprieve to my skin, if only temporarily. I narrowed my eyes as I sat on the narrow bench.


    On the fourth floor was a window, and the wind just happened to lift the curtain veiling what lay beyond.


    Regret, so much regret, filled me as I chased after that memory.


    Soon a hat flew out of the window.


    And she stretched out her hand toward it in a panic.


    Oh… It hurts, it hurts so much, it feels as though my heart is being gouged out. It’s so painful I want to pluck out my brains.


    Ah, what was her name? Yes, her name.


    My dearest… Her name was…


    No… No!


    Ohh, why? Why? Why can’t I remember? It was engraved into my soul. And yet, it feels so strange, as though something is missing. Humans, forgetful creatures, indeed, but not this… No. This isn’t that.


    Day after day, after day, after day… I screamed her name. How much did I cry as I screamed that name, thinking those days would never return?


    …So why? Why can’t I remember?


    Those pale hands that seemed as though they’d never known the touch of the sun, they chased after that hat, and one of them reached out the window, but it was in vain, air was all she could grasp.


    Impatience filled me as I watched, enough to set me aflame, and my heart throbbed like mad, it beat again and again like a galloping horse, and then…


    The straw hat fell into my hand, and I looked up to her, and she was—


    Ohh, why? Why? Why do my eyes fail me!!?　Why does my brain betray me!!?


    I looked up at her, but the light veiled her from me!　No! This cannot be!


    Burn it! Burn it all!


    …I have to return. I have to go back. I must! To that world. To that world where she is!


    Her face hidden from me by the light, I swore to my heart. I swore! No matter what I might be reduced to… This oath alone will never change!


    One day, one day for sure, I will return to that world where she is.


    Like the voice of destiny, that voice whispered solemnly, and I nodded.


    ◇◇◆


    At the temple where  

    the Goddess of the Underworld

    (

Altesia 

    )

     lived was Altesia herself, who was peeking through a giant mirror, and a one-eyed snake who served her. The strongest of her many servants that have been spoken of in the legends. The snake who was named by the Goddess of the Underworld herself, his master, as  

    Pitch Black

    (

Verid 

    )

    . He stood there quietly.


    Verid’s great and absolute master sat herself upon her throne. She crossed her beautiful legs and rested her back on her throne. Just that act alone was sufficient to cause a charming effect on her servants. Just by existing, the powerful gods could influence the world.


    In fact, magic was nothing more than a side effect of the movements made by the powerful gods.


    All the more so the Goddess of the Underworld when she was in her own world.


    Verid once worked alongside three others to protect his master in that world. For a moment, he became nostalgic.


    —That goblin I called my younger brother… Is he fighting?


    “…A crack has formed upon the world,” Altesia said.


    The clear and beautiful voice of the goddess resounded happily as she peeked into her giant mirror.


    “As you’ve willed,” Verid said.


    That goblin’s achievements had fulfilled Altesia’s wish.


    “Ahh, at long last, the time has come!”


    A tinge of red colored her cheeks, but very quickly she slapped herself to rouse herself from that state, then she writhed as she separated herself from the mirror and embraced herself with one arm.


    As she shook, earthquake-like laughter filled the halls.


    “—Ku, ku ku, aha, ahahahahahahahaha!　AHAHAHAHA!!”


    The end of her gaze was pointed further east from Alrodena, to a young man, who was standing.


    “Found you! Oh, I’ve found you at long last!”


    Altesia laughed like mad, and even Verid found himself fearful. That was how much the world was rumbling right now. Water spouted from the seas and rain fell from the clouds.


    “Oh, who would’ve thought that you would take that form! Ahh, my beloved!”


    After containing her laughter, all emotions left her face, and she looked at Verid with a sagacious expression.


    “Verid… I’ve made you wait long. Do you still remember your oath 400 years ago?”


    “I couldn’t possibly forget it.”


    “Good. For now, we watch. Before long, that time will show itself. As long as the small goblin keeps walking forward, it will come. That time will surely come. And when it comes, I shall have you fulfill your oath.”


    “—Without fail.”


    As the words of the Goddess of the Underworld resounded, hell dwelled within his eyes, and he nodded.

  


  

  
    * * *


    “Your Majesty! Your Majesty!” Reshia said.


    When the king realized someone was calling out to him and shaking him, he opened his eyes. After finally opening his heavy eyes, he realized that Reshia was in front of him with a face full of worry, while Pale wore a pensive face, and Kuzan of the Gordob Tribe was present.


    “…How are you feeling?” Reshia asked.


    “Ahh, not that bad,” the Goblin King said.


    Despite what the Goblin King said, it felt like there was a haze around his thoughts and he couldn’t gather them properly. It was as though there was a part of his head that was hazy. He should’ve been awoke already, and yet there was a sense of fatigue as though he were still asleep.


    “Your Majesty. Do you remember how you fell asleep?” Kuzan’s eyes were serious as she look up at the king.


    “…” The Goblin King searched his memories, but he couldn’t remember.


    “You suddenly collapsed while tending to your duties. Reshia-dono couldn’t wake you up even with her healing power, so she called for help from the goblins stationed nearby and had you brought to the bedroom,” Pale said as though she knew that the Goblin King couldn’t remember.


    The Goblin King knitted his brows. “Collapsed?　Me?”


    “Yes. You’ve been asleep for roughly three days already. During that time I summoned Kuzan-dono and called for a gag order.”


    As Pale turned to the short-statured Kuzan, so did the Goblin King.


    “…Your Majesty. How about taking a break from your duties?” Kuzan asked.


    The Goblin King glanced at the people looking at him and nodded.


    “…Very well, I understand. There is no need to look at me like that.”


    The Goblin King wryly smiled and promised to reduce his workload, then dismissed the people gathered around him. But even then, Pale still worried over his health, so after he promised to get some rest, most of his work was left to Yoshu and the rest of the civil officials.


    As a result, Yoshu and the other civil officials quickly gained more prominence, but that just meant that the kingdom had grown too big for the Goblin King to manage on his own.


    Now alone in the room, the Goblin King looked at his own hands.


    As he felt the remnants of that dream entwined with him, he muttered.


    “‘Go home’? I, want to go home?”


    As strange as it felt, it was as though there were two of him, and the Goblin King continued to stare at his own hand. As he sunk deeper into his thoughts, the Goblin King became thoughtful.


    Why was he even in this world in the first place?


    He brought forward the biggest question he had and groped about in his memories. But in the same way that no one could remember the memories when they were born, the Goblin King too could only find himself at a loss.


    After Pale, Reshia, and Kuzan left the Goblin King’s presence, they explained the king’s health to the people waiting at another room and decided to come up with a plan to deal with the situation.


    Fortunately, the eastern expedition was going well.


    The three goblin generals led the goblin forces and conquered the human minor nations like a blazing fire in a wheat field. At the same time, the economy to support their invasions was in good health thanks to the rise of the talented youth. Everything was going so well, inside and outside the kingdom, that it even seemed as though flowers could start blooming.


    Presently, there weren’t any problems whatsoever with managing he kingdom.


    “What of the king’s health?”


    Gi Za Zakuend said with much displeasure as he glared at Kuzan.


    “His Majesty isn’t well,” Kuzan said bluntly.


    Everyone inside that room frowned.


    “Is His Majesty’s life in danger?” Gi Za asked.


    “I don’t know. But it has already reached the point where it is interfering with his life, so it’s certainly dangerous,” Kuzan said.


    Gi Za swallowed his breath as his eyes opened wide. Immediately after, he hung his head low as though he didn’t want his expression to be seen, then he forced himself to say.


    “I see… I take it, you have a way?”


    Gi Za’s eyes shone with killing intent, but Kuzan showed no fear and simply shook her head.


    “…You, and yet you dare call yourself a— Damn it!”


    Gi Za was about to blow up and attack Kuzan, but he managed to stop himself. Even if he were to hurt her, the Goblin King wouldn’t recover. Besides, she knew the most among the goblins when it came to medicine, so if she didn’t have a way, then no one did, at least, not among the goblins.


    “I have a proposal.”


    As the room grew dark, a voice resounded. It was none other than Pale Symphoria.


    “Can that proposal heal His Majesty’s illness?” Gi Za asked with a glare.


    “It’s not impossible, but it’s a gamble,” Pale said.


    “Enough putting on airs. Speak.”


    Pale narrowed her eyes and looked at everyone in the room.


    “We must find the servant god of the Goddess of the Underworld,  

    the Wingless Sky Snake

    (

Gawain 

    )

    .”


    Everyone else other than Reshia were wide-eyed at her words.


    “Gawain?”


    When Gi Za heard the name of that god, the spirit within him stirred a little. It was because of a snake that claimed to be an apostle of Gawain that that spirit was with Gi Za today. Although he didn’t regret it, it wouldn’t be strange if he threw a witty remark.


    “In the past, the Goddess of the Underworld challenged the world with four giant snakes serving her. Gawain is one of those. Or perhaps it would be better if I put it like this. He is the same sort as  

    the Twin-Headed Snake

    (

Bedydia 

    )

     that the goblin tribes worshiped as the Lord of Decay.”


    Kuzan fell silent at those words and turned her eyes down a little. She still remembered that time when that gentle voice returned her words to her.


    “…Since it’s you who’s saying all this, I presume you already know where he is?”


    Gi Za asked after finally regaining his calm. Pale quietly nodded and pointed to a single point on the map.


    “The unexplored area of the west.”


    Not only had the goblins not stepped into that region, even the humans were clueless about it.


    “Can His Majesty be saved if we go there?”


    “It’s a possibility. Until now, His Majesty has made allies of the god servants of the Goddess of the Underworld. If so, then perhaps he will do so once more.”


    “Fine. We’ll abort the eastern expeditions and have our armies take over that region.”


    As far as Gi Za was concerned, this was the unanimous will of the entire goblin race. The Goblin Kingdom existed only because of the Goblin King. Even if they were to conquer the entire continent, without the Goblin King, everything would be meaningless.


    Victory, glory, even the honor that they’ve risked their life for. Everything only had meaning because their king was with them.


    “No, that will not do.”


    But Pale rejected that will of the goblin race.


    “Why? There is nothing more important to us than the king’s recovery?” Gi Za asked.


    “To you, perhaps, but His Majesty wouldn’t agree,” Pale said.


    After being told that, Gi Za and Kuzan had to rethink their position. Would the proud and high king throw away the dominion he had finally achieved only because of his deteriorating health?


    The answer was no.


    “…Then at the very least, Ra Gilmi Fishiga’s Fanzel should go. They’re only in charge of the public order, so…” Gi Za found himself clicking his tongue as he made his proposal. He realized that it was a weak argument, but even then, he was so agitated that he felt he had to make the proposal.


     

    “…Only 100 elite warriors will be in charge of the king’s safety. If we keep it at that number, it should still be easy to persuade His Majesty,” Pale said.


    “Just 100?” Gi Za said.


    “If you’re so confident in being able to persuade His Majesty, then by all means, please,” Pale said.


    Gi Za had clicked his tongue and questioned her, so Pale snorted and glared at him.


    “Fine. But I’m going too!” Gi Za said.


    “Well, I suppose it can’t be helped. But you’ll have to convince the other generals who’ll want to accompany His Majesty. Understand?” Pale said.


    “…Are those your terms? Fine. I accept.”


    After Gi Za’s reply, Pale turned to Reshia.


    “I’ll leave His Majesty in your hands then, Reshia-dono.”


    “Huh?” Reshia said in surprise.


    “You…” Gi Za groaned.


    After hearing Reshia’s surprise and Gi Za’s groan, a faint smile appeared on Pale. As it turns out, she was relying on Reshia to convince the king.

  


  Intermission – Silent Beauty


  
    The civil official, that was also known as the Silent Beauty, visited Germion State and the Northern Free Cities at the end of the third year of the King’s Calendar when the winter was fierce.


    The Governor-General of the Free Cities, Lili Aureya the Scarlet Maiden, had requested for her presence to Yoshu Fagarmia, the Governor-General of the Western Capital. A brilliant civil official was something she truly prized, especially given how estranged the north was from the conflict.


    Alrodena was ever plagued with the lack of civil officials, so having to lend out the Silent Beauty – even if temporary – was undoubtedly a loss to the Western Capital. Despite that, the reason Yoshu lent her to Lili was because he’d judged that she’d made enough achievements during the mission to rescue the saint.


    As was promised in their secret agreement, although the actions of the four adventurers was not publicized, their names were written down in the  

    Roster of the Competent

    (

Hunter List 

    )

    . Those in the Hunter List could receive a vast amount of money in exchange for completing problematic missions, but the Hunter List itself was treated as a secret.


    As the few general manager, Helen Meer  

    the Silent Beauty

    (

Milfet 

    )

     was of course privy to the contents of that list.


    That’s why she agreed to go to the north. That and because of the advice from her superior, Yoshu.


    In order to see the skilled people, who would be under her in the future, and be able to use them freely, the improvement of that region’s management was urgent business.


    Or at least that’s what Yoshu told her, so Helen Meer had to ride a carriage and be tussled about until she finally arrived at the northern border. A terrifying environment where roads would disappear from the snow. As someone from the southern desert, seeing snow was a first for her.


    Helen Meer stuck her head out of the covered wagon. As she watched the crystallized white snow fall from the sky, she stuck out her tongue and tried to lick it, but the carriage shook and she ended up biting her tongue instead. She rolled about in pain inside the narrow space with eyes full of tears, but somehow, she managed get herself back up.


    She picked up the pressed flower of Furo that she was using in place of a bookmark, and with tears in her eyes, tried again.


    She did think she was being foolish, but she was simply too excited despite her silence. She was from a minority group and was always too quiet for words, so she never had anyone she could call a friend. Ever since she was but a child, she would look up at the sky and fill her head with fanciful thoughts. When she saw the moving clouds, her heart would take a leap and play in the world of imagination.


    Because she was from a minority, even after her talent at studying bloomed and she became a civil official, her friends remained few. She was the sort of girl that has always had a hard time showing what was inside her. She was also a girl who did everything without so much as an expression on her face, and when she got Elbert’s attention, her situation underwent a transformative change, and before she knew it, she was here.


    She screamed inside, but not an eek resounded outside. A glance at her from outside would show nothing but a girl gazing blankly at the sky, but deep inside, she was so excited that she could faint.


    She raised up the covering of the covered wagon and looked up at the sky, but then the voice of the stable boy brought her back to the senses.


    “The city is in view.”


    She brought the covering back down, and as the covered wagon sluggishly continued along, what appeared before Helen Meer was a city covered in snow.


    Are there really people living there?　She turned to the stable boy, but he just shrugged his shoulders.


    ◆◆◇


    “Welcome.”


    Said a woman that perfectly fit the description of a beauty dressed in the attire of a man. Red hair tied behind her into a single bundle and a sharp gaze, a stature tall for a woman and a famed magic sword by her hips, carefully made military clothing like those worn by Felbi’s soldiers, and a scarlet overcoat worn over that.


    She had supposedly reached the pinnacle of martial arts in the late Germion Kingdom and had become a Holy Knight, but there wasn’t a hint of that savage aura that was all too common among warriors. Ever since she’d been beside Elbert and had seen Felbi, she’s always presumed that warriors would all have a similar barbarity to them, but after seeing her now, she was pleasantly surprised.


    “I am Lili Aureya, the Governor-General of the Northern Free Cities. It’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance.”


    She was a knight.


    No, she might even be a prince. A real, live prince!


    As Lili knelt on one knee and offered her a knight’s greeting, Meer looked at her blankly and was captivated by her at first sight. For a moment, Lili pondered why Meer wasn’t saying anything, so she raised up her eyes, and for the first time, she became flustered.


    The girl before her took out a parchment from her bosom and quickly wrote down her name.


    —Helen Meer. I have heard of your famed name and am truly grateful to be welcomed by you personally.


    Helen Meer knelt on both knees and offered up that parchment like a peasant would when offering tribute to an evil magistrate. She raised that parchment high enough to reach Lili’s eyes. Lili was troubled. She hadn’t expected this sort of interaction, so she too blanked out for a moment and tilted her head.


    However, just as one might expect from a Holy Knight, Lili was indeed brilliant, and she was able to decide appropriately despite this strange situation. As a sweet smile surfaced on her face, she stretched out her hand and offered it to the prostrated Meer.


    “Thank you for your courteous greeting. You must be cold like that. Please, come in.”

  


  

  
    * * *


    The way Lili brushed away the snow on her knees was agreeable.


    Yes, she was a gentleman. A real one. There was a world of difference between her and the goblins, who only knew how to fight. Not to mention people like Felbi, who would make blood rain whenever they’re unhappy. They were as different as the moon and the turtle, as different as the evening primrose and the sun.


    Helen still hadn’t shaken off her astonishment when Lili took her hand and led her into the manor and was greeted by the warmth of furniture that have been used for a long time. The light from the fireplace warmed the room.


    The windows were made bigger for lighting, and the snow-buried city could be seen through them. The candle lights illuminating through the windows of the houses nearby painted a dreamlike scene like that of a candle lit amidst a snow field.


    This was the country of dreams!


    The utopia she’d dreamed of ever since she was but a child. Moreover, there was even a gentlemanly and beautiful prince to go along with it. It was perfect!


    Helen Meer danced wildly internally. She was doing everything she could just to keep herself from running around.


    Unfortunately, her face was completely void of expression, and none of what she felt could be seen from outside. As she stared blankly at the sight outside the window, Lili tactfully offered her a seat.


    “Are you surprised to see there’s nothing here?”


    ‘No, this is a dreamlike land! And it even comes with a prince—‘ Helen was about to write before stopping herself and instead writing, ‘It’s a beautiful place’.


    Lili took that as flattery and made a wry-like smile as she sadly shook off her gaze.


    The beautiful prince’s tendency to look down spoke volumes of her worries.


    But this too was fairly dangerous. She looked like she’d fit perfectly in a picture. Helen Meer didn’t hear half of what she said, but when she remembered why she’d been sent here in the first place, just that half was more than enough to understand.


    A cold climate and an economy that refused to budge.


    Lili must’ve felt incompetent after seeing how quickly the Western Capital had developed.


    As Helen Meer listened to her story, she grew more and more sympathetic of Lili and even became hostile toward Yoshu.


    Poor Yoshu was innocent, however, and this hostility was nothing more than an unjustified outburst of anger on her part.


    Regardless, in her head, Yoshu was already the devil that had come up with schemes to torment the prince.


    “I’m sorry I spoke for so long. It’s embarrassing for the feudal lord to complain so much, but I don’t have anyone else to talk to…”


    Lili shrugged her shoulders, and Helen Meer nodded and quickly wrote.


    —It’s alright. That’s why I’m here.


    “Thank you. I wonder how I can thank Yoshu-dono for sending you here.”


    Wait, that’s wrong! Yoshu the devil has nothing to do with this!


    Because she wanted to scream that for a moment, she almost fell off the sofa. Fortunately, she managed to catch herself.


    ◆◆◇


    Behold, Helen Meer’s strenuous efforts!


    She declared internally with much enthusiasm despite it still being midnight.


    “It can’t be compared to the meal of the Western Capital, but…”


    As Lili said that, she clapped her hands, and the maids brought in a piping hot meal. Despite the warmth from the fireplace, the food lined up before her was hot enough to produce steam.


    She took a portion from the big pot and poured it into a smaller dish. It was a yellow-colored soup. Inside were vegetables and potatoes cut big and ruggedly.


    Meer took a warm spoon made out of wood and took a spoonful of the soup for herself. ‘Fuu, fuu,’ sounded her mouth as she blew on the spoonful of soup before bringing it into her mouth, whereupon the sweetness and warmth exploded in her mouth and very core of her body was warmed.


    “Even the northern people struggle with the winter. I figured someone from the south, such as yourself, would find it especially difficult, so I’ve gone out of my way to have a dish prepared to warm your body.”


    Meer was deeply touched by how considerate Lili was.


    A huge pot of soup and a heap of bread decorated the table. The bread was about as big as one’s fist. Lili cut it and ate it after soaking it into the soup. When Meer imitated the way she ate, the cold hardened bread absorbed the hot soup to become soft and easy to eat once more.


    It was a common combination, but Meer found it refreshing.


    Fresh vegetables in cut bread, and then sandwiched with well-grilled meat. That was the dish called Wessen and it stimulated Meer’s appetite. She didn’t know if it was because of the soft bread or because of the easily chewable vegetable and spices, but it had a refreshing taste.


    “This is  

    buffalo

    (

Faro 

    )

     meat. We raise them locally. As for the vegetables, we can preserve them for a long time when left in snow, so we’re using those.”


    Meer nodded as Lili explained while enjoying her own plate of Wessen. Even digging up vegetable must be difficult in such a snowy place. It was curious too if vegetables could even grow under snow, but she put that aside for the time being.


    Meer was far from a glutton, so the food served was more than enough for her.


    She much preferred this than the Western Capital, where gluttony was justice, or Elrain Kingdom, which always served sheep, beef, or pork.


    The green herbal tea after the meal was also effective at warming the body.


    “I’m glad you enjoyed your meal.”


    Meer was rubbing her belly after eating so much, but stopped after nodding with a blush.


    As she sipped her green herbal tea, she started writing on her parchment so they could get to business.


    —I have two concrete proposals to restore the economy here. The simple method would be to get support from the Western Capital, but this wasn’t advisable.


    Lili nodded upon reading the contents of the parchment.


    The Western Capital had already become a massive economic bloc, and places for people to spend their money, such as permanent markets and bath houses, were already being built. The Western Capital already had a steady source of income, so there was no reason for them to support the north.


    But then in order to bring life to the economy, they need to rely on money from outside.


    There was no constant source for that presently. They needed a source of constant income.


    —Which brings us to the second method. Tourism and trade.


    The story would be different if this were the former Shushunu region that shared a border with the minor countries, but this was a land far from the front lines, where the public order was rapidly improving and the traffic was gradually growing.


    In the past, the merchants only came once a month, but now they would come once every 10 days. That’s not unrelated to the prosperity of the Western Capital.


    —If you go the Western Capital, you’ll never die from hunger.


    The Western Capital has grown so much much under the hands of the Governor-General of the Western Capital, Yoshu, that a rumor like that has been going around. The roads were wide, maintained, and connected to the other cities, and the economic promotion plan, that could be said to be spearheaded by Alrodena Kingdom, invested a lot of human and financial resources into the construction and maintenance of the roads.


    The adventurers guild is always hiring people, so merchants gather to provide lodging, food, as well as sell other things to the adventurers. Countless merchants, from peddlers to traders to slave traders, supply these adventurers with goods, and then they rely on the roads to replenish their supplies and make their way back.


    At the core of this giant system was the Western Capital.


    Naturally, when so much money was circulating, rich people would be born.


    And a portion of these nouveau rich would purchase luxury goods, such as going out on a trip. In fact, not just them, even normal people might want to go on a trip once their budget allows it. Seeing sights that one normally can’t see, eating food that one normally can’t eat, talking with people that one normally can’t meet.


    That’s where the snow-buried north comes in.


    It looked mediocre on the onset, but Meer was able to pinpoint exactly where the advantage of the Autonomous Cities lay.


    As she walked by the window, she quietly picked up the Furo flower pot meant for decoration and brought it before Lili. Meer charmingly smiled and offered that pot to the prince before her.


    ◆◆◇


    In the future, it would be said that it was around the winter of the third year of the King’s Calendar that the ancestor of the travel agencies, the Aureya Store, was founded. Sightseeing in the northern autonomous city, said to be particularly popular among wealthy young girls, was a luxury so grand it was said that the governor-general Lili Aureya herself would personally escort the tourists unless it was too busy.


    Because of that the price was aptly high, but they succeeded in acquiring many patrons.


    Hot meals – that were often forgotten in the hustle and bustle of the cities – were served, and during the snowy season, the local hero and renowned swordsman, Lily, would personally take care of their patrons while they listened to the sound of snow. It was a big hit among young children who yearned for her, rich people driven by their desire for prestige, and the ladies who wanted to be pampered by a young knight.


     

    Four years later she would put an end to the project, but by that time, the tourism in the north had already turned into a craze among the upper class.


    In the summer, tourists would come to find reprieve from the heat and enjoy the cold, and in the winter, tourists would come to see the snow that was alien to the south. Under Lili’s reign, the economy of the northern city did not decline but steadily advanced.


    On the other hand, few knew of the actions of the Silent Beauty in the north.


    After seeing her own proposals come to fruition, she quietly left the north and returned to the Western Capital. Or perhaps she herself was dumbfounded by how well that plan went, but she herself never said anything about it, so no one really knows.


    One thing for sure was that her friendship with Lili Aureya continued.


    Their relationship continued for many years, and they always gave each other gifts every season. Later on, when Mia was in conflict with a political enemy, Lili Aureya rushed to her side with her magic sword and repaid her friendship.


    In the flower language, the Flower of Furo means…


    Friendship.


    
  


  Intermission – The Strongest Gaidga


  
    Arrogant dark green eyes, a body twice as big as the Goblin King when he was at his class, gray skin with a more pronounced black, and a blood-red hair that ran from his head to his back and all the way to the end of his tail.


    Arms as thick as logs and hands that seemed like they could crush any normal goblin’s head with ease. Fangs that peeked out from his mouth and painted a fierce image that made him fit to be called a demon from hell.


    One of his eyes was bandaged but that only made him more intimidating.


    His stiff tail could send foes flying, but there was also a horn at the end that could be used to pierce. If one were to be asked to give five of the strongest men in the Goblin King’s  

    Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena Kingdom 

    )

    , he would surely be among them.


    That was the Chief of the Gaidga Tribe, Rashka.


    A goblin said to be the strongest among the tribes, and one who has received the divine protection of the Goddess of the Underworld because of his ancient blood.


    Rashka, a member of one of the four goblin tribes, that were said to be the founders of the goblins, had grown tired of war and would sometimes show up to the Gordob’s medical team. His goal was Kuzan.


    But of course, it wasn’t anything romantic. Although she’d already lost the divine protection of the twin-headed snake, the Lord of Decay, to the tribes, she was still a noble priestess, who deserved respect.


    Even Rashka, who was fearless since his youth, had been properly instructed by his distant dad in that regard. According to him, anyone who lays a hand on the priestess is shameless. Anyone who hurts the priestess is an enemy of the tribe. And the priestess is the person that should be respected the most among the tribes.


    The priestess was someone who devoted her body and prayed for the tribes’ prosperity. She was someone who had foretold of the king’s return.


    Whether she had power or not, she had authority.


    He didn’t understand that much as a child, but even at his worst, he never once thought of hurting Kuzan. Rashka didn’t know what kind of person someone who should be respected was, but the moment he met her, he knew she wasn’t one to trifled with.


    Since then, the Goblin King appeared, in the blink of an eye, the tribes were unified, and then they chased away the great demons, restored the Fortress of the Abyss, and then… Time passed. In that time, Rashka and Kuzan’s relationship hadn’t changed even a little.


    “Oh, Rashka-dono,” Kuzan said.


    Rashka waited for her time to end before visiting. When Kuzan saw him, she bowed her head.


    “Hey,” Rashka said.


    The difference in stature between these two goblins was even bigger than the difference between an adult and a child, but they were definitely some of the most respected goblins.


    “Tell me more of that story.”


    “Gladly.”


    For a long time now, Rashka has been fond of the stories of his ancestor. The story of the biggest and fiercest goblin, who appeared with  

    the original Goddess of the Underworld

    (

Deetna 

    )

    .


    As the wings of the Goddess of the Darkness spread themselves, the twin red moon sisters illuminated the night, and Kuzan began to tell the tale of that valiant goblin.


    ◆◆◇


    The moment the old gods opened the door to the underworld, the War of the Gods began. The founders of the humans, the heroes, and the goblins and monsters that came to this world through the gate of the underworld.


    Through the giant hole opened in the ground, the ancient monsters appeared with the goddess leading them. The ancestor of the orcs, the  

    Ancient Demon Beasts

    (

Blue Orcs 

    )

    . The ancestor of the  

    Great Demons

    (

Ogres 

    )

    , the  

    Ancient Great Demons

    (

Ancient Ogres 

    )

    . The ancestor of the mindless giants and the only complete giant, the  

    Wise Giant

    (

Bahhal 

    )

    .


    Since they appeared in a world where the elves, the demihumans, the dragons, and the humans have already made homes for themselves, their first contact could only be war. However the battle between the Races of the Land and the Forces of the Underworld that started with what was essentially a surprise attack would quickly fall into a stalemate.


    While the Forces of the Underworld relied on their overwhelming strength advantage on an individual basis, the Forces of the Land were always increasing their number and fighting with quantity. Against these monsters, who hadn’t even thought of reproducing, the Forces of the Land reproduced, raised their kin into soldiers, and fought.


    The forces of the underworld did not have parents or children because the monsters were born when the recesses of the cycle of the gathered souls in the underworld fell and hardened. They were born as part of a cycle, so they didn’t have parents or children. If there had to be a parent, then the Goddess of the Underworld would be the parent of all the monsters.


    Hence, even though Mother Deetna had moved to the underworld, she was still continuing to give birth to life.


    Because of the forces of the land choosing to defend by increasing their numbers, the scale of their world grew even bigger, and while the monsters could still fight them, they became unable to overwhelm them.


    So the monsters started thinking. The races of the land were strong because they prospered. If they took that prosperity, then they should be able to defeat them.


    —We too will prosper as a race.


    Mother Deetna granted that wish. She used most of her power to give the monsters a gender, she made them male and female, and made reproduction possible. She even made it so that they could reproduce even with the females of other species.


    Although the primal god, Kutiarga, was already dead by this time, and Deetna had moved to the underworld, her power was still worlds apart compared to the old gods.


    Yet after granting the wish of the monsters, something neither the monsters nor the goddess expected happened. The species that were born from reproduction were not the same as the original monsters.


    Diversity was the foundation of prosperity above the land. While the monsters continued to multiply, monsters that didn’t listen to the Goddess of the Underworld and those who did whatever they wanted were born.


    The best example of these monsters was the descendants of  

    the Wise Giant

    (

Bahhal 

    )

    ,  

    the Mindless Giants

    (

Gigantopitecus 

    )

    . The Wise Giant, that had a mode of life different from the giants birthed by  

    the Gods of Starfaring々

    (

Tear 

    )

    , looked at his descendants and lamented.


    “It’s almost as if they’ve degraded. There is no one who can surpass me.”


    When his descendants started to ignore his words, he led them away from the Forces of the Underworld and settled down at the western part of the continent, then declared neutrality.


    It was at this point that the battle between Mother Deetna’s forces and the forces of the land started to change. As the generations changed, the war to wipe each other out by reproduction continued.


    The struggle for existence between the two forces had taken that form.


    The forces of the Goddess of the Underworld kept their advantage in the battle, but by the time they moved to the end of the eastern part of the continent, they were already starting to get tired.


    And when they’d finally reached it and confronted the humans there, the new gods, the so-called gods of the humans, stood in her way.


    The power of the humans that had just recently risen to power were able to contest the monsters thanks to their overwhelming reproductive abilities and the changes that the new generations would bring to their civilization.


    Moreover, sometimes there was a human stronger than the rest, one that could only be born every few generations. This type of human was known as a ‘hero’. In the face of these heroes, the monsters given life by Deetna were defeated, and the death of her loyal monsters weakened her control over her monster army, causing their attack against the humans to weaken as well.


    Soon the monsters even fought among themselves and they ate each other.


    The exhaustion over the years undermined the Forces of the Underworld, and the Goddess of the Underworld’s invasion was left at a standstill.


    Among the monsters loyal to the Goddess of the Underworld were  

    the Demonic Children of Chaos

    (

Goblins 

    )

    . They were small and did not have a strong ego like the bigger monsters, but they swore to follow only the Goddess of the Underworld.


    Under the lead of one the founders, the goblins continued to reproduce until their numbers exceeded all the other monsters in the army. Among those goblins were four that stood out from the rest.


    They were Gordob, Paradua, Ganra, and Gaidga.


    But by then, the War of the Gods was already in its last stage, and due to Deetna giving too much of her power to the monsters, she grew weaker, and the human gods were able to use that opening to attack. Already, Deetna was on the course to defeat.

  


  

  
    * * *


    A Blue Orc ancestor, loyal to the goddess, was slain by a hero, and the orcs who followed him were pushed by the humans led by the hero as they tried to retreat.


    Then a great fire that could scorch the land landed right at the center of that orc army. It radiated out rays of fire blessed by  

    the God of Fire

    (

Rodo 

    )

    .


    That attack that was just like a sun had been dropped on the earth was an ancient magic known as  

    Starfall

    (

Meteor 

    )

    .


    The hero that slayed the Blue Orc was one of the heroes of this generation, the Martial God, and the one who wiped out the army was another hero, the Saint of Flames.


    The orcs that responded to the call of the Blue Orc had given rise to an army much stronger than the humans, but the cunningness of the humans allowed them to surpass the orcs.


    The Blue Orc respected the brave ones who dared duel, so the humans prepared a battlefield for him that he couldn’t avoid, and then sent the Martial God to dispatch the Blue Orc. At the same time, the Saint of Flames casted  

    Starfall

    (

Meteor 

    )

     at the orcs that were about to flee and brought victory to the humans.


    Although the orcs had been equipped with the armor of the underworld, the power of the meteor was overwhelming, and it continued to burn even after the scorching the land, leaving the orcs in a complete disadvantage.


    “The enemy is about to flee!　Keep attacking!”


    The Martial God’s black hair swayed from the aftermath of the meteor, but she pointed her dazzling sword at the back of the orc army.


    The human army cried out in response to the Martial God’s call and advanced. The Martial God, who proffered to be able to move easily and was equipped with an armor that protected only certain parts, such as her chest, was still a young girl.


    She too was about to continue chasing after the orcs, but before she knew it, the Saint of Flames had appeared behind her and grabbed her arm.


    “…You’re already at your limit.”


    “So what? I’ll still wipe them out.”


    The saint shook her head and the Martial God glared at her.


    “You’ve always been reckless. I’ll go, so you back off.”


    “But you just used your spell, didn’t you!?”


    “Let me throw your words back at you. So what? I am the Saint of Flames. With the titles of both hero and flame in my name, I will burn all my enemies.”


    The Saint of Flames that wore an eyepatch over one of her eyes impishly laughed, and with the dignity and determination befitting a hero, her golden hair swayed as she stretched her hand up toward the heavens.


    “ 

    My tears will scorch the heavens

    (

Fire Rain 

    )

    .”


    Hundreds of magic formations with the color of flames appeared in the air, and the flames of arrows that they shot possessed the power of the human with the greatest mana. As she took off her eyepatch, she glared at heaven and earth with her red eyes, and she beheld the heavens dye itself in the color of flames as rains of fire descended upon their enemy.


    In this moment, the orcs ceased to be an army, and what would’ve been a pursuing battle turned into a trifling subjugation quest.


    “With this, you won’t have to go anymore. Now, go get some rest,” the Saint of Flame said.


    “Stop pushing yourself like that! Do you want to die!?” the Martial God said.


    “I wouldn’t mind dying for you.”


    “What!?”


    “It was just a joke. Anyway, it’s just a subjugation quest now, so feel free to take care of it if you want. I’m tired, so I’m going.”


    After putting the eyepatch back on her eye, the saint turned heel, and so did the Martial God after she confirmed the humans chasing after the orcs.


    While the humans chased after the fleeing orcs, the orcs were a mess. Some of them chose to fight, while others chose to run; which is why, whatever resistance they put up barely held in front of the organized humans, and so, they were taken out one after another.


    The orcs escaped deep into the forests of the world, but the humans never stopped pursuing them. The humans wanted to use this opportunity to thoroughly weaken them.


    “Hunt every last one of those pigs!”


    The human at the lead was not a hero himself, but he was undoubtedly a powerful human. He buried his spear in the back of the orc in front of him and stomped it dead with the hooves of his steed.


    “Attack, attack—!?”


    The human at the lead of the army tried to encourage his soldiers, but stopped midway. An arrow had found its way into his chest, knocking him off of his steed, and then…


    “To battle!”


    A voice resounded, and goblins riding large monster beasts leaped out of the darkness and attacked the humans. At the same time, arrows rained on them, and after breaking through several lines of the human army, they fled back to the darkness.


    It was a surprise attack within the depths of the forest. Moreover, with such excellent application of their mobility, the humans couldn’t follow the goblins at all. But the humans were no cowards. After all they were the favored children who rose to power when the Races of the Land were being pushed in the east.


    “It’s the  

    Demonic Children of Chaos

    (

Goblins 

    )

    ! Intercept them!”


    Encouraged by the voice of their brave commander, they took out their swords and spears, and then they hid their bodies behind their shields to protect themselves from the goblins running in the darkness while they waited for an opportunity to strike back.


    But then in front of them quietly appeared a goblin from the direction that the orcs had fled in. It was a goblin too big for a goblin. It was even tall enough to stand among orcs. With its fangs reaching out for the heavens from its strong lower jaw, it was the picture of ferocity. Its gaze even gleamed with so much ferocity despite the dark of the forest that even the monster beasts feared it. His arms, his torso, and his legs… They were all twice as thick as normal goblins.


    He was the famed Gaidga, the strongest among the goblins.

  


  

  
    * * *


    As Gaidga looked down at the humans, he wielded his special club over his wide shoulders, and bellowed out a howl at the humans hiding behind their shields. With a swing of his club, heads were crushed along with their helmets. The beginning of his attack was akin to a giant monster beast being unleashed upon the humans.


    Like a storm out of control, the humans’ spears were deflected and their swords flung away, and the people that approached were either smashed dead or sent flying. In this way, the pursuit of the humans had essentially been completely halted.


    As the humans continued to suffer from Gaidga’s powerful blows, the humans gradually found themselves needing to retreat.


    When the humans started to flee, Gaidga looked down at them and smiled ferociously.


    “I am Gaida of the goblins! The strongest goblin warrior!　If you believe yourself stronger, then face me in battle!”


    But after having a taste of his power, the humans did not seem like they would respond to his call.


    “Are you cowards who can only fight when your enemies have turned their backs!?　Is there no warrior among you who dares fight me!?”


    When Gaidga stepped forward, the humans stepped back.


    “Move!”


    But there was one warrior who was brave enough to push his way from the sea of shields. He was past 30, and the way he moved and acted gave the impression of a strong and experienced warrior.


    “The likes of the small goblins dare put on airs!?” He said.


    “Ku ha ha!　As if a cowardly human has the right to say that!”


    As Gaidga returned the human’s mockery, he swung his blood-stained club to rid it of the blood sticking to it.


    “You called yourself Gaidga!　I am Bershka!　Son of Eldred from the house of Farren, the thirteenth warrior family of the east!”


    After naming themselves, they slowly approached each other. Bershka’s weapon was a short spear.


    “Is your prestige so little that you need to utter your parent’s name!?” Gaidga said.


    “You mock me!?” Bershka said.


    Provoked, Bershka was the first to step forward. The speed of his short spear was not something that the normal soldier could compare to. Blessed by the gods, his single thrust transformed into three, and then repeated three times. 9 thrusts all in all, every one of them was so fast that only a silver stroke being drawn could be seen.


    But Gaidga did not defend.


    With his large club held out, he charged straight into Bershka’s range.


    “—!?”


    And without even giving the time to scream, crushed Bershka’s head with his club.


    Without even attempting to dodge, Gaidga had rushed to his enemy and attacked. Though Bershka was an experienced warrior, even he did not expect that. 9 wounds appeared on Gaidga’s chest, but only a fierce smile surfaced on his face.


    “I’ve slain him! Now, who’s next!?”


    In the face of the goblin’s bellows, the humans were already about to run. After the death of Bershka, who played a central role in their military prowess, there was no one left to support their morale.


    “Move, we’re retreating!”


    Despite that the humans properly watched the rear as they retreated, and though the goblins wanted to give chase, they couldn’t do so.


    “Very good, in that case—”


    “Stop.”


    When Gaidga found out that the enemy army refused to collapse despite losing their valiant general, he wanted to attack once again, but someone stopped him. The small Gordob had appeared behind him without him realizing.


    “Grandfather, there is no need to stop. Wouldn’t it be a waste of my victory?”


    “Even if they collapse, they are but one seed leaf. It is more crucial that we support the retreat of the other races.”


    Gaidga clicked his tongue as he watched the humans flee, then he turned heel.


    “Young Paradua and young Ganra have also gathered. We shall go north next.”


    “I get it, I get it. We’ll save the orcs, right?”


    “Yes.”


    The wise Gordob worked with the three strong ones to aid in the rescue of the orcs. The way he saw it, the Forces of the Underworld were already on the path to defeat.


    Defeat could not be avoided. For the power of the one whom they’ve sworn fealty to, the Goddess of the Underworld, was visibly growing weaker. In the near future, her influence over the surface will surely be swept clean.


    But therein yet lies some questions. How would they lose? How much will they lose?


    The goblins, the orcs, and many other races from the Forces of the Underworld have taken up residence on the surface and have established their roots. That’s why even after the Goddess of the Underworld loses in this war between gods, they needed to ensure that they’ll leave enough foundation for their descendants to live on.


    It was also so that they can take the lead in the next battle when the Goddess of the Underworld returns.


    Hence, the goblins formed an alliance with the defeated orcs and continued to fight this war of retreat. During the long, painful war, many lives were lost and many were also born.


    The turning point of this long war was at the center of the continent. In this battle that would be called the Battle of Helms Canyon, the humans created an army that combined the forces of various races. The leading character of this army was Alsanzark Kingdom, The army involved the races that have lived since long ago – the humans, the elves, the demihumans, and they numbered 40,000.


    As for the monsters fighting them, their army consisted of the  

    Demonic Children of Chaos

    (

Goblins 

    )

    , the  

    Demon Pigs

    (

Orcs 

    )

    , the  

    Mindless Giants

    (

Gigantopitecus 

    )

    , the  

    Man-Eating Demons

    (

Trolls 

    )

    , and the  

    Woodmen

    (

Elds 

    )

    . In total, they numbered 50,000.


    Although they numbered more than the humans, they were lacking something vital.


    A powerful existence.


    The war had been continuing for so long that the powerful monsters have already died. Meanwhile, the Martial God and the Saint of Flames of the humans were still in good health.


    It has already been 5 years since the Blue Orc was felled in battle.


    Most of the monsters that appeared with the Goddess of the Underworld have already either been slain by the heroes or fled with the Goddess of the Underworld.  

    The Wise Giant

    (

Bahhal 

    )

     had sent the  

    Mindless Giant

    (

Gigantopitecus 

    )

    , but he himself did not appear because he was too smart. He knew that this battle could only end in defeat.


    Compared to the monsters that did not have a commander to lead them and were relying purely on numbers, the humans had Arx, the hero that founded a nation, and the coalition army that still had two heroes. If anyone just racked their head a little, they could easily see that the monsters had no chance of winning.


    Yet despite that, the wise Gordob refused to give up. They would probably lose, but if they could just land a blow on the humans, they would be able to stop their invasion by that much.


    Gordob shared those thoughts only with his fellow goblins.


    “So we’re going to be sacrificed?” Ganra asked.


    Ganra glared sharply at Gordob. When Gordob nodded, he snorted and looked outside. Paradua groaned with a difficult face.


    “I don’t really mind. I can’t live forever anyway. If my name will pass on to my descendants, then I don’t mind dying,” Gaidga said.


    Only Gaidga was indifferent.


    “…I don’t think death is scary either, but who’s going to leave the ones left behind?” Ganra asked.


    “Grandfather can do it,” Gaidga smiled.


    “Are you okay with that? Normally, the strong is supposed to take over after the ancestor,” Ganra said.


    The ancestor of the goblins had already been slain by the enemy as well. Ganra looked suspiciously at Gaidga, but the latter just waved his hands.


    “I’m fine as long it’s someone strong and fierce,” Gaidga said.


    “…Someone strong and fierce, huh,” Ganra said.


    “I’m talking about grandfather. You already have an idea where those who can’t fight will live, right?” Gaidga nodded.


    “We’ve already made promises with the orcs and the ogres. They will live near the Fortress of the Abyss,” Gordob said.


    “…Then there’s nothing left to worry about. The blade of my spear exists to send the enemy to oblivion,” Paradua nodded as he drew a stroke with his spear. “Is there still something you’re unhappy about?”


     

    A fierce smile surfaced on Ganra and he laughed. “Don’t make me laugh. If that’s what you’ve decided, then I couldn’t possibly have any problems. My arrows exist to destroy the enemy.”


    “Ha ha ha!　Well, that’s how it is. Grandfather. Don’t worry so much. We’ll defeat those humans for you. My club exists to crush the enemy!”


    As the three goblins laughed, Gordob bowed his head.


    “Forgive me,” he said.


    ◆◇◆


    “So, how did it turn out?”


    Rashka asked, but Kuzan sorrowfully looked up at the twin red moons.


    “…They lost. Regardless how much bravery they showed, how much they unified the goblins, before the humans, who still had their heroes, they could not surpass them. In the end, Ganra was defeated by a demihuman and Paradua was defeated by an elf’s arrow.”


    “Then was the battle of our ancestors meaningless?”


    “No, not at all. The last goblin to go to battle, Gaidga, took position in Helms Canyon, and with the warriors he brought with him, fought to buy time for the monster army to attack the humans from the side.”


    As the wings of darkness began to descend, Rashka of Gaidga closed his eyes and imagined Gaidga’s valiant figure.


    “The precious time that Gaidga bought allowed the monsters to somehow launch a counterattack against the humans and forced a considerable number of casualties on their end. They fought for three days and three nights, and at the end of it all, every one of them was covered in wounds, and they were wiped out.”


    “I wonder what Gaidga was thinking.”


    When he closed his eyes and imagined Gaidga, the face that appeared was that of his father, whom he looked up to in his youth.


    “I doubt it was just regret. Because before he went to battle, he encouraged his soldiers.”


    —I am the strongest of the goblins, Gaidga, and you are the warriors fighting with me!　Let the will of the dying resound throughout heaven an dearth! One day, our descendants will surely return to this land!　One day, with our Goddess of the Underworld, they will return with our names!


    As Rashka opened his eyes a little, he felt like he heard the voice of his distant ancestor.

  


  Chapter 266 – Departure


  
    Gastora rolled over and showed his belly.


    He felt right at home on his mother, Reshia’s, lap as he put on a defenseless appearance, so that she’d fawn over him. The fur of the gray wolf spread from his forelegs to his back, while a white, soft hair covered the part from his belly to his hind legs.


    Every time Reshia’s fingers combed through his soft, white hair, Gastora felt sleep inch ever closer.


    Reshia was in the room she’d been allocated and was sitting on her bed. She seemed to be looking sadly at Gastora, but the happy gray wolf was not reflected on her eyes. Her mind was occupied by the Goblin King.


    When they met in the forest before, the Goblin King ruled over the goblins and seemed so strong he couldn’t lose to anyone. But the Goblin King she saw today was wounded so gravely that not even her powers could heal him, and yet despite that, he tried to fulfill his duty.


    Why was he so strong? She couldn’t understand it.


    She told the Goblin King before. ‘Why are you that strong? Anyone would cry when they’re sad. Anyone would want to run away when they’re suffering. No one has the right to chastise anyone for doing so.’


    In response, the Goblin King said this.


    —Because I can’t forgive it. I can’t forgive weakness in a monster such as myself.


    “A monster, huh…”


    That monster risked his own life just to save her.


    If she’d been left alone, it was likely that she would’ve— No, not just her, but even Zenobia would have turned into an existence that could only spread calamity in the world.


    Now, that would be a monster.


    That elf, Pale, said that the Goblin King was attached to her. She was probably right. Otherwise, he wouldn’t have risked his life and fought a god for her.


    But if so, then why?


    “Is it because he… loves me?”


    She tried saying it out, but then furrowed her brows. If he loved her, he’s never tried to touch her..


    “U~”


    Gastora had been sleeping when he suddenly yawned and stood up.


    “Heh, must be nice to be as relaxed as you.”


    She grabbed Gastoria by his neck and lifted him up to her eyes, and Gastra softly growled.


    *Knock! *Knock! Sounded the door. Reshia called out, and a voice resounded from the other side of the door.


    “Mother, mother.”


    Those words were said sloppily. Perhaps, they got the wrong room. After all, no one’s ever called her mother. She hasn’t even become a parent yet.


    She threw Gastora to the bed and stood up to open the door.


    When she opened the door, her eyes opened wide.


    “Mother, mother!”


    A gray wolf tall enough to reach her chest was standing there and talking as she rubbed her head against her.


    “Y-Yes?”


    “Cynthia, mother, meet you, happy.”


    “Eh!?”


    As Reshia froze in shock, Cynthia licked her hands. Yes, an adult gray wolf was clinging to her.


    “…You’re Cynthia?”


    Reshia found herself comparing Gastora, who was sleeping on the bed, and the giant gray wolf in front of her.


    “Mother, Cynthia, you forgot?”


    “…Y-You can talk.”


    Reshia was so shocked that she couldn’t process the situation, but when she realized Cynthia’s sad growls, she told her.


    “There’s no way I could’ve forgotten.”


    “Mother! Mother!”


    Reshia stooped down and hugged Cynthia, and Cynthia’s tail started happily wagging. After enjoying themselves in their reunion, Reshia compared Cynthia with Gastora.


    “…Why is there such a big difference?”


    Gastora’s fur stood up on end as he tried to threaten Cynthia, but Cynthia just put out one paw and easily suppressed Gastora. Gastora struggled, but it was all in vain. Because of how easy her victory had come, a smile surfaced on Cynthia. Reshia wasn’t sure, but she sounded happy.


    “Gastora, kid.”


    “Gau, gau!”


    Gastora yelled, but unfortunately, Reshia couldn’t understand what he was saying at all.


    “Cynthia, strong. Cynthia, big sister.”


    “Gau, gauuu!”


    Gastora tried to escape Cynthia’s paw, but it was all in vain. The gap in their strength was too overwhelming. After that Cynthia rolled over to Reshia’s feet, and when Gastora came running over, she swept him away with a swing of her tail and declared her victory.


    “Gastora, weak. Cynthia, strong. Mother, Father, Cynthia, will protect.”


    After being slapped away with a tail whip, Gastora had suffered a complete defeat. He let out a sad whimper, and ran out of the room.


    “Oh my… Cynthia, siblings shouldn’t fight among themselves. You need to get along with each other.”


    Reshia said as she patted Cynthia on the head.


    “Gastora, spoiled. Not good.”


    When she said that unhappily, Reshia became thoughtful. Perhaps the reason why Cynthia became so amazing was because she was with the Goblin King.


    “Hmm, did I raise him wrong?”


    It’s true that she’d been spoiling him. And after seeing the evident difference between Cynthia and Gastora, and Cynthia saying that he shouldn’t be spoiled, Reshia felt all the more that she’d messed up.


    Reshia didn’t chase after Gastora.


    ◆◇◆


    Gastora ran.


    Cynthia and him were born together, so why did she grow up so quickly? Compared to her, he still looked like a child. Frustration and sorrow mixed together within him.


    Even the words of consolation from the other females that used to bring him comfort was now nothing but noise to him. He ran in a daze through the stone halls, but when he took a turn, his field of vision was suddenly blocked.


    “Hmm?”


    Gi Za Zakuend, the wizard class, looked at him suspiciously. With his book in one hand, he picked up Gastora, who was playing with his robe, by the scruff of his neck.


    “…Have I seen you before?”


    Gastora growled and Gi Za stared at him for a while, then feeling relieved, he made a sinister smile and laughed at the gray wolf.


     

    “Aren’t you His Majesty’s gray wolf?”


    In the face of that sagacious but cold smile, Gastora shuddered.


    —Is this goblin planning on eating me?


    Gastora struggled more despite his paws dangling in the air.


    They’d lived together before, so he knew. Goblins ate anything. They ate even those red things hanging from the tree branches that Gastora would never eat.


    Perhaps, they would eat even him. Of course, Gastora couldn’t be further from the truth, but this misunderstanding couldn’t be solved since they couldn’t understand each other.


    “What, are you lost?　You look like you’re struggling, but…


    “Gau, gaugauuu!”


    “It’s good to be so lively. Hmm, let’s share some of that liveliness of yours with His Majesty.”


    Gastora desperately tried to struggle, but the gap in strength was simply too big. Unable to resist, he could only growl.


    After walking for a while, a door opened and they found themselves in the king’s bedroom.


    “Your Majesty. The selection is complete.”


    “Ahh, sorry to trouble you… So, who is that in your hand?”


    As the Goblin King looked inquisitively at him, Gastora desperately tried to call for help from him.


    “What do you mean? He is the King’s Treasure. He was too lively, so I brought him with me.”


    “Ahh, Gastora… Well, that’s fine. Come here.”


    Gi Za threw Gastora toward the Goblin King, and Gastora immediately bolted off for the king’s chest, then growled menacingly at Gi Za.


    “You seem to be quite hated, no?”


    The Goblin King wryly smiled, and Gi Za answered with a snort.


    “Rather than that, please take a look at this instead. It’s a list of the people who will be accompanying you in your journey.”


    “Oh?”


    The Goblin King took the parchment and checked the names written inside.


    Reshia Fel Zeal’s name was at the top of the list. Gi Go Amatsuki and Yustia’s name were in the list as well. The people listed in the parchment have been picked out while minimizing the number of people that held high ranks in the army. That was the condition the Goblin King had given since he’ll be away from his duties for a while.


    “To be honest, I wished I could leave you here too.”


    “But then that wouldn’t be what we agreed upon. I’m sorry, but I’m coming along. Besides, I can just leave the druids to Gi Do Buruga. It’s a good opportunity too since he’s been focusing too much on that elven princes and has been slacking off recently.”


    “We’ll be troubling Pale too.”


    “That ill-natured woman won’t be bothered by minor matters. She’ll be fine.”


    As a sagacious but scheming smile appeared on Gi Za, the Goblin King returned it with a kingly, wry smile. As he patted Gastora, who was sticking out only his head from his chest, he looked over the roster and became thoughtful.


    “…Very well. One day, I too will die. When that day comes, it will be up to you and the others to maintain the kingdom. This is a good opportunity indeed.”


    “Ominous words, Your Majesty. But no such thing will happen as long as I’m alive.”


    Gi Za turned heel and left the room. When he walked the way he came from, he happened into Pale.


    “How is His Majesty?” She asked.


    “He’s fine.”


    Pale nodded and entered the Goblin King’s room.


    “Your Majesty, a report regarding the war in the east has arrived.”

  


  

  
    * * *


    The eastern expedition of  

    the Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena Kingdom 

    )

    , ruled by the Goblin King, was being advanced by four main groups. Those moving east from the north of the vassal state, Shirad Kingdom, were Gi Ga Rax’s  

    Tiger and Spear Army

    (

Aransain 

    )

     and Gi Gu Verbena’s  

    Axe and Sword Army

    (

Felduk 

    )

    .


    Those moving east from the south of the vassal state, Gi Gi Orudo’s  

    Twin-Headed Beast and Axe Army

    (

Zeilduk 

    )

    . Further down south was the mixed army, who were trying to make their way east through the Land of the Southern Barbarians.


    The mixed army was made up of Gi Zu Ruo’s  

    Thousand-Demon Army

    (

Sazanorga 

    )

     and Gi Jii Yubu’s  

    army

    (

Regiol 

    )

    . Their allies, the Kushain Believers, have also sent their Akazones to join them. The other vassal states also sent some of their soldiers.


    During the War of the Saint, the small country of Orphen was forced to surrender after receiving a devastating blow from Aransain. Aransain kept going east after that and went through the mountains and attacked the countries in the northern area.


    As the army that boasted the greatest mobility among the goblins, their mobility could best show itself in the plains, but that didn’t mean they minded fighting in forests or mountains. In fact, because the Paradua tribe lived in the Forest of Darkness, their black tigers could show their worth best in such places.


    However, the report that came showed a surprising result – they were struggling.


    The minor nations being close to each other meant that they were close to their enemies. When a country has an enemy that could reach them in as little as five days, they could only turn to fortresses to protect themselves.


    Moreover, the relationship between the minor nations were historically bad; hence, there have been plenty of instances where they built fortresses to protect their borders. The greastest weapon of Gi Ga Rax’s Aransain was their mobility. Which is why they didn’t have anything that could weaken their mobility, like siege weapons.


    But of course, Gi Ga Rax wasn’t so foolish as to attack a fortress without thinking, so he was currently trying various things to see what would stick and allow him to conquer the enemy nations.


    After hearing the report, the Goblin King nodded.


    “It’s Gi Ga, I’m sure he’ll be fine. I expect good results from him.”


    Pale was the one reporting to the king, and when she heard what he said, she immediately sent those words to Gi Ga. To the various generals fighting in the front lines, no better reward could be given, so Pale treated it as such.


    While Gi Ga Rax’s Aransain was struggling, Gi Gu Verbena’s Felduk made smooth progress.


    The ‘Blood-Stained Giant Axe’ that showed its power at the regions rebellious to the rule of the goblins. The storm of goblin violence and cruelty that carved fear into the hearts of the humans that opposed them. Felduk was all that personified, and by treating those who surrendered sooner better, they made smooth progress in their way east.


    They’d brought the siege weapons that the young hero of the Kushain Believers had taught them about, so they were easily able to destroy the fortresses that stood in their way. Any humans they captured were turned into battle slaves. In fact, one country had already been destroyed, and they were already starting the conquest of the next country.


    “Gi Gu-dono is requesting that civil officials that could help govern be dispatched. Also, Ganon Latosh-dono, the person in charge of the logistics of the Eastern Expedition, has an urgent complaint.”


    The Goblin King raised his brows and took the parchment from Pale’s hands. When he read through it, half of what had been written was a depressing rant, while the other half was full of complaints.


    “So, in other words, the number of battle slaves have been increasing endlessly, and now the supplies can’t hold, so please do something about it?”


    “More or less. Will you be scolding him?”


    “There’s no need. Do we have civil officials to spare? Ones that we could send to Ganon?”


    Although the way Gi Gu fought was certainly efficient, it left a lot of work to be done on the governance side of things. Alrodena may have conquered half of the continent already, but that did not mean that they had infinite supplies.


    But if the Goblin King told Gi Gu to stop increasing the number of battle slaves, the only thing that could happen next was a massacre. As such, it made more sense to send some civil officials instead.


    “If it’s just two, we do have some to spare.”


    “Very well. Let Ganon know that we’re sending them as reinforcements and that he should make the best of them. Also, tell Yoshu to purchase crops from the merchants affiliated with us.”


    “We’re purchasing from the enemy countries, right?”


    “Yes. Our goal is either the Holy Kingdom Alsas or the Oceanic Kingdom Yarma, who are waiting behind the minor nations.”


    Nothing could be better for Alsas and Yarma than for Alrodena Kigndom, who was trying to expand aggressively, to expend itself against the minor nations. Though the countries themselves have yet to clash, the war had already begun. Instead of sending reinforcements and possibly receiving a terrible counterattack, Alsas and Yarma instead chose to send food and equipment to make the minor nations last as long as possible.


    But the Goblin King was going to purchase that food and use it to nurture Felduk’s battle slaves. The increase in food supply will be taken care of by Ganon and the new civil officials.


    “I have a suggestion. What if we left the purchasing to the Kushunora House of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom or perhaps, the Merchant Country of Pena?”


    “…Either which are hostile to us, no?”


    “Yes. Perhaps it could be the start of reconciliation… Of course, for Kushunora, we would have to promise to reduce their charges a little, while for Pena’s merchants, we could promise to rescind the right to free entry to their territory. If we promise these things, I’m sure they’ll agree.”


    “So the merchants affiliated with us are already strong enough to contend with them then?”


    “Yes. There is a limit to everything, after all. Perhaps, they’ll become another problem in the future. Besides, it would be problematic if their political connections got to their head.”


    “Very well. Discuss it with Yoshu first, then make it happen.”

  


  

  
    * * *


    Pale nodded and then reported about the other battlefields.


    The Zeilduk that Gi Gi Orudo led went south from the annexed nation, the Kingdom of Shirad. Many of the assassin units led by Gi Ji Arsil have also been deployed in that area.


    “As expected, they’re having a hard time,” the Goblin King said.


    According to Pale’s report, there were barely any giant monster beasts harmful to humans in the center of the continent. The monsters beasts they’ve brought with them from the west were indeed useful in battle and would aid them greatly in capturing forts, but just like humans, they were also exhausted whenever they fought.


    No matter how many monster beasts they might lead with them, the number of beasts birthed could not possibly catch up with their losses after each battle.


    “Gi Gi-dono has tried making the monsters beasts wear armor, but…”


    “They haven’t been able to produce results.”


    The king became thoughtful.


    The plan to order the monster beasts in the west to relocate to Gi Bu Rakuta, who was in charge of resupplies, was already at an impasse. It may have been because of the water or the soil, but regardless, the giant monster beasts of the west couldn’t endure the sudden migration, and many of them have died.


    The horse-type monster beasts were much better off, but they were also unable to fulfill the role of siege weapons.


    “Are there no monster beasts in the Land of the Southern Barbarians?” The Goblin King asked.


    “They do have a lot of monsters beasts, but none of the big ones that Gi Gi-dono wants,” Pale said.


    “I see. Well, let Gi Gi know that there’s no need to rush. He can preserve his forces and slowly pile up his victories.”


    “As you will.”


    Among the military reports, the last report was about the mixed army.


    With Gi Zu Ruo’s Sazanorga and Gi Jii’s Regiol as their core, the mixed army boasted an army 6,000 men strong. This army, that had a relatively large number of humans, advanced at a slower rate than the other armies, but it was able to steadily defeat its foes.


    The Land of the Southern Barbarians was originally home to the  

    Earth Elves

    (

Gnome 

    )

    . With them leading the way, by the time they’d reached the east, they’d already driven one country into a corner.


    At the center of their victories was the young hero of the Kushain Believer, Vilan Do Zul. With his Akazone with him, he showed results that wouldn’t lose out to Gi Zu or Gi Jii.


    “A terrifyingly calm tactician, it seems.”


    That was how Pale appraised Vilan.


    “As an ally, he is indeed reliable. I suppose we’ll have to prepare a gift for Queen Mira.”


    “A wise decision, Your Majesty. Perhaps it will encourage the other countries as well.”


    “Let’s give a portion of the territories they’ve conquered to the Kushain Believers. I’m sure this will spur Shirad as well.”


    “As you will.”


    After wrapping up the reports related to the armies, Pale remembered something.


    “Come to think of it, there was a letter from Queen Mira too. It said that she would like to use the opportunity to decide the official name of their country.”


    “Oh?”


    Unlike the Goblin King’s rude impressions of Saint Mira, which supposed her and her people to be a jovial bunch, Saint Mira came up with a decent name.


    “Vladinia… Apparently, it means, ‘to paradise’.”


    “I see. In that case, we’ll need to send an official letter to Vladinia in the near future.”


    “Since Queen Mira is the head of their state, perhaps they should be referred to as the Holy Matriarchy of Vladinia.”


    “Well, let’s go with that then.”


    “Yes. There shouldn’t be any problems.”


    As the Goblin King wryly smiled, Pale continued with her next report.


    It was about the letter of retirement by the adventurers guild, general manager, Yoshu, as well as a letter of recommendation, recommending that Helen Meer to succeed him.


    “Apparently, Yoshu-dono will remain as the governor-general of the western capital, but he wishes to relinquish his position as general manager of the adventurers guild, so he could concentrate his efforts on the reforms and his duties as governor-general.”


    “Yoshu is the one recommending her, so I’m sure she’s someone that can be trusted.”


    “There’s a letter from that Helen Meer-dono as well. A proposal regarding the development of the unexplored lands to the south. Will you be taking a look at it?”


    “Yes.”


    After reading through the proposal once, the Goblin King groaned. It was well done. From the profits in case of success to the losses in case of failure. From the needed personnel to the method to secure them. Even the time needed had been calculated. It was a proposal so well thought out that they could carry it out as soon as the Goblin King gave permission.


    After reading the parchment divided into several layers, the Goblin King nodded.


    “Have you read through this?”


    “Yes, I thought it was well made.”


    “Do you think it’s feasible?”


    “…About 70% I’d say.”


    “And the remaining 30%?”


    “Unforeseen things happen. Our army in the east could lose, after all.”


    “I see, but even with that in mind, this is a splendid proposal.”


    “Shall we put it into action?”


    “Yes. Yoshu will have more work to do, but have them start it as a part of the reforms.”


    “As you will.”


    “Perhaps, the monster beasts that Gi Gi wants can be found in the unexplored lands. The mixed army should create a base for the Kurua.”


    “They will need about a month.”


    The Goblin King nodded, and Pale turned heel.


    With the policies the kingdom would take decided, all that was left was for the Goblin King to return safe.


    ◆◇◆


    The people accompanying the king numbered 80. The remaining 20 people were ordered by Pale to go ahead and prepare the king’s accommodations, and serve as a point of contact with the capital,  

    The City Where the King Sits

    (

Revea Su 

    )

    .


    The Goblin King was hesitant at first, but after Pale explained to him how important the actions of the king was, he agreed with her arrangements.


    “A carefree trip won’t be possible, it seems.”


    The Goblin King said to Reshia beside him. The way he shrugged his shoulders suggested that this journey wasn’t as he’d expected.


    “We can have a carefree trip next time, Your Majesty Going on a trip together to see the villages might not be a bad idea,” Reshia said as she rode on Cynthia and caressed her..


    On the back of the Goblin King’s ‘Sui’, was Gastora looking around restlessly.


    “Exactly. Please feel free to look around as much as you want once the continent has been unified,” Pale said calmly.


    “Once the contintent has been unified, huh,” the Goblin King said.


    “Yes, it shouldn’t be long now. Be safe until then,” Pale said.


     

    “…Of course,” the Goblin King said.


    After thinking for a moment, Pale smiled a somewhat lonely smile.


    “…We sylphs don’t have any sensible words for times like this.  

    May your fortunes in war continue

    (

Veradurna 

    )

    , doesn’t work quite well either. A pity.”


    “In that case, let me teach you,” Reshia said.


    Pale and the Goblin King turned to Reshia, who puffed up her chest and whispered by Pale’s ears. And then as Pale gave the greeting of a subordinate, she muttered the words she’s been taught.


    “ 

    May fortune be with you in your travels

    (

Gernst, Rias 

    )

    , Your Majesty,” Pale said.


    “Yes, I’ll be going then,” the Goblin King said.


    “His Majesty isn’t sensible either, huh,” Reshia said.


    “Uhh, really?” The Goblin King said.


    “Yes, when it comes to occasions like these,” Reshia said.


    Reshia approached the Goblin King and ticklishly whispered to him.


    “Hmm… I see.”


    As the Goblin King turned to the kneeling Pale, their eyes met.


    “ 

    Blessings

    (

Radias 

    )

      

    to your travels

    (

Baroslushata 

    )

    .”


    At that, the Goblin King and Reshia rode off together, and Pale saw them off until they disappeared from view.

  


  Intermission – Rulers of the Sky


  
    The sound of wings flapping could be heard. The time has come for the youngest to soar to the sky.


    Within the cave where it has taken nest, that sound belonged to the dragon that has lived since times of old. At the peak of the ever snowy mountains, at the northern ridge of the mountains where the gods once fought, further north beyond, lay a land untrodden, where mountains stood tall. In that region that reached past the sea of clouds, neither legged men nor winged creatures could enter.


    Named after their creators,  

    the Illusion

    (

Famil 

    )

     and  

    the God of Dreams

    (

Jeje 

    )

    , in that one summit, within the embrace of the mountain, he was there.


    He, who has been spoken of since the age of the myths, the sky king, the Golden Dragon Grimoa was there.


    With a lifespan longer than even that of the elves, and the ability to produce subjects without a mate, he was more a god than a creature. He grew and fed off the mana in the sky, and the way he looked as his many subjects submitted themselves to him was truly the picture of the king of the sky. At his whim, he could scorch the entire continent, and it would be as easy as twisting a baby’s hand.


    Those dragon scales that shone in gold, they were proof that he was the strongest among the dragons. With his wings spread, he spanned almost 30 meters long. And a golden crest could be found from his back extending to the nape of his neck.


    His eyes were sharp, and they shone like a pair of jewels that captured the azure of the sky. His fangs stood strong, and they could crush even the hard flesh of the giants made by the  

    Gods of Starfaring

    (

Tear 

    )

    . Deep into his throat could be found an organ known as the Fire Pouch. It allowed him to breathe flames, and so powerful were those flase that that one breath was all it would take to destroy everything in heaven and earth.


    At the end of his powerful limbs were claws that could easily tear the  

    Jewel Steel

    (

Orichalcum 

    )

     that the elves believed to be the hardest metal, and even armor made out of  

    Blue-Silver Steel

    (

Srilana 

    )

     would not be able to survive them.


    But as terrifying as a weapon as those were, the dragons’ greatest weapon lay in their mana. Within them was enough mana to cast a myriad of spells simultaneously, and coupled with that was the intelligence to control them as well.


    But even if they were to lose themselves in their anger, anyone fool enough to receive the ire of dragons would only find themselves on the receiving end of the beast within. Dragons were intelligent, but they also possessed the terrifying nature of beasts.


    Such were the creatures known as dragons. To describe them merely as ‘that born from dreams and illusions’ was not enough. The dragons were terrifying creatures filled with all the concepts of the strong. And his subjects littered throughout the region that the humans claimed unexplored. They numbered roughly 500. Every one of which, a match for 10,000 human soldiers, and yet as powerful as they were, they were also the greatest mages in history with mana that far outstripped other creatures.


    He, who indeed deserved to be known as the ruler of the sky, looked toward the sky from the cave with eyes that blazed in blue.


    “He’s here.”


    As his sapphire-colored eyes turned to the sky, a ferocious smile appeared on his mouth. Since the day he was born, there was someone that he considered his enemy. Perhaps it wasn’t the case in his youth, but the moment he grew and became the ruler of the skies, he has always considered himself equal to the gods, and the only one to oppose him was a subject of the Goddess of the Underworld.


    As the stories passed down among the elves would have it, that creature would descend with clouds of dark, slithering through the sky, though his back grew no wings.


    And indeed, black clouds filled the azure sky, and a face appeared with two horns that stood tall as though in defiance of the heavens.


    In his small hand was a jewel. He was the master of the dark clouds, that who commanded the lightning and the thunders, he was Gawain the Wingless Sky Snake.


    He too commanded 500 subjects, and the visage he painted while accompanied with dark clouds roaring thunder could overwhelm all but the strongest willed.


    “The promised time has come.”


    Gawain’s voice resounded from the heavens, and Grimoa cried out.


    “Rise, my subjects!　You who know the name of Golden Dragon Grimoa!”


    His voice resounded throughout the mountainous region, and his subjects answered back. Wind dragons that commanded the wind rose up. Rock dragons hidden within the mountains stood up and called forth floating rocks to show their might. Water Dragons that lived in the lake shores called forth streams of water, while the fire dragons in the volcanic regions flew to Grimoa’s side accompanied by flames.


    If Grimoa the Golden Dragon was a dragon, then Gawain the Wingless Sky Snake was a ryuu.


    [TN: Dragon in Japanese, in this case, likely pertaining to eastern-style dragons.]


    He would slither through the air with no wings, call forth calamities and rule over all creation.


    He looked down on Grimoa’s subjects, who were brimming with fighting spirit, and then as a ferocious smile appeared on his mouth, from the sky, he declared the battle begun.


    “Now, fight! Name yourself, my enemy!”


    Gawain demanded, and Grimoa answered.


    “Now, fight! I am the rightful representative of the gods, the ruler of the sky, Grimoa the Dragon King! I have named myself. Now, name yourself, my nemesis!”


    “I am Gawain! Servant to the Goddess of the Underworld, and the ruler of the heavens!”


    As they called upon their names, a courtesy that stemmed all the way back to the age of the gods, in the distant unexplored lands, the battle of the sky rulers began.

  


  

  
    * * *


    In accordance with the old ways of war, Grimoa forged ahead, accompanied by his subjects. In the same vein, Gawain left his subjects, and the two giant creatures met in the air.


    Bellows resounded in concert, and the might of heaven swept over the surroundings.


    Fire, water, and wind did the Dragon King summon, two of each, they appeared before him. Were they to be released, vast destructions would be reaped upon the world. These were the primal form of magic, the  

    Attack Spheres

    (

Wrath Balls 

    )

    .


    To call upon them without delay required vast stores of ether, and to put them together required extensive knowledge. Either of which was a realm unknown to humans. And even the elves that excelled in the manipulation of ether would find such a feat near impossible.


    Behind the Wrath Balls were magic formations.


    They existed to control the power of the Wrath Balls, they were Grimoa’s will itself.


    Grimoa, who had summoned these things with a bellow, wasted no time in releasing them. With the slight opening made, the compressed powers shot out sharper and faster than arrows, the rays of light released by the wrath balls transformed into spears that could penetrate all of creation.


    But Gawain too was a god from the Age of the Gods.


    Though these spears could penetrate all of creation, there was no reason that they could not be blocked by something of the same make.


    Thus, the Ruler of the Heavens called forth tens of thousands of hammers of lighting. These gathered together, transforming into one giant lightning hammer to sweep the six rays of light.


    A hammer to extinguish fire, a hammer to vanquish water, a hammer to quell the wind, and in the wake of their clash, they reverberated far and wide. Especially, the water, for the lightning hammer turned it into vapor, and it dispersed into the surroundings, creating a veil of fog that obstructed sight. But either creature has been around since the Age of the Gods. There was no way they would not know the results of the powers they’ve mustered. Immediately, a second and third spell was invoked.


    Tens of thousands of spells fashioned into a spear were summoned by the wrath spells one after another, they marched to extinguish their foe. In the sky, there they lined up. With a sea of blades of fire, of water, and of wind summoned, Grimoa faced Gawain. Gawain’s hammer of lightning was indeed powerful, but it was unwieldly precisely because of that.


    Grimoa’s attacks shot out like waves, and unless he had another hand, Gawain would not be able to deal with them all.


    Numbers for numbers, that was a given. So he undid the fusion of the lightning hammers and fought back against the wave of elements.


    As vapors were split, a storm of lightning hammers descended upon the school of blades.


    But this was within Grimoa’s predictions, and within his mouth were woven the next spells of destruction. Flames gathered within his Fire Pouch, and in the next moment, he breathed them out through a series of magic formations, unleashing powerful scorching flames.


    These flames devoured even his own school of blades, empowering his flame blades to break through the rain of lightning. Though water and wind perished within his flames, the empowered flame blades erupted toward Gawain.


    But right before they could reach the Ruler of the Heavens, the world twisted and a black sphere appeared, a Wrath Ball created for the sole purpose of twisting gravity. It devoured the flame blades that approached while continuously expanding and shrinking. This Wrath Ball that pulsated as though it were alive stood before Gawain as the absolute defense.


    “What pleasant winds,” Gawain the Ruler of the Heavens laughed.


    “Ku ha ha!　Yes, you should at least be that strong!” And Grimoa the Ruler of the Sky too laughed with leisure.


    To these two, such magic were no different from a greeting. These two creatures that possessed enough power to wipe out the humans that ruled the world greedily continued their battle.


    Just as the gods that birthed them were, they too lived within conflict. A lazy world with no conflicts, they could not even conceive such a thing. To expend their mana like a creature breathed, and to bury their enemies in spells like the unceasing beating of the heart, that was the meaning of life.


    Here, the calculations and profits of men were irrelevant. So long as there was someone who could fight, their battle would continue, a different reason for battle was unneeded.


    After the powerful rulers gave their greetings, it was time for their subjects to meet. Fire dragons against fire ryuus, water dragons against water ryuus, wind dragons against wind ryuus… For the sake of their masters, they threw themselves into this war with no end.


    Water dragons and water ryuus entangled with each other and fell. Wind dragons and wind ryuus fired spells at each other using the mana that was their life. Fire dragons and fire ryuus buried their fangs into each other’s burning flesh.


    As dragon and ryuu fought, the Ruler of the Heavens and the Ruler of the Sky resumed their battle. Every attack they made was strong enough to extinguish a city. Indeed this was another reason why their battle has never seen an end despite it continuing from way back the Age of the Gods. While the humans took the land, their battles have always ended in a draw, and they would repeat it again and again.


    The six wrath balls ruled by Grimoa pulsed. Gawain and Grimoa had just exchanged spells strong enough to destroy an entire city, and yet he was already chanting the next powerful spell.


    The Wrath Balls left Grimoa and gathered around Gawain. The reason the Dragon King could continue controlling these wrath balls despite the distance was because of the deep magical knowledge that he possessed. What’s more was that he was controlling them while casting a spell of his own.


    Seeing that the Wrath Balls were in position, Grimoa invoked his spells, and the spells stored within the Wrath Balls exploded from every direction and attacked Gawain.

  


  

  
    * * *


    With a storm of spells coming at him from every direction, Gawain had no room to run, and could only resist by relying on the gravity-controlling Wrath Ball to cover him. That wall of gravity that could be said to be the absolute defense blocked all of the attacks and canceled out the spells, but of course, Grimoa could foresee that much.


    He wanted time so he could take the mana he used in their clash of spells and chant at a much higher level, a spell that could destroy several cities.


    Grimoa took above Gawain, who could not move, because of his gravity wall, and called upon his Fire Pouch while his Wrath Balls continued their offense. Magic formations overlapped, and a ball of flame that was just like the sun appeared, a ball of flames given birth through the stacking of countless formations.


    “ 

    Fall, Scorched Star

    (

Rodor Meteo 

    )

    .”


    To break Gawain’s control over gravity, Grimoa unleashed an attack that possessed even more mana. On Gawain’s eyes were reflected the sun itself descending. A small sun it may have been, but it was enough to annihilate several cities. A giant ball of flame that could devour all of Gawain. Were that to fall upon the land, the mountains would surely be erased.


    But Gawain did not fear before that sight, only a ferocious laugh left his mouth.


    There existed a composition formula that supported the very existence of the giant magics released by dragons and ryuus. These massive composition formulas had many restrictions. For example, if they were to be destroyed or if their core were to be penetrated, the spells would immediately disperse, but they were necessary for the spells to support themselves.


    The prime example would be Grimoa’s wrath balls, which are able to chase Gawain on their own even though they were already separated from him.


    The annoying wrath balls above Gawain have already been destroyed by Grimoa’s scorching star. His gravity wrath ball continued to block the attacks coming from his flanks and from below, but he canceled the barrier above him. Gawain deployed a ryuu orb full of ether in front of him, and immediately, he brought out a spell that would surpass that giant ball of flame.


    Grimoa used his magic formations to control his ball of flame, and then overlapped more magic formations to amplify it, but as far as Gawain was concerned, his ryuu orb could take those roles on all on its won; which is why, what Gawain brought out was the original form of magic.


    “ 

    Strike it through, Divine Hammer

    (

Rutia, Lightning 

    )

    .”


    As the small sun pulled its own tail of flame and descended, a lightning hammer appeared to intercept it. Before that power was even released, the moment it touched the air and its powers leaked, its arms reached out to every direction, and seized the gravity barrier and the wrath balls.


    The power within those streaks of lightning were so pure that they could easily destroy the wrath balls. And Gawain brought that power to the limit and unleashed it on Gawain.


    The lightning stretched out its arms and wrapped them around the tail of the descending ball of flame, and then it covered the flame itself. When the lightning spear that had been unleashed penetrated the core of the ball of flame, the two powers struggled as the spear sought to destroy the composition formula of the spell. Despite that the giant ball of flame continued to descend on Gawain.


    No matter how powerful or how pure the spell, time was needed to reach the composition formula. Before Gawain’s spell could eat through the composition formula of the descending sun, that sun would reach him first, or at least that’s how Grimoa saw it.


    But Just as the scorching star was about to reach Gawain, the end of the lightning spear protruded from the center of the star, proving that Gawain’s lightning spear had penetrated the composition formula. Immediately, the ball of flame transformed into grains of light and dispersed, and the lightning spear too, with its power exhausted, vanished.


    Grimoa and Gawain glared at each other, two death throes resounding in their ears. When they turned to the source, they saw a wind ryuu and a wind dragon perish after biting each other.


    “It appears this session has ended.”


    “Very well.”


    Gawain was the first to speak.


    They had not made any promises, but there was a tacit understanding between them that if one of their subjects were to die, their battle would come to an end for the time being. With a cry, the masters of the dragons and the ryuus called to their subjects and they left in small groups.


    In the first place, if these two creatures fought with the intention of actually destroying each other, they would end up scorching the world. As such it has become a custom for them to stop fighting once one of their subjects die. The power that gives birth to their subjects was their power to store mana, and it would take a long time to exhaust all of their mana. That was how grand of a scale their battles were, a battle fought across many months and years.


    Gawain called upon the dark clouds, and his subjects took shelter in them. Before he left, Grimoa and Gawain faced each other.


    Grimoa would be seeing him off.


    “Will your master return?”


    It was Grimoa who asked that.


    “Of course, my master is the Goddess of Vengeance.”


    Gawain replied matter-of-factly.


    “If so, then our next battle will burn the world.”


    Grimoa nodded, a little sad.


    Someone who could bring change to their battle has come.  

    The God of Illusions

    (

Famil 

    )

     that birthed Grimoa and  

    the God of Dreams

    (

Jeje 

    )

     that birthed Gawain have left for the distant stars and would not appear before them. Meeting Jeje was impossible even in slumber, and it wasn’t even known if Famil was truly somewhere in the distant stars.


    To Grimoa, who sought to fill the void left by his parents’ death with battles, Altesia’s attempts to return to the world was an enviable thing.


    “…Even still, the one who will appear before you is me.”


    Nothing would change. This battle for the throne between the Ruler of the Heavens and the Ruler of the Sky belonged to them, Gawain said.


    “…Yes, that’s right. That’s exactly right.”


    As a fierce smile surfaced upon the two rulers, they shared a laugh.


    “Goodbye, Ruler of the Sky, Grimoa.”


    “Goodbye, Ruler of the Heavens, Gawain.”


    After the ryuu and the dragon finished withdrawing their subjects, they promised to fight again and then parted.

  


  Chapter 267 – During the Journey


  
    The king’s journey was politically meaningful.


    Pale had told the Goblin King that, but it was only 4 days after their departure that the Goblin King truly understood those words. The Goblin King passed the small villages near  

    the City Where the King Sits

    (

Revea Su 

    )

    , but didn’t go through  

    Facing East

    (

Garm Su 

    )

    , and instead went down the road toward the unexplored Western region. The journey was slow out of consideration for the king’s health.


    To the goblins, who could run the whole day and reach the northern volcanic region, their pace could indeed only be described as slow.


    It was the beginning of the 4th spring of the King’s Calendar.


    A season wherein the short-statured, ripening wheat ears near Revea Su swayed, where the cold of the winter waned, and where the wind gently caressed the skin. The arrangements of the lodgings they would be staying at have already been taken care of by those who’d gone ahead of them. Sturdy seats and a robust bed would be prepared each time they stayed at one for the king.


    In the villages they passed by, local specialties when available would be prioritized over other cuisines. Of course, they’ve been promised a handsome reward, so the purse of the villages were fattened up nicely, but the Goblin King had lost his taste, so the ones who were truly enjoying the local specialties were Reshia and the humans.


    Since the first day they departed, Reshia had already guessed the king’s condition.


    “Your Majesty, do you feel unwell anywhere?”


    Reshia asked, and the Goblin King tried to lie his way through just like with Pale, but Reshia was a saint who’s visited many villages and examined a great number of sickly and wounded people. So there was no way that the king’s amateurish attempts of hiding his condition would work, and before he knew it, Reshia was upon him with a sermon.


    “You mustn’t lie, Your Majesty; otherwise, even the parts that can be healed won’t be healed! When I was──”


    Memories of their life together in that small, old village flashed through the king’s mind, and a nostalgic, wry smile surfaced on the king. But because Reshia took that the wrong way and her sermon was made longer, he couldn’t tell her.


    Eventually, the Goblin King surrendered, and told her everything he knew about his condition. A rather clumsy showing for the king trying to conquer the continent.


    Since then Reshia has been openly speaking about the king’s poor health. In her words, bad things were bad, and there was no point in hiding them.


    “There might be enemies somewhere! Who knows who’s watching!?”


    Gi Za was against it, but Reshia puffed up her chest.


    “That’s a job for Pale-san and the rest of the army!”


    In other words, she was leaving the problem to them, but Gi Za had no words to rebut with. The front lines have already moved to the East, and their enemies were just isolated minor nations. The battles nowadays didn’t even require the king’s presence.


    The Holy Kingdom Alsas and the Oceanic Kingdom Yarma were indeed annexing the minor nations, but even with the power of the minor nations added to them, they were not a threat. Pale and the army believed that the four generals would be more than sufficient to deal with them.


    Gi Za and the others also considered the health of the Goblin King to be the number one priority; which is why, being able to learn of any changes to the his health was a welcome thing.


    “Mu mu mu…”


    Gi Za knit his brows and groaned, but he had no choice but to give his consent.


    “Since Your Majesty can’t taste, I’ll be taking this,” Reshia said.


    Reshia would do this from time to time when she ate with the Goblin King, but the Goblin King had a big heart and let her do as she pleased. It was because he knew that she was doing her best to put on a cheerful front.


    “Mmm~ I prefer a slighter thicker taste though. Let’s ask them to improve it under your name, Your Majesty,” Reshia said.


    “Wait, that’s not good. Isn’t this supposed to be a traditional cuisine?” The Goblin King said.


    Of course, he would interject from time to time too to keep her from going too far.


    “There’s liquor too. Can you drink, Your Majesty?” Reshia said.


    “They say liquor is the best medicine, but I don’t think it’ll work,” the Goblin King said.


    “Are you sure, Your Majesty? The so-called best medicine isn’t just for the body. It can help you expel all the poison in your heart as well,” Reshia said.


    “…Are you sure it’s not just because you want to drink?” The king asked.


    “How could you even presume that!? I am a devout believer, it would be terrible for my reputation if word were to get out that I wished to drink liquor, but, yes… If Your Majesty really wants to have a drink, it would only be proper of me to accompany you as your drinking partner. By the way, I heard this from the villagers, but apparently, they produce grape wine at this village, and their wine is being sold as far as Revea Su, so their wine must surely taste good. What’s more is that it’s a definitive trait of this village. I had someone show me to the underground storage room earlier, and the variety of grape wine here is comparable to the high-class bars of Revea Su!”


    “…Fine, I’ll have some.”


    “Great! Let’s enjoy it together then!”


    Reshia was so happy she looked like she was about to hum. As her long hair swayed, she asked for some grape wine, and before long, the local grape wine was quickly brought before the king.


    “Go ahead, Your Majesty. Try it.”


    The Goblin King emptied what he’d been served, but he just tilted his head and knit his brows.


    “As I thought, I can’t get drunk.”


    “Isn’t the amount just lacking.　I think it’s very delicious.”


    Reshia and the Goblin King shared a toast, but the effects of the liquor weren’t evident on either of them. A tinge of red did appear on Reshia’s porcelain white skin, but the Goblin King was completely unaffected.


    When they’d emptied three bottles, Reshia’s eyes loosened as intoxication filled her, and a wave of drowsiness seemed to be attacking her. The Goblin King wryly smiled and recommended for her to sleep as usual, but Reshia suddenly remembered something, and opened a medicine box to take out some round medicines.


    “This morning, I took, this medicine. Here, yours.”


    The Goblin King still had no idea what kind of medicine this was supposed to be, so he just stared quietly at the medicine Reshia had handed him, but the drunk believer apparently didn’t like that.


    “Hah?　Are you saying you’re not going to drink the medicine I’m giving you!?”


    Reshia was even starting to talk weird. The Goblin King glared at her. Apparently, the universal truth not to argue with drunks went beyond worlds.

  


  

  
    * * *


    “Okay, I’ll drink the medicine, but you need to go to sleep already.” the Goblin King said.


    “It’s fine, no? Come, drink. Or maybe you want me to help you drink!?　Your body is so big, and yet you were thinking about such things?”


    “I didn’t say anything like…”


    “It’s fine, it’s fine. As a believer of the Goddess of Healing, I shall personally attend to you, Your Majesty.”


    Reshia sat on the Goblin King’s lap and brought her face near his with a smile.


    “Now, Your Majesty, say ahh.”


    “Mu, ahh.”


    The Goblin King opened his mouth obediently, and Reshia filled his mouth with her medicine.


    “…How is it, Your Majesty? Do you feel better?”


    “Yes, I feel much better, so you can be at ease and retire for the night as well.”


    “I see, that’s good… At least, you’re feeling better now…”


    As she said that, the last of her strength left her, and Reshia fell asleep. The way she looked as she slept with that peaceful smile was truly fitting of one known as a saint.


    At the very least, that’s what the Goblin King thought.


    The Goblin King laid Reshia on the bed, and watched over her sleeping face.


    “So liquor can expel even the poisons of the heart… In that case, lend me an ear while you sleep and hear out the poison within my heart.”


    The Goblin King fixed his posture on the chair, and drank the grape wine again.


    The memory he remembered, that thing within him that made him feel as though there were another existence inside him, and that vague anxiety that made him wonder just who he was… The Goblin King let it all out, and perhaps, Reshia’s medicine was indeed effective. for before long, the Goblin King’s eyes closed on their own.


    The poison within his heart expelled, a peaceful slumber took him, and when his slumber reached Reshias ears, she opened her eyes and stood up, then walked over the king to cover him with the blanket he used for her.


    “…It’ll all be fine, Your Majesty. I’m sure, it’ll all be fine.”


    Then she left the king’s room, and returned to her own to sleep.


    ◆◇◆


    Ever since Gi Za became a Wizard Class, his appearance had grown even closer to that of humans. Pale skin, a slender body, and hair, grown long to store ether, tied up into a single bundle behind. His brows were knitted together, but it did little to lessen his beauty.


    He looked more like an elf than a goblin. So stark was the difference between him and Gi Go Amatsuki or the Goblin King that no one would think them to be of the same species. Although the same could be said for Gi Do Buruga the Alchemist, he did not have the long slit eyes that gave Gi Za a sagacious appearance. Instead, he had a pair of drooping eyes that made him appear gentle.


    But then again, he was still beautiful, and the only thing that changed was the kind of beauty, so he wasn’t really all that different from Gi Za.


    Compared to the two of them, Gi Go Amatsuki was a lot closer to the Goblin King in appearance.


    With lean muscles in just the right places and a well-proportioned tall stature, his appearance was less elegant and more ferocious, giving him a charm befitting that of the strong. Even the slightest movements that Gi Go made oozed with strength, transforming into an aura that covered every fiber of his being.


    A horn stood out from between his unkempt hair as though in defiance of the heavens, and his two eyes were tinged with a scarlet so deep it could penetrate even the darkness. He rarely showed his emotions, not even anger.


    Through his thin clothing could be seen taut, brown skin as hard as steel, a curved blade was sheathed by his waist, and a pair of wide pants covered his legs. Behind him was the chief of the  

    Snow Demons

    (

Yugushiva 

    )

    , Yustia, who followed him wherever he went. She did not remove her demon mask.


    And then, there was the Goblin King.


    Riding on the terrifying, carnivorous horse, an Andrewarchus, he was a giant that extended nearly 2 meters off the ground. The way he looked as he boldly rode with his great swords by his waist might have appeared divine to the goblins, but to the villagers, he was the demon king.


    That’s why the villagers tended to rely on the two goblins that looked more like them than the other two that were clearly alien. Such was the nature of man.


    Every time they reached a village, the village chiefs would go to Gi Za Zakuend to appeal. And every time Gi Za would knit his brows and deal with them unhappily, but he never pushed them away because he knew that the king shouldn’t be burdened any more.


    He would only inform the king with matters that truly required his decision. The other trivial matters he would discuss with Pale through letters to Revea Su.


    For example, the boundaries of the neighboring villages, the right to use the spring, and quarrels surrounding the grasslands. Problems were bound to rise when people lived near each other, and power and authority were needed to arbitrate. No amount of hands was enough when trying to solve such problems.


    “There’s just too many of them. That witch… Surely, she wouldn’t pick a route full of problems, right?”


    Although Gi Za didn’t hide his displeasure from all the complaints, he had no choice but to hear them out.


    “The monsters can be dealt with by Gi Go.”


    Gi Za carefully thought the problems through, and solved them one after another.


    But then the village on their fifth day of travel caught his attention. It was a village with the same distance from Revea Su and Garm Su, in a region that was once considered as the northern part of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


    “What!? Goblins attacked you!? Hmph, well, we have just right the person to deal with that.”


    Gi Za happily received that report, and immediately asked the Goblin King to dispatch Gi Go. Gi Go Amatsuki was beside the king when Gi Za made that request, so he petitioned the king to approve his dispatchment with his red eyes. When the Goblin King nodded, Gi Go the Sword King took just one goblin with him along with Yustia, and then set out toward the scene of the crime.


    As the Goblin King proceeded in his path to world domination, from time to time, they would happen into ‘wild goblins’, goblins not under his banner. At such times, the higher variant goblins were most suited to deal with them.


    Gi Gu Verbena and Gi Gi Orudo would surround them with their monster beasts and subordinates, and try turn them into their own, but Gi Ga Rax and Ra Gilmi Fishiga tended to cut them down instead.


    The reason for that was because there was a high chance that a conflict has occurred since they’ve been spotted by people already. As someone who had to unite an army made up of many species, Gilmi had to be strict with himself and with others. The same was true for Gi Ga. After all, Aransain had the Leon Heart Clan and the Valkyria, but the main force was the goblins.


    Gi Gu Verbena was a goblin supremacist, and believed that any sin a goblin has committed before meeting the king can be forgiven. But the reason he could afford to do that was because he led an army purely led by goblins, and the only humans he had were the few battle slaves that were used for support.


    The same was true for Gi Gi Orudo. His army generally had no humans, so he could add goblins to his army without fear of backlash.


    The higher variants each had their own way of dealing with the wild goblins, but Gi Go’s way of dealing with them could only be described as thorough.


    “The leader of this wild horde needs to be apprehended.”


    Gi go said to Yustia and the other goblin upon examining the area where the attack was reported. After that they went into the woods and looked for the wild goblin village that should be somewhere nearby. The goblins had sensitive noses from the start, and that ability was further heightened as they evolved, so Gi Go didn’t struggle much to find the village. When he found it, he boldly entered. The wild goblins stirred upon seeing him, but with him towering over them by at least four heads, a single glare was all it took to make them cower.


    “Call your chief.”


    Before his heavy and menacing voice, and the aura of the strong that emanated from him, the wild goblins shuddered in fear. So great was the pressure that the chief of the horde couldn’t stand it and ran off. When Gi Go saw that, he gave an order.


    “Kill him.”


    Like an arrow loosed, Yustia and the other goblin bolted off. They ran like the wind through the dazed goblins, and with a single leap, lopped off the head of the rare goblin and pierced through its heart.


    It was the goblin who beheaded the wild goblin chief, while it was Yustia who pierced its heart.


    “Good. Henceforth, you shall submit to us, and you will be moving from this village. Refuse, and that goblin’s fate shall be yours.”


    None dared to oppose Gi Go’s declaration.


    “Masterfully done.”


    Gi Go praised, and Yustia happily nodded, then he turned to the rare-class swordsman goblin.


    This goblin has been with him since their time fighting one war after another. Gi Go drew his curved sword and held it right above the goblin’s shoulder.


    “I shall bestow upon you a name. I name you Go Rai.”


    The rare class goblin bowed his head, and when he returned to the wild goblins with the chief’s head as Go Rai, he subjugated the horde, and prepared to return to the king.


    “Umm, Gi Go-dono,” Yustia asked.


    “What?” Gi Go said as he watched from the rear most of the new horde.


    “Why didn’t you kill them?”


    “…In the past, a friend of mine often told me this. That he would like to see a world where humans and goblins can live together.”


     

    “I see. The king won’t get mad, will he?”


    “There’s no need to worry. His Majesty isn’t so narrow-minded. But if he does blame me for this, then I shall offer my head.”


    “Gi Go-dono!”


    “…It was a joke. Hmm, it seems I’m not very good with jokes. Everyone always becomes so serious when I make one.”


    Gi Go smiled, and Yustia caressed her chest.


    “If you died, I would have to die too.”


    “Hmm, that would be troubling.”


    Yustia and Gi Go walked together as they followed after the new horde.


    The Goblin King’s party waited for Gi Go’s group to arrive before setting off for the volcanic region.

  


  Chapter 268 – The Unexplored Lands of the West


  
    In the absence of the Goblin King, it was Pale Symphoria who managed both the government and the military of  

    The City Where the King Sits

    (

Revea Su 

    )

    . She wasn’t only the tactician of  

    Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena Kingdom 

    )

    , she also participated in the internal affairs of the kingdom as the king’s aide.


    The way Pale saw it, the conditions needed to conquer the continent have already been fulfilled. A powerful nation ruled by a decisive and courageous king controlled half of the continent. What’s more that very nation was supported by loyal and easily replaceable soldiers. If things were to go smoothly, the continent might just offer itself to Alrodena.


    If tactics was the pursuit of efficiency in the killing of enemies and allies alike on the battlefield, then strategy was the pursuit of making the battlefield as advantageous to one’s side as possible before the battle begins; hence, strategically speaking, Arlodena held an overwhelming advantage over the world.


    But while Pale might be one of the best tacticians in the continent, in terms of strategy, there were two others ahead of her. The tactician of the Red King, Carlion Quinn Kirks, and Blanche Ririnoie the War Princess of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


    In the battle for hegemony in the vast south, Carlion’s vast perspective allowed him to weave strategies that ascertained victory even before battles were fought, while the Conqueror of the Plains, the War Princess of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, weaved truth and lies to outwit her opponents and swing the advantage to her favor with such degree that victory was essentially secured. Both styles were genius, not something that others could imitate, but it was precisely because Pale knew that she was inferior to them that she decided to take on a stable approach.


    She would ensure that her generals were able to perform to their full potential by always keeping them supplied. At the same time, she would also continue sending soldiers to the front lines to ensure that they would always be stronger than their enemies. That was Pale’s idea of a stable approach.


    In other words, the empowerment of national power and the enrichment of military strength.


    The improvement of the economy led by the humans and the long-term urban construction plans led by the elves were prime examples of that. The promotion of agricultural policies to cope with the growing population was also worth mentioning. Originally, the goblins were a minority, but their population has been steadily increasing, and now, the momentum of their population growth was beginning to rival even that of the humans.


    That is in spite of their numbers continuously being reduced due to the war and other harsh trials. The goblins considered meat to be above all, but they were capable of eating other food as well, such as bread. Gi Go Amatsuki the Sword King and the Goblin King himself are proof of that.


    The main forces were still fighting in the east, but the regions from the center of the continent to the west were already beginning to calm down. Once the situation fully calms down and peace is restored, the human population will once again begin to climb.


    The reforms led by Yoshu Fagarmia, Governor-General of the Western Capital, and Elbert Noen, Prime Minister of the Kingdom of Elrain, made it a requirement for family registers to be entered into the books of the tax collectors.


    But frankly, no statistics were needed to know that the population of the prosperous western city was growing at a rapid pace.


    As the population increased, so did the wheels of economy spin quicker, and taxes increased, and the national power grew. At this rate the previously unreachable southern barbarian lands and unexplored areas in the south will finally be within reach and even developing them won’t be impossible anymore.


    The development of new mines and the discovery and conquest of dungeons were key to the prosperity of Arlodena, and the enhancement of its national power. On the government’s side, the shortage of civilian officials like Yoshu has finally calmed down, while on the military’s side, Pale was working to raise more human resources to further empower the four goblin generals.


    By taking into account the specialties and aptitude of each general, she designed the army in such a way that they would be able to maximize their power under the leadership of the king. These specialties include mobility, offense, reckless bravery, and interracial harmony.  

    The Bow and Arrow Army

    (

Fanzel 

    )

    , which did not join the Eastern Expedition, was of course given some other role.


    Regardless, Pale demanded even more from the army of the generals. First, she demanded that they be flexible enough to be able to conquer a country on their own. Second, she demanded that they expand their vision so that they may be able to rule as well. So far, it was Gi Gu Verbena’s  

    Axe and Sword Army

    (

Felduk 

    )

     that has retained that flexibility, while it was Gi Ga Rax  

    Tiger and Spear Army

    (

Aransain 

    )

     who was able to meet her second requirement.


    For now, her goal was to have them take charge of one area and equip them with enough potential generals to devour a minor nation. To that end, she would give them enough authority, and even if they fail, she could consider supplementing their losses. Just the fact that Alrodena could consider even that was proof that their national power has already far exceeded that of other nations.


    After checking the movements of the army on all fronts, she took a breath, and then sipped her tea, her willow brows knitted into a frown.


    “…It’s gone cold.”


    To a former adventurer such as herself, this sort of black tea was a luxury. It is said that the War Princess, who herself was a great noble, also loved tea, but while Blanche Ririnoie sought the finest tea leaves, Pale was not as picky. She wouldn’t mind even cold tea, she would down it all the same.


    As her gaze fell on the documents again, the situation in the eastern countries unfolded before her.


    “The Holy Kingdom Alsas has shown movements to support the minor nations. Hmm…”


    The document included the identities of the leaders and the movements of their forces. It was compiled by Sophia, and was based off the information gathered by the  

    Flight to Freedom

    (

    Elks 

    ) and the merchants affiliated with them.


    When she recalled how she explained to the Goblin King that Alsas was an ‘old power’ that has been maintaining its monarchy for over 400 years, she became a little bitter. Alsas did not try to rule over its neighbors like the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. It didn’t even try to dominate in economy, choosing to leave that to the Oceanic Kingdom Yarma, and even its military was just the bare minimum it needed to defend its territories.


    Reports had it that they’ve been resting on their laurels because of their stable diplomatic situation, so the kingdom was rife with internal conflicts, but for some reason, they were able to move quickly.


    “…The Reformists, the Timur Faction?”


    The people petitioning the king to support the minor nations were factions made up of mostly young nobles. Behind them could be glimpsed traces of the ‘church’. The congregation that worship the Ancestor God that Birthed Nations, Ativ, was unified because of their roots in the east, which is said to be the birthplace of humanity, and it was the church, the largest religious organization in the east that consolidated them.


    The existence of the church, which continues to maintain its influence by spreading myths, is the reason Pale called Alsas an old power.


    “There’s no such thing as a theocracy, not even in Alsanzark.”


    The Holy Kingdom Alsas was able to maintain its legitimacy in some respects because the king also held religious authority through the church. Theirs was a religion that claimed humans to be above all. Naturally, as an elf, Pale was not happy with that.


    “…I’ll have to deal with them sooner or later.”


    If there are factions in favor, then there must also be factions against; hence, she would begin by ascertaining those factions. After acknowledging the instructions she prepared for Sophia, she took a glance at the situation in the neighboring country of Yarma.


    Founded in the easternmost part of the continent, Yarma thrived on trade with distant maritime nations. This was a trading nation that gained wealth by connecting the continent to the archipelago. But that wasn’t all, it was also a major power with interests through maritime trade with the minor nations along the coast.


    However, the source of its power was not the continent, but the maritime trade, and that was what made it troublesome.


    That trade network naturally extended to the Holy Kingdom of Alsas too.


    “If we can exhaust them before the battle begins, no one will be able to stand against this.”


    As Pale instructed the merchants affiliated with them through Yoshu to expand their business to Yarma, her cold gaze turned to the minor nations. As of yet, only the western group of the minor nations have been invaded by Alrodena, but the effects were steadily becoming apparent.


    As though it were the Goddess of Destiny herself pulling the strings, Pale spun her schemes around the remaining countries in the continent.


    
  


  

  
    * * *


    In the northernmost area of the territories already explored by humans were the northern ridge mountains. Beyond the volcanic region was a vast land dominated by a cold climate. With some influence from ether, trees that were rooted amidst lava stones grew branches with dark green tips reaching for the sky, and on the land blanketed with volcanic ash, could be found short grass growing.


    But because humans had yet to reach this region, there were no roads here, and the goblins had to search for the traces left by beasts to find a path they could take north. According to the map, it should be possible to reach the coastline by heading north, so they decided to use that as a landmark with which to go around the unexplored areas of the west.


    Gi Go Amatsuki’s subordinate goblins took turns taking down the trees in their way alongside the Snow Demon Tribe. Believing this to be part of their training, the goblins knocked down the trees one after another with great vigor.


    The twisted trees intertwined, and the ivy reinforced them. It was as though they had found themselves back in the great elven forest. Considering that they would have to return someday, it was a good idea to expand the road. Especially since their group consisted not only of the forest-dwelling goblins, but also the Yugushiva Barbarians that hailed from the snowy mountains, and the human, Reshia.


    Considering that they might also find themselves in an emergency, expanding the road was indeed wise.


    The story might be different had they brought plenty of expert Earth mages with them, such as when the former holy knight, Gowen Ranid, tried to open the forest, but the only ones with them that could use earth magic were the  

    Earth Elves

    (

Gnome 

    )

     warriors, of which there were only a few.


    The druids led by Gi Za Zakuend excelled at handling wind magic, but not earth magic. Using magic of a different attribute from one’s own was an extremely difficult task that required a vast amount of ether.


    After about a three days’ walk north of the volcanic region, a vast region and a lake greeted them. They knew it was a lake because they could see the shore far away on the other side.


    “…That’s a large lake,” Reshia said.


    “It’s frightfully open here too. Almost as if the plants are avoiding this place,” The Goblin King said.


    As Reshia opened her eyes wide in surprise, the Goblin King asked a question.


    On that land where not even a strand of grass grew peeked out the face of a lake. The Goblin King knitted his brows in suspicion, while Reshia’s nose twitched and she tilted her head.


    “It smells a little strange,” Reshia said.


    “Really?” The Goblin King asked.


    The Goblin King’s nose was almost useless by this point, and even the strange smell that Reshia pointed out was a complete mystery to him. Reshia got off her horse, and approached the lake. Just as the Goblin King wondered what she was up to, she scooped out some water from the lake and licked it.


    “…It’s salty,” Reshia said.


    “Hmm… I see.”


    The Goblin King nodded, while Reshia’s eyes opened wide, and understanding filled her, and then she nodded.


    “I’ve got it!　This is the—” Reshia said.


    “A salt lake, huh,” the Goblin King said.


    “—sea?”


    Gazes looking for an explanation gathered at the Goblin King, and in response, he calmly looked around him, and then said.


    “A long time ago, this might’ve been a sea, but due to some reason, it was isolated and became the lake it is today. That’s why it’s shaped like a lake, but the water is salty,” the Goblin King said.


    The king pointed to a white lump that had drifted to the shoreline. The salt had likely crystallized because the salt content was too high. With how precious salt was to humans, it wouldn’t be wrong to say that this lake was a treasure trove.


    “As for the sea, it is much larger and never ends,” the Goblin King said.


    All eyes had gathered on the Goblin King as he concluded his speech, and when Gi Za Zakuend praised his erudition, everyone nodded in agreement.


    “Indeed, I have also heard that the sea is supposed to be vast,” Gi Za said.


    “As expected of His Majesty,” another agreed.


    Despite all the praise pouring onto him, the king calmly ordered the group to continue along their way. As fascinating as the salt lake was, it was more important for them to cover more distance while the sun was still up. They could just pick up any extra baggage on their way back.


    “…Is something the matter, Reshia?”


    As everyone followed the king’s instructions and began to move forward, the king noticed Reshia kicking Sui, so he tilted his head. Sui made a troubled face upon being kicked, the kind one would make when one being bothered by a mosquito. Be that as it may, he couldn’t exactly flare up at his master’s love, so he just ignored her.


    “Nope I’m! Perfectly fine!” Reshia said.


    The attacks of the weak saint couldn’t possibly hurt Sui, so she gave up, and got back up on her steed with a face flushed completely red.


    “…Could it be? …Did you want to say the answer I gave?” The Goblin King asked.


    “Your Majesty, even if you’re aware of it, there are things that you shouldn’t say!” Reshia said.


    When the king saw Reshia’s face so flushed in red, his lips lifted into a smile.


    “I see. I’ve been enlightened,” the Goblin King said.


    “You don’t think so at all, do you!?”


    Reshia pulled her horse over and slapped the king’s arm.


    “Well… Anyhow, it’d be best if we don’t delay too much.”


    Despite still puffing up her cheeks, Reshia lined up her horse and rode beside the king. As strange as it was, With nary a monster beast happening into them, these days passed in peace.

  


  

  
    * * *


    The threads of intrigue laid out by Pale were more precise than ever, and they wrapped themselves around the countries of the eastern part of the continent. But while Pale was the one who drew up the plans, it was Sophia, the strategist of the  

    Soar to Freedom

    (

Elks 

    )

    , who executed them.


    The faction opposing the Reformists of the Holy Kingdom were the Senate.


    Their conflict could be intensified by adding just a little fuel, while the business transactions could be sped up through the merchants. If one of the Reformists were also to be assassinated, they would easily be radicalized because of their youth. Like a ball of snow tumbling down the snowy path, the conflict of the two factions would grow faster and faster.


    Sophia kept an eye out for that, while giving the necessary information to the other agents that entered the Holy Kingdom. It was fine even if they were just rumors. She would spread enough rumors about the plight of the radicalized Reformists and the strength of the Senate so that they could hear them.


    Like a series of collisions on the road, they were all caught up in Sophia’s schemes.


    The ambassadors and agents dispatched from the minor nations had to ensure the Reformists’ victory; otherwise, their country would be overrun by the vicious monsters.


    But while there were indeed those who approached the Reformists, the Senate was not so dense that they could not notice them. Sitting in the center of the country meant that they had access to information all over the country.


    To them, it looked as though the people dispatched by the minor nations were trying to destroy their stronghold by snuggling with the Reformists. Naturally, they would not send any aid to countries attempting such a thing.


    “As nasty as ever, I see,”


    Vine Ashley laughed as she patted Sophia on the head.


    “I’ve been meaning to ask for a while now, actually, but why are you following me…!?” Sophia asked.


    “Hmm~, that’s because it looks like there’s more fun to be had here,” Vine said.


    The master of Revea Su’s underworld, also known as Vine the Mad Blade, whispered by Sofia’s ear with a poisonous snake’s smile, but Sophia returned her gesture with a frosty gaze and a snort.


    “Will Revea Su be fine?” Sophia asked.


    “Should be fine, I think.　Shurei and Rue are there, and the demihumans are there too,” Vine said.


    “You sure put a lot of confidence in those two,” Sophia said.


    “Not as overconfident as you, though. So who are you meeting this late into the night?”


    “…I’m not overconfident.”


    “Hopefully, you’re not. Wounded beasts are scary precisely because there’s no telling what they’ll do.”


    “So even you can know fear,” Sophia said.


    Vine laughed and patted Sophia on the head. Sophia brushed aside Vine’s hand, which was violently rubbing her head, but despite hating being treated like a kid so much, she quietly walked.


    After walking for a while, they reached the storehouse district, and arrived at their destination.
 Sophia and Vine already had hoods over their heads, so they couldn’t be recognized in one glance.


    There were two people already waiting for them at their destination. One of these two was probably an escort. The sword dangling by the escort’s waist showed plenty of signs of being used.


    “…You’re the one who wrote that letter?”


    The man who opened his mouth was the old man being protected by the escort.


    Sophia only nodded, then took out a piece of parchment from her pocket and placed it on the ground. She placed a stone on top of the parchment to keep it from being blown away by the wind, then took about ten steps back and spoke for the first time.


    “Everything you need to know is written there.”


    The old man was startled by the sound of the girl’s voice, but he and his escort slowly stepped forward and took the parchment. When he did, his eyes widened.


    “…Are you serious?”


    “Can I have my money?”


    “But—”


    “Former Holy Knight Gulland Rifenin.”


    The old man tried to make excuses, but Sophia’s voice reached him. As the old man fell silent, his face paled as though his breath had been stopped.


    “…Who are you?”


    At the old man’s question, Sophia put her index finger up her mouth, and smiled. Fear rose up the old man, but he ignored it, and threw a bag full of gold coins from his chest.


    After taking it and confirming the contents, Sophia nodded. She was about to turn around when she suddenly stopped. She noticed that Vine raised her hood slightly and was looking around.


    Despite the old man’s paled face, resolve surfaced on him, and he urged his escort.


    “…This matter can’t be leaked,” he said.


    “Trust me,” Sophia said.


    But when the old man spoke, the escort had already taken a step forward. In the face of such open hostility, a hand reached out for a sword.


    “I’m sorry, but this is for my country…”


    As the old man walked away, men in black robes emerged from the shadows of the warehouses. There were six of them.


    “…Sorry. Little girl, this is our job too.”


    Sophia looked at the escort with a cold gaze.


    “That’s good. That’s great. I love that sort of stuff.”


    As Vine removed her hood, she laughed. When the men saw that their prey were both women, one of the black men approached Vine, but the smile of a poisonous snake surfaced on her, and her curved sword was drawn.


    “Especially, lowlifes like you!”


    One step, three flashes. Her blade transformed into a silver streak cut the man’s flesh into four pieces. In the face of that abnormally powerful sword and that inhuman atmosphere that gave no regard for human lives, hesitation appeared on the black-clothed men.


    But it was too late. The battle was already over. On that night, six headless corpses were made in the storehouse district, to be found early in the morning the next day.


    But the trivial murders that occurred in the Holy Kingdom of Alsas were overshadowed by the much bigger events that soon followed.


    In the year 461 of the Holy Kingdom of Alsas’ calendar, in the early summer of the fourth year of the Goblins’ King’s Calendar, that incident took place.


    The Reformists attempted a revolution.

  


  Chapter 269 – Chance Meeting With a Dragon (Ryuu)


  
    While the Holy Kingdom of Alsas was in chaos, the Kingdom of the Black Sun (Alrodena) has been making great strides toward its dominion over the continent. The one who made that possible was the Baron Class goblin, Gi Ga Rax, who upon regaining his rate of advance, succeeded in dramatically accelerating the advance of the Eastern Expedition. The  

    Tiger and Spear Army

    (

Aransain 

    )

     struggled against the enemy because of their formation and their fortresses, but with the cooperation of the new staff, they were able to speed up their conquest so much seemed as though their earlier struggle was but a lie.


    Coincidentally, the turning point in their way of thinking was Gi Gu Verbena’s steady advance. Gi Gu’s advance with his  

    Axe and Sword Army

    (

Felduk 

    )

     and his flexible tactics was even faster than Aransain.


    Already, three countries and fifteen fortresses have fallen to their army.


    The reason they were able to make so much progress was not only because their army was the biggest among the goblins, but also because everyone in his army fulfilled their role.


    For example, the army of Gu Long was responsible for throwing stones and fighting with swords. In a similar vein, Gu Big’s army was in charge of spears, while Gu Tough’s army fought alongside the battle slaves. In so doing, they were able to bring to life something akin to a small Alrodena army.


    Among their forces were also combat engineers that could use the siege weapons. That’s why Felduk was capable of breaking through any situation.


    The reason the inherently clumsy goblins could use something as complicated as siege weapons was largely in part because of the battle slaves, though of course, experience was a problem. The storm of Felduk once raged in the south and in Germion. The battle slaves were sourced from those who fought against them during their battles, but Gi Gu still showed them some compassion, es small as it may be.


    “You have fallen into slavery and are now no more than battle slaves, but if you can survive three battles, you will be able to use the siege weapons.”


    Even Gi Gu could not be stubborn about it despite being a goblin supremacist.


    The goblins might dominate the continent, but they still had things they were suited or unsuited for. And it was precisely because he could be this flexible that the Goblin King entrusted him with the position of general.


    Though the major powers might still prove a match, the minor powers could no longer stop Felduk’s march. And the more he fought and won, the more polished his tactics became, and the number of battle slaves that survived increased.


    To risk their lives in the battlefield is the very pride of the goblins. But Gi Gu still wished to minimize needless casualties.


    With his unparalleled leadership, Felduk was on the verge of becoming an indispensable and powerful existence in the Kingdom of Alrodena.


    And as Gi Ga beheld his wondrous progress, he couldn’t help but to think.


    It was impossible for Aransain to become as flexible as Felduk. For in Aransain, everyone was cavalry, and even the lowest-ranked soldiers handled a steed.


    But along with the Goblin King, Gi Ga Rax was also a general successful enough to be considered unconquerable. It was thanks to having an existence like the king near him that he was able to keep his mind flexible. And he also wasn’t the jealous sort.


    “As expected of Gi Gu-dono. That’s not something I can imitate,” Gi Ga said.


    “I’m sure. Your armies are too different. But there’s no need to be depressed. Because in the end all that really matters is that you win.”


    Zaurosh said in consolation after getting word of Gi Ga’s remarkable progress.


    “…Win, huh.”


    The tall-statured Far muttered meaningfully before touching her chin with her slender figures and becoming thoughtful.


    Many humans had gathered in Gi Ga’s camp.


    Zaurosh of the  

    Proud Clan

    (

Leon Heart 

    )

    , Far with her  

    Short Sword Battle Maiden

    (

Valkyria 

    )

    , the late Shushunu’s lance knights and archer knights, the Paradua goblins, and even the the centaur and the fang tribe (werewolf) of the demihumans.


    When armies are organized according to peculiar traits and they are able to claim one victory after another, factions are bound to form. That was especially true for Gi Gu and Gi Ga, who were in charge of the eastern expedition.


    There were many reasons for this rivalry, but the main reason was because of the implied question of who would lead the eastern expedition in the absence of the king. After the king, the next most powerful person was either Gi Gu or Gi Ga. Hence, with mutterings of the king’s poor health, it was only natural that the attention would turn to them.


    Would it be Gi Gu, the goblin general with the biggest goblin army, or Gi Ga, the goblin who could make even human subservient to him. The issue that had never come to light while the king was fighting in the front lines was now beginning to attract attention.


    This was especially so for the humans gathered at Gi Ga’s camp.


    But they were by no means trying to sow seeds of discord. And despite the diversity of the people in his camp, the air was by no means bad. At most, this competitiveness would only spur them on to conquer more castles than Felduk.


    Everyone knew that Gi Ga was the first knight to swear fealty to the Goblin King, and that his policy was ‘forbearance’. Even for the humans fighting with the monsters, they favored Gi Ga over Gi Gu, but that was only natural.


    “If only that wall weren’t there, then they wouldn’t be able to catch up with us.”


    The chief of the fangs, Mido, said, and everyone wryly smiled. If they could make the wall disappear, they indeed wouldn’t be suffering so much.


    “…If the wall weren’t there, huh.”


    In other words, everything would turn out fine if they could somehow make that wall disappear.


    Between the groups of fortresses, there existed what could be called a series of fortified walls, and as long as they were not overcome, there was absolutely no opportunity for Aransain to demonstrate her power.


    “That’s the advantage of a mountainous country.”


    Almost everyone nodded when Zaurosh said that. The small country of Balchiga, which Gi Ga was trying to conquer, covered an area at the foot of the north ridge mountains.


    “As expected of the Great Shield of Ranserg.”


    Once upon a time, there was a nation that ruled this land known as Ranserg, a nation that could stand side-by-side with the Holy Shushunu Kingdom. And this was a key point that has been standing since its dominion.


    “We can’t leave them out to dry either since trade with the eastern Machel has been going really well too,” Gi Ga muttered.


    In his ponderings, that line of thought suddenly enlightened him.


    “…So they shouldn’t be as guarded in the east then.”


    When Gi Ga said that, almost everyone’s eyes opened wide. Balchiga was like a country surrounded by castle walls. Hence, to conquer it was no easy task. That was especially so for Aransain, which did not possess any siege weapons.


    So they could only rely on a plan to break through.


    “…We need to move east without them noticing. Yes, let’s leave that to the Valkyria and the Leon Heart Clan,” Gi Ga said.


    “I suppose our main objective would be to open the gates?”


    Gi Ga folded his arms, and Zaurosh asked to confirm. A silent nod was the answer.


    “Wonderful, just like thieves, right?”


    Far sarcastically said, causing Gi Ga to frown.


    “It’s better than becoming real bandits, right?” Zauroh said.


    “Obviously. But do come up with a good reward, won’t you?”


    Far smiled fearlessly, then left with Zaurosh.


    “Thieves that steal nations. Doesn’t sound so bad, no?”


    Zaurosh frivolously said, and Far’s lips twisted into a smile.


    “I suppose even a rotten name might reach that person if loud enough…”


    As Far said that, she looked up at the sky.


    From the relatively unguarded eastern side of Balchiga, Valkyria and Leonhart entered the city walls disguised as merchants, and quickly disabled the walls.


    Ten days later, Aransain succeeded in bringing Balchiga, the country surrounded by castles wall, also known as the “Great Shield of Ranserg,” into the war.


    And then not even two hours after the battle began, the Balchiga army was defeated. It was in that way that Gi Ga Rax conquered the Great Shield of Ranserg with nothing but the cavalry of Aransain.

  


  

  
    * * *


    Past the salt lakes of the unexplored lands in the west, two days through a roadless path, the king and his entourage approached a mountain from which black smoke billowed. The gray lava rocks and the notches on the earth were hidden by grass, making them difficult to see and the path here that much more difficult.


    At the head of the group, the warriors under Gi Go and the young snow demon warriors competed with each other to clear the grass, but the march remained slow.


    With thunderclouds spreading across the sky, it seemed as if it would start raining at any moment, urging them to raise their pace to secure a place to sleep for the day.


    “…Your Majesty.”


    “I know.”


    Gi Go Amatsuki the Sword King rode ahead of the young warriors, then he turned his sharp gaze to the surroundings as he reached the side of the king’s steed.


    He could sense the presence of another person. That rubbed him the wrong way. If he were to believe his intuition, then they must absolutely not proceed any further through this path.


    But Gi Go laughed.


    To fight with a new powerful adversary was exactly what he wished for. To be the sword of the great king and to be able to fight was the very thing that protect his pride; that’s why nothing could be better than to be able to fight a new powerful foe and fight for the king at the same time.


    Knowing that such a foe was nearby, Gi Go warned the goblin king.


    But that much was already known to the king. The  

    Snake of the Black Flames

    (

Verid 

    )

     had whispered it from within.


    And the king felt it too, that there was a presence there beyond his own status as a creature.


    A feeling rarely experienced with humans, one that he has not experienced in a long time.


    It was just like that time when he was born and saw the fight between a giant spider and an orc for the first time. Like that time when he faced off against that scarlet speckled big bear. Or those times when he saw the servants of the goddess of the underworld, the  

    Earth-Devouring Serpent

    (

Perseval 

    )

     and the  

    Twin-Headed Water Snake

    (

Betivia 

    )

    .


    And the moment the Goblin King saw that, he was forced to realize it.


    A red ryuu as big as a small mountain was moving on the ground made of lava stone. It looked as though it had just come out of a battle. With blood flowing out of its wounds, and the way it moved sluggishly, it might’ve fought with another being like itself.


    “…!”


    It was precisely because the Goblin King was riding on Sui that he saw that giant stature. Because of the tall grass around, the others were still unaware.


    “…Stop!”


    The Goblin King became stupefied for a moment, but then called for his entourage to stop, then chose only the strongest among them.


    As they advanced deeper in, they gradually realized what the king was heading toward to, and they all tensed.


    “…Your Majesty. I must ask, but do you intend on fighting with that?”


    Gi Za Zakuend, controller of spirits, asked the king from behind. As though to tell him not to say anything unnecessary, Gi Go glared sharply at him. A glare Gi Go returned.


    “That would depend on him,” the Goblin King said.


    Sui was left at the back along with the other goblins. By the king’s waist were two great swords, the  

    Black Flame Shimmering Great Sword

    (

Flamberge 

    )

     and the  

    Black-Red Speckled Great Sword

    (

Zweihander 

    )

    . At the sound of his voice, he stepped forward. He had already drawn the  

    Guardian Sword of the Giants

    (

Titan Dagger 

    )

    , and wielded it over his shoulder.


    He had readied himself for a battle, but he was yet to make up his mind, perhaps because of his curiosity toward the unknown existence that was the ryuu.


    Before him was an existence thought only to exist in legends.


    The Goblin King should’ve been terrified, and yet as though he had been numbed, he felt no such thing. With every step he took, the fear that he initially felt waned, and excitement took its place.


    “When the time comes, the king will decide. We just need to shut up and follow.” Gi Go said despite obviously itching for a battle. Those words were a warning for him, as much as they were meant to keep Gi Za in check.


    “…Fine.”


    Gi Za snorted as he held his staff with his other hand, wiping the sweat that had gathered on the other.


    When he saw Gi Go smiling so ferociously with his curved sword ready to be drawn anytime, he grumbled.


    “This is why  

    battle junkies

    (

idiots 

    )

     are so…”


    Despite that he still prepared himself for the worst and spoke to the spirits to prepare. No matter the foe, the first strike is sure to be advantageous. As Gi Za followed the king, he secretly decided to himself to immediately use a powerful attack as soon as the battle begins.


    While the two goblins spoke quietly among themselves, no one noticed the small shadow following them unsteadily from behind. Part of it was because the giant ryuu had taken their attention, but another reason was because she’d behaved herself until now.


    “I smell adventure. It’s sure to be a good opportunity for you to grow, Gastora.”


    Gastora tilted his head as he looked up at Reshia from her embrace. She looked at him lovingly like a holy mother, but that gentle smile suddenly turned into that of a scheming little girl as she followed after the king and his entourage.


    Past the land of lava stones and tall grass was a land barren of all flora. Here, not even grass grew. On the back of one’s feet could be felt the faint heat emanating from the ground. Despite seeing the giant stature of the ryuu that lay before him, the Goblin King did not halt his steps.


    The red scales of the ryuu rose and fell in conjunction with its breath. On the scales stained in blood and mud was a deep wound that yet bled. Those scales that normally shone brilliantly have been dulled. Any other creature would have long succumbed to the blood loss, yet the creature before the king remained strong. Yes, this was no normal creature.


    Eyes closed, the creature’s long hair extended behind, while the two horns on its head that reached out to oppose the heavens spoke of its majesty and antiquity.


    This was a ryuu.


    With a stature to seat it at the apex of the forest, and a breath that could suppress all life, that was the ryuu, and the Goblin King stood before it, taking in all of its majesty with his own eyes.


    Though he did not feel any of that imposing aura that he felt when he confronted the gods, the imposing appearance of the creature was enough to make his eyes open wide.


    “…”


    Quietly, he thrust the great sword on his shoulder into the land, and the Ryuu opened its eyes. Those distinctive reptilian eyes met with the Goblin King’s own crimson.


    “…What brings you here? For the likes of a demon child to enter my territory, do you believe you will return alive?”


    A thunderous voice resounded. Such a voice did not put to shame the ryuu’s status as an existence at the apex. In fact, it was so overbearing a voice that Gi Za’ and Gi Go’s hair stood on end and they immediately braced themselves for battle, but the Goblin King folded his arms and boldly spoke.


    “I am the king of goblins, a traveler from the south. My pride is not so cheap as to defeat a wounded foe to decorate my name!”


    When the small existence before it brazenly named itself, the ryuu became confused, while the Goblin King could tell that the ryuu was wounded from its thundering voice. As someone who has stood against the gods, the Goblin King could tell that the voice of the ryuu was lacking.


    The Goblin King braced himself as he stood before the ryuu, but the posture he adopted was not that of a lesser challenging his superior, but one facing an equal.


    The confrontation between the giant ryuu and their great king was so fearfully tense that Gi Za and Gi Go couldn’t move an inch. They themselves couldn’t tell if the king was trying to start a dialogue with the ryuu or provoke it.


    “You… A mere demon child will defeat me?”


    “You will know if we fight.”


    And yet, just like that, in a short time that felt like an eternity, the scales leaned toward a battle.


    “…Interesting. No matter how wounded I may be, I could not possibly lose to the likes of a demon child!”


    “Then it cannot be helped!”


    The ryuu bared its fangs and the Goblin King reached for his buried sword, in that moment, a voice interjected.


    “Stop!”


    With that voice fluttered a long, blue hair, and for a moment, all eyes turned to her.


    “Reshia! Why are you here!?”


    “The adherent of the  

    Goddess of Healing

    (

Zenobia 

    )

    !?”


    Despite all the eyes gathered on her, Reshia approached the ryuu with a staff in hand.


    The red ryuu shrank back for a moment, but very quickly, it bared its fangs and warned her.


    “Do not approach, adherent!”


    Already the breath that left its mouth was scorching hot. The evil eyes of the ryuu could see things that humans could not. And on them were clearly reflected the giant shadow of the Goddess of Healing. Though her shadow had once forcefully been summoned, that shadow that could only destroy everything around it has already been vanquished by the Goblin King.


    The shadow that the ryuu could see behind her was the love of the Zenobia that ruled this world.


    It was precisely because he was strong that when he saw the absolute power of Zenobia, fear filled him. This ryuu that did not fear a fight with the dragons birthed by the gods and perhaps did not even fear its own death, felt instinctively afraid of the thought of antagonizing one loved by the gods.


    He was terrified of destroying the world that the gods have established. Especially as a ryuu who served the servant gods that once sought to destroy the world.


    That was the truth established by those that won the last great war.


    “I will heal your wounds. It will not do for an adherent such as myself to simply ignore one who is wounded!”


    “No! I do not want any charity from you!”


    The ryuu tried to back down, but the deep wounds left on it kept it from doing so.


    “Reshia!”


    The Goblin King tried to stop her, but Reshia turned to him and smiled. That was not the inhumane smile that she wore when Zenobia possessed her, but a gentle smile like that of a mother protecting her terrified child.


    “Don’t worry… It’ll be fine, your Majesty. There’s no need for you fight. That ryuu can understand. And he is also full of pride. That’s why there’s no need for the two of you to fight.”


    Reshia raised her hand and light gathered around it.


    The very air around seemed to grow denser as they provided her the mana she needed, and then the sunlight broke through the thundering clouds and shone upon her. Light gathered around her as though the world itself were blessing here.


    Reshia prayed to heal the conflicts and wounds of the world, and that prayer became a divine protection that enveloped her and became a light that illuminated the world.


    “ 

    Healing to all

    (

Heal 

    )

    !”


    The light of healing covered the body of the red ryuu.

  


  Chapter 270 – The Ruler of the Heavens


  
    The all-healing light covered the body of the red ryuu in its warmth, sealing its wounds.


    Meanwhile, Reshia looked divine as she bathed in that light with her eyes closed and her hand held over the ryuu’s wounds.


    The Goblin King hesitated for a while, but in the end, he chose to watch over her quietly. He took back the arms he’d extended from the sword pierced into the ground, then he folded them and watched over Reshia and the red ryuu as Reshia healed him.


    Before long the light and the wound on the ryuu faded, and Reshia smiled.


    “…Are we continuing?” The Goblin King asked.


    As one might expect, those words startled the two goblins behind him. Not only did he allow his opponent to heal, the opponent in question was a red ryuu. This much gap in knowledge and power was not something that ought to be challenged.


    And once again, the red ryuu groaned in displeasure as he brought his head down to look at the Goblin King up close.


    “…Do not mock me, Demon Child. Do you intend to make this Douhet the Flame Ryuu a shameless ryuu?”


    Already, the breath exhaled was without heat.


    “State your business, Demon Child. Consider yourself spared thanks to the adherent.”


    “My business is with one of the servants of the Goddess of the Underworld, the Wingless Sky Snake, Gawain.”


    The moment the Goblin King said that, heat returned to the breath of the ryuu.


    “…You have business with my master!?　Choose your words carefully, Demon Child. Depending on your words, I might have to kill you even at the cost of my pride!”


    “Calm down! I just want to talk!”


    The ryuu bellowed out and so did the king, then the ryuu eyed the king carefully.


    The Goblin King had said something so outrageous, and yet he returned his gaze so calmly, while the two goblins behind backed off and gulped.


    “…Very well,” The red ryuu said. “I will allow you an audience with the king. You have the qualifications. It’s a pity, though.”


    Douhet tilted his head, then urged the king with his gaze.


    “Get on. I will bring you to my master.”


    The Goblin King nodded, then turned to Gi Go.


    “Have the people waiting make camp and continue to wait. If I am unable to come back, you should know what that means.”


    “…Your Majesty, forgive me for this insolence, but if you can’t come back, I will fight the ryuu.”


    Gi Go Amatsuki knelt on the ground and held his curved sword with his right hand as he bowed his head.


    “You intend to disobey me?” The Goblin King asked.


    “We can’t go back anyhow if we can’t protect you, Your Majesty,” Gi Go said.


    The Goblin King wryly smiled.


    “Okay, my bad, I’ll be sure to come back, so you be sure to stay safe while waiting for me. Understand?”


    “Yes, Your Majesty,” Gi Go said before turning heel and glancing at Gi Za.


    Gi Za nodded in response, then he got on the back of the Ryuu along with the Goblin King, but then…


    “Why are you also getting on, Reshia Fel Zeal?” the Goblin King asked upon seeing the girl climbing the ryuu matter-of-factly.


    “Is it not fine, Your Majesty? After all, who do you think you owe it to for getting Douhet-san to be so cooperative?”


    The Goblin King was speechless, and Reshia snorted proudly.


    “I can kick her off if you wish, Your Majesty,” Gi Za muttered impolitely, but the Goblin King frowned.


    “Stop it. I don’t want my precious subordinates to die for no reason. Besides, Reshia is right,” the Goblin King said somewhat in jest.


    “If you say so, Your Majesty,” Gi Za said as he too frowned.


    Apparently, the adherent of the Goddess of Healing was much better suited at negotiations than the king. That much was apparent from the attitude of the red ryuu. The power of the human gods that ruled over the world was simply that powerful. Said power might belong to the enemy, but if it could be used to their benefit, then why not? The Goblin King reasoned.


    But there was no denying that he was also worried over her safety.


    In the worst case scenario that Gawain should try to kill her, he needed to have Gi Za escape with her; so he gave Gi Za those orders ahead of time.


    “…I don’t understand, Your Majesty.”


    “Gawain won’t kill me so long as the protection of the Goddess of the Underworld is within me, but… That’s not the case for Reshia. I’m sure you can understand if I tell you that much, right?”


    “…I can, though I can’t say I agree, but if that girl’s safety were to be ensured…”


    “We’re just preparing for the worst case situation.”


    “Good if so…”


    “What are you talking about!?”


    Reshia called out to the two goblins quietly talking among themselves. Apparently, she wasn’t happy to be left out of their conversation, so she protested while puffing up her cheeks.


    “We were just discussing what to talk about with Gawain!”


    The Goblin King said in an intentionally louder voice, but Reshia just glared at him reproachfully as she said.


    “They say liars have two particular traits, one, they make their voice louder, and two, their eyes tend to dart around… Can you meet my eyes, Your Majesty?”


    “—Of course,” the Goblin King said.


    “—Mess around if you wish, but I’m flying now,” Douhet said.


    Once everyone had gotten on, the red ryuu flew into the sky, but really, it was more like a crawl, as though the earth extended into the sky.


    When the ryuu slithered up, a sensation akin to that of floating assaulted the innards of the Goblin King, and he found himself inadvertently letting out an anguished groan.


    “…I understand this is an important experience, but I must say, this is quite the frightful one,” Reshia said.


    “…Indeed,” the Goblin King said.


    “Really? Well, I suppose it is, but more importantly, I’m surprised that the ryuu can fly so smoothly.”


    Contrast Reshia and the Goblin King, who gulped when they looked below them, Gi Za just tilted his head. Rather than their current altitude, the goblin wizard was much more interested in the composition formula of the spell that allowed the ryuu to soar the skies.


    In fact, Gi Za himself could also fly, albeit temporarily, but it was really more the principle that Gi Za was interested in rather than the flight itself.


    As they quickly left the ground, the shape of the continent gradually became apparent. The volcano from which smoke billowed, then the dense forest that expanded to the south, and then the volcanic region of the northern mountains. As they flew up even above the black smoke, even their kingdom came to view.


    And when the route they had traversed for over 30 days could be covered with a single glance, Reshia, and even Gi Za, gulped.


    “So this is the perspective of those that soar the skies,” the Goblin King said.


    The goblin king narrowed his eyes as he beheld that view that he could never see with his goblin body alone. Meanwhile, Douhet slithered through the sky while eyeing the peak of the giant mountain to the northwest.


    “This is a height land walkers such as yourselves will otherwise never see. Be proud. It is likely you are the first among your kind to be able to look down on the earth like this.”


    Douhet laughed, but the corners of the Goblin King’s mouth twisted.


    “We walk on the land, while you soar the skies, but that’s all. Merely, a difference in our way of life.”


    “…And yet if we will it, we could scorch the ground.”


     

    “It would do you no good to look down on land dwellers. The power of numbers is much more formidable than it might appear. Scorch the land, and it might just bring about your end.”


    As the king and the ryuu spoke, their destination came to view, the peak of a mountain that stood above the rest with clouds of lightning swirling around.


    And there it was, lying on the frozen ground, upon which no plant nor tree grew.


    With the black, lustrous scales of a ryuu and a length spanning over 200 meters, even the giant Douhet appeared small. With its waist was as thick as four several-thousand-year-old trees bundled together, it painted a terrifying visage fitting of a servant god to the Goddess of the Underworld.


    The horns upon it that stood as though to rebel against the heavens were milky white, but there was a strange luster to them.


    When the fire ryuu, Douhet, appeared before Gawain, he curled himself and prostrated himself before the ryuu, then Gawain’s eyes opened, revealing a pair of jet-black orbs seemingly born from the condensation of thunder clouds.


    They eyed him carefully.


    And then Gawain spoke.


    “…Douhet,” he said.

  


  

  
    * * *


    As though the words themselves possessed weight, the words that left the dragon’s mouth weighed heavily upon the goblins. In fact, just the sight of the ryuu’s giant stature was enough to make sweat trickle down Gi Za’s back.


    “…I know why you’re here. You’re here because of your body,” Gawain said.


    Gawain looked at Douhet as though the existence of the Goblin King could not enter his eyes at all.


    “…I see an annoying shadow,” Gawain said.


    It was then that Gawain turned to the Goblin King and Reshia for the first time.


    “Servant of  

    the Goddess of the Underworld

    (

Altesia 

    )

     and Ruler of the Heavens, Gawain. Lend me your power. I have a contract to fulfill.  

    The Goddess of Victory and Glory’s

    (

Hekaterina’s 

    )

     song must sound once more upon these lands,” the Goblin King said.


    “…Kuhahaha. I see that mouth of yours is what convinced  

    the Earth-Devouring Serpent

    (

Perseval 

    )

     to give you his blessing,” Gawain said.


    The ryuu’s mouth twisted into a smile, then the ryuu blinked a few times as he gazed straight into the goblin king.


    “The small one over there should be the adherent of  

    the Goddess of Healing

    (

Zenobia 

    )

    . Just how did you swindle my servant?” Gawain asked.


    “It is my duty as Zenobia’s adherent to heal the wounded,” Reshia said.


    “I see, so that’s why the shadows flickered… And you, small one, I sense an old kin of mine within you,” Gawain said.


    He had been lying down, but then he raised his head and lifted his giant body, giving rise to powerful winds as he brought dragon eyes to the Goblin King.


    “Tell me, small one, you yearn for it, yes? The raging storms! The raging storm that we have been waiting for so long! It is at hand!”


    The ryuu’s breath blew like a violent gale and echoed powerfully like thunderclaps.


    “I am halfway through this path I’ve begun, and I have no plans of pushing it into someone else!””


    “Good spirit, small one, good spirit!　In that case you should use my divine protection to call forth a thunderous storm.”


    Gawain’s ryuu orbs shone brightly as they enveloped the Goblin King.


    “But beware, the souls that have mingled will one day become the wedge that will destroy you. Not even my power can help you with that. Though you will be able to use all of your powers, no one will be able to save your flesh,” Gawain said ominously.


    “I never believed I would have a peaceful death!” The Goblin King said.


    “Good spirit, good resolve! Oh, how I miss the days of our storms,” Gawain said.


    The ryuu orbs Gawain held grew brighter, and the Goblin King inhaled them.


    “…Douhet,” Gawain called.


    As his eyes moved to the fire ryuu, the king of the ryuus, Gawain, declared.


    “Someone like you whose life has been saved can no longer be considered my servant. Go forth then with these people to the south, and that shall be the symbol of my pact with the little one.”


    “…As you will,” Douhet replied.


    Upon seeing the light that had been absorbed into the body of the Goblin King, Gawain laughed.


    “It is wonderful that these long days will finally come to an end. It won’t be long now before our mother, the Goddess of the Underworld, will these lands again.”


    Gawain looked at the Goblin King with narrowed eyes, he appraised him calmly with his gaze.


    “Now, return. You are only halfway through, yes?”


    “Of course!”


    The Goblin King turned heel and Gawain narrowed his eyes.


    “A pity that you must be sacrificed, but if it’s for the sake of our master, it cannot be helped.”


    After the Goblin King left, Gawain shook in jubilation, knowing that the descent of the Goddess of the Underworld was at hand.


    ◆◇◆


    When the Goblin King’s group returned on the back of Douhet the Flame Ryuu, Gi Go and the others welcomed them with jubilation. When Gi Za unhappily told the group what had happened, they were astonished and admired the king even more.


    Their king had negotiated with a being spoken of only in legends as equals and even formed a pact. Moreover, the proof of that pact was right before their eyes in Douhet.


    But while they were elated at the king’s accomplishments, Gi Za was not happy.


    “What’s wrong?”


    Gi Go, who was secretly wondering if he could duel with the ryuu, called out to Gi Za.


    Gi Za frowned. “It went too well.”


    “Isn’t that because the servant gods have placed their expectations on our king?”


    “Even then would they really go so far as to dispatch a subordinate ryuu to accompany us?”


    “…Maybe that’s just how big their expectations are.”


    “I’m not familiar with the expressions on these ryuus, but the way Gawain looked at His Majesty was more akin to observation rather than expectation. At the very least, he was not as easy to read as that Douhet.”


    At the end of Gi Za’s sharp gaze was a troubled Douhet. Reshia had asked him how to raise Gastora properly, but he hadn’t a clue how.


    “I’ve heard that ryuus know everything! If so, then you must know this as well! Please teach me the safest and most proper way to raise Gastora!”


    “Please don’t misunderstand, my lady! There’s no way I can guarantee something I haven’t done before!”


    As the two argued, Gi Za let out a solemn sigh.


    “I can see that ryuu is obviously not trying to spy our affairs, but…”


    “You’re overthinking it. Even if the ryuu did manage to gain information about us, just how beneficial would that be to them?”


    “…I hope you’re right.”


    But even the spirit within him had sent him an unpleasant feeling after they left Gawain.


    “For the meantime, let’s celebrate the king’s safe return, and then return to the East. That’s what matters most right now.”


    “Of course. It is annoying, though.”


    “By the way, Gi Za Zakuend. Would you happen to know of a way I could fight with that ryuu called Douhet?” Gi Go folded his arms as he asked that in a groan, but there was no reply, for his question had left Gi Za stupefied and speechless.


    With Douhet’s cooperation, the Goblin King was able to return to the capital,  

    The City Where the King Sits

    (

Revea Su 

    )

    , immediately. The ryuu was so fast that it didn’t even take half a day to return from the unexplored west. Everyone was shocked at that, but the people in Revea Su were even more shocked when they saw a ryuu suddenly appear above them, a shock that lasted only until the Goblin King alighted, and then turned into a jubilation that enveloped all of Revea Su. This matter was promptly announced to be an auspicious event.


    The king of  

    the Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena 

    )

     had returned from the unexplored lands through his friendship with the ryuu.


    Word of this was sent even to the generals fighting in the front lines, along with the vassals and allies fighting there, who in turn sent messengers to congratulate the king, while the generals became heartened and strengthened their attacks.


    “I knew it! My king is the greatest! Long live the king!”


    Gi Gu Verbena of Felduk. Gi Ga Rax of Aransain, Gi Gi Orudo of Zeilduk. All of these goblins strengthened their attacks, but the ones that managed to increase their pace the most during this period were none other than the mixed army that was conquering the southernmost area.


    “Word has it that our king has befriended the ryuu. Tell me, what kind of creatures are the ryuu?”


    A salty wind blew from the south to land on Gi Jii Yubu as the goblin asked that question to an ally tactician in the middle of calculations.


    “…Hmm. Actually, I’ve never seen one myself.”


    Vilan Do Zul was participating in this war with an army made up the Akazones, adherents of the  

    God of the Desert

    (

Ashunasan 

    )

    . They numbered 1000, consisting mostly of young boys, but their morale was surprisingly high.


    It was an army secretly prepared for Vilan by Queen Mira Vi Burnen.


     

    The Kushain Believers trusted Mira to a frightening extent. So long as it was for her sake, their saint and matriarch, they would stake their lives and fight.


    But such treatment was only given to Mira. It was not something that would extend to Vilan just because she trusted the man. If anything, the great trust she afforded him only served to turn the believers against him.


    Mira was nearby during the defensive battles of Kushain, so this problem wasn’t a big deal then, but now that Vilan was on an expedition, the problem could only rear its ugly head. It would hurt Vilan’s career if it were to be presumed that his soldiers would sabotage him.


    Mira, who was wise enough to realize the problem even before taking the throne of the holy city of Cultidian, proposed a solution. The solution was to create an army of pagans. Though the Kushain Believers were indeed monotheistic, the polytheists haven’t been persecuted since Mira came into power.


    As one of the leading governors in the continent, Mira did not wish to see her country’s national power affected because of persecution, so she acknowledged their religion. However, several restrictions were made.


    The polytheists had to pay a higher tax in Kushain lands.


    Part of these taxes was that each family would have to provide one male for conscription. Cultivated from an early age with good diet and loyalty toward their nation, these men are what one would call elite soldiers.


    It was these soldiers that were entrusted to be Vilan’s first battalion in this expedition.


    A rare army specialist unit considering Kushain Believers were usually made up of peasants, showing just how much importance Mira placed in this expedition.


    “I know, let’s wrap this battle up quickly, and then go back to Revea Su to get a good look at this ryuu.”


    As Vilan finished his calculations, he raised his right arm and said that with a smile.


    “Yes, it shouldn’t be long now,” Gi Jii Yubu said.


    “The  

    Thousand-Demon Army

    (

Sazanorga 

    )

     are already in position,” Vilan said.


    “In that case, I should have my  

    army

    (

Regiol 

    )

     in position too.”


    “Please.”


    At Vilan’s behest, the goblin army lined themselves up and began their assault. Before long, one of the minor nations in the south fell.


    ◆◇◆


    While Alrodena steadily advanced, one of the major nations to the east, Alsas, was becoming more and more chaotic.


    The attempted holy kingdom revolution in the early summer of year 461 of the Holy Kingdom’s, Alsas, calendar, or year 4 in the King’s Calendar of the goblins has ignited a class conflict that has been smoldering until now. Already, not a spot in the capital was without blood.


    And yet just when the attempted revolution was finally about to calm down after the purge of the Senate, the situation took an unpredictable turn.


    After suffering a decline in national power due to the shortage of human resources, looting, and a paralyzed economy, Alsas decided to march for the Oceanic Kingdom of Yarma to try and restore its national power. Just like that a reckless plan that stood no chance of success began.


    When Sophia, Vine, and Pale saw all the chaos happening, they smiled and leisurely watched over the events. Meanwhile, Yarma responded like any other trading nation, and hired a lot of mercenaries to try and defend itself.


    Anyone who saw the situation believed that Alsas had gone mad to start this reckless war, but regardless, they sent the declaration of war, and proceeded to assault the borders and attack Yarma.


    But it was then that the situation started to take an unexpected turn.


    The Alsas army that could not even resupply itself somehow managed to quickly break through Yarma. They easily passed by the defending forces and occupied the capital.


    In the blink of an eye, the Holy Kingdom of Alsas had conquered all of the Oceanic Kingdom Yarma, then declared itself to be reborn as the Holy Kingdom Altigand, annoucing the engagement of the king’s daughter with a young man, who would also be the successor of Altigand.


    He was two heads taller than your average men with black hair and reddish-brown eyes, and a youthful appearance that made him appear about 5 years younger than he actually was.


    “A hero?”


    When Pale finished reading the report, she found herself grimacing at this ominous situation.


    ◆◆◆◆◆◆◆◆
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    Protection of the Wingless Sky Snake: Reduce abnormal statuses, as well as interferences from the gods.


    Enemy of the World: Due to receiving the blessing of the four servant gods of the Goddess of the Underworld, it is now possible to use the ether of the underworld. Consequently, those that have received a divine protection from hostile gods will hate you. (MEDIUM)

  


  Chapter 271 – Shadow of the Hero


  
    Thick antique pillars lined up perfectly without even the slightest deviation, and through them extended a carpet that paved the way red to the throne. Walking on that carpet was a young man with red hair, reddish brown eyes, and a stature two heads taller than the average man.


    His body was wrapped in supple muscles, and an air of nobility radiated from him. The affectionate smile he wore charmed everyone, but what made him truly dazzle were his achievements.


    Conquering the Oceanic Kingdom of Yarma was supposed to be impossible. And yet not only did he do just that, he even kept the casualties to a minimum. With such achievements, it was no wonder that the people have started calling him ‘hero’.


    To the masses, the sight of him returning to the castle amidst thunderous applause was like the light of hope itself shining down upon them.


    Hope that the blood shed during the civil war would not be for naught, hope that his rise would open this stagnant era, and hope that he would be able to deal with the threat approaching from the west.


    The king was in the latter half of his fifties and was already exhausted, so he was more than happy to give the throne to him. In fact, he was resolved to do so. He also had a beautiful daughter whose beauty resounded even in the neighboring countries and whose heart was just as gentle.


    No man was a better fit for her than this gallant, young man.


    It didn’t take the king long to make his mind.


    The nobles would have protested, but when they saw how firm the king was in his decision, they chose to acquiesce instead.


    When the man was finally before the king, he greeted him. Normally he would have been called out for his lack of manners, but when it was him who was doing it, no one could even find it in themselves to get mad. If anything, he was so elegant that the people around him couldn’t help but be charmed.


    But then again, perhaps it simply couldn’t be helped, after all, every one of his actions appeared perfectly refined even to them, who were said to be the rulers of the oldest human kingdom. To some extent, the nobles here actually believed that they were the noblest of them all.


    “I’m glad you could make it.”


    The king said, and the hero nodded with a smile.


    “Before anything else, allow me to congratulate you for conquering the Oceanic Kingdom of Yarma. To think you would actually be able to accomplish such a feat so easily. You are a hero, indeed.”


    “Your Majesty, it was only possible because of all the help the everyone gave me.”


    If one were to look around, one would surely see that there were several among the audience, who were trembling in glee.


    “It would do me well to learn from your humility, I believe. Well, I’m thinking of giving you my daughter, Estrina. What do you think of that?”


    “It would be my honor, Your Majesty, but would her royal highness be fine with that?”


    “You think she’d refuse? Her heart has long been stolen by you.”


    The king wryly smiled, and the hero nodded with a smile.


    “I understand. If that is Your Majesty’s will, then it is my honor to accept.”


    “Good! Very good! Now my reign will finally be secure, and I will no longer have to worry.”


    The king nodded in satisfaction. He was truly relieved from the bottom of his heart.


    “Your Majesty, if I may suggest one thing…”


    “Hmm? What is it? Tell me!”


    “There is a horde of monsters threatening to overwhelm us from the west. To address this threat, we need to strengthen our military well.”


    “Of course.”


    “I’ve heard there are wyverns living in the valley northwest. If we could tame those, we could create an order of wyvern knights. What do you think, Your Majesty?”


    The moment the young man said that, all the people present found themselves looking at each other. The wyverns lived in a large canyon at the foot of the mountain range, and the hero wanted to tame them, but…


    “Indeed, such an order would certainly be promising, but…”


    The wyverns were ruthless and violent. It would be no easy task to tame them.


    “…Fine, if you say it’s possible, then I’m sure it is. You are the hero, after all.”


    “Thank you, Your Majesty.”


    A day later, the hero left for the Wyvern Valley northwest.


    ◆◇◆


    After the Goblin King’s return, the attacks of  

    the Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena Kingdom 

    )

     became even more intense. Of the minor nations spreading from the center of the continent toward the east, already 10 have fallen.


    Gi Ga Rax’s  

    Tiger and Spear Army

    (

Aransain 

    )

     claimed three.


    Gi Gu Verbena’s  

    Axe and Sword Army

    (

Felduk 

    )

     claimed another three.


    Gi Gi Orudo’s  

    Twin-Headed Beast and Axe Army

    (

Zeilduk 

    )

     claimed two.


    And then the mixed army, consisting of the vassal armies, the allied armies, Gi Jii Yubu’s  

    army

    (

Regiol 

    )

     and Gi Zu Ruo’s  

    Thousand-Demon Army

    (

Sazanorga 

    )

    , claimed two.


    Alrodena had successfully conquered most of the Ranserg Region, where the minor nations were crowded together, but afterwards, their march slowed. This was due to military and political problems.


    For one, the Oceanic Kingdom of Yarma was suddenly conquered by the former Holy Kingdom of Alsas, currently known as the Sacred Kingdom of Altigand, a new foe that Pale the Tactician was intuitively wary of.


    From her experiences so far, she knew that there was no such thing as being too cautious when it came to the gods sticking their nose where it didn’t belong when least expected. She had allowed the armies to move freely against the minor nations, but with the appearance of this new enemy, Altigand, it seemed such a policy would no longer work.


    Now that the Goblin King has returned, it might be necessary to bring the armies back together to conquer Altigand swiftly. The Goblin King, who now also had the cooperation of the ryuu, agreed with Pale.


    Moreover, communication was also starting to become a problem, as the distance from the capital, Revea Su, and the frontlines increased. Perhaps it was about time for Alrodena to bring its focus back on governance now that new territories have been claimed.


    But even if it did, Pale believed it wouldn’t take long.


    Alrodena’s government was in a much better shape compared to when they were just starting out. Even just on the aspect of human resources, they had the Governor-General of the Western Capital, Yoshu Fagarmia, the prime minister of Elrain Kingdom, Elbert Noen,  

    the Silent Beauty

    (

Milfet 

    )

    , Helen Meer,  

    the Genius with a Rubbish Mouth

    (

Mardigas 

    )

    , and Ganon Latosh.<


    Pale believed that even with just their civil officials, it was possible to govern the new territories, and indeed, she was right.


    In the three months between the summer and autumn of the fourth year of the King’s Calendar when Alrodena’s attack had settled down, the management of the new territories showed favorable results.


    As the saying went, ‘it was easier to rule than to conquer’, and indeed, the goblins had struggled to rule their territories, whether it was the late Germion Kingdom or the Merchant Country of Pena. That’s why the smooth progress they had with the new territories was nothing short of bewildering.


    Be that as it may, however, the excessive aggression of Alrodena did not fail to rouse the humans to resist. A resistance best exemplified in the alliance treaty of the three nations east of Ranserg Region that was signed in the middle of summer, year four of the king’s calendar.

  


  

  
    * * *


    The emergence of the three country alliance was the military problem.


    Led by the minor nation of Fenis, the alliance was born after letting go of their past grudges and vowing to share an offensive and defensive military alliance. With their alliance, Gi Gi Orudo could no longer defeat them by himself, so he sent word back to the capital to ask for reinforcements. In response, the Goblin King was about to set off personally when Pale the Tactician stopped him.


    “Your Majesty, you can leave if you wish, but first, please do settle your accounts. They piled up in your absence.”


    Pale said with a cold glare. The Goblin King frowned, but she wasn’t so weak as to be moved by that.


    “What will you do then? The four generals are equal. Even if the mixed army is sent, I don’t think Gi Gi is suited to lead such a big army.”


    “Yes, that’s why I was hoping that Your Majesty would appoint someone else to oversee the entire army temporarily.”


    “…I see. Measures do need to be taken for my eventual passing too.”


    “…It’s good that you understand, Your Majesty.”


    The Goblin King would eventually pass, so it was imperative that they create a military system that would function even in the absence of the Goblin King. It was also imperative that the army learn to listen to someone other than a goblin.


    The question of whether the country could survive or not if the brilliant goblins, such as Gi Ga Rax and Gi Gu Verbena were to pass as well, aside, it would be problematic if the goblins were incapable of hearing instruction from anyone other than a goblin. The goblins might take pride in their unwavering loyalty toward the king, but it would not do to have them turn that loyalty to the generals after the king passes.


    Their loyalty must be turned to the country. It would simply be too disastrous if the generals themselves were to turn against the country while they had most of the military.


    Hence, to set a precedent, Pale wanted to delegate the command of the army to a general dispatched by the country.


    “Very well. The flag of our army shall be carried by Shumea.”


    “A good choice, Your Majesty. I’ll have Mehran Le Coude accompany her as her adjutant then. Gi Ah-dono should take 2,000 soldiers as well.”


    “Mehran Le Coude?”


    “He was the adjutant of the late war princess. He may be a person of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, but there’s no denying that he falls under the brilliant category as far as humans are concerned.”


    Pale answered the king’s question fluently, then brought forward another proposal.


    The reinforcements could be focused to Gi Gi Orudo’s side if they just slowed down the offensive in the other fronts. The Goblin King agreed.


    At the same time, he grew uneasy at the growing distance between the capital,  

    The City Where the King Sits

    (

Revea Su 

    )

    , and the frontlines. The battle with the War Princess had taught him about watching his back. He knew that all preparations and precautions had to be thoroughly met before they could start a great attack against the east.


    “I was thinking of sending the mixed army too,” Pale said.


    “Go ahead. That should be enough to take care of this new alliance,” the Goblin King said.


    “As you will, Your Majesty.”


    But the alliance went above their expectations and endured Alrodena’s attacks. One reason behind this failure was because Pale’s intelligence department was too focused on the Sacred Kingdom of Altigand and the internal affairs of Alrodena.


    Though the threads spun by her intelligence department were indeed many, they were not that long. They could not cover all of Alrodena. As inscrutable as her stratagems were, Pale was not capable of controlling everything.


    Moreover, the reason why the three-country alliance was able to hold steadfast against the goblins was because of the appearance of a certain heroic figure.


    A person by the name of Aldur Malisk.


    A person who excelled in defenses so much so that Alrodena’s offense would have to be halted temporarily.


    ◆◇◆


    Aldur Malisk.


    Known as  

    the Vicious Three Tongues

    (

Ben Do Mi 

    )

     to his foes and  

    the Undying

    (

Nosturas 

    )

     to his allies, the hero of the three-country alliance, Aldur heralded from the core country of the alliance, Fenis, but was neither a king nor a noble, in fact, not even a soldier, but a mere son to a hunter.


    But regardless of his background, he was able to rise to prominence because he was able to stop Gi Gi Orudo’s Zeilduk three times. The first time was when he repelled the attack of the mixed army, and then he even managed to force Gi Gu Verbena’s Felduk to retreat, a feat he held in pride.


    However, neither of these achievements were made possible by his godlike martial prowess or his divine schemes. Rather, as the son to a hunter, Aldur Malisk was privy to the surrounding geography, and he threw all of his efforts into avoiding a direct confrontation with the goblins, opting instead to focus on guerrilla tactics.


    Moreover, he employed the tactics that the goblins hated the most, that is to weave truth and lies in negotiations while the battle unfolded. Against Zeilduk, they lured the monster beasts with traps to hurt the army. With Gi GI unable to produce results no matter how many times they tried, in the end, Gi Gi had to call the retreat.


    Gi Gi might have had a lot of monster beasts under his army, but with how they’ve been recently training the monster beasts first before throwing them in the front lines, the damages they were starting to accumulate could no longer be ignored.


    Against the mixed army, Aldur called for peace negotiations, but sent a glib talker who would change the terms of the treaty individually.


    Against Gi Jii’s Regiol, he pledged a complete surrender, while against the bloodthirsty Gi Zu and his Sazanorga, he proposed an oppressive, conditional surrender. Against the tactician from the Kushain Believers, Vilan, he sent a surrender riddled with excessively decorated grumbles.


    To the goblins, who were unsophisticated by nature, these ploys were more than enough to throw them into disarray. The weakness of the mixed army also came to light. A weakness that came in the form of a question, ‘who would take the lead in this war and who would have the right to call the shots?’


    Unable to come up with an answer, they decided to send a messenger back to Revea Su and wait for further instructions. This was a mistake. Although Vilan could predict the movements of an army, he was not good at psychological games.


    Rather it was Queen Mira, his superior, who excelled in reading the human mind. Unfortunately, she wasn’t here.


    With the goblins unmoving, this time the three-country alliance attacked with Aldur leading them.


    The goblins were surprised, but they were all veterans with hundreds of battles under their belt. They immediately fixed their armies, and fought back against the assaulting enemies.


    “If the enemy is arrogant enough to come out and fight, then good! That makes everything simpler! Just crush them all!”


    Gi Zu said to inspire his soldiers, then the goblins of Sazanorga met the enemy head on, and immediately, the winds changed.


    As expected, the goblins were strong in combat.


    Despite being taken by surprise and despite being on the defensive at first, Sazanorga’s valiant response spurred the rest of the armies on, and before long, they were starting to gradually attack in their respective styles.


    As though spurred on by that, the Regiol too gradually repelled the pressure of the enemy. After a line or so later, Vilan’s Akazones and the other armies from the allies got back on their feet too.


    When the enemy realized that their surprise attack had failed, they immediately retreated.

  


  

  
    * * *


    When the goblins saw the enemy retreating in every direction, they thought for sure that they’d won. Aldur’s retreat was just that convincing, and besides, about half of the soldiers were indeed running for their lives.


    Aldur had also taken that into consideration as he repeatedly retreated to lead the goblins to the traps they’ve set. This was not something that could’ve been done normally, but Aldur had the guts to make it happen.


    It was precisely because of this courage of his that his allies have come to call him ‘Undying’. As he took on the role of the rearguard, he repeatedly drew the enemies and subjugated them with the traps. To the humans, seeing the goblins be defeated one-sidedly was like seeing the star of hope shine upon them.


    Most of the minor nation, Fenis’, territory was a forest. Protecting the elves used to be their biggest source of income, but ever since the elves turned to Alrodena, they’ve had to rely on the wealth of the forest and the trade with the neighboring nations.


    Autumn was at hand, so the trees have dried and fallen leaves have pilled up on the ground. The humans took advantage of that to prepare all manners of traps for beasts, from pitfalls to tripwires, and lured the goblins there.


    To tip the scales even further toward the human side, even the winds helped Aldur, and by the time Gi Jii and Vilan noticed the smell of oil, it was already too late. A great sea of fire expanded, transforming into a crimson flame that enveloped the whole area. To the goblins’ dismay, this part of the world was littered with fuel for flame, and the blooming crimson could only prove more fatal.


    “Retreat! You’ll burn to death!”


    The Akazone of the tactician, Vilan Do Zul, turned around, while Gi Jii was cut off by the flames, and Gi Zu just managed to catch up.


    “Damn it! We almost had them!”


    Gi Zu stomped his feet in frustration, while Gi Jii ordered for their immediate retreat.


    “Gi Zu-dono, this isn’t the time to be complaining!”


    “I know!　Normally, we’d push through, but this many traps is just— Che!”


    Had it been just a few walls of flame, Gi Zu wouldn’t have hesitated to call the charge and jump straight in, but with all the traps littered around them, the odds of dying in the fire were simply too high.


    The threat of the fire lay not only in the heat but also the approaching black smoke.


    The goblins fled from the black smoke, but the soldiers of the three-country alliance shot them from afar, while countless ambushes greeted them along their route.


    In the end, the mixed army suffered heavy casualties, and they would need much time before they would be able to mobilize again.


    ◆◇◇


    The defeat of the mixed army reached Gi Gu Verbena – who was still advancing steadily – before Revea Su. The fervorous attacks of Alrodena that has started since the winter of the third year of the king’s calendar was actually rather vague.


    Gi Ga Rax took the north, Gi Gu Verbena took the center, Gi Gi Orudo took the south, and the mixed army took the southernmost areas. Only a general direction had been set, and which countries to conquer was left to the discretion of the generals.


    When Gi Gu Verbena received word that Gi Ga Rax had recovered their own unique pace, a fearless smile appeared on him.


    “Of course, he’s the not the sort of man to stumble in a place like that.”


    Gi Gu praised his peers that were fighting hard in the distant northern lands, then he turned his attention to the humans that were putting on a cowardly display in the south.


    “A little motivation seems in order.”


    In the late summer of the fourth year of the king’s calendar, Felduk, under the lead of Gi Gu Verbena, conquered three nations, becoming more powerful each time, until finally becoming the strongest army among the goblin armies.


    Gi Gu was also aware that he was the leading general among the four generals, and not willing to allow his goblin peers to fall behind their human counterparts, he ordered the army working on the eastern expedition to attack the three-country alliance.


    The heroic figure of the three-country alliance, Aldur, had to abandon his victory party to run back to the frontlines. After the battle at the south of Fenis was another battle at the north of the alliance, and yet despite all the battles without rest, his mind did not break.


    But though his mind may not have broken, he could not help but draw cold sweat when Felduk’s battle formation was revealed.


    The goblin soldiers alone numbered 8,000, but on top of that, they had human battle slaves as well that numbered more than 3,000, and then they even had relatively docile monster beasts pulling siege weaponry accompanied by goblins dressed in gorgeous military uniform.


    With the appearance of evidently high-ranking goblins, Aldur could not be faulted for thinking that the main force of the goblins had arrived.


    A large army of more than 10,000 troops and the capacity to deploy troops to maintain the supply lines that kept it fed.


    Compared to their hastily raised armies, the goblin army had five times their numbers; hence, Aldur once again chose to avoid a direct confrontation, opting instead to send out a messenger that promised surrender, and even gave the goblins one of their cities. By this point, volunteer soldiers from outside of the public and private sector of the three-country alliance were starting to gather at Aldur’s side.


    With the former holy knight, Gulland, and Saldin of the Red King clan among those, Aldur handed a city to Felduk.


    But just as they entered, Aldur suddenly attacked.


    Felduk was taken by surprise, but they were a veteran at urban warfare thanks to the battles at Germion Kingdom, only their experience wouldn’t serve them well here, for the enemy actually dared to reduce the city itself into ashes.


    Although the residents have been evacuated in advance, Gi Gu was still taken aback by the unrestrained attacks of these cornered humans. The battle slaves he’d brought with him were also of little use in urban warfare. The goblins could keep an eye on them when they fought in the open plains, but in the urban area, where there were plenty of places to run, it wasn’t possible to monitor them all, and battle slaves deserted one after another.


    And yet as unhappy as Gi Gu might’ve been because of that, he had no choice but to reorganize the war. As Felduk retreated from the billowing flames, the three-country alliance gave chase. They paid a huge price in order to pursue Felduk, but the end result was stepping on the tail of the tiger.


    After Felduk fixed their formation, they wiped out all the soldiers that gave chase. Moreover, their fake surrender angered Gi Gu to the point that he gave a black-hearted order.


    “Turn everything into ashes. The people, the town, everything you pass! Destroy them all and make them tremble before our axe of fear!”


    Gi Gu’s anger became the wrath of Felduk, and everything they passed was scorched, not even the grass was spared.


    It was then that Shumea arrived with the battle flag from the Goblin King.

  


  Chapter 272 – The Three-Country Alliance


  
    The wyverns living in Wyvern Valley fled from the invaders.


    The humans thought of them as a subspecies to the dragons, but in truth, they were a completely different species. Wyverns were a kind of monster beast. Though they had the character for dragon in their name, they were not under the rule of Grimoa the Dragon King.


    However, that did not mean that they were completely free of the influence of the Dragon King Grimoa. After all, there was a fierce battle unfolding between Dragon King Grimoa’s dragons from the northern mountains and Gawain, servant of the underworld goddess, from the west.


    A single dragon was enough to wipe out all of Wyvern Valley, and there were 500 of them living just up north. Yet despite that, the wyverns still chose to live in Wyvern Valley because of the prey available in the area and the lack of competitors.


    The large herbivores that the wyverns fed on were rarely found in the eastern continent, and the southern regions of the continent were too hot for the wyverns, while there were too many competitors in the western region for them to prosper.


    That’s why it wouldn’t be wrong to say that they had no choice but to live in Wyvern Valley.


    But the wyverns were monster beasts, and they were sensitive to danger. Presently, those survival instincts of theirs were blaring within them at full power.


    The culprit was that thing that had taken the form of a human, a species that was usually nothing but prey to them.


    It would easily jump over the fleeing wyverns and fasten a rope around their necks. That was an improved version of the human magic tool, the Collar of Obedience, and it worked even with monster beasts.


    Once collared, the wyverns would lose the ability to fly, and be forced to sit down on the ground despite their cries. After catching dozens of wyverns, the hero was finally satisfied, and left the valley with the captured wyverns in tow.


    But this was not the only time the wyverns would suffer.


    From this point forward, humans riding wyverns would periodically come to catch them, and in the end, the numbers of the wyverns living in the valley would greatly decline. Thanks to that, however, the Wyvern Knights of the Sacred Kingdom of Altigand that could soar the skies was completed.


    Yet even before completion, the influence of the Wyvern Knights and the hero has already reached many places, and a great wave of refugees came from the minor nations that fell to the Goblin King’s  

    Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena Kingdom 

    )

    .


    The hero that succeeded in weaponizing the wyverns dispatched the Wyvern Knights to various countries as scouts. It was a display of Altigand’s might, and at the same time, an attempt to lure skilled people to his side. It started with the subjugation of monster beasts, then repelling bandits, suppressing rebelling slaves, and dispatching skilled subordinates as aids to the nations that suffered heavy military losses during the War of the Saint.


    All of the minor nations feared the goblins approaching from the west. And when the merchants escaped, everything came tumbling down, and the affluent people and the fearful poor fled to Altigand.


    Meanwhile, the hero used the technology from the recently conquered Oceanic Kingdom Yarma to import food from distant nations.


    —We’ll be saved if we go to Altigand.


    The information disseminated by the wyvern knights and the merchants gave rise to a great wave of refugees, which the hero took advantage of, turning them into either soldiers, engineers or laborers…


    Before long, there was a servant girl with black hair that snuggled closely to the hero. But that was not all, agricultural scientists that made it possible to support an explosive increase in population, powerful warriors, and crafty merchants began gathering as well.


    The one thing they all shared in common was that every one of them was a young woman with jaw-dropping beauty. Their numbers contributed to the rapid militarization of Altigand.


    As though these people had been long prepared, skilled people appeared beside the hero one after another.


    From the unending waves of refugees or the fallen Oceanic Kingdom of Yarma or the nobles of the Holy Kingdom of Alsas, or perhaps, the citizens, came people, beautiful and skilled, to serve the hero.


    Meanwhile, the hero suddenly made his way for the unexplored lands to the north.


    The lands ruled by Grimoa the Golden Dragon King were not just unexplored lands, but also holy lands untouched by any kingdom no matter how great.


    ◇◆◇


    It was about two months after hostilities opened, when the three-country alliance were suffering from Gi Gu Verbena’s fierce attacks, that the Goblin King’s appointed commander-in-chief, Shumea, arrived. The north of the country alliance, where the  

    Axe and Sword Army

    (

Felduk 

    )

     have been wreaking havoc, was turned into ash just as Gi Gu declared.


    “Well, this certainly is quite the display.”


    Shumea stood before that and scratched her head as she frowned.


    These reinforcements that utilized a mix of humans and goblins had to consider the feelings of the humans too. Shumea had gotten word of how fierce Gi Gu attacked, but she never thought it would be to this extent.


    “But then again, spilled milk is spilled, so let’s just worry about what to do from here on out.”


    Shumea was a brave woman with the guts to boldly push her opinion even in the face of a goblin. The first thing she did was to chase after the still attacking Felduk and held a meeting with Gi Gu.


    “…I don’t like this.”


    “I know, but this is the boss’s order, so it can’t be helped. I hope you can at least understand that much.”


    Shumea explained her situation and her new position, as well as how she intended to change the way they fought in the coming days, but Gi Gu folded his arms and glared daggers at her.


    “Or are you telling me that you’re going to ignore this?”


    “I can’t read. But I can recognize the king’s crest when I see it. I also know that you’re a human that doesn’t know how to lie.”


    “It’s kind of embarrassing that you think so highly of me.”


    Apparently, Gi Gu thought highly of Shumea. Shumea was one of the first to leave the human world to follow the Goblin King, and the achievements she accomplished under his banner did not lose out by any means to the goblins.


    Even a goblin supremacist like Gi Gu could only acknowledge her accomplishments. But that was that and this was this. The thought of having to entrust his battle to her was not something he could welcome so warmly.

  


  

  
    * * *


    “But even if you negotiate with them, you can’t trust them,” Gi Gu said.


    “I know. But after what you’ve done, they’ll probably be more willing to talk,” Shumea said.


    “Hmm.”


    Gi Gu looked displeased as he rubbed his chin, but Shumea spoke indifferently.


    “I’ll let His Majesty know that you fought well, so you won’t have to worry about His Majesty thinking poorly of you.”


    “I see… If you’re going that far, then I’ll take a step back.”


    As Gi Gu finally agreed to submit to Shumea and change the way they fought, Shumea quickly mobilized. She ordered Felduk to reorganize, then added Gi Jii Yubu’s  

    army

    (

Regiol 

    )

    , Gi Zu Ruo’s  

    Thousand-Demon Army

    (

Sazanorga 

    )

    , and the mixed army to her forces, and then attacked the cities ruled by the three-country alliance.


    However, the way the armies fought under her could only be called soft when compared to Felduk.


    “I don’t think the enemy will surrender if we fight like this.”


    Shumea heard Gi Zu and Gi Jii out, then turned to Vilan Do Zul for his opinion.


    “Do you share their thoughts too, tactician-dono?”


    “Umm, yes…”


    “Hmm~”


    When Vilan saw Shumea smile meaningfully, he fell silent and became thoughtful.


    “It’s fine like this, for now,” Shumea said.


    They all looked at each other as Shumea watched the walls of the enemy city with her spear on her shoulders.


    “Alright, I’ll be heading to Gi Gi Orudo’s base, so you boys watch over our base while I’m out.”


    Shumea took only a small number of soldiers with her before departing for Gi Gi Orudo’s base. On other days she would visit Gi Gu Verbena too.


    After seeing all that, Vilan was finally able to see through Shumea’s intentions.


    “Shumea-dono intends to make the most out of Felduk, Zeilduk, and  

    the mixed army

    (

us 

    )

    .”


    “…What do you mean?”


    Gi Zu and Gi Jii couldn’t understand, so Vilan simplified it for them.


    “The enemy thinks we’re just idiots that throw our forces at them time and time again. Shumea-dono is trying to change that. It’s a good move to threaten them too.”


    “So, in other words, she wants to make the most of our numerical superiority?”


    “Yes, she wants to make the enemy feel helpless to force them into negotiations. The reason she’s being so lenient attacking this city is chiefly to buy time.”


    Just as Vilan had pointed out, Felduk and Zeilduk had quickly reorganized themselves and caught up with the mixed army. It didn’t take them long before the armies were close enough to communicate with each other.


    “She’s surprisingly talented at politics.”


    The goblins couldn’t understand what Vilan meant by that. It was a human concept to balance the different armies and avoid taking all of the achievements. As the goblin armies competed with each other in the eastern expedition, it became apparent that the entire army would become imbalanced once one of the armies stood out too much.


    Of course, it was also true that Shumea was trying to take advantage of their numerical superiority. It was brilliant on Shumea’s part to realize that she could bring out the best of the different armies by focusing their forces.


    At the very least, she had a much broader perspective than the goblins that just focused on crushing the enemies that were right in front of them. Perhaps, this was the reason why the Goblin King entrusted the whole army to her.


    Shumea waited for all three armies to come together, then she sent a messenger to the city to demand their surrender. In the face of that massive army of roughly 20,000 soldiers, the city could only surrender. The decisive factors behind their surrender were the humans, Shumea and Vilan, who negotiated with the cities that were terrified of Felduk’s atrocities.


    As the made their way through the cities under the Three-Country Alliance, Shumea had them pledge to offer food on top of their surrender, and before long, their armies finally reached the fortress that Aldur the Undying protected.


    The goblins wanted to attack immediately, but Shumea stopped them and chose to prepare carefully instead.


    “There’s no reason for us to rush. They’re the ones in trouble. After all, they’re the ones struggling with food.”


    And then as though to show off all the food they got from the cities they conquered, Shumea ordered the armies to make camp in front of the fortress and fortify their position. She even had them build stone barracks. Aldur could only watch on with arms folded and brows knitted.


    He has won many times until now by defeating the advancing goblins. The false surrenders, sacrificing an entire city… Everything was done to limit the areas that the goblins could attack from.


    Aldur’s strategy revolved around avoiding a direct confrontation and hitting the goblins where it hurt. But while such tactics were effective against the goblins, it was fundamentally ineffective against Shumea.


    Until now, the goblins were a scattered force, attacking as individual forces, but now, with the appearance of a commander-in-chief in Shumea, the three armies were being mobilized under one will, making it that much more difficult to focus on their weak points.


    Moreover, with Shumea at the head of the army, the cities that have been desperately fighting for their lives have now started to relax. As someone who has been relying on the people’s sense of crisis to put up a desperate resistance against the goblins, Shumea’s move was strategically powerful.


    In fact, some of the cities under the Three-Country Alliance have even begun to consider a surrender. There was a strange charisma about Shumea that was effective not only at suppressing the goblins but also at making people feel that she would keep her word.


    Hence, Shumea’s strategy successfully drove Aldur into a corner.

  


  

  
    * * *


    The soldiers that have been driven into the proud fortress of the Three-Country Alliance, the  

    Three Hawk Fortress

    (

Cruz Tiga Rus 

    )

     were all wounded. They have been fighting all this time against soldiers stronger than them individually while also being numerically disadvantaged. Naturally, the burden on every one of them was that much greater.


    Despite that they continued to fight because of the man called Aldur.


    He had a long, slender, and well-proportioned physique, but he was by no means a handsome man. He had brown hair and a pair of stiff and slackless eyebrows that radiated his strong will.


    It was thanks to this man that the three-country alliance was able to exist this long despite being so helpless, yet it was also this same man who was currently in a predicament.


    He paced about aimlessly in the fortress, his eyes darting here and there, but only a few called out to him. That was not because they feared this commander of theirs, but because they knew that he was deep in thought.


    Of course, despite wanting to be considerate, they still had to salute to him when they happened into him for manner’s sake, but they would naturally move out of his sight.


    Aldur was grateful that they were so considerate, but it was precisely that that made him wryly smile.


    “There are times when I want to drink with someone too, you know.”


    Aldur muttered as though he was talking about someone else.


    He made his way for one of the rooms allocated to the commanders of the army.


    “I’m entering.”


    He didn’t bother waiting for a reply when he opened the door. On the bed was a man embracing his great sword while seated.


    “You have business with me, Commander?”


    The way he looked insisted that he was a veteran warrior. One of the holy knights, symbols of the late Germion Kingdom. A man who was once extolled as a hero. But now his eyes were dark and gloomy.


    “Sometimes, I need a drink too.”


    “…I see.”


    And that sharp tongue he once had was now dull. Gulland quietly nodded.


    Aldur sat himself on one of the chairs in the room, and took the liberty to open a bottle and start drinking. With just two men in the room, there was no one here to admonish him.


    He drank the grape wine straight from the bottle, then handed the same bottle to Gulland as he wiped his mouth.


    “I’ll take you up on that.”


    Gulland didn’t hesitate to receive the bottle, and then just Aldur did, he drank straight from it, then wiped his mouth.


    “…They’re strong.”


    After drinking like that for a while, Aldur said that out of the blue.


    “…Yeah.”


    Aldur’s drunken eyes could still vividly recall the sight of those goblins wreaking havoc in the battlefield, while Gulland nodded without the slightest change in his expression.


    Aldur wryly smiled when he saw that.


    “As expected of a hero, you’re different from me. Perhaps you’re the kind of guy who burns brighter the stronger the enemy?”


    Drunk, Aldur said those words sarcastically, but Gulland just quietly listened, then he emptied the grape wine and sighed with a breath that stank of liquor.


    “I… Couldn’t protect anyone. Not my beloved wife, not the country I swore fealty to, not my subordinates who idolized me, not even the friends that offered me their friendship.”


    Every word that left his mouth weighed a great burden. Aldur’s eyes opened wide.


    “But it’s precisely because I’m still alive that I can’t die so easily.”


    The voice that resounded in that room was calm, but there was an obsession in his voice that seemed ablaze.


    “Even if they’re strong enough to rule over the lands, I have to fight until I die.”


    He was still alive, but with that declaration, he might as well have been dead.


    The goblins were strong. Beating them was probably impossible even if they gathered all of the remaining forces within the country. They had excellent commanders and powerful soldiers supporting them. But beyond that, the logistical power behind them was just too thorough for their nation not to swallow everything else.


    Yet despite that… Despite knowing that he would die, this man before him declared that he would fight.


    “A man stuck in the past, huh.”


    Aldur grumbled, and for the first time, Gulland bitterly smiled.


    “You’re not wrong.”


    “You know… Once this war was over, I was planning to go back to being a hunter and living a carefree life.”


    “Oh?”


    “I would lay down traps and hunt  

    Horned Deer

    (

Diara 

    )

     and  

    Grey Rabbits

    (

Gureez 

    )

    , then I would go to town to sell them. Oh, I could treat you to some stewed Diara too. That stuff tastes really good, and it goes well with liquor too.”


    The two men continued this childish conversation for a while, but when the liquor was gone, Aldur’s head dropped as though the strings holding him up had been cut.


    “…My country sent a messenger,” Aldur said.


    “…They’re surrendering,” Gulland said.


    “Sorry.”


    “…It’s not your fault.”


    Gulland closed his eyes while seated atop the bed as he looked up, while Aldur stifled his quivering voice and closed his eyes.


    “Take the soldiers and head east. We’ll last for three more days,” Aldur said.


    “The soldiers here gathered because of you. It’ll be hard for me to lead them,” Gulland said.


    “That doesn’t sound like something a hero would say. I’ll persuade them,” Aldur said. “The Sacred Kingdom of Altigand seems to have realized a wyvern order. Once the three-country alliance has collapsed, the only power with the strength left to resist the goblins would be them.”


    “…I understand. Commander.”


    “I’m not your commander anymore. I’m just Aldur.”


    “…I see. In that case, I should warn you as your friend then, Aldur. Run.”


    But Aldur could only smile tearfully as he shook his head.


    “…I can’t.”


    This man fought because he didn’t want to die, yet despite being bound hand and foot, he persistently held on to his pride and shook his head.


    “You’re going to die.”


    His country was most likely going to offer his head to prove their allegiance to the goblins. If his country was going to surrender now after coming this far, then they more than likely promised the goblins something to sweeten the deal.


    Even Gulland could imagine that much, so naturally, the clever Aldur would realize it too.


    “If I run those under me will have to take my place.”


    A slight frown appeared on Gulland.


    “So much for being the Vicious Three Tongues,” Gulland said.


    “…Sorry about that. I’ll have to leave everything to you,” Aldur said.


    “Tch… I know.”


     

    Complying with the request of his friend, the very next day, Gulland left the fortress with the soldiers, then he contacted the Wyvern Knights and rendezvoused with the Sacred Kingdom of Altigand.


    As for Aldur the Undying, just as Gulland had predicted, he was assassinated by the country that surrendered to the goblins.


    Word of Aldur’s death reached Gulland when he arrived at the Sacred Kingdom. That day Gulland glared at the west and stood there unmoving until the sun set.


    In the coldest period of the fourth year of the King’s Calendar, Aldur Malinek, hero of the three-country alliance, died. With his death, the smoldering resistance of the three-country alliance also came to an end.


    With the bulwark breached, Alrodena’s attacks grew even fiercer.


    And though Shumea had already returned to the west, there was no stopping the eastern expedition of Felduk, Zeilduk, and the mixed army. Already, the only country left with the power to resist was Altigand.

  


  Chapter 273 – The Iron-Country of Elfa


  
    Just as Aldur had predicted, after the collapse of the three-country alliance there was no country left that could stop  

    the Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena Kingdom 

    )

    . The mixed army and the now revitalized  

    Twin-Headed Beast and Axe Army

    (

Zeilduk 

    )

     moved northward along the coast from the southernmost tip, while Gi Ga Rax’s Aransain and Gi Gu Verbena’s Felduk moved through the mountainous region, taking care not to go past the Great Mountains that demarcated the unexplored north and the human region.


    Alrodena marched onward, crushing every minor nation from the Ranserg Region as it grew in power and conquered every land except the unexplored lands of the west, north, and south.


    Alrodena, a nation built and fought for by the  

    Demonic Children of Chaos

    (

Goblins 

    )

    .


    The nations that have yet to know its bite could only watch on in horror. It seemed the Sacred Kingdom of Altigand was the last nation that might be able to stop its march.


    In the coldest period of the fourth year of the King’s Calendar, in the eastern region, this was a season when the mountains would be covered in a thin layer of white.


    According to the intel of the tactician of Alrodena’s entire army, Pale Symphoria, the Order of the Wyvern Knights were already 500 knights strong. The Wyvern Knights boasted that a single knight from their ranks could fight 500 infantrymen on the battlefield, and the masses were more than happy to gobble their boast without question.


    In the taverns, the men returning home from work would talk about how reliable the Wyvern Knights were, while the women by the common well would talk about how terrifying the country built by the goblins was.


    Without a doubt, the voice of the people was dyed in fear. The threads woven by Pale’s intelligence department have already started to encroach into Altigand. Rumors whispered in taverns, the flow of commodities, their prices, and all sorts of information were regularly gathered and sent to Pale.


    But the person in charge of organizing and integrating that information was not Pale the Tactician herself, but Sophia, the little girl that survived the tragedy of the  

    Soar to Freedom

    (

Elks 

    )

    .


    As she came into contact with all sorts of schemes under Pale, Sophia’s talent blossomed, and before long, she had become Pale’s right-hand woman in the war of information. Now, she could infiltrate an enemy country on her own to instigate, disturb, and plot against them, while at the same time using her organization to fight in the war of information.


    Her methods that relied on fostering orphans for pawns meant a transformation in the nature of the Elks Clan, which under Clan Leader Touri was a clan made up by a small but elite tight-knit force that was more family than work. However, after the passing of the clan leader during those battles in the shadows, they had to find a way to fight in the shadows while maintaining their bonds.


    There was also no one else that could handle the information war on a national scale.


    The main force of Alrodena Kingdom was of course the goblins.


    But while the Goblin King’s personal charm and fighting prowess was indeed at the center of all of that, no one could say – even in flattery – that they had a talent for information warfare; hence naturally, that burden had to fall onto someone that they could trust, an ally. And among their allies, the ones that excelled in that particular field were the survivors of the Elks Clan.


    Originally, it was Pale’s role to fill, but as Sophia grew, she eventually left it to her for no other reason that because she had to. As the tactician of the entire army of Alrodena Kingdom, as someone with the power to mobilize all its armies, politics was not something she could remain estranged to.


    The war with the Holy Shushunu Kingdom had taught her that stability in logistics and in the states of the kingdom was necessary for the military to demonstrate its full might, so she had no choice but to raise her rank from a civil official to something more.


    Now, she was less a tactician, and more a prime minister. No matter how talented or charming the Goblin King might be, one man could not possibly support an entire kingdom all on his own.


    So he needed people that could serve as his eyes and ears, people that could serve as his limbs. The Goblin King had once thought of a way to rule the humans from the forest. The answers he found then that relied on a vassalage system was finally being realized through Pale’s efforts.


    Pale Symphoria as the prime minister, then of those supporting her as her aides, at the top of the list was the Governor-General of the Western Capital, Yoshu Fagarmia, followed by Helen Meer the  

    Silent Beauty

    (

Milfet 

    )

    , and then the Superintendent of the Eastern Expedition, Ganon Latosh the  

    Genius with a Rubbish Mouth

    (

Mardigas 

    )

    .


    There were talents from the elves too. Such as the daughter of the wise Shure Forni, Princess Shunaria. Selena and the others were present too, though they were mostly there to support Princess Shunaria.


    These civil officials gathered from among the humans and the elves were the eccentrics necessary to create a great power. And it was up to Pale to bring them all together and ensure that the eastern expedition could display their full power.


    The Goblin King tended to his duties with sincerity, but if one had to measure his talents regarding politics and paperwork, then unfortunately, he was only average.


    Of course, as a goblin – and with the exception of the druids – he was a genius in his own right, but compared to those geniuses Pale gathered, he was at least two levels their inferior.


    But then again, given how much the king loved to swing his sword at the frontlines, he was already plenty talented.


    The Goblin King with the vision, Prime Minister Pale with the support, and the civil officials to realize. All three engines were essential to the operations of the country and were the catalysts needed to complete the great undertaking – the making of a nation.


    With the two wheels of the pen and the sword aligned, Alrodena’s progress showed no signs of stopping. The soldiers fighting in the frontlines were all veteran goblins, and the number of goblins sent every few months by the headquarters in the Forest of Darkness, the Fortress of the Abyss, would easily exceed the capacity of a nation.


    Before long, Alrodena walked toward the strongest fortress of Ranserg Region, the Iron Country of Elfa.

  


  

  
    * * *


    Claiming themselves to be descendants of the great country of Ranserg, the iron country of Elfa was the nation with the greatest presence among the minor nations. They also possessed the biggest mining area in the Ranserg Region, enabling them to generate so much money they could enrich the treasury of any minor nation. It was this great wealth that allowed all the kings of Elfa to adopt policies that favored the military.


    There were two kinds of iron produced from the high-quality ores of Elfa. Water Iron and Rock Iron.


    The former was extremely light without sacrificing strength, while the latter possessed magic-repelling properties without sacrificing weight. Naturally, the Iron Country of Elfa used these two metals to forge equipments for their heavy knights.


    There were four orders of heavy knights and four orders of squires subservient to them.


    No other nation within Ranserg Region had a standing army as big as Elfa’s, as the region was crowded with minor nations. The only nations that could resist Ranserg’s massive army were the major nations. With their military strength bolstered to such a degree, it only made sense to swallow up the neighboring countries and become a hegemony just like the former great power that was Ranserg, but unfortunately, the conditions of their location did not permit that.


    To the east was the Holy Kingdom of Alsas.


    Though it had long declined, they remained ever vigilant for any opportunity to lay claim to Elfa’s resources. Along with that, Elfa also had hostile minor nations to the north and the south, who would cooperate with Alsas from time to time to attack Elfa. That’s why they didn’t have any strength to spare to suppress the region.


    But the Iron Country of Elfa did not give up on restoring the old great power that was Ranserg. The people of Elfa were stubborn and brave.


    ‘One day, for sure──.’


    As though that were the slogan of all of Elfa, they improved the lands that were not blessed agriculturally, and the country and the people unified to strengthen their military. But that was nothing more than a nuisance to the nations around them.


    The stronger their army became, the warier the neighboring nations grew, and the closer the neighboring nations drew to the major power that was Alsas.


    But then a ripple surged on the unchanging situation, a ripple that came through Alrodena’s invasion that started with the War of the Saints. It was such a huge event that the feud between the humans was forgotten for a moment, and Elfa started swallowing the nations around it at an astonishing rate.


    The Iron Country of Elfa and the nations around it saw the Saint of the  

    Goddess of Healing

    (

Zenobia 

    )

     as a flag and sent reinforcements to the Ivory Tower, only to be routed by Alrodena. After losing an order of heavy knights, Elfa busied itself reconstructing it.


    The people were burdened with heavy taxes, the king had to eat frugally, the army had to scrimp and save, and the miners had to work without sleep.


    Eventually, they managed to rebuild that order of heavy knights, but then the Holy Kingdom achieved the impossible and was reborn as the Sacred Kingdom. While the three-nation alliance were busy fighting off the goblins, a messenger from the Sacred Kingdom of Altigand – the nation where a hero was said to have descended – arrived at the Iron Country to form an alliance.


    The young female messenger’s offer for an offensive and defensive alliance was met with mixed opinions.


    Of those supporting the alliance’s immediate establishment was Rasdir, son of the late Rasmoa. This large, muscular man that would not disgrace his late father – who was also known as the Iron Bull General – strongly advocated for the alliance with Altigand.


    “We have no choice but to form an alliance anyway, so let’s just hurry up and get it over with.”


    He was a large man that approached nearly 2 meters (6.6ft) tall. In these days where the average height was at most a meter and a half (4.9ft), he might as well have been a giant. That giant stature of his was supported by a thick neck, from which extended four powerful limbs. Just one glance at him was enough to overwhelm a person.


    “So you say, but we can’t trust that country!”


    Elfa’s council consisted of eight people, the six highest-ranking knight commanders of the army, the king, and the prime minister, who was in charge of the politics. Rasdir, the leader of the newly established order of heavy knights, glanced sharply at them as he spoke.


    “In that case, are we going to be allying ourselves with the goblins?”


    “But that’s…”


    Upon seeing the leader of the opposition to the Altigand alliance, Rasdir sighed.


    “I don’t want to say this in front of so many respected seniors, but we need to let go of our old grudge.” Rasdir said as he scratched his shortly cut hair.


    “…With us being right in the middle of the prospering west and east, it is doubtful that we will be able to keep our independence.”


    The words of the prime minister turned the 6 knight-commanders to the king.


    “B-But…”


    The knight commanders could only grind their teeth.


    But of course, Rasdir wasn’t wrong. Forming an alliance with the goblins was impossible, so they could only ally themselves with Altigand.


    But they have been enemies with the east since the days of their ancestors, making an alliance with them difficult to swallow on an emotional level. They hated allying with them so much that the fiercer ones among the knights actually said that they were better off allying themselves with the goblins.


    The Iron Country of Elfa hated the east that much.


    In the end, the council could not arrive to a conclusion and they retired for the day without achieving anything.


    The knight commander of the newly established order cooped himself up inside his room and racked his head wondering how he could persuade the opposition


    “Excuse me.”


    It was then that the voice of a young woman called out, rousing Rasdir from his sea of thoughts.


    “Who is it?”


    When the door opened, the person that entered was a messenger from Altigand. She was a platoon commander of the Wyvern Knights, but that was a low-ranking position as far as Rasdir was concerned.


    “…What business would a messenger have with me this late into the night?”


    “You seemed troubled, Rasdir-sama, so I was hoping I could be of help.”


    The messenger said with a self-triumphant look, and for a moment, Rasdir felt the urge to smack her, but he managed to stop himself just in time.


    “…It would be best if you retired to your room quickly.”


    Rasdir was also a citizen of Elfa and was not fond of Altigand on an emotional level either. If the situation permitted it, he would even rush to the east and attack this very instant.


    Unfortunately, he could not permit himself to kneel to the goblins of the west as a human being.


    He believed that the independence of his motherland must be protected even if it meant putting aside a grudge of over a hundred years to form an alliance with a detested adversary.

  


  

  
    * * *


    “No, whether it be by hook or by crook, you must be of help to my master,” the messenger said.


    This was a girl that could at most only reach his chest even if she were to stand up. Yet those words were spoken with neither hesitation nor fear.


    Normally, any messenger who looked up at Rasdir’s great stature would instinctively become afraid, yet here was this girl so brave and fearless before him.


    It was a strange sight, but Rasdir was so troubled that he didn’t have the leisure to consider the oddity of this situation. All he wanted right now was to get rid of this irritating messenger from Altigand.


    “That’s why I’m thinking! If you care about your master, get the hell out!”


    Rasdir stood up to evict the messenger girl, but then the smile on her stiffened. And she looked at him with eyes so opened they seemed to be gazing into the abyss, while the smile on her seemed to crack. In the face of that half-done yet heartbreaking smile, Rasdir’s anger dissipated.


    It was then that Rasdir realized that the messenger’s situation was far from normal.


    “Mu!?”


    “No, you must be useful to my master.”


    In the girl’s hand were magic stones.


    She grasped them tightly without a care for herself, and blood began to drip to the floor. As the blood gathered on the floor, they begun to move on their own to draw a circular magic formation.


    “ 

    I call upon the name of the emperor

    (

Warp 

    )

    !”


    Then the blood on the floor glowed and pulsed in a squirming manner, and the circular magic formation expanded.


    When the magic formation pulsed the strongest, a young, handsome boy appeared. Rasdir did not know what kind of material his armor was forged from, but as someone born from the Iron Country, Rasdir could easily see the brilliance and strength of its material.


    But what really amazed him was the splendor around the boy.


    There was a dignity around the boy that made him want to kneel right there and then and swear fealty to him.


    “You should be the young knight commander of Elfa, Rasdir,” the boy said.


    “Yes!”


    Before Rasdir knew it, he’d already knelt and responded to this boy.


    He couldn’t help but question himself what he was doing.


    To prostrate himself before a boy he didn’t even know… It was almost like he was a knight swearing fealty.


    But despite telling himself that this was not acceptable behavior, his body refused to listen. It was strange. It felt as though his mind and his body had been separated from each other, as though he were in a dream.


    Yet even stranger was that it seemed as though even that strange feeling could be transformed into joy. Rasdir waited for the youth’s next words.


    “I need someone who can cooperate with me. An ally to help me defeat the demon king approaching from the west and recover the human world.”


    The word ‘demon king’ sent a chill through Rasdir.


    The enemy’s main force was made up of goblins, so they had looked down on them, but wasn’t it obvious that there was something else lurking there? There were orcs among their ranks too, so perhaps the goblins were nothing more than an advance unit. Perhaps there was something beyond them that existed in the west.


    Perhaps that something was the demon king.


    If so then this was not the time for humans to be fighting among themselves. Rasdir continued to kneel as he pondered to himself.


    “Rasdir.”


    “Yes, my lord.”


    “Won’t you fight with me to save humanity?”


    “Gladly, but… Who are you?”


    “I am a hero.”


    As the splendor around the youth encroached the mind of the young commander, his last resistances finally broke.


    “A hero to save the humans.”


    Three days later, during another meeting, the Iron Country of Elfa confirmed the military alliance with Altigand.


    And so, Elfa, who named themselves descendants of the great power of Ranserg, turned their blade with great vigor and aimed it at Alrodena.


    ◆◇◆


    ──The Iron Country of Elfa has ordered its knight commanders to mobilize.


    When Elfa gave the order to close the border between it and the former three-country alliance, Sophia frowned and immediately reported to Pale.


    “Elfa is responding abnormally fast.”


    Pale’s beautiful eyebrows furrowed upon receiving Sophia’s report. It was as though Elfa had suddenly removed itself of any hesitation, and suddenly gave the order to mobilize.


    With the exception of the newly established knight order defending the imperial capital, three orders of heavy knights and three orders of light knights have already been deployed by the border. The speed of their response had exceeded Pale’s expectations.


    Just a few days ago they were still discussing whether to ally themselves with Altigand or the goblins, or protect their independence. No matter which path they took, the decision should have been chaotic enough to threaten the country splitting, and yet not only did they make a decision, they even chose to relocate the capital.


    Elfa’s royal family was moved to the city near the border of Altigand.


    This was not a secret and was publicly announced, so the alliance between Altigand and Elfa was already certain.


    “Apparently, the new knight commander, Rasdir, persuaded the other knight commanders,” Sophia said.


    “…Is that all?” Pale said.


    “Yes, there were no other major movements…”


    “Thank you. Please continue to gather information.”


    “Understood.”


    After Sophia withdrew, Pale became thoughtful.


    In the end, was that really all this was?


    The sudden organization of the Order of Wyvern Knights, the annexation of the Oceanic Kingdom Yarma, receiving refugees, the food aid from the archipelago nations. And now, the Iron Country of Elfa and Altigand. Two countries that could not live under the same sky, and yet now, Elfa was about to turn itself into a shield for Altigand.


    It was an odd feeling, as though someone had piled up stones to forcefully change the flow of the river.


    The information from the spies that infiltrated Altigand say that Altigand’s finances were bound to decline.


    Do they intend to conscript the refugees?


    Pale herself denied the conclusion she made.


    From where would they procure their armor? These were human soldiers too, so they had to be trained, fed, and led by a commander. Strictly speaking, human soldiers were expensive. Moreover, it was doubtful that someone who was a refugee just recently would be able to do the job.


    She had been leading Alrodena’s military for so long that she’d started to forget, but soldiers were supposed to be expensive.


    They should not be able to match the goblins of Alrodena that have survived many battles.


    They shouldn’t be able to, but Pale couldn’t forget that ominous red sky during the War of the Saint.


    “Have the humans begun to control the power of the gods?”


    Pale has heard from Yoshu of that man that tried to control Reshia at the Ivory Tower.


    If so, then the possibility of summoning someone even more influential could not be dismissed.


     

    “…”


    But even if that were the case, there was no changing the fact that Elfa was standing in Alrodena’s way. Waiting and possibly leaving an opening would only give Altigand more time to prepare.


    The essence of invasion was speed.


    That truth would never change.


    So all that needed to be done was to gather an overwhelming force at Elfa and conquer Elfa in one fell swoop. But if so, then Pale had to play her cards.


    Fortunately, the government officials organized under Pale were already demonstrating their abilities.


    The western sun shone upon the floor of the imperial castle.


    The Goblin King, who had recovered his health, was in the process of completing his administrative duties.


    “Excuse me, Your Majesty.”


    The Goblin King raised up his head, but no change on his countenance could be seen. Saint Reshia was beside him, and she looked the same as well. Such things should’ve been a given, but she let out a sigh of relief nonetheless. However, she did not want them to see that, so she made sure to bow her head.


    “I am here today on urgent business, Your Majesty.”


    “War, I presume.”


    “Yes. The objective is the last of the minor nations at the center of the continent, the Iron Country of Elfa.”


    The Goblin King quietly listened, and she continued.


    “The moment we annex this nation, we will be attacking Altigand.”


    “So the time has come at long last.”


    “Yes. This is the last war in this continent.”


    The Goblin King nodded, then rose from his chair to command Pale.


    “Send word then. I will be fighting this war.”


    “As you will, my king.”


    In the New Year of the fifth year of the King’s Calendar, the Goblin King took the reins of the expedition into his own hands.


    The war between the Iron Country of Elfa and the eastern expedition was about to begin. And word of it travelled to every direction from the imperial capital of Revea Su.

  


  Chapter 274 – Dragon King Grimoa


  
    While  

    the Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena Kingdom 

    )

     was mobilizing the full power of their eastern expeditionary force to face off against the Iron Country of Elfa, the former Sacred Kingdom, now Sacred Empire, Altigand, decided to send the Wyvern Knights as reinforcements.


    There were no squabbles in the process leading to that decision. Even in the imperial council, the ‘hero’ gave his advice, and the military and the civil officials readily nodded.


    Even the nobles that had to attend the imperial council readily accepted any advice from the hero. It was as though that great nation, once known as the proudest among the human nations and full of slanderers, had fallen silent.


    3 days after the imperial council, a company of 100 wyvern knights was sent off to Elfa with a cheer. Leading them was a girl still in her teens.


    Their purpose was to reinforce Elfa and buy Altigand more time. Meanwhile, Altigand decided to reform their army.


    The Alrodena that the goblins built was likely the strongest military nation in the continent at present. To resist their power the hero introduced the concept of an ‘aerial force’, but he believed that alone to be insufficient.


    The main military force of Altigand is the national army that’s under the direct control of the king, as well as the private army that’s made up of mostly noblemen.


    But even with their numbers added up, they only exceeded 10,000 soldiers at most. Moreover, the chain of command was all over the place. With that, it was dubious that they could even fight properly with the minor nations.


    That’s why the noble’s private soldiers were directed to help Elfa.


    But while that order maintained the etiquettes of an imperial decree, the stance behind it to decisively coerce soldiers was evident. Of course, there were nobles that resisted. Of those was even a margrave that rarely showed himself in the imperial court, Margrave Mordred. He was a distant relative of the king, so he resisted the imperial decree resolutely, but the very next day he expressed his stance, he died a mysterious death.


    Several other nobleman suspicious of the order to mobilize their soldiers also died, and before long, no more voices openly opposing the mobilization of the private armies could be heard.


    The nobles that served in the imperial court were enthusiastic, while the nobles that ruled the remote regions were terrified, but no matter who it was, they all mobilized their private armies to support Elfa.


    “Hero, the reinforcements have already reached 5,000 men. This should be about all of the private soldiers of the nobles.”


    A woman, with jade-green hair cut up to her shoulders, called out to the youth from behind.


    It was from the watch tower of the castle that they looked down below to a city that has been growing ever since with its history.


    Then a black hair swayed and a pair of reddish-brown eyes grasped her. That was enough to send sweet numbness rushing through her back.


    “I see.”


    The hero had to look down at her because he was two heads taller than the average man, but she still couldn’t help herself but look down as her cheeks blushed.


    “But what are you going to do with them? It’s true that the private armies are in the way of a unified chain of command, but… Soldiers are soldiers.”


    The beautiful hero smiled as he listened to the words of the talented woman before him.


    “Soldiers? But we have plenty.”


    The hero looked down from the watch tower once again.


    The woman found it unfortunate to lose his gaze, but taken by curiosity, she too looked down the watch tower. As she followed the direction the hero was pointing at, she saw a group of tents outside the city.


    “The refugees?　But…”


    “We have time. Please take care of it.”


    Just a little touch on her shoulders was enough to lit her face aflame, and give rise to a thin voice that no one would think possible from her.


    “You’re really kind.”


    As the hero descended from the watch tower and headed to his room, someone called out to him.


    “Really?”


    “Yes, if you just gave the word, those girls would throw themselves at your feet.”


    With black hair reaching down to her waist, she was the maid of the hero. She wasn’t a day past 15, yet already, she boasted beauty perfected, and she walked behind the hero with a smile.


    “Misha, Charlotte, Rafa, they’re all good kids.”


    The girl that led the wyvern knights, the military officer just now, and the messenger that was sent to Elfa just recently. As he muttered each of their names, the black-haired girl pouted.


    “I don’t remember the names of commoners.”


    “That’s troubling. I’m expecting much from you too, you know?”


    The hero stopped, then stretched out his hand to pat her on the head.


    “We’ll make it work. I have a minor business to attend to.”


    “…As you will, Hero.”


    10 days later, the hero suddenly vanished from the Imperial Capital of Altigand.


    ◆◆◇


    The periodic reinforcements from Altigand delayed the goblins’ conquest of Elfa. It felt as though one moment they had the Iron Country of Elfa surrounded, and then in the next, there was an army behind them.


    The minor nations under the influence of Altigand also sent military supplies and reinforcements. Despite having already sent out refugees, these minor nations still maintained some military strength, so they were able to take on the role of threatening Alrodena’s encirclement from behind.


    There was also the navy.


    When Altigand swallowed up the Oceanic Kingdom of Yarma, they succeeded in acquiring what was almost the only shipping nation in the continent intact. Hence, not only could they purchase goods from the island nations, they could also rely on the neighboring nations to quickly transport goods to Elfa.


    That’s why Pale couldn’t help but consider that perhaps the hero had thought of using Elfa as a shield to buy time the moment they took over the Oceanic Kingdom of Yarma.

  


  

  
    * * *


    The goblins hadn’t just been standing around either.


    Gi Ga Rax set out to conquer the neighboring nations that sent reinforcements to the Iron Country of Elfa. Gi Ga’s  

    Tiger and Spear Army

    (

Aransain 

    )

     had extended their path of conquest toward the northern reaches of the mountain range, but now, they’ve turned their spear at the south, literally trampling underfoot the armies of the neighboring countries. The sight of their advance could only be described as ‘terrifying’.


    Meanwhile, it was Gi Gu Verbena who was put in charge of conquering the Iron Country of Elfa.


    The fierce assault of  

    the Axe and Sword Army

    (

Felduk 

    )

     led by Gi Gu fanned the flames at the border between Elfa and the three-country alliance. In just one battle, a heavy knight unit and their supporting light knight unit were destroyed, and the goblins encroached deeper into Elfa’s borders.


    “No mercy to any and all who resist! The fear of our axe shall be imprinted into them so deeply that they will not even think of resisting!”


    After proclaiming that to the entire Felduk army, Gi Gu himself took the lead and easily advanced into Elfa.


    The Wyvern Knights had been sent as reinforcements to Elfa, but they did not know how to use them properly. The heavy knights of Elfa were renowned for their military prowess..


    The reason for this was the full armor that they could forge thanks to the abundant natural resources of their land. Through their unique methods, they were able to combine rock iron and water iron, enabling the birth of heavy knights that could move easily even while wearing full armor.


    They were confident of the strength of their heavy knights, and that was also true for Misha, who led the Wyvern Knights. But Felduk crushed their confidence with their lives.


    They had believed that a head-on fight would end in the victory of Elfa’s heavy knights, but in the face of Felduk’s overwhelming aggression, not only were the heavy knights destroyed, even the supporting light knights couldn’t run away.


    The leader of the medium-sized company of wyvern knights, Misha, had been doing her best scouting. She immediately reported the results of the battle to Elfa and her home country, Altigand. She said that the private soldiers of the nobles would surely be wiped out if they fought the goblins head-on.


    Altigand still sent their private soldiers despite her report, but Elfa made sweeping changes to their strategy.


    Now they would be employing guerrilla warfare in the mountain region. The terrain of Elfa had an inclination for mountains in the first place, and they were also being supported with supplies through the sea. Moreover, they’ve already dug plenty of tunnels throughout the mountains to mine resources, so with all of that, there was already plenty of support for their new strategy.


    As one might expect, it was indeed Rasdir, the young knight commander, who ordered the retreat from the borders that was a humiliation to the heavy knight order, as well as the one who firmly recommended the construction of a fortress right in front the imperial capital. He convinced the other commanders, then gathered the remaining 3 heavy knight units and one light knight unit to temporarily gather in the vicinity of the imperial capital to prepare for a desperate struggle.


    At the same time, two light knight units were mobilized to attack Alrodena’s supply lines.


    At this point, Felduk’s advance had no choice but to slow down.


    Elfa had a tunnel that brought in supplies through the mountainous region from the south, so it did not seem feasible that their supply support from Altigand could be cut.


    There were countless tunnels in the mountainous regions, so it was simply impossible for the goblins to cover all of them. Moreover, with the tunnels being just wide enough for a person to pass through, even the goblins would find the losses they would incur too great to risk it.


    The strength of the Felduk goblins lay in their excellent coordination when led by a high-ranked goblins, as well as the excellent skills of Gi Gu Verbena as a commander. Their enemies were humans clad in iron armor. However light the light knights may be, they still had iron armor covering the important places. Moreover, as soldiers of Elfa, a nation surrounded by enemies in every direction, they were used to fighting.


    Though the goblins might have physical abilities above that of a human, it was still bound to be a bitter struggle. Above all, the location was terrible. Elfa has always been considering an invasion from one of their neighbors, so they’ve trained their knights thoroughly on how to use the tunnels. Compared to them, the goblins knew nothing at all.


    The headquarters of the goblins, the Fortress, was indeed underground, but it covered a vast area. It was their home, and to the goblins born after the birth of the Goblin King, the world underground was a world removed from violence, only the surface was ever considered to be a battlefield.


    That’s why a battle underground was bound to perplex them.


    Torches burning dazzlingly.


    A narrow space without room to swing one’s weapon at full power.


    So narrow in fact that even goblins could only fit two to stand beside each other, making it difficult for them to display their excellent coordination.


    All of that made the goblins, who had the biggest army in the continent, suffer.


    It’s true that their eyes that could see in the dark were effective, and that they had sharp claws and fangs, so even underground their odds of winning were still half half. Realizing their disadvantage, Gi Gu decided to thoroughly block the tunnels, but the light knights would always appear at some point after they left to reopen the tunnels, so it wasn’t a good solution.


    By this point, Gi Gu had no choice but to judge Felduk’s battlefield to be in a deadlock.


    Meanwhile,  

    the Twin-Headed Beast and Axe Army

    (

Zeilduk 

    )

    , who has been advancing south, made their way with the mixed army for the southern minor nations. It was the tactician of their ally, Vilan Do Zul, who realized that the reason behind Gi Gu Verbena’s Felduk’s struggles lay here.


    The young prodigy of the Holy Matriarchy of Vladinia was widely appraised for his tenacity and presence of mind, and his talent has also been acknowledged by the goblins.


    Gi Zu Ruo, who led  

    The Thousand-Demon Army

    (

Sazanorga 

    )

    , and Gi Jii Yubu, who led the  

    army

    (

Regiol 

    )

    , were also all praises for the youth. They deeply trusted his opinion, so they attacked the minor nations in the south believed to be supporting the Iron Country of Elfa.


    “Let’s cut their throat.”


    With the soldiers of pagan origin called Akazone in tow, Vilan’s leadership was geared more for defense rather than offense. When applied as a diversion, he found himself in the middle of enemy fire.


    His army was always present in the turning points of a battle. He would sidestep the relentless attacks of the enemy, while supporting the assault of the mixed army. The soldiers of the vassal country, the Kingdom of Shirad, had to fight desperately too.


    With Alrodena surrounding them from every direction, they knew that the goblins could eat them at the Goblin King’s whim. If they were to allow their assault to weaken now and allow their country to be destroyed, then for what reason did they even surrender in the first place?


    In order to allow the continued existence of their country, they had no choice but to desperately fight.


    It was around that time when the Goblin King decide to move out himself.


    In the first summer of the fifth year of the King’s Calendar were the imperial guard cavalry and 3,000 new soldiers brought all the way from the Fortress of the Abyss. Before the soldiers equipped with new armor and shields, the Goblin King mounted his beloved steed, Sui, then he raised up his great sword and declared.


    “My subjects. Today we stand on a crossroad. Are we worthy to be conquerors of the continent or not!”


    The Goblin King swung down with his great sword, and the resulting powerful wind made the goblins falter.


    “My subjects. The step we take shall itself be the proof!”　We will not retreat!　Together we will show the enemy that we our conquerors!”


    In the next moment, cheers exploded from the new soldiers.


    They were seeing their king for the first time, and indeed, he was great without equal. Pride filled their chest as they cheered out for the Goblin King.


    “King! King! Our king!”


    The sounds of spears raising and shields knocking mixed together to form a symphony that filled the place. Every time their king called them ‘my subjects’, pride would overflow from their chest.


    Like that the Goblin King led 3,500 soldiers to make their way east.

  


  

  
    * * *


    At the center of the continent was where the humans and the goblins stood divided. North of that, beyond the northern mountain ridges that separated the domain with the most goblins and humans was a land covered in snow. With a wyvern serving him, the hero beheld the height of the sky. Below him was a world covered in white.


    Here even the very breath of the wyvern froze. A senior even among the subordinates of Grimoa the Dragon King, the Wind Dragon, flew at an even higher altitude than the insect that encroached into its domain, and it looked down at it from above, then he suddenly accelerated.


    “What an Impudent──”


    The hero could not possibly be oblivious to something so big approaching him from above. And yet he leisurely stood on the wyvern and drew the sword by his waist.


    On his mouth was carved a cruel smile.


    The kind of smile that one made when tormenting a weaker creature. The hero laughed. The giant wind dragon approached from way up high from the direction of the body of Rodo, and yet the hero faced its great mass head on.


    Thanks to the Collar of Slavery that he personally improved, he could move the wyvern as he pleased. He flew his wyvern straight up to pass by the wind dragon. The wind dragon was nearly 10 times the size of the wyvern, and yet as they passed each other, it was truly only an instant.


    “──This fly.”


    That slash was so sharp that the wind dragon actually thought he’d seen a silver light pass by.


    One attack, and the wind dragon’s head was lopped off.


    “Letting it crash would be bad.”


    The hero swooped down with the wyvern, catching up to the falling wind dragon to cut its body into 8 pieces. As the pieces fell, he touched them, one at a time, with his magic tool pouch, and they were easily sucked inside.


    “…Oops.”


    Storing the remains of the wind dragon happened at about the same time as the wyvern crashed into the ground. Right before the wyvern crashed, the hero’s magic pouch gently floated up and landed on the ground. Despite storing something even bigger than himself, its shape did not change, and he was able to store it back by his waist.


    His own wyvern was on the verge of death, yet he felt no strong emotions and just went about his way.


    “I might as well take down these lesser lifeforms that don’t know their place.”


    Licking his lower lip, the hero walked with his bloodstained sword dangling.


    A few hours later, the hero reached the top of a mountain, encroaching an area that towered over even that mountains region in the unexplored lands. In that region that reached past the sea of clouds, neither legged men nor winged creatures could enter.


    Named after the creators,  

    the Illusion

    (

Famil 

    )

     and  

    the God of Dreams

    (

Jeje 

    )

    , in that one summit, was a cave that seemed to embrace him. The moment he entered it, a howl brimming with rage resounded.


    He, who has been spoken of since the age of the myths, the sky king, Golden Eyes Dragon Grimoa was angry.


    Despite that the hero maintained his composure, and continued to walk while laughing.


    In his hand was a long sword that has buried a total of 400 and 98 dragons.


    There was a sinister smile on his lips, as he looked at the beast that simply ought to be hunted. Those were the eyes of a hunter seeking to hunt his prey, determined not to let it flee.


    “To think you would dare come here without fleeing. Impudent human!”


    The hero continued deeper into the cave and stood before Grimoa with his dazzling golden dragon scales.


    “Good job not running. I’d love to commend you for your bravery, but really… It is nothing more than foolishness.”


    But the hero just scornfully laughed at the dragon’s anger and shrugged his shoulders.


    “You will know the wrath of my subjects!”


    “Don’t make me laugh. Like I give a damn how many subjects of some old gods die. If anything it should be their honor that they were able to be of use to me. And do you really think a mere follower of an old god can win against me?”


    As the hero swung his bloodstained sword, blood scattered.


    “Atone for your arrogance with death!”


    With an angry bellow that pierced the heavens, a wrath ball appeared before Grimoa. When something like that occurred inside a cave, the chance of the cave collapsing and being buried alive couldn’t be denied. Of course, Grimoa wouldn’t die because of something on that level, but the desire to personally kill the murderer that slayed so many of his subjects won out.


    “An ancient calamity that recognizes no human power. Learn with your flesh the meaning of our justice!”


    Flame erupted from the wrath ball of fire, devouring the air as it ran within the cave. Three streaks per wrath ball. Six streaks of flames all in all raged within the narrow spaces of the cave.


    Yet Grimoa’s attack did not end there. In the blink of an eye, he put together a composition formula and gave the wrath balls their own will, allowing them to attack the hero on their own. At the same time, he used his claws to try and tear the hero apart.


    Just the great weight of the dragon was a threat on its own.


    It could crush a person and it could also limit the movements too, but what was more was that the raging fire unleashed by Grimoa was wreaking havoc everywhere inside the cave.


    Despite that the hero laughed.


    This much was within his expectations. After all, he was hunting the beast that called himself the Dragon King.


    “ 

    O world, exist for me..

    (

Enchant 

    )

    !”


    Cladding the long sword was golden ether.


    “ 

    Protect our master

    (

Shield 

    )

    !”


    Protecting his body was a wall of purple flames.


    The step taken, faster than any speed a human cold reach.


    Already, the attack unleashed had encroached into divinity.


    And with a single blow, the raging rampaging flames were silenced. Several more streaks of flames came shooting, but the hero cut them with his blade, and the very magic itself dissipated.


    After cutting the composition formula that composed the flame spell, the hero advanced.


    “Impudent!”


    Grimoa swung his right claws, and rock and soil went flying. The rocks that came into contact with the Dragon King’s claws transformed into sharp spears that shot out toward the hero, while the soil turned into pebble bullets that shot out as well.


    No matter how much the hero wished to cut the composition formula, things not woven with magic could not be cut. Grimoa hypothesized that in an instant and made his attack, and as it turns out, he was exactly right.


    The hero dodged the barrage of stone spears and pebble bullets, but the distance between them was shrinking.


    “Not even your ashes will be left!”


    As rock and soil was hurled at him one after another, Grimoa wove the next great spell.


    ── 

    Born of the Scorching Star

    (

Volcano 

    )

    


    Suddenly, a giant magic formation appeared before Grimoa, from whose center spewed out spiraling flames from the depths of the earth. In an instant, it sucked in all of the oxygen in the area, and the circle of the magic formation swelled in size, eagerly expecting the moment it was unleashed.


    The eruption of a volcano turned into a spell, in the face of this attack, indeed not even ashes would be left. In fact, a normal human would suffer severe burns just approaching the spell, and upon touch, all moisture in would instantly be vaporized.


    “──Prominence.”


    But when the hero spoke those words, an even greater magic was released from his right hand.


    In response to Grimoa’s spell strong enough to destroy a city, the hero released a spell that could destroy an entire country. Flames clashed with flames, and with no place to go, annihilation erupted. As their two spells were transforming and vanishing into a powerful light, it was the hero who made his move first.


    He put his hands inside his magic pouch to reach for something, then he threw it high up into the air. When Grimoa saw it, it was just for a moment, but he stopped moving nonetheless.


    The hero did not miss that opening.


    He weaved through the gap of the two spells eating away at each other to reach the chest of the dragon king. That place was within the reach of Grimoa’s claws, but it also placed Grimoa within the reach of the hero’s long sword.


    Furious, Grimoa tried to claw at the hero, but before he could, the hero’s attack had already reached his neck.


    A silver stroke had been drawn.


    Then a line gradually appeared on the golden dragon scales, and dragon blood, silver in color, began to spill.


    “Curse you… Human.”


    Regret and hate given voice one last time, Grimoa the Dragon King’s head fell limply to the ground.


    And with an earth shaking sound, the body of the Dragon King too fell. The hero looked down at all of that, then he turned around. There, could be found a young half-burnt dragon on the verge of death. The young dragonling approached him with weak mews, but the hero looked at it coldly.


    “…I’ve already acquired the body of the Dragon King, so it’s not necessary, but…”


    The long sword that slayed the dragon king drew another stroke, and the dragonling’s head was lopped off.


    “Your kind has no place in the world I’m about to make.”


    That day the dragons ruling over the distant north were wiped out.

  


  Chapter 275 – The King Moves


  
    In order to conquer the Iron Country of Elfa, Gi Gi Orudo attacked its neighboring nations. He advanced his army to take down a fortress, and was currently half way to defeating it.


    However, as he continued to attack the fortress, a black spot appeared in the sky, and then spread out like dark clouds.


    When he squinted his eyes, he saw that it was actually a black army that covered the skies.


    The flag they raised was that of  

    a Crown on the Sun

    (

Rondmel 

    )

    


    When Gi Gi Orudo saw that for the first time, a sense of crisis immediately ran up his back, and he quickly turned his army around.


    “This won’t do.”


    His close friend, Gi Ji Arsil, yelled at him, asking what was wrong. Gi Gi’s change had come just too sudden, but it didn’t take long for Gi Gi’s worries to happen.


    For what appeared next was a young human girl.


    Yes, on his eyes enhanced by his duke class was reflected a small girl riding on a wyvern .


    “Humans are riding those!?”


    Being surprised was a given. They had believed that humans weren’t capable of handling monster beasts. They thought for sure that they were the only ones who could. And yet at this very moment, right before their eyes, humans were riding wyverns to soar the skies.


    As someone who put together the monster army and was entrusted one of the armies by the Goblin King, this was no different from a defeat. But that wasn’t all. Because he immediately realized that monsters on the ground couldn’t beat the monsters in the skies.


    Losing the high ground was a fatal disadvantage to wild animals. Gi Gi knew that from experience, so he immediately turned his army around.


    “We’ll flee to the forests.”


    Despite frowning and arching his back, Gi Gi’s resolve remained firm. The advantage of flying creatures was their mobility and vast line of sight.


    Regardless where, how many, and where the enemies attacked from, so long as it’s someone who’s studied military strategy even a little, he would immediately be able to pinpoint the weakness of a formation and ascertain where to attack to break it.


    On top of that, flying creatures did not suffer terrain penalties. No swamps, no rocky areas with bad footing, no meadows, and no deserts either. The only things obstructing flying creatures were clouds and stronger predators.


    But regardless of whether Gi Gi was able to think that far, his intuition would quickly be proven correct. The girl riding at the head of the army started swooping down from the skies as though the 100 wyverns were an extension of her limbs.


    When the wyverns expanded their wings, they measured about 10 meters big and weighed as heavy as two horses. It was that kind of monster beast that rapidly descended from the sky. Just them alone was already plenty threatening, but what was more was that humans wielding throwing spears rode on their backs.


    It only took Gi Ji Arsil, the head of the scouts, a moment to see through all of that.


    Any monster beasts that failed to escape were caught by the sharp claws of the wyverns and brought high up into the sky then dropped like a joke. When Gi Ji saw their monster beasts dropping from the sky, their fate left to gravity, he understandably paled.


    “This is bad.”


    “Yeah.”


    The two goblins looked at each other, then exhorted their subordinates to flee to the forest.


    They ran deep into the forest, and then after getting some breath, Gi Ji Arsil and Gi Gi Orudo peeked above them to see if the wyverns were still chasing after them, then huddled up together.


    “Now what?”


    “Insects can’t win against birds. But birds can be hunted by birds of prey.”


    Gi Ji said that with a frown, and Gi Gi nodded with a meek face.


    “In other words?”


    “We need to bring someone who can beat them.”


    The two goblins tilted their heads.


    “What about that human tactician?”


    “Not bad. There’s the wise Gi Za too.”


    In the end, after discussing it among themselves, the two goblins decided to call Gi Za Zakuend. One reason was because the human tactician, Vilan Do Zul, was currently leading the mixed army. Another reason was because Gi Za wasn’t included in the king’s military expedition and was sulking.


    Unlike Gi Ga Rax, commander of the  

    Axe and Sword Army

    (

Felduk 

    )

    , and Gi Gu Verbena, commander of the  

    Axe and Sword Army

    (

Felduk 

    )

    , Gi Gi and his group did not have a strong competitive spirit, so instead of competing for merits under the king, they preferred to show their loyalty by working hard.


    That’s why they would immediately call for reinforcements as soon as they sensed that weren’t strong enough on their own.


    The Goblin King wouldn’t reprimand Gi Gi Orudo for doing something like that. The army also had plenty of men to spare ever since the eastern expedition of  

    the Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena Kingdom 

    )

     began, so again there was no reason for the Goblin King to criticize Gi Gi’s behavior.


    Both Prime Minister Pale and the Goblin King would agree that it was better to call for reinforcements than be too stubborn and be destroyed.


    Be that as it may, Gi Za Zakuend, who was called out to the front lines, couldn’t help but groan when he saw the power of the 100 wyvern knights that he now had to deal with.


    “They have mages among their riders too.”


    All long-ranged magic attacks were being neutralized.


    “One option is to wait for the weather to change, but that’s not really a solution.”


    Attacking on a rainy weather would allow them to take down the fortress too. A storm of wind and rain would be best. But when would a weather like that come? How long were they supposed to wait? Without any answer to those questions, it wasn’t possible to use this option to weave a plan.


    They needed a plan to neutralize the Wyvern Knights themselves.

  


  

  
    * * *


    “Maybe we should we call that brat?”


    But if so, he would have to persuade the saint, Reshia Fel Zeal, first.


    Seeing Gi Gi fold his arms and make a difficult face, Gi Gi and Gi Ji looked at each other and wondered among themselves if calling Gi Za was a failure. In the end, they concluded that it was still too early to arrive at a conclusion, and decided to see the wisdom of the wizard class goblin first.


    Gi Za left the battlefield temporarily and returned to the capital,  

    The City Where the King Sits

    (

Revea Su 

    )

    , as fast as he could. He needed an audience with Reshia, who had the brat, that could turn the battle around, under her thumbs.


    This is a bit of a digression, but by this point in time, the road projects were steadily making progress throughout Alrodena. The biggest problem facing the giant nation, that continued to dispatch eastern expeditions, was the distance to its command center, Revea Su.


    To solve this problem, Alrodena constructed roads extending to every direction from Revea Su and established a state-owned transport system utilizing horses that they named the Ekiden System.


    Gi Za was not a good rider by any means, but when riding alone, he still managed to make it back to the capital from the front lines in just three days.


    Gi Za visited Reshia to request the help of Douhet the Flame Ryuu, but she looked at him with a difficult face while carrying Gastora.


    “If you insist, I could speak on your behalf, but…”


    “What?”


    “Of course, you’ll have something that will be of benefit to me, yes?”


    “Less people will die. That should be an agreeable thing to you, the saint, yes?”


    “But I’m not the saint anymore~　I’m just an adherent~”


    “Is an adherent of  

    the Goddess of Healing

    (

Zenobia 

    )

     really fine like that!?”


    “Zenobia-sama never told us to love others for free. All she said was to heal others as much as we could. In fact, if profit is involved, even Zenobia-sama herself might turn a blind eye to it. Love and time are finite, after all.”


    “…Enough, you ill-natured human!　What do you want!?”


    “I want to go to the front lines too!”


    “But that’s…”


    Reshia’s playful demeanor suddenly changed, and she looked at Gi Za seriously.


    “Surely you know why the king left you behind.”


    Gi Za tried to persuade her, but his words were weak.


    “So what? I’m not the kind of girl who’s content to be spoiled like this.”


    Battles were always a ghastly sight, and Reshia had once given rise to hell around her during the War of the Saint, so believing that war would be too ghastly a sight for her, the Goblin King decided to keep her away from the war. Of course, there was no denying that her power would be of great help to them. Reshia Fel Zeal could match a hundred healers all on her own.


    Despite that the Goblin King made the decision to leave her in Revea Su.


    “His Majesty will soon take over the continent. To that end, countless blood is sure to be shed. Beneath the glory is an ocean of blood and a mountain of corpses. I want to witness that with my own eyes and spread the word.”


    She was not rejecting the Goblin King’s path to supremacy.


    She just didn’t want to live while averting her eyes from the sacrifices made.


    Though her words didn’t wholly agree with them, they weren’t hostile either, and somewhere someway they seemed to resonate with Gi Za.


    “Very well, I shall talk to Pale.”


    “I’m looking forward to it.”


    “Hmph, do whatever you want.”


    He had to persuade Reshia to borrow Douhet, but to persuade Reshia, he now had to talk to Pale.


    “…Wyverns, huh.”


    After being informed of the threat of a flying army, Pale was immediately able to understand how dangerous it was. As well as the fact that Douhet would be exceedingly effective against them.


    But even Pale found it difficult to bring Reshia along when the Goblin King said to leave her behind. Besides, Reshia already had a job to do.


    The restoration of Revea Su’s public order meant that stability has returned to the lives of the people living there.


    But man did not live on bread alone.


    Reshia Fel Zeal hails from the Ivory Tower, known to be the best at the forefront of education, and it was her job as an adherent to speak of the tales of the gods. And the Goblin King was exceedingly passionate about education. At the very least, he was a great deal more invested in it than other rulers of the same period.


    He instructed the construction of schools in every city under his control, and did the same in Revea Su.


    In the west, the elves were the ones that taught, and while it wasn’t rare for demihumans to open schools themselves, it was usually the humans who taught in the central and eastern parts of the continent.


    The government also provides subsidies to these schools to help them in their operation. Reshia has also been named as one of teachers of these schools. In the first place, she has always been doing something similar during her time visiting villages and cities to teach. Her stories were always interesting, full of ups and downs, and popular with all races.


    So when considering the development of future human resources, Reshia Fel Zeal was an exceedingly important person.


    “…Fine. I’ll find a way to deal with the work she leaves behind, and I’ll send a letter to the king too. I’ll have Gi Ah-dono send it.”


    “…Thank you.”


    When Pale heard those words, she opened her eyes wide in surprise.


    “Not at all, it’s well worth the trouble if it means hearing such laudable words from you.”


    Gi Za’s face twisted in bitterness, then he snorted and turned heel.


    After meeting up with Reshia and Douhet, they would report to Pale, then make their way to the frontlines.


    “Douhet-san, Douhet-san, let’s go for a walk.”


    “…Adherent, you’re not mistaking me for a dog, are you?”


    Douhet was grumbling over his wine cups when Reshia visited him in the royal garden with Gastora in her arms. Douhet let out a scary groan, but Reshia ignored it and just smiled.


    “Oh my, is that how you treat the person who saved your life?”


    “…Damned adherent!　Damned Zenobia!　Oh master!”


    At first, Douhet cursed and pleaded for help, but then he quickly changed gears and meekly bowed his head.


    “So, where to?”


    “Well, where to, Gi Za-san?”


    “…”


    Douhet glared at her, but Reshia ignored him and turned the conversation to Gi Za.


    “The fortress Gi Gi Orudo is attacking. To the southeast.”


    “Very well.”


    As Douhet’s back silently rose, Gastora nervously looked below, before giving up and immediately fleeing to Reshia.

  


  

  
    * * *


    In order to protect the Iron Country of Elfa, the wyvern knights had to make huge changes to their strategy. At first, they had merely gathered information as scouts, but after the heavy knights were crushed by the goblins, they took on the role of a raid team and started proactively attacking the goblins.


    Their results were terrific. With just 100 wyvern knights, they were able to stop the attack of Gi Gi Orudo’s  

    Twin-Headed Beast and Axe Army

    (

Zeilduk 

    )

    , saving the neighboring nations from a crisis.


    The commander of the medium-sized company was Misha Tangrey.


    A beautiful girl discovered by the hero. Despite their aversion to losses, their meticulous and cautious tactics that utilized anything proved effective in thwarting the attack of the goblins.


    At one point, she led 100 wyvern knights to block Gi Gi Orudo’s Zeilduk, and at another time, she divided her medium-sized company into smaller platoons and attacked Felduk’s supply lines.


    She has accomplished many things to prolong Elfa’s life, but she has also come to realize the limits of her wyvern knights. Indeed, there was no stopping the assault of the goblins. Try as she might to desperately hinder the attacks of Zeilduk and obstruct Felduk’s supply, the goblins were still gradually taking over Elfa.


    The gap in potential between Elfa’s forces and the goblins was just too great.


    The efforts of her wyvern knights were really nothing more than a slight nuisance to  

    Genius with a Rubbish Mouth

    (

Mardigas 

    )

     Ganon’s supply lines, failing to hinder it in any meaningful way, while Zeilduk just turned around whenever they appeared, so they barely suffered any losses.


    Elfa was full of praises for her, and they’ve even started calling her a battle maiden, but hearing that name only made her gloomy every time. At this rate, she won’t be able to complete the mission that the hero entrusted to her. Elfa will likely be swallowed by the goblins in the near future.


    In fact, the goblin forces were attacking even more ferociously in the areas that the wyvern knights couldn’t reach. Already, the light knights that have been employing guerrilla tactics have already suffered enough losses to amount to an entire unit.


    The main force of the goblin’s eastern expedition, Felduk, have already reached the outskirts of the imperial capital. The private soldiers sent by her country, Altigand, have been already been trampled underfoot in the north by Aransain.


    The only happy miscalculation here was the cooperative attitude of Elfa’s knight commander, providing them with all the support and supplies that they need, but forces were never sufficient to expel the goblins in the first place.


    Misha understood that herself, so she’s been regularly sending reports to her country, but she never got the response she needed from Altigand; hence, all she could do was to continue obstructing the goblins despite her impatience.


    It was under the orders of the hero that Altigand sent the wyvern knights as reinforcements, and even now, their actions were being dictated by him. Not only did he repeatedly send the private soldiers of the nobles as reinforcements, he also punished the nobles for the pettiest crimes and absorbed them into the royal family.


    Despite that the nobles remained docile because the great nobles at the center of Altigand were submissive to the hero. But if that was how the nobles of the orthodox faction were, then the treatment of the nobles of the unorthodox faction could easily be surmised.


    The leader of the unorthodox faction was Margrave Mordred, but he suddenly mysteriously died, and his private army was sent to confront the goblins as Elfa’s reinforcements.


    Among the people sent was Gulland.


    After fleeing from the three-country alliance to seek asylum in Altigand with Aldur’s remaining soldiers, Gulland had temporarily taken refuge under Margrave Mordred. It wasn’t actually the hero that was proactively accepting refugees, but the margraves in the border of Altigand, who were trying to cultivate their land.


    Gulland chose to take refuge under him because of Aldur’s connection with him since the three-country alliance, and also because he was a sociable man. Mordred could never really get used to the concept of a center, even way back to the days of the former Holy Kingdom Alsas, and would rather stay in the borders to build relationships with peculiar people.


    There were people who came to admire Mordred for his personality, but his successor, Redan, did not have the same talent and resolve as his father.


    Unable to stand the slightest pressure from the country, he immediately dispatched his private army to Elfa as soon as the order to do so came. He sent all of Mordred’s trusted retainers when he was alive, showing how thorough he was, but in a twist of irony, the private army of the margrave turned out to be the strongest army sent by the nobles, and so they ended up having to confront the goblins. Of course, no one had been sent with the intention of letting them die.


    The soldiers of the private army knew that they were small fry, so they huddled together around the Mordred army and created a small group of their own. When they saw the private soldiers of the orthodox nobles being trampled underfoot by Aransain, they skillfully walked around the battlefield and entered Elfa without incurring any big casualties.


    Aransain’s role had been to distract and destroy the enemies through their superior mobility, and indeed, many private armies fell to them, but some managed to get away.


    The people of Elfa were elated at the arrival of the reinforcements, and they welcomed them passionately. Just when they thought Elfa was on the brink of defeat, the neighboring country that they hated so much sent reinforcements.


    With that they could once again take aggressive measures in their fight against the goblins, and Elfa’s knight orders, which were being supported by volunteers, could bring their guerrilla tactics back to life. At the same time, they tried to prepare as much people and material they could before Felduk’s attack intensified, so they started employing mercenaries from the island nations.


    What made this possible were the navigation techniques of the late Oceanic Kingdom Yarma, and the healthy situation of the neighboring countries bordering the sea. Elfa have been stubbornly persisting on defending themselves with their own hands, but just recently, they made a major change to that policy.


    That change, though temporarily, brought life back to Elfa.


    As Elfa’s guerrilla activities resumed and Gi Gu Verbena found himself at a loss, an unexpected report reached him.


    ──The Goblin King marches with his army for the borders of Elfa.


    After advancing with his army at a speed that would surprise both foe and ally alike, Gi Gu Verbena sent Gi Be Slay as a messenger. By this point, Gi Gu understood that the leading role of the battlefield would have to be returned to the Goblin King.


    But that did not displease him in any way.


    Whether they were aware of it or not, many goblins could sense that their time fighting under the Goblin King was counted.


    “Has His Majesty arrived?”


    After advancing into the mining region of Elfa and devouring half of Eifa, Gi Gu stood before the mountains and muttered that.


    “Gi Gu-dono, your valor has reached His Majesty. Shumea-dono and Pale-dono have spoken on your behalf.”


    “…I see. Let His Majesty know. From this moment onward, I, Gi Gu Verbena shall enter into his command and become his limbs.”


    Impressed by Shumea’s sense of duty, Gi Gu entrusted a message to Gi Be Slay.


    “As you will.”


    The military expedition personally led by the Goblin King took control of Gi Gu Verbena’s army, and then immediately headed south.


    This was around the new year of the fifth year of the King’s Calendar.

  


  Chapter 276 – The Last Nation to Fight


  
    During years 4 to 5 of the king’s calendar when the three-country alliance attacked the Iron Country of Elfa, the Sacred Empire of Altigand dispatched only their wyvern knights and the private soldiers of their nobles as reinforcements.


    Before the three-country alliance, from the latter half of the third year to the fourth year of the king’s calendar, Altigand took in the refugees from the eastern expedition of  

    the Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena Kingdom 

    )

    , and annexed the Oceanic Kingdom of Yarma.


    Altigand was a country that quickly rose to power because of the hero.


    As a nation that claimed itself to be the successor of the oldest kingdom of mankind, Altigand naturally had no room for non-humans, and as such, was a poor choice for the rising merchants to make their mark. In Altigand, customs reigned supreme. What was old was righteous, and what was new was evil.


    Because of that Pale’s protege merchants struggled to acquire any information, and even Sophia’s intelligence department struggled to get in.


    That was the sort of place that Pale’s spies infiltrated as refugees, but the information presented in Sophia’s report made her frown.


    “A ship?”


    When Sophia nodded, she turned to the documents in her hand.


    “Yes, a very big ship. Its construction is considered a highly classified information.”


    Sophia stammered, and Pale signaled at her with her look to continue.


    “Apparently, this is a secret plan they’ve been working on even before the appearance of the hero.”


    “It’s a giant ship, so… They must be eyeing the open seas then?”


    Yarma was a nation that focused on the ocean, and Altigand did annex it. Pale knew that there were nations other than those in this continent too, such as the island nations, or the northern and southern Agstoria. Perhaps they’re building a ship to go to those places. The ship they’ve seen in their attacks on Elfa should’ve been plenty as far as shallow seas went.


    If so, then they could only be constructing a giant ship to cross the open seas.


    As a country trying to take over Elfa, the supplies coming from the sea were nothing more than a hindrance. In fact, it has already drastically delayed their plans.


    And now, the situation required that the three countries surrounding it be conquered at the same time or even quicker than Elfa. Perhaps it was the Sacred Empire, Altigand’s, skillful diplomacy that made this situation possible, but Pale felt a twinge of regret.


    “I don’t know what Altigand is plotting, but letting them take the seas will influence the war. We need to take measures.”


    As she touched her slender chin, Pale became thoughtful. She decided to send Tanita, who would be better suited for the negotiation. As the chief of the Long-Tailed tribe, a subspecies of the two-headed-two-tailed, Tanita was respected by the lizard men.


    According to Sophia’s intel, lizard men could be found by the riverside of the eastern nations. And there were also reports of mermen being sighted in the countries facing the sea. Pale was thinking she could incite them to attack the boats passing by.


    When Pale called Tanita, he tilted his two heads, one of which was covered with a shell, while the other had its skin exposed like an amphibian, then he said he’d give it a try, and accepted to do the job.


    Alrodena was a military state.


    One reason they were able to win all this time without understanding the importance of the sea was because the cities they’ve needed to fight weren’t facing the sea. Another reason was because the humans haven’t been cooperating with each other until now.


    Everyone bathes in the rivers, but few have seen the ocean, and even fewer know that her waters are salty.


    Yet even as one of those few who did know the ocean, most of Pale’s knowledge came from her time as an adventurer. It was also her experience from her days as an adventurer that led her to think of using the lizard men and mermen living in the coastal waters.


    “There’s no need to sink all the ships. Just knowing that there’s danger in the waters will slow down their movements and reduce the supplies.”


    Pale ended with that after Tanita agreed.


    “Understood.”


    Pale was a little shocked when she saw Tanita greet her just as the school in Middled taught. That city at the border between the Western Capital ruled by Yoshu Fagarmia and the Forest of Darkness was the legacy of the late holy knight, Gowen Ranid.


    Pale knew that the demihumans felt gratitude toward the elves because they have been giving them lands since they were persecuted by the humans, but seeing a demihuman greet her in such a polite manner stupefied her.


    “I will do my best to repay the many years of favor we have received.”


    If the late Centaur Chief, Daizos, who was an ardent supporter of the elves, could see this, he would surely cry tears of joy.


    The next person that Pale called was the Chief of the Tarpidae, Fanfan.


    Despite their petite appearance, these demihumans that could speak languages that transcend species, were seen as merchants in the forest. She appears to have written a book recently, but Pale couldn’t comprehend the aesthetics of the tarpidae.


    As Fanfan looked up at her through her long body hair, Prime Minister Pale proposed the construction of an underground passage.


    “The threat of the wyverns have become a problem in the east. So I want to build an underground passage to diminish their threat.”


    “Fanfan believes the quality of the soil is a problem.”


    The tarpidae were a race that traveled through the earth, but while they may be experts in digging holes for themselves, they were not experts in creating tunnels big enough for an army to pass. Moreover, if the soil they dig is too soft, it’ll collapse, and if it’s too hard, they won’t be able to dig through it.


    “That’s why Fanfan has a different proposition. Fanfan believes that it’s about time for the killer ant girl to leave her nest, so Fanfan proposes to guide her instead.”


    Fanfan was still friends with the queen of the killer of ants in the great desert of  

    God of the Desert

    (

Ashunasan 

    )

    , it was almost time for the next queen of the killer ants to leave her nest.


    The killer ants were a race that created large villages underground.


    “We don’t have much time…”


    “Fanfan will negotiate.”


    “I’ll leave it to you then.”


    As Fanfan briskly walked away, Pale looked out the window and toward the east. It won’t be long before Elfa falls. And then, the Sacred Empire. The nation that ruled over the region said to be the birthplace of man was eerily quiet.


    They were an old power on their way to death, and yet just one human was able to bring them back to life. Moreover, in an abnormally short period. Pale felt threaded by the person claiming to be a hero. That was an overwhelming achievement that could even be called a miracle. He was not just a great man. What he had accomplished was enough to label him an apparition.


    That’s why he had to die. Or maybe, she just hasn’t realized it, but was in fact instinctively afraid of him. For he was only a protector to humans, but a threat to all others.


    Only by defeating Altigand and the hero at the center of it can the Goblin King truly rule the continent. At the very least, Pale couldn’t see any future other than that.


    “With this hands, I will conquer the continent— No, the hero must fall.”


    This bloody history must come to an end.


    So that her comrades of old will not have died in vain.


    So that that Goblin King will complete his path of supremacy.


    Though the gossipers might call her callous and cold, Pale quietly hardened her resolve.

  


  

  
    * * *


    As soon as the Goblin King took control of Gi Gu Verbena’s  

    Axe and Sword Army

    (

Felduk 

    )

    , he immediately moved south because he believed that the full strength of the various armies needed to be brought together to conquer Elfa.


    As the Goblin King was sent reports on the progress of the war while on the move, he took Felduk under his banner, then immediately moved south to take Gi Gi Orudo’s  

    Twin-Headed Beast and Axe Army

    (

Zeilduk 

    )

     as well.


    Of course, he has also been in contact with Gi Ga Rax’s  

    Tiger and Spear Army

    (

Aransain 

    )

    , who were currently destroying the reinforcements sent by the Sacred Empire, Altigand, through messengers.


    The Goblin King had heard of the wyverns’ threat, so he chose to play it safe by keeping his routes within the forested areas, which had poor visibility. The only solution he could think of at the moment was to have an elven squad shoot at them all at once, so he wanted to avoid them as much as possible.


    At the same time, the Chief of the Long-Tailed, Tanita, was dispatched to the core of the mixed army, Gi Jii Yubu and Gi Zu Ruo. With muscular long-tailed ones for an escort, he appeared before them with gaudily-colored feathers and a staff with a fire crystal at its head.


    “You must be the Gentle Descendant of the Crystal.”


    When Gi Jii called him by his honorary title, he returned the greeting and spoke to him courteously.


    “So it’s the two-headed grandpa.”


    “Shut it, brat.”


    Since Gi Zu didn’t know his manners, Tanita didn’t bother with appearances either.


    After telling the key characters of the mixed army of Prime Minister Pale’s request and the king appearing himself, Tanita bid them farewell and went past their camp to carry out Pale’s request.


    “Is it really fine for us to rendezvous with the king like this?”


    “We will be entering under his banner. What’s there to be unhappy about?”


    Gi Jii pondered, and Gi Zu glared at him sharply.


    “That’s not it. His Majesty is heading south, right?　If so, then wouldn’t it be important for us to ensure the safety of the king’s path?”


    “In other words, you want to deal with the enemies here before the king arrives?”


    Gi Jii nodded, and Gi Zu finally understood where he was coming from, but before getting ahead of themselves, he decided to turn to the tactician from their allied country.


    “I don’t know. What do you think, Tactician?”


    “Was the order to rendezvous given?”


    “No.”


    After Gi Zu said that, he turned to Gi Jii for confirmation, and Gi Jii too nodded.


    “In that case, we need to quickly take down the nations before us. Any change in our orders should come by messenger.”


    “Really?”


    Gi Zu folded his arms and became thoughtful, then immediately slapped his knees.


    “Good, that makes this simple then. We’ll put an end to all these sluggish fights we’ve been having lately, and just go up to the enemy and take them down!”


    Vilan wryly smiled when he appraised their battles as ‘sluggish’, however, the time was indeed ripe. Elfa could no longer hold against Felduk’s storm, and they were gradually retreating. The country before them, a neighbor of Elfa, one with a port, has also been losing soldiers.


    The tunnels that led to Elfa from the neighboring nations have also already been discovered. Vilan has been slowly strangling the enemy all this time by focusing on the nations around them, so after thinking about it a little, he nodded.


    “…In that case, shall we go ahead and crush the enemy?”


    When Vilan said that, a fierce smile appeared on the two goblins, then they gave the order to their subordinates, and bumped fists, then set out once again.


    “We’ll make our attack four days later.”


    When Vilan said that, the two goblins looked at each other.


    “Is there a need to wait so long?”


    Gi Jii asked for the both of them.


    “Just to be safe, we should attack when the weather is bad. The day four days later is likely to be a rainstorm.”


    With all of Vilan’s accomplishments, the two goblins have already come to trust him, but they still couldn’t help but doubt his words, though they accepted them nonetheless.


    The mixed army split their forces into two. Gi Zu Ruo’s  

    Thousand-Demon Army

    (

Sazanorga 

    )

     would be attacking from the tunnels, while Gi Jii Yubu’s  

    army

    (

Regiol 

    )

     would be attacking brazenly from the surface. Vilan’s  

    Akazone

    (

Janissaries 

    )

     and the allied armies under him would also be attacking from the surface.


    On the day of their march, the surface troops looked up at the sky, and just as Vilan predicted, the wind and the rain came.


    “Tactician, can you control even the weather!?”


    Gi Jii ran up to him enthusiastically, but Vilan shook his head with a wry smile.


    “Anyone who studies the flow of the winds, the seasonal winds, and the climate could do this much. Didn’t Lord Pale do the same thing when she used the took advantage of the fog to crush the Red King’s great army. That’s just how tacticians are.”


    “I see, I see! But that doesn’t change the fact that you’re amazing!”


    Then the enthusiastic Gi Jii turned to his subordinate goblins and yelled.


    “This rain and wind is a good omen unto us! On this storm, that our tactician called, we shall ride to vanquish our foes!”


    The raindrops that fell on the blade of their spears mixed harmoniously with their screams. Though the rain drenched him wet, Gi Jii did not mind and commanded his army.


    Meanwhile, when Gi Zu Ruo heard the sound of rain, he spoke to his subordinates to bolster their morale.


    “Pops, can that tactician control even the weather!?”


    When the first henchman, Gi Zu Ved, said that, the smile on Gi Zu deepened.


    “Apparently! If after all of this, we still can’t win, our name will be ruined! Fire yourselves up, soldiers! We’ve got this one!”


    With the rain in the backdrop, the voices of the goblins within the cave gave rise to an eerie echo that could be heard even from a distance.


    “Onwards my soldiers! A tactician that can control the weather is with us!”


    Sazanorga responded with a shout and marched through the tunnels. On that day, the mixed army that marched with the winds and the rains, defeated one of the minor nations south of Elfa.

  


  

  
    * * *


    The hero looked up at the great ship and smiled. It was the kind of innocent smile that a child would have when proud of his toy.


    “Hero, you’ve come, I see.”


    When they saw him, an old man in a white gown and a petite girl welcomed him with open arms.


    “Excellent work, Professor,” the hero said.


    “This is all thanks to your efforts, Hero. All I’ve done was merely to guide everything to completion.”


    The old man beamed with a smile that covered his whole face, and the hero too smiled. As for the petite girl, when she realized that the hero was looking at her, she only blushed and looked down.


    “Right. Professor, have you thought of a name for this ship?”


    “A name? Hmm… Do you have any ideas, Hero?”


    The hero nodded, and as he looked up at the ship, he uttered a name.


    “Ark Noah.”


    “Ark Noah… Noah, huh.”


    As the old man muttered that name, a smile that covered his whole face appeared on him again.


    “Very well. It is a good name. Right, Marya?”


    The girl blushed an even deeper shade of red as she nodded.


    “I-It’s a wonderful name. Really,” she said.


    “Thank you,” the hero said.


    As the hero turned back to the professor, he casually made another proposal.


    “We need to mass produce this ship. The Demon King is just that strong.”


    “But the materials…”


    The old man rubbed his face as he made a bitter expression, but the hero nodded.


    “It’ll be fine. I’ve hunted some dragons, so there should be enough to go around.”


    The old man’s eyes opened wide at that, but the hero just laughed as though what he did wasn’t anything praiseworthy.


    “…If it’s you, Hero, it must be true.”


    “Yes, please be at ease, and just leave everything to me. I’ll make sure that everything goes well.”


    As the hero calmly smiled, he headed to his room in the royal palace. He was the leading figure behind the founding of Altigand, so he was receiving treatment befitting that of a quasi-royal member soon to be engaged to the royal princess.


    He was also allowed to have his own army.


    His army would of course include the Wyvern Knights, but also, the navy, and the volunteer soldiers. The Wyvern Knights have further increased their numbers while the enemies were focused on Elfa. Now, they numbered 800 men strong. As for the navy, not only have they swallowed the shipbuilding technology of the Oceanic Kingdom Yarma and have 400 warships, they will also have merchant ships, bringing the total number of their ships to exceed 1,000.


    The hero has also succeeded in recruiting and organizing a volunteer army from the refugees that fled to Altigand. The actual work was taken care of by a female military officer enamored with him, but the right to lead the volunteer soldiers and send them to battle was given to the hero.


    The volunteers numbered 3,000 men strong, yet while that might not be enough to reach the numbers of soldiers directly under the king, most of the soldiers of the imperial army were employed from the refugees due to Altigand’s new policy as an empire.


    With that, there was no doubting how much influence the hero had on the military. In fact, he was already the leading person in that regard. Nowadays, it is the hero that the generals of the land and the seas consult before devising a plan.


    And even the business deals of the country across the sea are being handled by a large company that heavily supports the hero. The talented girls of the merchant families even gifted him various things and offered him their strength to build a better relationship with him and try to win his heart.


    “The imperial capital, the various branches of Altigand, and even the king himself now trust us fully.”


    The female officer with jade green hair, Charlotte, has been acknowledged for organizing the volunteer soldiers and has settled in a position akin to the hero’s secretary. Her role was to gather the information that the hero wanted.


    As the hero sat on a giant chair much like a throne, the hero listened to her report.


    “The daughters of the Cheval Company and the Michele Company seek an audience with you. They wish to consult you regarding the business negotiations in the island nations.”


    When the brilliant military officer said that, the hero smiled and nodded.


    Soldiers, politicians, merchant… Support from all sorts of people were gathering around the hero, and now, he possessed enough power to rival even the great people that founded the nation.


    ◆◇◆


    The core of the mixed army, Gi Zu Ruo and Gi Jii Yubu, reported to the Goblin King that the minor nations have been defeated. When the Goblin King heard that, he nodded with satisfaction, then looked around him at the generals under his command.


    He has ordered for the trees of the forest to be cut to make siege weapons with, and for an elven platoon to be formed to deal with the wyverns.


    With Elfa’s southern supply lines destroyed by the mixed army, no more supplies would be coming in to Elfa from the south.


    No matter how strong a soldier may be, there would be no fight to give without food. As the Goblin King ordered the mixed army to move north, he ordered the same for Felduk and Zeilduk, which were both now under his direct command.


    From Elfa’s perspective, the north and the east has been blocked by Aransain, while the south has been locked down by the Goblin King. As for the west, that was hostile territory.


    With their supplies cut off, the only chance for survival now was to break through either the northern or southern or eastern side and have Altigand resume sending them supplies. But the eastern side was a mountainous region, making it well suited for guerrilla tactics, and a poor choice to field a large army.


    They have also been hostile with Altigand for the longest time, so there were no proper trade routes between them.


    As such, that left only the north or the south.


    The Goblin King had informed Aransain in advance not to engage even if Elfa’s army were to move north. This was Shumea’s advice. Aransain would likely win if a battle between them broke out, but at the same time, it would diminish Felduk’s achievement of bathing Elfa’s territories in blood. Shumea had actually given it that much consideration. The king couldn’t help but nod with a wry smile.


    “Apparently, in Shumea’s eyes, the four proud generals of my army are no different from children.”


    Even the Goblin King himself wished to fight now that an opportunity was before him. Pale and the others would disapprove, but the Goblin King truly wished to swing his sword in the front lines.


    On his shoulders would weigh equally the lives reaped through his orders and the lives reaped with his own hands. But how could he serve as king if he were not at least that determined?


    Hence, the Goblin King preferred the front lines.


    When Alrodena’s main force finally marched past the forest region, one-hundred wyvern knights could be seen from the distance.


    In the early spring of the fifth year of the King’s Calendar, Alrodena’s forces exchanged hostilities with an army directly under Altigand for the first time.


    
  


  Chapter 277 – The Fall of Elfa


  
    As Misha looked down at the surface, what reflected on her eyes was a black army crawling out of the forest.


    “The Goblin— No, the Demon King’s Army.”


    That name had caught on recently.


    The Demon King’s Army.


    That was an army mainly composed of goblins, but they had a horde that handled monsters, a horde that used battle slaves and goblins alike, a horde that rode on fast monster beasts, and a horde of traitorous humans.


    According to the information Misha received from Elfa, those were the four major aggressors.


    And among those, it was the monster beast handlers that she faced off with just recently. The sight of endless hordes of monsters attacking the fortress truly made it look as though the world were ending.


    She couldn’t help but hold her Wyvern Lance tightly.


    “Commander!”


    With the sound of the flapping wyvern wings, came the voice of her subordinate. When she turned to the direction her subordinate’s spear pointed to, she saw a monster that stood out from the rest.


    And surrounding that evidently high-ranking goblin was a horde of about 500. Moreover, two hordes that could control the monster beasts spread out from that horde in a pair of wings.


    “So the boss is out.”


    The hero’s orders were to support Elfa as their reinforcement, but should that fail, she was to lead the people of Elfa to Altigand.


    “…”


    As someone who has had to lead others despite her youth, she has picked up the habit of silently pondering inconvenient matters.


    Some of Elfa’s forces had gone north, and it would take them some time before they could return. As such, Elfa basically only had half of their defending forces.


    The Elfa general that was very understanding of her, Rasdir, was currently confronting the monster cavalry in the north. Yet now even more monsters were attacking them from the south. Misha was not so optimistic as to foolishly believe that this two-pronged attack was a mere coincidence.


    “Well, that monster should be a good opportunity to stop them.”


    Her target would be that high-ranking monster at the center of the hordes.


    If she could just take the boss down, the monster horde should naturally collapse.


    “Soldiers, hear and obey! The center of the newcomers shall be our target!　Falcon Formation!　After me!”


    Misha’s battle cries resounded valiantly as she personally led the soldiers in the skies, not a hint of doubt of her victory could be seen in her eyes.


    ◆◇◆


    When Gi Gi Orudo’s  

    Twin-Headed Beast and Axe Army

    (

Zeilduk 

    )

     saw the enemy army approaching from the sky, a wave of unrest immediately rippled through them.


    “Now what?”


    His sworn friend, Gi Ji Arsil, asked, but Gi Gi himself could only frown. The king had already spoken, so they could only continue their march.


    “It’s our king we’re talking about. I’m sure he has something in mind…” Gi Gi said.


    “Perhaps, but… That’s originally our enemy,” Gi Ji said.


    Fortunately, only the human-riding wyverns were standing in their way.


    “Those wyverns could catch even the large monster beasts,” Gi Ji said.


    And when dropped from the sky, the only fate that awaited any monster beast was death.


    “It’s a future I’d rather not think of,” Gi Ji said.


    Gi Ji glanced at the Goblin King. The enemy was approaching them from the sky, and yet the Goblin King leisurely continued at his pace.


    “In the worst case, I’ll sacrifice myself. Try to suppress the army’s agitation and continue the march.”


    “Alright.”


    Gi Ji made his resolve, and Gi Gi nodded.


    Gi Ji led his troops and deployed them behind the 500 imperial guard cavalry of the Goblin King, commanding them to sacrifice themselves if necessary, while he himself rode alongside the Goblin King to escort him.


    “My liege. Please allow me to fight by your side.”


    “What’s the matter, Gi Ji Arsil?”


    The sight of the Goblin King looking up at the sky with his great sword on his shoulders was as imposing as ever.


    “It would not do… To underestimate those wyverns.”


    “So I’ve been told. Well, just watch.”


    As a broad smile appeared on the Goblin King, he sent one of his imperial guards as a messenger to Gi Gu Verbena’s  

    Axe and Sword Army

    (

Felduk 

    )

    .


    “Soldiers, distance yourselves!”


    At the king’s behest, the imperial guards of his cavalry spread out one by one while maintaining their distance. Gi Ji glanced at his flanks with agitation, but the king just nodded in satisfaction.


    “Mu.”


    Won’t this make him the perfect target?


    Gi Ji groaned before his agitation made him look up at the sky.


    If the imperial guards meant to protect him are sent away like this, the enemy would naturally target him.


    “Your Majesty…”


    “Do not fear! If you dare ride by my side, then prepare yourself, Gi Ji Arsil!”


    At the sound of the king’s voice, a fire burned within Gi Ji, and the wyverns at the end of his glare began to descend.


    Yet even then, the Goblin King did not stop. With his imperial guards riding around him in a circle, the Goblin King only rode faster. Gi Ji rode desperately so as to not fall behind, but then the roar of a wyvern descended upon them.


    “—So you’ve come!”


    “Your Majesty!”


    Gi Ji cried out, and the wyvern roared with its attack, yet only a fierce smile appeared on the Goblin King as his great sword burned with black flames.


    “— 

    Turn me into a blade

    (

Enchant 

    )

    !”


    On the body of his sword, burned the flames of black of the underworld. As master to the aberrant and the deformed, the high king that must conquer the world, the Goblin King clashed with the wvyern king head on. The wyvern knight handled a lance even longer than the lances wielded by horsemen. Moreover, he was attacking from above.


    The moment of his descent could only amplify the speed and power behind his attack. And when all of that was put together to unleash a powerful assault, no normal solider could possibly endure the wyvern spear.


    But, the Goblin King did not slow down the slightest.


    He continued onward and deflected the Wyvern Lance, then immediately unleashed a second attack to lop off the head of the wyvern, sending its rider into the ground along with the scattering fountains of blood.


    ──As expected of my liege!


    Gi Ji inwardly cheered, but he kept his guard up and awaited the next attack. The Goblin King may have easily stopped that attack, but just how many could accomplish the same feat?


    Suddenly, something flashed within his mind.


    Perhaps that’s the reason why the Goblin King ordered his cavalry to keep their distance.


     

    He wanted to turn himself into a bait to have the enemy focus their attacks on him.


    When Gi Ji realized that, a strong sense of shame and regret attacked him as he grit his teeth. For what reason were they then even in the battlefield if the king was only going to protect them? But even as he ground his teeth, one wyvern after another charged toward them.


    “Your Majesty, I shall fight even if I must give my life!”


    “I said, ‘do not fear’!”


    A multitude of wyvern knights charged straight for them, yet the Goblin King did not even budge.


    “Slow down!” The Goblin King said.


    So the Goblin King commanded, and yet wasn’t it the other way around? For the Goblin King’s gaze with which he beheld the approaching wyverns did not contain the slightest hint of fear.


    “Die!” The wyvern knight said.


    Once again, a wyvern knight struck out with his lance, and the Goblin King drew his blade, lopping off the wyvern’s wings. But this time, he did not even spare a glance for the wyvern knight’s vicious crash.


    Then more wyvern knights came, though this time the wyverns themselves attacked with their powerful claws.


    “Fire!” The Goblin King said.


    Immediately after, spears were thrown from the king’s cavalry, and then from further behind, came flying the arrows of the elves, lodging themselves into the wyverns. Felduk made it rain with their magic bullets as well.


    This was an attack timed with the approach of the wyverns, and made with the most careful of attention.


    One move wrong, and the end of their spears, arrows, and magic would undoubtedly be the king himself.


    But if they feared hitting him, then the wyvern knights would attack the king.


    The commanders could only stick their own necks out as they gave the order.


    One wyvern knight after another crashed into the ground, and before long, their corpses littered the ground. Naturally, the arrows, magics, and spears that intersected grew as well, drawing a scene that resembled a crossfire with the king at the center.


    Spells of wind tore apart wyvern wings, while elven arrows shot their riders dead. Any wyvern that approached would find a spear thrown their way, blocking which would only weaken their assault, serving them fresh and nice for the Goblin King to take down with a stroke of his blade.


    And yet amidst that crossfire of arrows, magics, and spears, did the Goblin King dare to run with composure.


    “Your Majesty. Is this not dangerous?”


    “Oh Gi Ji, Can I still attend to my kingly duties if I dare not even trust my own subordinates?”


    “My liege!”


    Gi Ji prostrated his head, and the Goblin King glanced at him, then he turned his gaze back to the skies.


    To the wyvern knights that had stopped their assault, did the Goblin King point his great sword, and with a loud voice, declare.


    “Here I am!　Knights of wyverns!　If my defeat is what you seek, then come down here and fight!”

  


  

  
    * * *


    Misha couldn’t believe her eyes when she watched everything unfold from the skies.


    An attack from the sky was supposed to reveal whatever weaknesses the enemy had, and yet, despite already losing 30 wyvern knights, a mountain of their corpses piled up high…


    “…”


    …The Demon King’s Army showed no signs of stopping.


    In fact, the horde leading the monster beasts have increased their pace even more and were now about to enter the mountainous region. Even if they gave chase now, they probably won’t be able to slow them down.


    Elfa would fall.


    Did they see through her plan of targeting the boss of the new comers, the center of the demon king’s army? But even then, to actually put himself in the center of of a crossfire so fierce… That was not something a sane man would do, not even a monster.


    Did that monster not fear death?


    Or was he just that certain that he wouldn’t get hit?


    “Commander Misha, what should we do?”


    She became ashamed when she saw her subordinate calling out to her like that.


    What was she hesitating for? Behind her was the hero. Even if all of the wyvern knights were to be wiped out here, the hero would surely avenge her.


    Once again, she tightened her grip on her wyvern lance, then raised the flag of  

    Crown on the Sun

    (

Rondmel 

    )

     that was attached to it. What was the point of her life if she can’t even complete the orders given to her by the hero?


    “All forces, atta—”


    “—Commander, a messenger from the east!”


    Spirits dampened, Misha glared as she watched a messenger ride from the east.


    Once the rider was beside them, the order to retreat immediately was given.


    “But why! I’ve yet to complete the hero’s orders!”


    “This is an order from that very hero. Don’t do anything unnecessary and withdraw, soldier!”


    When a knight of the same age told her that, Misha could only glare at the demon king’s army as they continued their advance.


    “Fine…”


    Misha gave the signal to retreat, and she and her wyvern knights withdrew to the east.


    Moreover, although they were unaware of this, a big part of the reason behind their retreat was actually because Douhet the Flame Ryuu appeared and forced the medium-sized company, meant to be Misha’s reinforcements, to withdraw.


    “Damned Demon King’s Army… One day for sure I’ll!”


    Misha held her wyvern lance tightly with regret as she retreated to the imperial capital. After their retreat, cheers resounded around the Goblin King, and the great momentum they had built up continued on until they reached the imperial capital of Elfa.


    ◆◇◆


    The Red King Clan.


    A clan that once dominated the southern part of the continent and even founded the giant nation of Attibel was now a shadow of its former self.


    The death of  

    their Great Clan Leader

    (

Brandika 

    )

     and  

    the Greatest Tactician of the Continent

    (

Carlion 

    )

     was a huge blow to them.


    Both men were at the center of the clan, and with them gone, the clan that once fought for hegemony was now just a medium-sized clan. Yet it was already a feat in and of itself to keep their losses from demoting them any worse than this, and that was mostly thanks to the skills of Saldin, the man that inherited the clan leader’s position.


    “Hah, what demon king’s army. They’re goblins!”


    The eastern expedition of  

    the Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena 

    )

     that the goblins established.


    As those who have once fought against the goblins, there was no lack of employment for them. In fact, they were in great demand in the Ranserg Region that was full of minor nations.


    Thanks to that he was able to turn around his weakened forces and keep his clan 700 men strong despite suffering so many defeats. Of course, it was also thanks to Saldin’s ability that such a thing could even be accomplished.


    They had many small victories too, but they mostly had defeats. Yet despite that, the fact that they managed to survive and were even getting attention put Saldin’s ability at an almost miraculous level.


    Every time they lost, the people around Saldin would change. In fact, of the people that once shared Carlion and Brandika’s dream, already, they numbered so few that they could be counted. Although Saldin was not the kind of man to feel lonely because of that, he was gradually realizing that the end was nigh.


    In the midst of this unending loop of defeat and resistance, some men were felled by goblins, some felled by illness, and some… Simply grew tired of the war and left.


    Despite that Saldin couldn’t let things end as they were.


    “Because as long as we, the Red King, are here, Elfa won’t fall.”


    “That’s a nostalgic name.”


    “What was that?”


    As Saldin grumbled in the bar, the shadow of a tall figure cast over him.


    “You, you’re that knight bastard.”


    “It’s Gulland. I’m just an adventurer now.”


    “Hmph. What a worthless adventurer.”


    “You’re not wrong.”


    “…Hmph!　Hey, barmaid! Bring us more liquor!”


    Saldin took the two mugs from the barmaid and slammed them on the table.


    “Drink up, you knight bastard.”


    “…”


    As Gulland emptied the liquor placed before him, the corners of Saldin’s mouth lifted.


    “Hmph. So the bastard knight knows how to drink, does he?”


    Despite emptying the liquor offered to him, his countenance showed no change.


    “Adventurer, are you not going to drink?”


    With blue veins popping on his temple, Saldin laughed like a cruel and greedy brute.


    “Ha ha ha! Who do you think I am?”


    As soon as he said that, he stood up with such vigor that his chair was sent flying, and he took the mug and emptied it down his throat along with the breath that stank of liquor, then he slammed his mug on the table.


    Like that n drinking contest had inadvertently started between the two, and the surrounding customers became spectators. There were even people cheering them on.


    Before long, the two men had already emptied their fifth drink and fallen into their chair at the same time, eyes glazed and cheeks blushed.


    “Hey, Gulland. Can you win against those goblins?”


    Saldin asked quietly enough to be drowned by the surrounding hustle and bustle.


    “Who knows? Can you, Saldin?”


    “Hmph, don’t talk stupid.”


    They shared a sharp gaze, but averted them immediately.


    “I might have a little too much!　That’s enough drinking, you lot! We’re going back!”


     

    Saldin called out to his clan members and walked away tottering.


    As he left, Saldin glared at Gulland over his shoulders.


    “I won’t mind if you come under me, you know.”


    “…Now that, is ‘talking stupid’.”


    Seeing the smile on Gulland’s lips, Saldin snorted and walked away.


    A few days later, word of the Wyvern Knights’ defeat and Alrodena’s advance north would reach them.

  


  

  
    * * *


    Along the way of their retreat, Misha’s wyvern knights saw a giant shadow approaching from the distant northern skies.


    “!”


    Suddenly, the wyverns panicked and she had to tighten her hold on the reins to get back control. When Misha looked around her, she saw that all of the usually obedient wyverns were flying wildly as though they didn’t want to be ridden.


    It was as though that giant shadow from the northern sky was influencing them, so she immediately turned their course around to fly south instead. When she did, the wyverns became docile again. In fact, they were flying even faster than before.


    “…Was it that monster’s influence?”


    At the end of Misha’s glare was Douhet the Flame Ryuu.


    The wyvern knight reinforcements for Elfa also had to turn around after just seeing him. That creature was on a completely different level compared to the wyverns. The wyverns that were bound by the Collar of Slavery must’ve realized the threat to their lives and desperately fought against the magic forcing them to obey.


    “…Go!”


    At Misha’s behest, the wyvern knights changed their route of retreat and were able to safely reach Elfa. The reaction of the wyverns to the threat was so intense that they actually ended up saving their riders.


    But to the young Misha, that did not know failure, there was no greater failure than to be forced to retreat before even fighting.


    The situation was also similar for Rafa, who had been sent by the hero to communicate with Rasdir. As a young woman overflowing with talent for both the magic and the sword, the hero greatly valued her talents, and so sent her to Elfa as a messenger.


    With the successful recruitment of the young leader, Rasdil, it’s safe to say that Rafa’s mission was already 60% complete. But indeed, as one might expect from a girl that held so much confidence in herself, the orders she received from the hero did not end there.


    She was also tasked with ensuring that Elfa would last long enough against Alrodena to become a shield for Altigand. Of course, the opinions of emissaries from allied countries couldn’t possibly be used when deciding the course of the nation.


    Yet Rafa was confident.


    For she had the knight commander, Rasdir, in her hands. She stuck to Rasdir like his shadow under the pretense of advising him, and she would give her opinion on Elfa’s policies, but when the discussions reached a stage where the crucial Rasdir would have to mobilize to expel the northern threat, Rafa couldn’t help but become impatient.


    At this rate, her influence in Elfa would diminish.


    For Rafa, who never doubted her own superiority in the slightest, Elfa fighting back on their own volition or surrendering were both unacceptable.


    Unfortunately, Rasdir’s mobilization was already decided.


    In her panic, she pushed her position as an emissary of an allied nation to attend their meetings, completely ignoring the fact that they were treating her very coldly as she expressed her own opinions as Altigand’s. To make things worse, Saldin, who led the Red King, and Gulland, who led the volunteer soldiers, were more influential in affecting Elfa’s policies than her.


    The Red King, led by Saldine, has fought in many battles, and due to the changes in national policy, even mercenaries have come to have a great deal of influence in the nation.


    But then again, to lend an ear to the strong that shed blood was only natural in the militaristic nation of Elfa.


    For the same reasons, the volunteer army formed by the surviving vassals of Margrave Mordred was one of the few reinforcements that was not destroyed by Aransain in the north, and was able to arrive safely in Elfa.


    “…And so, because of the above reasons, our Altigand would prefer that Elfa fight a defensive battle instead.


    As Rafa said that without the slightest doubt that she was in the right, silence filled the meeting room.


    As a nation that has already been driven into a corner, Altigand’s support was indispensable. But they found it emotionally hard to swallow to be subservient to them. If they prostrate themselves before Alsas, a nation that was once their enemy, how would they have the face to meet their forefathers, who themselves died before Alsas’ schemes?


    With Rasdir, a man serving for the second generation, for the first time, there was unity in the opinion of the nation.


    Unable to bear the blank stares and silence, the king, who was presiding over the meeting, turned to the volunteer soldiers.


    “…Do as you please. We will respect Elfa’s will,” Gulland said.


    When Gulland stood up as the representative to the volunteer soldiers and said that, Rafa’s eyes opened wide, while Elfa’s representative blinked his eyes.


    “Did I hear that wrong?”


    “No, we will respect Elfa’s will.”


    The meeting room grew abuzz, and gazes darted to and fro.


    “Gulland-dono, your opinion appears to oppose the emissary’s.”


    One of the heavy knight commanders who stayed behind to defend the capital gave Gulland a sharp look.


    “You can take if that way if you want, I don’t mind. We came here to help Elfa because of Margrave Mordred’s last will.”


    Rafa quietly glared at Gulland, but the glares of a little girl with just a little bit of talent couldn’t possibly discomfort him enough to even feel like a mosquito’s bite. Meanwhile, the leaders of Elfa wanted to applaud Gulland for his brazen rejection of ‘Altigand’s’ opinion.


    “Our Red King agrees with that Mr. Hero over there. And no, we’re not changing our opinion even if you pay us,” Saldin said.


    “…Well said. I’m sure people like yourselves are what people would refer to as true allies,” a knight commander said.


    As though on behalf of the people gathered there, the knight commander of a heavy knight platoon expressed his thanks to Gulland and Saldin.


    Of course, to Rafa there was nothing interesting about this turn of events. This was a disaster. The people of Elfa would also likely refuse from here on no matter what she says. She could tell that much, which is why she glared so hatefully at Gulland and Saldin.


    In the end, the meeting continued regardless of Rafa’s opinion, and it was decided that the people would be sent to flee to Altigand, while Rasdir and his heavy knights drew the attention of Aransain in the north. As for the rest of the army, they would be in charge of stopping the attacks coming from the south.


    Rafa tried to volunteer herself to pilot the boat, but even that was rejected by Elfa.


    “I believe it would be best to entrust that duty to the leader of our volunteer soldiers, who himself has survived many battles. Especially since such a role is meant to protect our people.”


    In other words, they couldn’t trust her. The look on Rafa’s face after such a rejection was truly a sight to behold.


    Yet despite the humiliation, she could only back down.


    In the end, she was nothing more than a messenger sent by the hero. No matter how talented she may be in magic and the sword, she was just a girl in her teens with no experience nor achievement to speak of.


    “We will be stopping the enemy approaching from the south,” the knight commander said.


    When it was time to part, the knight commander of a heavy knights platoon called out to Gulland and patted him on the shoulders.


    “I have high hopes for your conquests in combat, Knight of Storms,” the knight commander said.


    “…I’ll do my best,”　Gulland made a bitter face and responded vaguely.


    “We need you, Gulland. We need even a little bit of that thing called hope – a hope called ‘hero’.”


    “A false reputation is better than none, huh.”


    “At the very least that’s the case for the people. Please.”


    The knight commander offered his hand, and Gulland took it, but the power in the man’s eyes and in his grip surprised him. The man trusted him so much, and that made something smoldering deep inside him to start burning again a little.


    “You can count on me, Commander. I’ll Make sure the people of Elfa make it to Altigand.”


    “That’s our hero! As expected of the man the people of Elfa have put their trust in!”


    The next day, Gulland departed with some volunteer soldiers and knights.


    “I thought for sure you’d be coming with us,” Gulland said.


    Saldin of the Red King snorted at Gulland’s invitation. “That’ll be a problem for the client. Sorry, but we’ve never failed to see a contract to the end after accepting one.”


    “…I see. Don’t die now.”


    “Who do you think you’re talking to? I am the clan leader of the Red King.”


    As Saldin laughed fearlessly, Gulland left with the volunteer soldiers and led the people north.


    “Now then, men. There’s nothing to fear. Let’s go scare the hell out of this so-called demon king’s army, shall we?”


    The heavy knights cheered.


    “They’re goblins. The same goblins you’ve been exterminating all this time!　There’s no reason we can’t win!”


     

    As Saldin encouraged his men, the remnants of the Red King cheered.


    Though the imperial capital of Elfa knew that Alrodena was fast approaching, their spirits remained high.

  


  

  
    * * *


    Along the outer walls of the temporary imperial capital was a brigade of heavy knights with about 2,000 soldiers systematically lined up. Clad in full plate armor made out of a combination of Water Iron and Rock Iron, they were Elfa’s last heavy knights.


    They were arranged in a formation with five layers of horizontal lines, at the center of which fluttered a flag with  

    Four Overlapping Iron Shields

    (

Four Elnoms 

    )

    . Only the king of Elfa could raise this flag.


    To the flanks of the heavy knights were the light soldiers that have been doing their best with guerrilla tactics. The consecutive battles against the goblins have reduced their numbers to about half, yet they continued to follow the basic strategies of Elfa faithfully to assist the heavy knights. Moreover, thanks to the change in national policies, the forces of the Red King could now also stand in the right flank to supplement the light soldiers’ lack of numbers.


    Evidently, Elfa has thrown all of the soldiers that they could muster into this army. As they waited, before long, the distant howls of monsters reached them.


    Normally, such howls would cease as quickly as they came, yet this time, the howls only grew in number as they drew ever closer. Precisely because they could not see the approaching horde, all that heard the howls waited with breaths bated.


    And then as the clouds of dust cleared, a horde of monster beasts weaving through the mountainous region came to view.


    “We are the descendants of Ranserg!”


    It was the king of Elfa that raised his voice.


    “It is only because of your valiant efforts that this land that our ancestors have been fighting for for so many years remain with us yet!”


    This king was usually unreliable, but upon realizing that he could back down no more, he made his resolve.


    “If this land were to be lost, it could only be my fault. My incompetence. But! Despite that I want you to lend me your strength!”


    The knights quietly listened to the king.


    “Behind us are the people! The people of Elfa, your wives, your children!　Now that the situation has reached this point, surrender has lost all meaning!　Behold! That horde of monsters!　They must be stopped no matter the cost!”


    In the direction the king pointed was the monster horde gradually growing bigger and bigger.


    “Martial experts of Elfa, proud mercenaries! For the sake of Elfa, fight with us to the death!”


    A shout seemingly filled with fury rose.


    “Light knights and mercenaries! Expand to the sides!　Don’t let even a single monster get past us!　Iron Lion Brigade, advance!”


    At the behest of the heavy knight commander, Elfa mobilized.


    “Glory to Elfa!”


    And so, a minor nation’s battle staking everything began.


    ◆◇◆


    By the time the goblin king arrived at the battlefield, the battle was already mostly over.


    After the wyvern knights were repelled, they had continued their march to the imperial capital of Elfa with Zeilduk at the lead.


    Countless corpses of monster beasts were left in the onslaught of Zeilduk as their fierce attack sought to break through the outnumbered humans.


    “Is the enemy not retreating?”


    The Goblin King remarked with admiration.


    “I thought they’d be holed up in their castle just like the other humans, but…” Gi Ji said.


    Reflected on the two goblins’ eyes were fresh troops advancing to rebuild an already losing line.


    The flag raised was that of  

    four connected iron shields

    (

Four Elnom 

    )

    .


    “It appears they still have reservists left.”


    The Goblin King thoughtfully tapped his shoulder with his great sword from atop the 

    Terrifying Carnivorous Horse

    (

Andrewarchus 

    )

    .


    “Gi Ji. Send a messenger to Gi Gi. Have him focus his attacks on the right wing.”


    “As you command.”


    As the king watched the battlefield, a messenger called out to him from behind.


    “My lord!　Felduk has arrived!　Please give us permission to attack!”


    As the messenger passed Gi Gu Verbena’s message word for word, the Goblin King’s lips twisted.


    “I did steal the spotlight from him earlier. Fine, have Felduk destroy the enemy.”


    The messenger vigorously bowed his head before turning heel.


    At the same time the messenger arrived, the Felduk, that has been expanding to the left wing of the king’s cavalry, moved out.


    With long spearmen at the head, long swordsmen from right behind, and even druids, Felduk was indeed the biggest of the four armies.


    “…Gi Be Slay!”


    After seeing Felduk boring into the enemy like an axe swung, the goblin king called out to Gi Be Slay, the leader of the imperial guards.


    “Your Majesty!”


    “I’m going out!　Have the imperial guards follow me!”


    “As you will!”


    His objective was the fresh platoon holding Elfa’s  

    four connected iron shields

    (

Four Elnom 

    )

     flag.


    At the end of the Goblin King’s gaze was a platoon trying to encourage the soldiers to rebuild the lines. Because of that the two formations to the flanks that were on the verge of collapse were continuing to endure Alrodena’s attacks.


    Hence, it was only natural for the Goblin King to target the flag-bearing platoon.


    The great swords he drew were the  

    Black Flame Shimmering Great Sword

    (

Flamberge 

    )

     and the  

    Black-Red Speckled Great Sword

    (

Zweihander 

    )

    . As he gave Sui a light kick, the king’s steed rode like the wind, baring its fangs with ragged breaths, as though it could understand the Goblin King’s feelings.


    “Onwards! After me!”


    The king’s cavalry responded to the calls of the king, and Gi Be Slay rode through the battlefield with the flag of  

    Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena Kingdom 

    )

     raised up high.


    With their halberds lined up, the offensive prowess of their charge was indeed at the peak of the continent.


    As the king led the way, the imperial guards assumed the Arrow-Point Formation, and the lines that Four Elnom were so desperately trying to rebuild were shot through by the arrowhead of Alrodena.


    For just one instant, the two flags passed by each other, and then the flag of shields fell to the ground.


    In the early spring of the 5th year of the King’s Calendar, the Iron Country of Elfa fell, and the king and all the major personnel below him died in battle outside the castle. Alrodena had cut through the last of the minor nations, and Elfa was the one to stand in their path to supremacy. For that, Elfa fell.


    Now the only remaining country in the east was the Sacred Empire of Altigand.


    The nation where the hero was waiting.

  


  Chapter 278 – Swirling Destinies


  
    The news of Elfa’s defeat was reported by a soldier that managed to escape from the capital that fell to the Goblin King’s attack. That information immediately found its way to the young commander, Rasdil, who was currently facing  

    the tiger and spear army

    (

Aransain 

    )

     in the north.


    At the same time, they had received reports that the volunteer soldiers led by Gulland were protecting the people of Elfa and moving north.


    “…This is bad.”


    Rasdil, who was leading the last of Elfa’s forces, muttered to himself as he kept Aransain in his sights as they rode through the mountain range and gave rise to clouds of dust.


    Aransain’s fighting style was clever indeed. They never challenged them to a decisive battle and instead focused on buying time. When the heavy knights advanced, they would retreat. When the heavy knights retreated, they would advance. What’s more was that they moved quickly regardless of if it was day or night. That was something that the human forces could never imitate.


    To the side of the stranded Rasdil was the imperial capital that has already been devoured by the demon king’s army.


    Even if they continued to resist after this, there could not continue to fight without supplies. As such, Rasdir had to consider retreat.


    But that would naturally bring the qusetion of ‘to where’? Their motherland has already fallen, and the nations of the west have already been swallowed up by  

    the Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena Kingdom 

    )

    .


    Moreover, the heavy knights alone would already struggle to retreat, but they also had to protect the slow-moving citizens led by Gulland.


    “So we’ve finally been driven into a corner, huh.”


    Fortunately, the main forces of the Demon King’s army that’s approaching from the south was not ready to give chase right away.


    The best possible outcome here was to be able to protect the citizens while they themselves retreated to Altigand.


    “Don’t give them an opening. We’re retreating.”


    The Iron Bull Knights slowly retreated, while keeping tabs on Aransain’s movements and making sure to keep their large shields up. As for Aransain, they moved just like a predator trying to corner its prey as they tried to surround the Iron Bull Knights.


    “Commander! A messenger from the south!”


    “We haven’t shaken them off yet, I’ll have you know!”


    Clicking his tongue, Rasdir looked around at his men and ordered them to flee to the forest. At the same time, he and the guards that watched the back glared at Aransain.


    “We’ll meet up with the volunteer soldiers in the forest. Hurry! Ganosh Squad, Mash Squad!　Suppress the enemy with me!”


    When Gi Ga Rax saw the Iron Bull Knights split their army into two, he pointed his spear at the forest.


    “After them!　The riders of Paradua will take the lead!”


    “So be it!”


    Haroo, the great chieftain of Paradua, raised his spirit as he rode ahead. As 300 black tigers followed him, they disappeared into the forest.


    “The enemy isn’t that bad either, huh.”


    Zaurosh the vice clan leader of  

    the Proud Clan

    (

Leon Heart 

    )

     said when he saw the heavy knights’ lack of reaction despite the detached force moving out.


    “I’ll leave the attack to you.”


    The clan leader of the  

    Short Sword Battle Maiden

    (

Valkyria 

    )

    , Far, also just looked sharply at the enemy.


    Had they responded to Haroo’s detached force, Fal the footman slayer would have taken the lead to attack the heavy knights.


    “What? We’re not doing it?”


    “Having to wait for the enemy to respond truly is a test of patience.”


    Mido, chieftain of the fangs, a tribe known for their speed even among the demihumans, exchanged words with Tianos, the chieftain of the centaurs.


    Among the demihumans, the achievements of these two had no equal. It was mostly thanks to them that the demihumans were able to maintain their voice within Alrodena.


    “It’s true that they’re still acting with composure, but… Once Haroo-dono attacks, they may very well fall into chaos. When that happens there will be another opportunity.”


    Gi Ga Rax maintained a certain distance from the enemy as he carefully watched them make their move.


    A battle was currently unfolding in the forest between the freely moving rider-beasts of Paradua and the heavy knights that have tightened their formation to minimize their losses. Sometimes that black tiger would leap atop the twisting trees, then use them to lift itself even higher into the sky. Other times it would suddenly fall from between the treetops of the abundant forest. Regardless what the freely moving black tiger did, it carried on its back the powerful goblin of Paradua.


    A powerful goblin that has followed the Goblin King since he united the Forest of Darkness.


    As the tip of his spear pierced through the gap in a knight’s full-plate armor, it tore through the flesh, and the knight fell down with a cry of anguish. And then before the enemy could even organize a counterattack, the black tiger would groan, and with a leap, flee to the trees. Though the goblins that accompanied him numbered a mere 300, the threat they posed was immeasurable.


    Moreover, such tactics were being done in an organized manner under the command of Haroo, who has risen to the position of Great Chief after many battles.


    Already, the forest was the domain of humans no more, it has been transformed into the hunting grounds of Paradua.


    As powerful as the heavy knights were, the reality that they could not even fight back and were being killed one by one was enough to make them scream. A heavy knight was human too. Hence, it comes to no surprise that there were some who’d much rather gamble everything on a single fight rather than continue in this manner, not knowing when or how they will die.


    “The situation is only getting worse!　We need to go out and fight our way to survival!”


    As time went on, it was inevitable that the voice of this group would only grow bigger.


    When a senior knight, who had been desperately trying to suppress his agitation, fell, the knights that entered the forest mobilized with hysteria.


    “This battle is mine!　I’ll teach these humans how to hunt!”


    Haroo declared with the corners of his mouth twisted, and the surrounding Paradua goblins raised their spears in agreement.


    100 knights staked everything on a single fight, but though their numbers weren’t that far off from Paradua’s 300 goblins, they stood no chance as they were easily wiped out. The knights split into many small platoons, and they attacked the goblins one after another.


    To the north, to the east, to the west, to the south… The small platoons that moved as they pleased turned into mere corpses before the goblins.


    Some knights tried to meet up with the volunteer soldiers while their allies were being killed, but the goblins immediately caught up to them and they found themselves unable to move any further.


    
  


  

  
    * * *


    “Damn it!　At this rate…”


    The heavy knights had their backs to each other as they kept a careful eye on their surroundings, but there was no stopping the onslaught of the Paradua goblins that would gallop through the trees and jump over verdant greens to attack. Not only could the Paradua goblins handle the black tigers, the black tigers themselves were dangerous monster beasts that bared their fangs against them. Were they to let their guard down, the black tigers would easily bite off their neck or tear through their armor with their sharp claws.


    Already, more than half of the 100 knights here have been lost. Oh how they wished they could just scream and flee.


    As the last line of knights, they knew all too well that death was inevitable.


    And when a black tiger fell from above and tore through the throat of a nearby knight and the goblin riding it raised his spear, the heavy knights knew that death had come.


    “ 

    The Ruler of the Wind and the Lightning

    (

Astaroth 

    )

    !”


    But then streaks of lightning tore through the air. There were three streaks all in all, and they attacked the Paradua goblin like a whip of lightning.


    With a flash of light, that whip was unleashed.


    And in just one blow, the Paradua goblin was turned into an unspeakable corpse.


    As whips of lightning lashed out, Gulland ran as though to trace marks of destruction on the land.


    His great sword was clad in storm and wind.


    “Get lost, goblins!  

    Ravaging Storm

    (

Barbatos 

    )

    !”


    From the sweeping edge of his blade rose a cyclone of wind blades that literally bisected the trees.


    Paradua goblins on black tiger backs were easily bisected, and even the attacking black tigers were turned to rust in the face of his great sword as he stood in front of the heavy knights.


    Slipping past through black tiger claws, he thrust out his great sword to bury it into black tiger neck. Blood spurted out like a fountain, but before it could dye him, he continued onward and rushed for the last of the three. The monster beast roared, but a swing of his great sword cracked its head, and with another swing, he rid his blade of its flesh and blood.


    After making short work of three Paradua goblins, Gulland once again gathered his powers into his sword.


    “ 

    The Ruler of the Wind and the Lightning

    (

Astaroth 

    )

    !”


    But the power this time was far greater than before.


    When Gulland raised his sword, 7 streaks of lightning shot out, and they burned the forest.


    In the face of such great power, not even the Paradua goblins could easily attack. Growl as much as the black tigers might, they had no choice but to withdraw for now.


    “Are you alright?”


    Saved from right within the clutches of death, the man appeared to the heavy knights – a hero.


    ◇◆◆


    While running around the hunting ground that was the forest, Haroo, who had rallied his men once, immediately realized that his returning subordinates were fewer.


    Realizing that something unexpected must’ve happened, he immediately gave the order to disengage.


    To Haroo and the other Paradua goblins, the forest was their domain, and any battles in it was nothing more than an extension of their hunts. But unexpected events were always accompanied by unexpected things, so the moment something unexpected happens, they had to consider how much danger they were exposing themselves to; so, with a mind free of arrogance, he immediately ordered that they retreat.


    “…So they really were killed.”


    His subordinates that returned numbered only 270. 30 veteran riders had been slain. Hal grit his teath.


    “Withdraw for now!”


    At Haroo’s behest, the Paradua beast riders orderly rode through the forest. They would meet up with Aransain first. As soon as they left, the enemy started moving again.


    “I thought it was a good opportunity, but…” Far said.


    Far of the Valkyria Clan glared at the enemy, then clicked her tongue and turned to their commander, Gi Ga.


    “Reinforcements came, it seems,” Gi Ga said.


    When the enemy started to panic, they thought their good opportunity had come, but that lasted only for a moment before the enemy regained their calm and started showing signs of life again.


    “…It could also have been a bluff,” Zaurosh said.


    Gi Ga nodded to Zaurosh’s viewpoint, but his conclusion didn’t change.


    “Even so, no common commander could accomplish something like that. It’s too dangerous to attack now.”


    “That’s true.”


    Zaurosh agreed, and he commanded his subordinates.


    “Maintain distance and await further instruction.”


    Aransain’s judgments was proven correct when Haroo returned and informed them that the enemy’s reinforcements have come. But they couldn’t see any changes to the enemy’s movements. Apparently, the enemy was just trying to move through the forest while using their whole army to keep Aransain in check.


    “If they were trying to rendezvous with the reinforcements to the south, we would have to stop them no matter what, but…” Far said.


    “They seem to be going east instead,” Zaurosh said.


    They were tacitly asking Gi Ga if they would be giving chase, but the goblin shook his head.


    “They ought to have seen more than enough of our strength. Neither of you wishes for needless blood shed, I’m sure.”


    “As you will.”


    Half of Aransain was made up of human platoons.


    As such, Gi Ga had to take their feelings into consideration. At this time, a messenger arrived, bringing with him news of Elfa’s fall and the occupation of their imperial city.


    Gi Ga nodded and sent a messenger to the front lines.


    “Is that fine? Giving an opportunity for the enemy to escape?” Haroo asked.


    “If we’re going to kill them, we’ll have to be thorough,” Gi Ga said.


    Haroo’s question was really asking if the king would punish him for this, but Gi Ga denied the notion with a smile.


    Believing that they’d accomplished more than enough, Gi Ga decided to avoid needless confrontations and withdrew their army.


    As the battle of Elfa came to an end, the fastest spear of the goblins pointed east.

  


  

  
    * * *


    After a long time since the beginning of the eastern expedition, the four goblin generals were once again under the command of the Goblin King.


    They were gathered at the imperial capital of Elfa. The war had been fought outside of the castle, so the imperial capital was able to get out of the war mostly unscathed. The goblins were also already used to taking over imperial capitals abandoned by their citizens, so after taking over the main facilities, they immediately sent word to  

    The City Where the King Sits

    (

Revea Su 

    )

    .


    With Prime Minister Pale also coming, all of the vital members of the army have essentially been gathered.


    Gi Ga Rax, who faithfully followed his orders to stop the Iron Bull Knights and suffered no major damage.


    Gi Gu Verbena, who defeated Elfa’s heavy knights head on, and was essentially the leading character of the eastern expedition.


    Gi Gi Orudo, whose occupation of the neighboring nations and appropriate requests for reinforcements greatly reduced the damage to his allies.


    Ra Gilmi Fishiga, who maintained the public order and revitalized the occupied areas.


    Gi Jii Yubu and Gi Zu Ruo, who despite not being generals, managed to defeat many countries by working together with a tactician from an allied nation.


    They had accomplished that much just with the conquest of Elfa, and now the only remaining major eastern power was Altigand.


    During the two years of the Eastern Expedition, the results of the war were such that a book could be written about them.


    They’ve gathered here today after defeating the minor nations to discuss how they would deal with the giant that was Altigand.


    “With the northern sea to the north and the ocean in the south, Altigand is surrounded by islands.”


    Prime Minister Pale was the one who spoke first.


    Through her explanations, the geography, climate, military strength, and even the important people of Altigand was presented before the king thoroughly.


    The mountainous region bordering Elfa extended southwards toward the coast, making it difficult to deploy a large force. There was also the Wyvern Valley in the northern roads, from which the wyvern knights most likely sourced their wyverns from. And the Altigands were also a proud people made up mostly of human supremacists. Because of that the church had a strong influence over them.


    The army consisted of the private army of the nobility and the army directly under the king, and the recent annexation of Yama also equipped them with a navy. Their standing army might be small, and the main force might only be around 20,000 despite the size of their country, but they had the hero with them, a person whose existence spelled no good news for the goblins.


    “We’ve reached out to the mermen in an attempt to seal their navy. Inciting them, should keep our backs clear of the enemy.”


    Yarma’s navy had been active in the transport of supplies during the attack on Elfa. But nothing could prove more troublesome than if that were to be utilized to wreak havoc in the lands behind them, for such a move could prevent supplies from reaching the front lines, obstructing the movements of the army.


    “What of the countermeasures against the wyvern knights?”


    “Tunnels are being constructed as we speak.”


    Pale replied matter-of-factly to Gi Gi Orudo’s question.


    “Tunnels!?”


    The new  

    Antman

    (

Killer Ant 

    )

     Queen needed to build her nest, so they took advantage of that and had a tunnel constructed in the regions spanning Elfa and Altigand. It would be especially troublesome to be attacked in the borers of Elfa and Altigand, so Pale was hoping that the tunnel could be used to avoid that.


    As for the strategy of using the king as bait, it was not something Pale enjoyed, and neither did the members gathered here.


    “What about the strategy we used last time? Can’t that work anymore?”


    Only the Goblin King frowned, but Pale met his gaze and smiled at him coldly.


    “Should I explain why?”


    “No, that’s fine.”


    The air became a little awkward because of that, but after a little cough, the group was brought together again.


    “Wyvern Valley likely has a lot of wyverns. We don’t know how they’re able to tame these critters, but there’s no reason to intentionally put ourselves in danger.”


    The killer ant queen has already started the construction of her nest.


    Some goblins were helping out too, so much progress has already been made.


    “Enough about the tunnels. Where are the enemies positioned?”


    “Our first objective will be Fort Bandigam in Alsas’ former region, then the key to the north, Yerkshire, and then the border land, Berkel.


    “So, three objectives.”


    Looking down at the point indicated on the map, Bandigam was at the end of the tunnel. Between Wyvern Valley and the imperial capital was Yerkshire. And then to the southwest was the borderland territory of Berkel.


    The goblin king and other high-ranking goblins nodded their heads in agreement to this steady plan to gradually attack from the west.


    “After passing through the tunnel, we will lay a siege around Bandigam, then we will march for Yerkshire and Berkel.”


    As Pale’s fingertips moved the pieces, all eyes gathered.


    “I propose using Bandigam as a bridgehead to capture Altigand.”


    “Can’t we just do everything in one go like we’ve been doing until now?”


    Gi Gi Orudo tilted his head and asked.


    “But then the people won’t be able to accept that.”


    “We could wipe them out.”


    Gi Gu said thoughtfully as he caressed his thick chin.


    “Won’t that take too much time?”


    As the person in charge of the difficult task of restoring the public order, Gi Gu had to ask that question.


    Altigand’s pride in being the nation from which the humans rose to power would hinder the goblins from governing. The goblins may have been able to swallow up the minor nations easily, but Altigand wasn’t anything like Attibel, which was still but an emerging state, and the people were just vaguely aware of its existence.


    A better comparison would be Germion Kingdom.


    But even then, in Germion Kingdom, the development of the western region was just beginning. In fact, they had to make drastic cuts just to restore public order to the lands east of the imperial capital.


    In order to protect the public order of the lands behind them, Pale believed that they needed to have a secure base of operations before proceeding with their attack.


    Pale’s strategy was indeed firm and steady. The Goblin King nodded.


    “Very well. After taking down Bandigam, we will go to Yerkshire and Berkel.”


    As the generals bowed, the Goblin King turned to the map below him.


    But then a roaring sound suddenly erupted, and everyone reflexively turned to look outside.


    A ryuu was descending from the heavens. It was a ryuu the Goblin King knew well, and for a moment, he doubted his eyes.


    “Douhet!”


    While all the goblins were looking on in wonder, Douhet the Flame Ryuu landed, and two people got off from his back.


    As Pale averted her eyes, she put away the map and the documents while the goblins had their attention on Douhet.


    “What a shaky ride!”


    “…I’m, sick…”


    The goblin king goggled when he saw Reshia, looking like she was about to die, and Gi Za Zakuend, who was grumbling matter-of-factly.


    “Why are they here?”


    All eyes naturally gathered on Pale, but she just curtly responded while putting away the documents.


    “Why not ask the person herself?”


     

    “T-That’s true, but…”


    Though unsatisfied with Pale’s explanation, she hastily left the room, and the Goblin King had no choice but to rush to where Douhet was.


    There, Reshia could be seen nailed to the ground, while Gi Za had his chest arrogantly puffed up as he spoke with Douhet about something. He turned around when the Goblin King arrived.


    “What is the meaning of this?”


    “We are reinforcements.”


    Gi Za Zakuend’s response was too concise, so the Goblin King turned to Reshia, but she just groaned at him in a voice unbefitting a maiden.


    He turned to Gi Za again, but apparently, he had no intention of explaining any more than that and just folded his arms.


    “…My lord, the one who asked for reinforcements is most likely… Me.”


    Gi Gi Orudo shrugged his shoulders as he confessed that.


    “A trump card against the wyvern knights, huh.”


    As the Goblin King muttered to himself, he approached Douhet the Flame Ryuu.


    “Is that fine, Douhet?”


    “This life was saved by that adherent. As frustrating as it may be, to fail to return this debt of gratitude would be to go against this one’s principles.”


    The Goblin King turned to Reshia, but it did not seem she would be able to speak for awhile.


    “Just my presence alone should be enough to strike fear into the wyverns. Just that won’t be considered participating in the war.”


    “I see… Thank you.”


    Douhet snorted and stretched himself out.


    “Uu… It feels like my stomach is dancing.”


    The Goblin King looked down at Reshia with dismay, then after telling the others to prepare the victory banquet, he called out to her.


    “Well… When you recover, I’ll have someone prepare a room for you in the castel.”


    She nodded, but she still couldn’t talk.

  


  

  
    * * *


    After rendezvousing with Gulland, who was leading the volunteer soldiers, Rasdir, the commander of the knights, immediately headed for Altigand.


    They believed that there would be no problem even if they refugees in tow if their destination was a mountainous area unsuited for deploying large armies. Moreover, most of the monster beasts have also gone quiet thanks to the efforts of the Wyvern Knights, so the journey should be relatively safe.


    There was also word from Misha’s wyvern knights that have returned ahead of them, and by the time they arrived at Fort Bandigam, there were soldiers there to welcome them.


    “…Gulland-dono, so it was true.”


    “You’re… Yuan, right?”


    The person that greeted the exhausted and mud-covered Gulland and refugees was that same Yuan that once led the people of the Western Region to flee to the east.


    His clothes were by no means that of a normal soldier. Although he had likely yet to reach the rank of a general, the treatment he was receiving seemed no lesser than that.


    “It’s good that you’re safe,” Yuan said.


    “Yes, you too,” Gulland said.


    Yuan awkwardly averted his eyes, and Gulland felt uncomfortable, but despite that, Gulland still entrusted him with the refugees.


    “You must be in charge,” Rasdir said.


    Rasdir was acting reserved because the two seemed to know each other, but when he picked up on the sensitive air between the two, he interjected.


    “That I am indeed. Holy Knight, Yuan El Farran, at your service.”


    “Holy knight…?　I’m sorry, but…”


    Knowing what had happened to Gulland, Rasdir was completely helpless regarding the darting eyes between the two men.


    “The knights appointed by the “church” are known as holy knights. I’ve been assigned to be the vice-commander of the third unit.”


    While Gulland was gazing on in amazement, Yuan courageously met his gaze.


    “I see,” Gulland said.


    “Yes,” Yuan said.


    “I’ll leave the refugees with you.”


    “On my name.”


    As Yuan bowed his head, Gulland said nothing more and just turned his back.


    Rasdir remained quiet as he made a difficult face, but it did not seem that he a solution could be found. Anyhow, since the refugees have been entrusted to this Yuan, he would have to go through him.


    There was no telling how long Yuan would remain bowed to Gulland’s back, so Rasdir took it upon himself to break the silence.


    “Excuse me. I can sense that the circumstances here aren’t something I should be cutting into, but I would like to ask you to process the refugees.”


    “Yes, of course.”


    After going through all the formalities, it was now time to prepare to accept the Elfa people as refugees. Rasdil was so impressed with how smooth everything went that he called out to Yuan, but the man just wryly smiled and shook his head.


    “Refugees have been coming here since last year, and there hasn’t been an end to them. Thanks to the hero, they at least won’t be starving, but the most we’ve really managed to accomplish is just to get good at going through these procedures…”


    Yuan laughed in self-deprecation, but there was no denying that he was able to finish the process in just a few days.


    “…The former knights of Elfa and the margrave’s army will likely receive orders from the hero in the not so distant future.”


    Whether they wanted it or not, all the military powers were gathering under the hero. Elfa fell, as did the minor nations that followed Altigand. So why was he so sure that this would be the only country that won’t be devoured by the goblins?


    Rasdil was intrigued by this honest-looking young man called Yuan, so after Yuan finished his work, he invited him out for a drink, but Yuan used his work as a reason to refuse him firmly.


    “In that case, I’ll wait until you’re done.”


    Yuan laughed in a strained manner at that. but Rasdir was just too pushy, and in the end, he gave in.


    “I’m sorry. I know I was a bit pushy in my asking you out, but I hope you can forgive me.”


    “It’s fine. I can more or less understand your situation.”


    Rasdir has been tasked to act as Elfa’s representative. The crown prince was yet too young, and the queen knew nothing about politics, so lineage-wise and position-wise, the only person that could fill the role of Elfa’s representative was him.


    From his perspective, however, although they were able to seek asylum in Altigand, they didn’t have anyone in Altigand that was close enough to be called an acquaintance.. They were acquainted with the hero, yes, but that was as far as their relationship went. No matter how much the hero might call him a comrade, in the end, theirs was just a private relationship.


    As the representative of the ruined nation of Elfa, he had to make connections in various fields. Yuan could understand that. Evidently, Rasdir’s impression of him being an honest and capable man wasn’t mistaken.


    “So you saw through me.”


    Rasdir said in a jesting manner, but his gaze was stern.


    “I will do everything I can to help.”


    “…Is that because of Gulland?”


    “There’s that too, but I too entered Altigand as a refugee. It would be three years ago by now.”


    As he sipped his drink, Yuan’s gaze seemed to turn to the past.


    “But isn’t El Farran one of the thirteen martial families of the east?”


    “Yes they took me in as a son-in-law.”


    “I see. It must be because of your talents.”


    “To be honest, I think I just got lucky.”


    While asking about Yuan’s standing, Rasdir learned that there was a large movement within Altigand.


    Their army was growing at a frightening pace. The Holy Kingdom of Alsas that he knew has already transformed into something else completely. He knew that they had been changing, but the speed at which they changed still surprised him.


    The holy knights were appointed solely by the ‘church’ of the biggest religion of the east.


    And the Order of the Holy Knights that they led was divided into five units. The organization was hastily put together over the past two years, so there was no avoiding that hastily produced feel to the organization, but regardless, the quality of their equipment did not fail to shock and awe.


    “Vice-commander! So this is where you were!””


    When Yuan was called out in that manner, Rasdir turned around to see a lone girl.


    “Eleanor-sama.”


    Yuan stood up from his seat and greeted the girl with a graceful bow. The girl was so beautiful that she did not seem to fit the tavern, but she was wearing the same armor as Yuan.


    “I’ve been looking for you! Didn’t you promise to help me with my sword training once your work was done!?”


    “My apologies.”


    “Oh, that’s not that I meant. It’s not like I’m angry or anything. I’m not angry, but… Who might you be?”


    As the girl’s eyes darted about restlessly, she turned to Rasdir as though to plead for help.


    “Ah, yes. Where are my manners? …I am Rasdir from Elfa, my lady. Yuan-dono has helped me a lot in processing our refugees.”


    “From the Iron Bull, right?”


    As the girl carefully turned to Yuan, he nodded.


    “…I see. In that case, it can’t be helped. I am Eleanor Dedo Gardena. Commander of the third holy knight unit.”


     

    As Rasdir opened his eyes wide in surprise, Eleanor laughed in self-deprecation.


    “Well, I’m more of a decorative commander than anything really. It is upsetting to see Vice-Commander Yuan taken, but I can understand that there are circumstances at play keeping him here, so I’ll just have to give up here today.”


    As the girl turned heel and excused herself, Rasdir made a strange expression.


    “Do even little girls go to war in this country? … She certainly seemed smart, but…”


    “She’s better at the spear than I am. Her sword is still some ways off, but… She’s from the thirteen martial families of the east.”


    “She’s a child.”


    “Yes. That is absolutely correct.”


    Rasdil’s eyes followed after the girl that had left, looking as though they had seen something that couldn’t be explained with words.


    
  


  Chapter 279 – Encounter


  
    “We need a diversion until the tunnel is ready.”


    It was Rashka of Gaidga who voiced that opinion. Without exception, everyone in the meeting room stared at Rashka in disbelief. Even the Goblin King, who was always so detached, and even Pale, the shrewd and ever calm prime minister, doubted their ears.


    “Rashka is talking about… strategy?”


    Gi Zu Ruo said that without thinking about it, but those words actually expressed the opinion of everyone gathered in the room.


    “Well, I do agree that there is a need for it, but…”


    Even Pale, who was usually so decisive, couldn’t help but glance at the king as she mumbled those words.


    “…But of course.”


    The goblin king managed to maintain his dignity when he answered Rashka, but inwardly he too was tilting his head.


    “Right, right, a diversionary team is a given!”


    Rashka nodded in satisfaction, his mouth twisted into a broad grin as he looked around.


    “And, of course, such a role would naturally require a small but elite and powerful team.”


    Since that opinion was also quite reasonable, everyone but Rashka himself nodded their heads.


    “And as far as a small but elite team goes, our Gaidga is the only one up to the task. In other words…”


    Rashka has been working to increase Gaidga’s numbers as the king’s special forces, and now, they numbered nearly 1,000.


    One reason behind their growth was the iron armor that they themselves made, for with it, their resiliency rose to such heights that they rarely ever died on the battlefield. Another reason was because Rashka himself did not proactively venture into the front lines while the Goblin King wasn’t there. Ever since the Eastern Expedition had begun, Rashka and the Gaidga Tribe have been focusing their strengths in increasing their numbers.


    “There is no one else other than us—”


    “No, that’s not true!”


    Gi Zu Ruo glared sharply at Rashka, looking as though he was about to leap at the goblin.


    “We  

    Thousand-Demon Army

    (

Sazanorga 

    )

     would not lose out to the Gaidga Tribe!”


    “Oh? So the little goblin dares to talk, does he?”


    Only Rashka would dare treat Gi Zu Ruo like a little boy, a goblin blessed by  

    the Mad God

    (

Zu Oru 

    )

     and one that displays unparalleled bravery in battle.


    After a loud argument akin to two monsters butting horns, they decided to turn to the king to make a decision.


    “We will entrust it to Rashka.”


    “But why, Your Majesty? Do you doubt our strength!?”


    Gi Zu Ruo never screamed in battle, and yet here he was, sounding as though he were screaming when he asked that question. The Goblin King couldn’t help but chuckle at that.


    “I believe it was Rashka who recognized the necessity of this diversion first and was also the first to explain the need for it.”


    “That’s, true…”


    Despite his frustration, Gi Zu had to admit that Rashka had indeed made merit.


    “That should mean that he is the one who understands this mission best.”


    The king’s decision was with reason. Or at the very least, Gi Zu and the goblins under him thought so, as they bowed their heads.


    “…Questioning the king’s judgment was a lack of wisdom on my part. Please forgive me, Your Majesty.”


    “It is fine, Gi Zu. On behalf of your burning desire to do battle, I forgive you.”


    “…Thank you.”


    And so it was decided that the Gaidga Tribe led by Rashka would be leaving the Iron Country of Elfa to head to Altigand and execute a diversionary attack in the mountainous region. Around the same time, however, Gi Zu Ruo, accompanied by Zu Ved, visited Gi Jii Yubu.


    “Teach me tactics!”


    “I don’t particularly mind, but— Wait, what!?””


    Zu Ved looked unmotivated, but Gi Zu was desperate, and he even went as far as to hit Zu Ved and have him prostrate to Gi Jii with him. They bowed their heads so deep their heads were rubbing the ground.


    “Hmm, I’m sure it’ll be of great service to His Majesty if you are able to learn tactics. Very well, I shall cooperate with you.”


    As someone who has worked with Gi Zu all throughout the eastern expedition, Gi Jii highly appraised his abilities. The management of their unlit was unrefined, but there was no denying that their ability to penetrate enemy forces was unrivaled by other human units and even other goblin units.


    If their unit could start moving tactically, they would surely be a great boon to the Goblin King’s path to world domination.


    That’s why Gi Jii Yubu decided to share everything he knew with them without holding back.


    However, Gi Jii did not know then that there were things people were bad at and good at.


    He patiently taught Gi Zu, but Gi Zu’s forces only grew weaker with every mock battle, and in the end, he found himself with a huge headache.


    Distressed, he could only turn to Pale Symphoria for help, as he looked up to her as his tactical mentor.


    “Pale-dono, please lend our army your wisdom.”


    But despite his earnest pleading, Pale only gave a few advice.


    “Is that really all?”


    “That will likely be enough.”


    Gi Jii was half-doubtful, but he still did as advised and instructed Gi Zu accordingly. When he did, Gi Zu’s forces underwent a remarkable change. Gi Zu and even Gi Jii, who was the one who’d taught him, were surprised at the transformation.


    A few days later, while Gi Zu was enthused by the results, and even believed that they could now defeat Rashka, Gi Jii went to Pale to ask why the change was so drastic. She answered with a smile.


    “It’s simple. Gi Zu-dono can’t understand complicated things. That’s true for the people under him too. That’s why…”


    “The only commands you gave them were to attack and to retreat, and then had them chase Gi Zu-dono’s flag.”


    “Yes. The simpler the order, the more effective. Especially for a general like Gi Zu-dono that always stands in the front lines. Generals like him can only give simple orders to their soldiers.”


    “So, in other words, I’ve been teaching Gi Zu-dono too much?”


    “Yes.”


    “I see.”


    Gi Jii nodded deeply, but then, as if a thought suddenly occurred to him, he raised a question.


    “But some of the men we have defeated fought in the front lines, and yet they were able to execute such complicated maneuverings with their armies.”


    “There are always exceptions. They also say that the art of war lies in the threshold between logic and intuition.”


    “Intuition, huh…”


    “Gi Zu-dono was originally the intuitive type. Perhaps that’s the reason why you’re so lost?”


    “Perhaps.”


    The concept of relying on savage valor and intuition to fight on the battlefield was a completely foreign concept to Gi Jii. He believed that it was the clear difference in power and the accumulation of theories that moved wars. It was precisely because he understood intense emotions that he understood how dangerous they could be. Gi Jii pondered on Pale’s words.


    “Thank you for enlightening me.”


    When Gi Jii left, he was happy, as though he had been enlightened.


    
  


  

  
    * * *


    The Bandigam Fortress was located at the border of the now ruined Iron Country, Elfa, and the Sacred Empire of Altigand.


    Even after the hero’s reform of the military, the position of this fortress, that blocked one of the main routes to Altigand’s neighbor, Elfa, did not waver. The importance of this area was sure to increase now that  

    the Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena Kingdom 

    )

    , the city built by the  

    Demonic Children of Chaos

    (

Goblins 

    )

    , were expanding their power and were now within reach.


    And given that the largest religious organization of the east, the Church, have also sent their holy knights, there was no mistaking the importance of the fortress. The Church, whose previous highest archbishop had gone missing in the War of the Saint, had identified Arlodena as an enemy of the Church, and issued a proclamation declaring the hero to be the savior that would save the human world from the invasion of the monsters.


    As part of their cooperation, they would be supporting the hero militarily.


    To that end, they sent the holy knights, and it was also to that end that Eleanor’s third unit was with Altigand.


    The Church taught that Ativ, The Ancestor God Who Birthed Nations, was the greatest of the gods, and that the human race have received the favor of the gods and were the most favored race. Though there was a difference in the teachings of the main branch and the subbranches, the strong-willed and the powerful among the human supremacists were nonetheless permitted to enter the Order of the Holy Knights.


    “The Demon King’s Army has attacked?”


    Inside an inn, Rasdir asked that question while facing Eleanor, after which he turned his gaze away from her to look at the young man standing quietly behind her.


    “A report made through a beacon informs us that one of their armies have encroached into the mountainous region.”


    Those problematic words were spoken by Eleanor, a girl still too young to be called a woman. Rasdir’s brows furrowed.


    “So what do you want us to do?”


    “We, the third unit of the Order of the Holy Knights, have received the order to subjugate the monster army. I want your support.”


    Before this girl that didn’t consider the possibility of being rejected, Rasdir glanced at Yuan. When he saw him nod, Rasdil decided to accept the job.


    “…Very well. This is a good opportunity for us, the Iron Bull Knights, to clear our name.”


    “Thank you very much.”


    After parting with Eleanor, who nodded in satisfaction, Yuan and Rasdil moved on to talk business.


    “So, how many soldiers do we have?”


    “Some of the volunteer soldiers have joined us, so with our third unit, that’s about 1,000 soldiers.”


    “With our forces added, that makes roughly 3,000.”


    As for the equipment, they were, of course, mostly footmen. The mountainous areas did not provide enough land to deploy cavalry. Commanders and messengers might still make use mounts, but it did not make sense to organize a cavalry.


    Rations, weapons, armor, compensation for injuries, rewards… etc.


    To maintain the organization that was the military, all of that needed be taken into consideration. If there was a country behind said organization, a logistics department could be established, and all matters regarding such variety could be entrusted to it.


    Even in Arlodena, the logistics of the Eastern Expeditionary Force was being managed by an astute bureaucrat known as  

    the Genius with a Rubbish Mouth

    (

Mardigas 

    )

    .


    “Will the wyvern knights be participating too?”


    If they could get a bird’s eye view of the battlefield, the amount of information they would be able to procure would rise by a whole level. Rasdil was expectant, but unfortunately, Yuan shook his head.


    “Unfortunately, their chain of command is different. Besides, the wyverns aren’t good with such tall mountains.”


    “If I may be blunt, there’s no guarantee that we would be able to win against the demon king’s army even if we were fully prepared.”


    “I agree. I’ll mention it to the upper brass from my side too.”


    After confirming Yuan’s deep nod, Rasdil took another step.


    “…Alright, but more importantly, what kind of compensation can we expect? I am sorry to have to mention it, but my position demands that I know. Please understand.”


    “Yes, it’ll be difficult for me to say that the compensation will be satisfactory, but I’ll do my best. Of course, the people of the late Elfa will be considered as well.”


    “Thank you for your thoughtfulness.”


    Rasdil had no choice but to request for better conditions for the late Elfa’s refugees.


    Those with a vocation were still fine. But some of the refugees fled with nothing but the clothes on them. It was true that the refugees wouldn’t starve to death with the bread provided, but that really was just the bare sustenance needed to keep on living. An unstable life like that would gradually eat away at whatever sanity they had left. Since taking on this responsibility of representing his country, for the first time, Rasdir regretted their last battle.


    –Pride can’t fill one’s stomach.


    He wasn’t sure exactly when it was, but he still remembers when the clan Leander of the Red King, Saldin, laughed sarcastically.


    His people had to be fed.


    That was a responsibility far too heavy for a mere knight commander such as himself.


    Regardless, the fate of the people of the ruined Iron Country now rested on his shoulders. And he was not selfish enough to abandon them. Unfortunately, the only way he knew to support them was to become a mercenary.

  


  

  
    * * *


    The relationship between the military and the prostitutes was one that could never be cut.


    As one might expect, there were many men among the strong. Because while magic and skill might exist, men were still overwhelmingly powerful when it came to pure muscle strength. With the military overflowing with men, it cannot be helped that they would come to have an inseparable relationship with the prostitutes. As such, even Fort Bandigam had a brothel licensed by the country to operate.


    Brothels were stores too, so naturally, they had ‘classes’ too.


    Before the military reform of the hero, there were brothels for nobles and brothels for soldiers, but after the reform, they were now just segregated into ones for the officers and ones for the soldiers.


    Within one of the private rooms of one such brothel was Gulland, who was drinking ale all by himself.


    The Margrave’s army has already been dismissed from the duty of leading the volunteer army. and Elfa has also fallen, to no one’s surprise. Although the people were able to flee and find refuge in Altigand, their main objective of rescuing a neighboring nation has ended in failure.


    “…”


    The present situation was such that even Gulland has been used like a disposable pawn.


    But it was not because he was used and thrown away that he was so angry. In the first place, battles were not something that should end without incurring damage, so it was a given that they would be treated like disposable pawns. Frankly, anyone who died in battle either had bad luck or was just lacking in skill.


    But the problem was that even after using those disposable pawns, they couldn’t do much damage against the goblins.


    The leading figure responsible for dispatching the volunteer army was the hero.


    “Hmph, hero…”


    How hilarious would it be if the volunteer army was actually a plot meant to shave away at the power of the nobles?


    Does the hero really think he could beat the goblins like that? At the very least, the Goblin King would never use such tactics. His soldiers are strong and tough.


    If quarrels between Altigand’s factions and a shallow foresight of just that level are all that Altigand has to offer, then sooner or later, they too will be trampled over by the goblins.


    Gulland unhappily emptied his cup into the back of his throat.


    “…Excuse me.”


    But then a frightened voice resounded in his ears. Unfortunately for Gulland, he could not get even a little drunk no matter how much he drank.


    When he turned to the open door with his eyes, a girl still too young to be called a woman was there.


    “I don’t remember calling you, though.”


    “…The mistress told me to accompany you.”


    Gulland narrowed his eyes, and the girl cast down her eyes.


    “…”


    “…”


    She was so skinny that you couldn’t call her slender even as flattery.


    She wore an expression so dark it was as though all the misery of the world was upon her, while her dark deep green hair fell over her downcast face to hide her expression.


    “…Sit.”


    “…Okay.”


    Dragging her legs, she approached Gulland and sat beside him.


    “Excuse me.”


    As she sat beside Gulland, who quietly continued to drink, she looked at him with a fearful gaze. Were she a high-class prostitute, she would have spoken with him about a suitable topic, but she didn’t do anything of the sort. She just quietly poured Gulland his cup.


    “…So you were originally from a warrior family.”


    As Gulland looked down at the girl, the girl found herself inadvertently stiffening up, and she ended up spilling the liquor onto Gulland’s knees.


    “M-My deepest apologies.”


    The girl panicked and tried to dry his wet clothes, but her panicked movements reeked of that of a terrified slave.


    “I’m going back.”


    “…O-Okay.”


    As the girl bit her lips in frustration, Gulland turned his back on her and left the private room.


    “Hey, Mistress.”


    On his way back, he called out to the mistress of the store and tossed five gold coins at her.


    “Give it to that girl as her tip.”


    That was an exorbitant amount of money to give to a mere prostitute, so the middle-aged mistress was understandably shocked, but Gulland ignored her and just continued along his way.


    “Pointless, all so pointless.”


    As he returned to the lodging that has been arranged for him, he took out his great sword and practiced his swings in the empty training grounds of the military.


    ◆◇◆


    “And the outcome?”


    “It went well.”


    Behind Rashka’s suggestion that the Gaidga Tribe undertake the mission to divert the enemy’s attention was Gi Za Zakuend.


    Rashka and Gi Za glanced sharply at each other, and then Gi Za confirmed with Rashka that the Gaidga Tribe was able to successfully undertake the mission.


    “Hmm, as expected of someone said to be sagacious. You are very detailed.”


    “Hmph. But of course.”


    Ever since Pale became the prime minister, she’s rarely had the opportunity to work as a tactician of the battlefield. Seeing that, Gi Za started studying up on his own regarding the art of war. He proposed a reconnaissance mission to Rashka as a place to showcase the fruits of his studies, as well as to further refine them in combat.


    Of course, Rashka was more than happy to agree.


    Rashka has always wanted to find a place to exhibit the strength of his clan now that their numbers have increased.


    Presently, the ones with the greatest achievements were the four generals under the banner of the king. Ra Gilmi Fishiga narrowly managed to be among those high achievers, but as someone entrusted with the duty of protecting the rear, it was difficult for him to make contributions. With the low population of his tribe, even Rashka knew that it was difficult for him to become one of the four great generals, given that a position like that required a large army.


    But it was precisely because of that that Rashka desired a place that would allow him to achieve something.


    His ancestor once carved his own name into the history of Gaidga to be remembered forever. But that was only possible because he could die honorably. It was precisely because he fought honorably until the bitter end that his name could be passed down generation after generation in the tribe.


    “The humans are sure to fight back hard. Are you ready for that?”


    Gi Za asked, and Rashka nodded.


    “Of course. It wouldn’t do otherwise anyway.”


    As a ferocious smile appeared on Rashka, Gi Za snorted and looked away.


    “Good if so.”


    As the two goblins’ expectations overlapped, they set out with Rashka as the general and Gi Za as the aide.


    
  


  

  
    * * *


    After gathering information from the scouts under Gi Ji Arsil, they decided to destroy the humans’ information network one after another.


    “Just killing fleeing targets won’t produce merit.”


    Rashka was unenthusiastic, so Gi Za had to remind him.


    “But there’s no reason to go out of our way to give the enemy free information either, is there?”


    “A job as tedious as this should just be left to the scouts.”


    The mountainous region was divided between Elfa and Altigand, but the speed of their march from Elfa was rather slow. As far as Gi Za was concerned, this mission was just meant to be a diversion, so there was no need for them to go deep into enemy territory, but Rashka just wanted to fight and didn’t care about that.


    “…The enemy will show themselves soon even without you being so restless,”
 Gi Za said.


    “Is that really true?” Rashka asked skeptically.


    “Of course.”


    Gi Za said with full confidence, leading Rashka to tilt his head.


    The wyvern knights of the humans were powerful, but Gi Za knew that they were not all-powerful.


    They couldn’t fly when the weather was bad, and it was difficult for them to fly for a long time. Moreover, the goblins had Douhet the Flame Ryuu. As long as he was around, it was unlikely that the wyvern knights would attack so easily.


    As such, if the enemy wanted information, they would have to scout them frequently.


    But when their scouts were destroyed, what would they think? They might think that the enemy was attacking them.


    That’s why they had to intercept any enemy that approached.


    Besides, if the wyvern knights weren’t available, the enemy would have to attack them with ground units. And with the region here so full of mountains, they also wouldn’t be able to use their cavalry, so that leaves them with just their footmen.


    “The enemy won’t come with a big army. At most, they’ll bring about 3,000 soldiers,” Gi Za said.


    “Hmm. We can handle that much,” Rashka said.


    Rashka stroked his chin while carrying his thick Blue-Silver Steel (Srilana) club. The sight of him laughing like a demon with one eye would surely be an object of terror to any foe.


    “And…”


    “Hmm?”


    Gi Za was about to say something, but he suddenly stopped.


    He felt bad for Rashka, who was being so enthusiastic, but Gi Za actually didn’t mind if they didn’t encounter any enemies while carrying out this mission.


    What was most important was to hide the construction of the underground tunnels. And even in the worst case situation, where the enemy didn’t attack and just holed up in their fortress, it still wouldn’t be a problem.


    However, if the enemy did make a move because of the destruction of their information network, then he could just attack them with Rashka and make the goblin happy, while giving him room to make merits as well.


    “This time we’re going there.”


    At the end of the direction Gi Za pointed at was the slightly elevated summit of a mountain, where a beacon could be seen.


    “We have to climb up that?”


    “You can divide the army if you want, but I wouldn’t recommend it.”


    “Why?”


    “The enemy will target us once we’ve divided ourselves.”


    Gi Za was telling him to avoid needless casualties, so Rashka could only nod.


    As much as Rashka loved to fight, he did not like to lose, and sending the youths of his tribe to die meaninglessly was unacceptable as their chief.


    So in the end, the Gaidga Tribe climbed up the mountain and destroyed the beacon. But by this time, the body of the God of Fire (Rodo) could be seen below them descending toward the west. As expected, even the Gaidga Tribe struggled to climb the mountain when wearing Ganra armor that’s made out of leather and iron.


    “Good grief. Why do we have to climb a mountain after going all the way out here?”


    Rashka complained, but Gi Za ignored him and fixed his gaze at a certain location.


    “It wasn’t a waste climbing the mountain… Look, enemy.”


    “Hmm? Oh!”


    When Rashka saw the direction Gi Za was pointing at, he let out a voice of glee and smiled like a predator.


    At the head of the enemy forces was a platoon dressed in white, behind which was a mix of various platoons.


    “The vanguard is probably made up of elites. So if we’re going to beat someone, it has to be them.”


    “Okay, so what’s the plan, tactician-dono?”


    Rashka acted the fool, and Gi Za was more than happy to answer, a fierce smile surfacing on him as he looked down at the enemy.


    “We’ll aim for their flank and take them from the side.”


    “And after that?”


    “The darkness of the night is ever our friend. We’ll slip into the darkness and strike the fleeing enemies.”


    As a smile surfaced on Rashka, he kicked his subordinates about and gave out orders.


    ◆◆◆


    “Eleanor-dono, aren’t we hurrying too much?”


    “But the Demon King’s Army has already gotten so far.　At the very least, we need to hurry to the foot of that mountain.”


    “Topographically-speaking, that’s true, but…”


    Rasdir’s opinion was met with a troubled frown from Eleanor.


    After Yuan was sent to the rear to manage the volunteer soldiers, Rasdir spoke his mind about Eleanor’s decisions.


    Rasdir might have joined the army at her request, but he was always anxious with her decisions.


    Of course, he could understand Eleanor’s stance. They were in a mountainous region with poor visibility all around. It wasn’t as bad as a forest, but it was by no means the kind of place that instilled confidence when camping. And the foot of the mountain that she pointed to was indeed an open area, and their back would be protected by a cliff too, so it was indeed a great spot for their camp.


    Rasdil turned around and wondered.


    Was that honest man really just going to leave all the decisions to this girl? People’s lives were at stake here. Rasdir thought for sure that Yuan would be taking command, even if on paper it would be Eleanor.


    Terrain had advantages and disadvantages once they were occupied.


    Eleanor might have made her decision after considering those, but Rasdir was still uneasy. So he tried to call out to her one more time, but this time, Eleanor has had enough.


    “Rasdir-dono, I am the commander of this army. Since you have already decided to participate in this operation, you need to understand that. Needless worries with no basis will only scare the soldiers.”


    “…Of course.”


    He couldn’t possibly tell her that she was too inexperienced for him to be at ease, so that was all that he could say in response.


    Her words did hold logic, after all.


    But the problem was that the battlefield was not always so logical. Did she truly understand the aspect of war that was the fog of war?


    Rasdil had established himself as a knight commander at a young age, and was not acquainted with any peer of his generation. All the commanders in Elfa were older than him, and they were all people that he respected.


     

    But now, he had to take instructions from a commander younger than him, who herself was only a commander of a small platoon. Moreover, said commander was a young girl. Understandably, Rasdir didn’t know how to handle her.


    Fighting while anxious was generally not a good idea. Especially, once the soldiers were able to get a whiff of it.


    Around the time when the body of the God of Fire had started to disappear into the clouds of the mountains, they finally reached the foot of the mountain and started making camp. They put down their luggage, put up their tents, and set up fences to serve as their defensive walls.


    “…Stick together, don’t let your guard down no matter what.”


    As Rasdir gave that command to his subordinates, they too began making camp while keeping their distance from Eleanor’s holy knights and the volunteer army. The holy knight’s were fine, but Rasdir could see that the volunteer soldiers were poorly trained. Staying with people like those would just make them waste more time than necessary.


    But then when the God of Darkness had begun to spread his wings, a goblin horde suddenly appeared.


    They appeared so suddenly it was almost as though they’d popped out of the ground. Moreover, they were the gigantic sort equipped with thick armor.


    “Enemy attack!”


    
  


  

  
    * * *


    As expected, it was the veteran Iron Bull Knights that managed to immediately respond to the cries of the sentries.


    “──Circle formation!　Gazun Squad, Ganosh Squad, Mash Squad, shields out!”


    As Rasdir commanded his troops with brevity, the survivors of Elfa all gathered around Rasdir to form a circle.


    Unfortunately, compared to them, the volunteer army and the holy knights’ performance could only be described as sloppy.


    In fact, the volunteer army couldn’t even react when the sentries alerted them about the enemy’s attack. Their commander called out, but before the order could reach the last soldier, the enemy had already broken into their ranks.


    “Crush them!”


    A goblin bigger than the rest, most likely the commander, rushed out of the goblin forces with the speed of a raging bull. The shouts that followed after were enough to blow away whatever courage the volunteer soldiers had.


    Then came the swing of a club reinforced by Blue-Silver Steel (Srilana).


    The skull of the nearest soldier cracked open, and then in the club’s path back, the soldier to the right flew, But that was only the beginning, as the goblin took the head of a sluggish soldier and smashed him into the ground, cracking his bones, before swinging him over his head and throwing him at a group of soldiers.


    Illuminated by the flames, the giant goblin’s one-eyed face was ghastlily dyed in blood. A terrifying visage made even more terrifying by a face that could only belong to the demons of the abyss.


    “I am Rashka!　Chieftain of the Gaidga Tribe!　If you believe yourself to be strong, then come!”


    In the face of Rashka’s bellowing howls, the humans were completely overwhelmed.


    And when Rashka saw that they could only silently glare, he angrily declared.


    “Cowards! All cowards!　Trample them down underfoot! Trample all of them!”


    As Rashka’s subordinates yelled back simultaneously, they attacked the volunteer soldiers.


    The soldiers had taken off their equipment to make camp, but now, fully armored goblins were attacking them. The result couldn’t be any clearer. With the battle having been decided in the blink of an eye, the volunteer soldiers had no choice but to scatter in every direction and run, screaming.


    “Onwards!”


    As Rashka literally trampled the volunteer soldiers, he set his sights on his next target, the holy knights.


    Gi Za could astutely point out that the enemy would break formation to recover the remnants of the volunteer soldiers.


    As Rashka himself took the lead, he sent the humans flying like a rampaging demon playing ball, and then his pair of dark-green eyes glared at his surroundings, searching for the next prey.


    “First platoon, shields out!　Second platoon, spears at the ready!”


    The commander, Eleanor, screamed out those orders, but unfortunately, it was too late.


    Rashka, whose dark-gray skin was dyed in blood, had already set his sights on the commander. The soldiers that tried to block his path were easily and mercilessly crushed with a single blow, while those that tried to attack him from behind were struck by his tail, transformed into nothing but red dye for his crest that grew from his head to his tail.


    No matter how precise Eleanor was, she was simply too inexperienced to lead these soldiers.


    “Why won’t you move according to my instructions!”


    As Eleanor bit on her lips trembling in fear and anger, she struck her command baton.


    Meanwhile, Yuan somehow managed to get past the chaos of his allies to reach her.


    “Eleanor-sama, please retreat for the time being and reorganize the troops!”


    Yuan drew the long sword in his hands and commanded the platoons he personally led.


    “Fifth and sixth platoon!　Follow me!　Whenever the enemy attacks, three of you must link your shields together.　If you do that, you won’t die! Grassa, Migal!　Command your platoons!”


    When Yuan called out to the younger platoon commanders, they suddenly remembered their job, and they started giving out commands to their respective platoons.


    When the holy knights saw the second-in-command take the lead against the Gaidga goblins, they were encouraged and they started to make a comeback.


    Unfortunately, the initial momentum the goblins had built was already too strong to change.


    Yuan’s fierce assault with his two platoons against the Gaidga Tribe’s attack was nothing more than a pebble thrown into a large river.


    To make things worse, the chaotic volunteer soldiers also affected the coordination of the holy knights.


    With them unable to even put together a decent formation, the holy knights were also brought to defeat by the Gaidga Tribe.


    “You’re the same bastards from back then!”


    Yuan felt more angry than afraid, but he kept his emotions under control and instead calmly watched the enemy.


    The defeat from the dark forest, the defeat on the plains, and the death of Gowen, whom Yuan loved and respected, ran through his mind like a revolving lantern.


    Everything was because of the goblins.


    Sounds could be heard from Yuan’s teeth as he clenched them in fear and anger. But even then, he was the second-in-command of the holy knights, the volunteer soldiers, and Eleanor, to whom the lives of the Iron Bull Knights have been entrusted. The commander, who was yet too young, needed his support.


    So he kept those emotions that were about to boil over at bay, and dodged the attack of the fiendish goblin. He sent a blow to the neck of the goblin, but then immediately withdrew and linked shields to block the enemy’s next attack.


    Yuan and his men were trying to buy time for Eleanor, but the Gaidga’s advance was like a muddy stream. But try as they might to link there shields, they couldn’t keep themselves from being washed away by that stream, and before long, they found themselves surrounded by the goblins.


    Above all──


    “Is there no one among you brave enough to fight me!?　What cowardly humans!”


    ──The raging demon at the head of the Gaidga’s assault could not be stopped.


    With strength that could easily send humans flying, power that overwhelmed others, and despite being slightly inferior to the Goblin King that Yuan once met, that goblin was indeed the avatar of violence.


    Thick arms like logs, dark-gray skin, and dark-green eyes… So great was the humans’ fear of him that they’ve even started to suspect that all of those might’ve been made just to strike fear into their hearts.


    And then that pair of dark-green eyes turned to Yuan, who alone fought bravely.


    “Oh? So there is some fierceness among you!”


    When he saw Yuan cut down a Gaidga goblin, he laughed.


    As he imagined how delicious the prey before him was, he smiled as though he were licking his lips and ran toward Yuan. The club raised was already dyed in blood and covered in bits of flesh.


    “Remember my name and die! Human!”


    “Vengeance for Gowen-sama!”


    Yuan could remember it all too clearly – the sight of this monster in front of him fighting with Gowen.


    His brain burned in anger, and the voice that left his lips was mixed with that anger he kept locked within.


    The bloodied club came swinging down, but Yuan ducked to dodge it. He thought of thrusting out with his sword to fight back, but he abandoned the thought and used all of his power to jump away.


    In the next moment, Rashka’s powerful tail swept the place he was at just awhile ago, while the attack he’d dodged destroyed the rock beneath, hollowing out the surface of the earth.


    “Well done dodging that!”


    A joyous remark resounded from the demon, but Yuan just burned in rage.


    Both men were about to clash once more, but the assault of the Iron Bull Knights stopped them.


    “Save our allies! And show the Demon King’s Army the strength of Elfa’s elites!”


    At Rasdir’s behest, the proud assault of the heavy knights began.


    “…”


    “…”


     

    Rashka and Yuan wordlessly glared at each other, but Rashka was the first to turn around.


    And then in concert with that, Yuan too turned around and collected his men.


    “Gather your men and retreat!　We will work with the Iron Bull Knights!”


    The holy knights followed Yuan’s orders, and just narrowly, they managed to escape from Gaidga’s attacks. Meanwhile, though the Gaidga Tribe was taken from the side, Rashka’s attack swung the battle back into their favor once again.


    Seeing the situation turn against them, Rasdir too retreated with his Iron Bull Knights, but unfortunately, the combination of Gi Za’s leadership and Gaidga’s attacks was a threat comparable to that of the four generals, and it wasn’t until they lost about a tenth of their men did they finally manage to shake off the pursuit of the Gaidga Tribe.


    In the end, the encounter between the two forces concluded in Alrodena’s victory, and Rashka and the Gaidga Tribe came to be associated with the word fear among the Altigands.


    By the time the holy knights and the volunteer soldiers reached the fortress, about 40% of their forces have been destroyed, and even the least damaged of them, the Iron Bull Knights, suffered up to 20%. It was a crushing defeat.


    Word of their defeat reached even the main land of Altigand, and in their fear, the church decided to dispatch more holy knights. The situation was such that even the main land of Altigand decided to send out the newly reformed army of the Sacred Empire.


    The result of this battle, which was in fact only meant to be a diversion until the completion of the tunnels, weighed heavily upon Altigand.

  


  Chapter 280 – Prelude to the Battle of Bandigam


  
    


    After losing the short encounter with the goblins, the Sacred Empire of Altigand was forced to slightly withdraw their influence over the region. The Gaidga Tribe led by Rashka and Gi Za Zakuend had successfully blinded Altigand by thoroughly crushing their information network in the mountainous region.


    Altigand’s main force were the Holy Knights, military forces under the ‘church’.


    The members of the three companies of holy knights were not made up only of the vanguard that believed the ancestor god, Ativ, to be the greatest god, but also those that excelled in individual combat. Their failure to pose a threat in the earlier encounter with the Gaidga Tribe was partly because of inexperience and partly because it was a surprise attack.


    They had to make their way through that mountainous region on a tight schedule, while keeping alert of their surroundings the whole day, and when they finally reached their destination, they still had to make camp. To people unused to such campaigns, such a march was bound to be exhausting both mentally and physically. It was amidst that exhaustion that the Gaidga took them by surprise, and as a result, they could not show their usual strength and were easily defeated.


    The first and second companies dispatched by the church arrived at Fort Bandigam and quickly rendezvoused with the third company.


    In order to clear their name, they took on guard duty for Bandigam and patrolled the areas nearby. With the surveillance network of the mountainous region destroyed, their patrols were limited to daytime, and they always had to be alert of  

    the Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena Kingdom 

    )

    , who fought even fiercer in the night.


    As for the third company that suffered in the last encounter, no actual punishment was given out to allow them to recover as quickly as possible.


    “…But this is…”


    “It’s good to be serious, but don’t get too worked up about it. Victory and defeat is just part of being a soldier.”


    Eleanor, the commander of the third holy knight company, trembled in shame, but Gerald Hohengam, the commander of the first company, only gently admonished her.


    As a man from a prominent family from the east, he had an aristocratic personality, but it was his abilities that allowed him to secure the position of a holy knight commander.


    “You look terrible. Have you been sleeping properly?”


    The commander of the second company, Judith Farne, lifted Eleanor’s slender chin with her finger.


    “…”


    But Eleanor’s mouth remained taut.


    “How about at least doing something about those dark circles under your eyes?　They’ll only make the soldiers more anxious.”


    The tall Judith said with a sweet smile before letting go of her chin and patting her head.


    “See you later.”


    But despite the comforting words of her two seniors, the girl stood there petrified.


    “I can’t believe that tomboy is actually this depressed. How unexpected,” Judith said.


    “Oh? But don’t you think it’s adorable that she at least has a part of her that acts her age?” Gerald said with a smile.


    “That girl is like a little sister to me. I don’t enjoy seeing her depressed. There’s no denying that she’s adorable, however,” Judith said.


    “Such beautiful sisterhood. But I wouldn’t want that to be the cause of a mistake.”


    “You think we could lose to unbelievers?”


    “Is it so hard to believe?　Your beloved sister was so thoroughly beaten just recently.”


    Gerald pointed out with an elegant laugh, and Judith reached out for the sword by her waist with a smile.


    “God won’t permit it. That’s why it’s impossible for me to lose.”


    “I see… Oh, I’m going this way.”


    Gerald turned heel and excused himself, and Judith walked away. Gerald turned just a little again to see her off.


    “Judith the Zealot, huh. I hope you can perform at your best.”


    Now, how could he use her and Eleanor best? As a smile surfaced on Gerald, he continued along his any.


    ◆◇◆


    Word of the wondrous battle result during the brief encounter with Altigand’s forces reached the capital of the late Elfa and spread with Rashka’s triumphant return.


    “That was supposed to be a diversion, not an attack!”


    Gi Zu Ruo grit his teeth in frustration at Rashka’s achievements, but to most of the soldiers, victory was victory, so they welcomed it with open arms.


    “It is a troublesome thing indeed…”


    But Prime Minister Pale Symphoria, who had great influence over all aspects of the kingdom, be it in politics, economy, or the military, also wryly smiled when she received the report.


    “But achievements are achievements. And there is no reason to ignore it.”


    Now that they were right on the verge of conquering the entire continent, Pale Symphoria herself chased after the king and was now in the frontlines herself. Without her as the brains, it was unlikely that an unprecedented giant kingdom like theirs would have taken shape this quickly.


    “I suppose It’s a bit hasty to go an all out offense with just this opportunity.”


    The Goblin King, who was now in good health and somewhat duty-bound to swing his sword in the front lines, folded his arms and glared at the map.


    “How are those tunnels going?”


    “They’re about 70% complete. Rushing the progress any further will risk a cave-in. So please wait until next month for its completion.”


    “Hmm. In that case, should we pressure the enemy in the meantime? We could build a fortress in the mountainous region to use as a bridgehead and take Fort Bandigam for ourselves.”


    “Sounds good.”


    Pale nodded and showed the king the options they could use to realize it.


    One option was to utilize crossbows to protect against the wyverns. Another option was to build the fortress with not just wood and stone but with durable iron as well.


    “A sturdy fortress sounds nice, but… Do we have enough iron?”


    “That is precisely why the Iron Country exists, Your Majesty.”


    “I see.”


    The Goblin King nodded and supported Pale’s words.


    “An attack from both the surface and underground should be able to take down any fortress no matter how strong.”


    “Indeed.”


    “We’ll have Rashka and Gi Gu Verbena handle the surface, and have Gi Zu Ruo handle the attack underground.”


    “That’s a big role.”


    “I believe he’s man enough to handle it.”


    “I’m sure he’ll be moved to tears.”


    “Perhaps,” the Goblin King laughed.


    “Just a little bit more, and this country too will be ours. When that happens, the conquest of the continent will at long last be complete.”


    “And Your Majesty’s name will be immortalized to be remembered forever. Along with our kingdom.”


    The Goblin King and Prime Minister Pale turned to the distant azure sky, at the end of their sight was none other than that land they would invade.

  


  

  


  “A reconnaissance mission?”


  When Gulland heard what the messenger that came to him had to say, his lips twisted sarcastically.


  “Yes. That is correct. We want you to lead the Margrave’s army to scout the enemy.”


  “That’s absurd!　You want us to enter a mountainous region crawling with goblins!?”


  The other soldiers of the margrave’s army that were with Gulland started to raise a ruckus.


  “Are you telling us to go and die!?”


  “As expected of a holy knight!　You’re so noble-minded, you don’t even understand the pain of us normal people!”


  Curses of all sorts were thrown at him, but Yuan endured quietly. After all, they were right, and Yuan himself was aware that this mission would be accompanied by sacrifices.


  “…Let’s accept it.”


  “Gulland-dono…”


  When Gulland looked back into Yuan’s eyes, he could tell why he chose to bring this mission up with him.


  “I’m not about to just turn away someone seeking my help,” Gulland said.


  Now that even the elite knights of the Iron Country, Elfa, have been utterly defeated by the goblins, the only person capable of conducting this reconnaissance with the least amount of casualties was Gulland.


  Gulland should have had some scruples given their history and Yuan’s current position, but he didn’t even hesitate to brave this danger. Gulland lightly patted Yuan on the shoulder and laughed.


  “Hey, hey, you accepted it so easily, but there is a chance to succeed, right?”


  After Yuan left, the soldiers of the margrave’s army understandably asked Gulland that.


  “Of course.”


  Gulland said with a ferocious smile. The eyes of the soldiers bore deeply into him, but he brushed all of those aside as though nothing could be more natural.


  “It’s true that the goblins have good noses and can see better in the night than humans. But that doesn’t mean they’re better than all living creatures in those aspects, right?”


  “Well, yeah, I guess.”


  “If so, then all we have to do is bring creatures that have even better eyes and noses than the goblins.”


  “Is there really a convenient creature like that?”


  “Yeah, there is. It’s—”


  The next day, Gulland brought them a pack of big dogs.


  “Dogs!?”


  “Yeah. We’ll be copying their biggest advantage. Hey, dog handler!”


  The margrave’s army had a variety of talents during the reign of the previous margrave. Among those were experts known as dog handlers that specialized in handling dogs. The young man, Gulland called a dog handler, had with him 10 thick ropes as he led a pack of dogs in an orderly line as though they were a military unit.


  “These are dogs trained for military purposes by a dog handler. They’re more obedient to orders than normal dogs, and are good with monsters too.”


  As the soldiers opened their eyes wide in surprise, the dog handler puffed up his chest and handed over the dogs.


  “Scouts, you will be accompanied by these dogs during the course of this mission. The formation you’ll be using is the fan formation.”


  Gulland’s choice of formation that assigned many scouts around the main force so that they’ll be able to alert the main force whenever the enemy approached spoke volumes of his experience as a commander.


  “Our objective is purely to scout. Avoid needless battles as much as possible.”


  Like that, the margrave’s army led by Gulland departed from Fort Bandigam and entered the mountainous region where the forces of Alrodena were clamoring, allowing them to spot the fortress that was under construction.


  That vital information was passed on to the main forces of Bandigam, the holy knights, causing a strike force that included the volunteer soldiers to be put together quickly.


  ◆◆◇


  “Someone has definitely trespassed.”


  Gi Ji Arsil knitted his brows and snorted in displeasure.


  “A bold enemy.”


  “A different breed from all those mutts until now.”


  Gi Ji Arsil laid out his frustrations to Gi Gi Orudo about his scouts’ inability to detect the enemy.


  “But Gi Gu-dono is in charge of the command on the surface, right?”


  Gi Gi Orudo asked in an attempt to reassure his unhappy friend.


  “That’s true. I guess there’s no chance that we’ll be defeated then.”


  “In that case, there’s no need to worry.”


  Gi Ji and Gi Gi judged the situation as such, but it wasn’t actually that simple. And Altigand too did not think that they could be pushed this far so simply.


  One reason behind their worsening position was Alrodena’s advantage in the dark, and another reason was the goblins’ physique that improved over human capabilities.


  “In that case, how about we just change night to day?”


  When Gerald, the commander of the first company of holy knights, proposed that, the people gathered in the war council glanced at each other with doubt.


  “Our Hohengam family is an old family with a long, long history. We have clashed with monsters many times, and one boon from that is this.”


  As he said that, he took out a small jar full of ointment.


  “If you rub this on your eyes, you will be able to see in the dark. It’s one of the secrets of my house, but given the scale of the threat before us, I have no choice but to bring it out.”


  The people around him were surprised by the sudden revelation of this secret ointment, and when they tried it out, they were indeed able to see in the dark. This was actually a drug favored by the Aranea, forgotten long ago by human society, but the Hohengam family still had it with them.


  “We’ll have to prepare ourselves for a large-scale siege if we are to conquer a fortress.”


  Judith said, and the representatives of the various armies nodded.


  “As such, breaking through the demon king’s army will be of utmost priority.”


  The representatives nodded to that too.


  “But we can’t field a large army in the mountainous region, though a scouting team is more than doable.”


  “…In other words, we need to lure the enemy to a location that’s advantageous to us and start a battle there, right?”


  Gerald said as though to explain to the gathered representatives.


  “…Now who will take on that role?”


  Gerald’s gaze stopped on Rasdir, the leader of the Iron Bull Knights, and Gulland, the representative of the margrave’s army.


  “Now I don’t mean to doubt the strength of the margrave’s army given the result of the scouting mission, but…”


  Gulland snorted and looked out the window, while Rasdir closed his eyes and folded his arms. Neither had any intention of volunteering themselves to play the decoy. It was plain as day what the holy knights and the people from the east wanted from them.


  They didn’t want to suffer casualties, so they were trying to push the unwanted role onto the mercenaries and the outsiders. No one wanted to sacrifice themselves, and it wouldn’t sit right with the soldiers anyway. If these people wanted them to risk their lives, then they had to give them something that would make it worth it.


  That something could be money or a cause or something else, yet before the silent haggling could continue any further, a young girl still too young to be called a woman stood up.


  

  “Please allow me to take on that role!”


  Yes, that person that stood up with such intensity that the chair was kicked away was none other than Eleanor.


  

  
    


    After confirming that there were no objections from the volunteer soldiers, the Margrave’s army, or the Iron Bull Knights, Gerald asked Eleanor again.


    “Are you sure?　Your forces have yet to recover, no?”


    Gerald asked and Eleanor nodded.


    “…I see. In that case, I will contact the empire’s army myself. This meeting is thus concluded.”


    As Gulland, Rasdil, and Gerald left the room, Judith gently rested her hand on Eleanor’s shoulder and whispered by her ears.


    “That’s a big role to play, but god is an ally to those ever faithful. As long as you believe in god, the path will reveal itself.”


    Then Judith sent a sharp glance to Yuan, who was behind Eleanor.


    “And you need to support her properly, Yuan El Farran! Remember that you need to repay the gratitude of the last generation as well!”


    “…”


    Seeing Yuan bow his head quietly, Judith too left the room.


    “…You think I’m stupid, don’t you?　That I’m a child with no sense. That I’m needlessly throwing my soldiers into danger!”


    “No.”


    As Yuan quietly bowed his head, Eleanor yelled with a voice that trembled slightly.


    “…I have been asked by my lord to support you, Eleanor-sama. You are an important person to the thirteen families of the east. Please proceed as you please. We will serve you even at the cost of our lives.”


    “In that case, let’s go. I’m counting on you, vice-commander.”


    “…As you will.”


    The next day, the strike team departed for the mountainous region. Waiting for them were the Felduk, who’ve turned a part of the mountainous region into a defensive position, and the Gaidga Tribe, who have been impatiently waiting for their arrival.


    ◇◆◆


    A stone passed by them overhead and landed behind them, giving rise to clouds of dust.


    “3rd Company!　Advance!”


    Eleanor commanded the soldiers lying face-down and covered in mud and sweat. Despite the stones flying here and there, Eleanor stood up to swing her command baton.


    “Advance!”


    Running at the head of their soldiers was none other than her second-in-command, Yuan.


    “Enemy fire!　Barriers!”


    When he saw a cloud of arrows approaching, he immediately gave the order to deploy spells, while he himself took out his shield and advanced further. But what awaited them beyond the rain of arrows were the southern goblins donned in iron.


    “Stones!”


    At Gu Long’s command, fist-sized rocks were launched through slingshots toward the holy knights. With the terrain sloped as it was, the goblins had the high ground.


    Because of that the stones were further accelerated by gravity and those hit by them would not be able to avoid being knocked out. However, the wall of shields erected by the holy knights were able to block most of the stones.


    “Spears!”


    But that wasn’t the end. As the holy knights approached, the goblins became able to use the shorter-ranged weapons as well. Gi Gu had given his soldiers the new weapons that could be forged with Elfa’s light but strong iron.


    Gi Gu was a goblin supremacist, but he was still open-minded enough to use anything he judged useful. Even if it was invented by a human.


    The large shields wielded by Gu Long’s forces in the front lines was made with the same material as those of Elfa’s elite Iron Bull Knights. Spears rained down on the holy knights once again.


    “Again!　Raise your shields and barriers!”


    At Yuan’s command, the holy knights once again raised their shields, but Gu Tough’s forces suddenly dropped thick logs and giant stones at them. When Gu Tough, who had both battle slaves and southern goblins under his command, saw that the stones had little effect on them, he decided to make use of the slope to attack.


    Under the lead of Gi Gu Verbena, the three sibling goblin commanders and the other middle-grade commanders became more flexible and could now adapt to the changes in the battlefield. If the general was the brain that gave out the orders, then the middle-grade commanders made up the spine that moved the army. Being able to accomplish that was the reason why Felduk could become so strong.


    In fact, it was because of that that Felduk, which boasted the biggest army within the goblin army, was believed to be the strongest army as well.


    Try as the holy knights might to raise their shields and erect barriers, and even if they could endure the rain of stones and arrows, their bodies themselves could not hold against the weight of the stones and logs that threatened to crush them.


    “Run! Dodge! Don’t let those hit you!”


    Yuan gave out those commands as loud as he could, but it was only thanks to the extraordinary ability of each holy knight that they could respond to them. But even then, they could not avoid incurring some casualties.


    Regardless, Yuan’s forces were able to overcome the stones and logs that fell toward them, and most of the holy knights displayed their individual skills as they endured the attacks of the goblins.


    In the first place, it was difficult to attack a higher ground.


    If you take too long, the enemy will attack, and if you hurry, you’ll run out of stamina. Despite that the third company of holy knights attacked the goblins because they had to lure them out.


    Felduk raised their large shields to prepare for the attacks coming at them from below.


    Not only was their general excellent and the mid-grade commanders supporting him excellent, but the soldiers fighting were brave and obedient as well. In a sense, that was an army that could be called ideal, and Yuan had to lead his holy knights against it.


    “Fire Bullets!　Shoot!”


    With his shield raised, Yuan advanced toward the goblins above the small hill, while giving orders to the holy knights under him. The holy knights were skilled in both magic and martial arts. That’s why they could be revered as both a shield and a sword of the church.


    The holy knights raised their staves and shot out fire bullets into the front lines of Felduk.


    The lines quickly turned into a toothless comb and the soldiers behind had to quickly close the gap, but that gave enough time for Yuan to encroach into their lines. And by swinging his sword everywhere, the wound on the lines of the goblins grew bigger.


    “Fire Bullets!　Shoot!”


    The holy knights focused their fire bullets around Yuan.


    Some of them even landed right next to Yuan and gave rise to pillars of flame.


    “Advance!”


    But Yuan continued to cut open a path and go even deeper.


    “I’ll do it!”


    Though it was Felduk that allowed the holy knights to bite into their ranks, they had more layers than any other goblin army. One of the three sibling goblin commanders stood before Yuan to block his path.


    With a halberd in one hand and a shield in the other, Gu Big faced off against Yuan.


    Though not as much as the subordinates under Gi Go Amatsuki the Sword Saint, the goblin siblings have still been trained thoroughly under Gi Gu Verbena. And the sharpness of the stroke drawn by his halberd would not be inferior to a holy knight’s.


    After clashing several times, Yuan turned his back on Gu Big and retreated.


    “Are you running!?”


    When Yuan returned to his forces, he began retreating with the holy knights.


    “Chase them!　Don’t let the enemy escape!”


    When Yuan heard the cries of the goblins that began to descend from the hill, he knew that he’d succeeded in his role.


    “…Now, all that’s left is to find out whether I get to keep my life or not!”


    As he cut down an enemy in his path, Yuan ran down the hill.

  


  Chapter 281 – The Battle of Bandigam


  
    The third company of holy knights under the command of Eleanor and with Yuan at the lead lured  

    the Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena Kingdom 

    )

    ‘s  

    Axe and Sword Army

    (

Felduk 

    )

     down the hill.


    The fact that the Holy Knights had cleverly feigned a retreat and were right on the verge of a truly crushing defeat played a big role in dragging Felduk out.


    At the front lines was Gu Long, who led the swordsmen, Gu Tough, who led the long spearmen and the battle slaves, and Gu Big, who led the slingshots and the short spearmen. Since it was the three goblin siblings, each of which was a middle grade commander, that simultaneously decided this to be an opportunity, it was inevitable that the entire Felduk army would advance.


    Gi Gu Verbena, one of the Four Generals, only saw the enemy running, so he couldn’t ascertain if it was a trap or not. And even if it was a trap, he was confident that they’d be able to break through, so there was no reason to stop his soldiers from giving chase.


    “With Felduk’s 7,000 soldiers, perhaps even taking down a fortress would be child’s play.”


    It would be a lie to say that Gi Gu did not hold such expectations.


    As Gi Gu confirmed the vanguard chasing the enemy, he glanced at the Gaidga Tribe, that were waiting sharply to the side, and then gave the order to advance.


    “I’m no Gi Zu, but we can’t let the Gaidga Tribe be the only ones to act so arrogantly!”


    As a fierce smile surfaced on him, he gave his subordinates a loud pep talk and had them chase after the enemy.


    And just as one would expect from one of the four generals, he did not forget to send a messenger to the Gaidga Tribe despite that.


    Rashka watched as the Felduk chased after the enemy down the hill, and spoke sarcastically to Gi Za Zakuend, who stood beside him.


    “You sure it’s okay not to give chase too?”


    “…We can just chase after Felduk.”


    “And let the opportunity for merit slip from right before our eyes?”


    “The enemy was routed too quickly. They might have faked it.”


    “Faked?”


    As Rashka narrowed his eyes and watched the enemy seemingly on the verge of destruction, he pondered Gi Za’s opinion.


    “Well, whatever. You helped me last time and we have enough merit to keep the Gaidga Tribe’s honor for awhile anyway, so this time, I’ll listen to you.”


    “…”


    The wizard class goblin glanced sharply at Rashka for a moment before quickly turning to the fleeing holy knights and observing the Felduk giving chase.


    “Don’t you have to inform that elven girl?”


    “It’s not necessary.”


    As Gi Za said that, he sent a messenger.


    Rashka asked him with a look where he was sending the messenger, but Gi Za didn’t answer, his gaze remaining fixed on the fleeing enemy and their allies giving chase.


    The moment they exited the mountainous region, however, everything suddenly changed.


    “Nu… This is!”


    It was Gu Naga and his swordsmen, who have been leading the charge, that inadvertently groaned. Spreading before them was a massive army of nearly 4,000 humans in position.


    “But we have the momentum! Swordsmen!”


    As he raised his sword and shield with those long arms peculiar to the southern goblins, Gu Long called out to his subordinates, that were too caught up in chasing after the enemy, and gave the order to gather into a formation. Unfortunately, it was nearly impossible for a scattered army to suddenly reorganize and establish a formation.


    The goblins near enough to hear Gu Long’s voice did gather and try to establish a formation, but the enemy wasn’t about to just stand and watch.


    “Mages, archers, advance!”


    At the behest of Gerald Hohengam, the commander of the first company of holy knights, the human forces simultaneously mobilized. With perfect coordination, bows and staves were raised, and spell and arrows-alike were unleashed at Gu Long’s forces that were trying to reorganize.


    Spells shot out in a straight line, while arrows rained on them from above.


    In the face of those two wave-like attacks that came at them from two different directions, Gu Long’s soldiers were gradually defeated. Judging the situation too dire to change unless Gi Gu Verbena himself appeared, Gu Long gathered his allies and gradually retreated.


    He couldn’t turn around and run because he believed that the enemy would immediately give chase if they did.


    Just awhile ago he himself was chasing the enemy, so naturally he had to consider the possibility of the enemy doing the same thing to him.


    But Gerald of the holy knights never had any intention of facing the goblins in close combat. In fact, he was even keeping the other generals that wanted to fight the goblins up close.


    “There is no reason to needlessly expose ourselves to danger.”


    The distance between them and Gu Long’s swordsmen, who was furthest ahead of the goblins, was over 100 meters.


    “Gerald-dono still hasn’t given the signal?”


    Judith narrowed her eyes as she watched the goblins gradually retreat. As she folded her arms, she spoke unamused.”


    “It appears that god has yet to call for blood. All we can do is wait until the time god has decided on comes.”


    As the goblins retreated, the humans continued to lessen their numbers from a distance. When their composition began to change, as expected, it was the veteran, Gulland, who noticed it first.


    “…Tch, the main force is here.”


    As he clicked his tongue, he glanced at his sides to warn his allies.


    Gu Tough’ and Gu Big’s forces have descended from the hills to rescue the struggling Gu Long. Just the goblins under their banners already numbered 2,000, but even more clouds of dust rose from behind them as Gi Gu Verbena’s forces too marched to join the fray.


    “…What terrifying power.”


    Eleanor had managed to keep her face thanks to Yuan’s valiant charge, but she couldn’t help but say that when she saw Felduk’s main force.


    “But our forces are no lesser than theirs.”


    “I know…!”


    When Yuan, who was covered in wounds all over, said that, Eleanor snapped back at him, but when she saw Yuan quietly bowing his head, she kept herself from saying anymore.


    “…Looks like you succeeded at bringing them out.”


    Despite having that massive goblin army right in front of him, Gerald’s composure remained steady.


    “Now then, I believe it’s about time we showed them the true power of the holy knights… Give the signal!”


    At Gerald’s behest, the soldiers under him waved a variety of flags.

  


  

  
    


    At Gerald’s behest, the soldiers under him waved a variety of flags.


    The flag-bearers of each army wrote the meaning behind those flags and informed their respective commander. That was true for the 2nd and 3rd companies, and it was true for the outsiders, Gulland and Rasdir, as well.


    The humans gradually expanded their formation to try and surround the goblins. They spread themselves thinly like a crane spreading its wings. And by the time Gu Long was able to rendezvous with the great number of reinforcements approaching frome behind, the humans have already completely expanded their formation.


    At the center was the second company. To the sides were the forces of the first company and the margrave’s army. To the leftmost were the Iron Bull Knights and to the right most were the Volunteer Soldiers. But contrast the humans that tried to surround them, Felduk just charged straight through.


    “If you spread yourselves out, the center is bound to thin! Go and pierce through that, my soldiers!”


    At Gi Gu Verbena’s behest, Felduk regained their momentum. And as Gu Big and Gu Tough led the charge, Judith the Zealot stood before them.


    As her folded arms dropped and her closed eyes opened, she bellowed.


    “God is ever with us! Those of you of faith ride with me!””


    Then she drew the two long swords by her waist and took the lead herself to face off against the approaching goblins. Her second company was a gathering of zealots.


    Judith’s sword cut through Felduk’s two spearheads like knife cutting through paper. The two long swords she wielded were each imbued with a special spirit and possessed the properties of flowing water and freezing ice.


    “ 

    Let the lakes flow

    (

Cascade 

    )

    !”


    Water flowed out of the left sword and soaked the land.


    “ 

    Let the icicles pierce

    (

Frozen 

    )

    !”


    Then the water transformed into pillars of ice as big as a human body and struck out of the ground, piercing through the iron equipments of Elfa and skewering goblins straight through. That phenomenon occurred suddenly in front of Judith, so the goblins that came before her understandably quivered in fear, but the holy knights under her also shot their spells at the approaching goblins.


    Mages would normally use a staff to cast their magic to increase their power and accuracy, but these holy knights chanted and released their magics with a sword in one hand and a shield in the other. That came at the cost of power and accuracy, but the goblins were headed straight for them, so they didn’t even need to aim.


    “Volley fire!” Judith’s aide commanded.


    “Now, my brethren! Our brethren, Judith, and our god demands blood!”


    At the behest of Judith’s aide, the soldiers of the second company violently clashed with Felduk.


    “Soak this land in their blood!”


    Judith said, and the 2nd company of holy knights clashed with the goblins even more intensely, completely stopping Felduk’s momentum despite having built it up from the top of the hill.


    “Tighten the encirclement.”


    Upon seeing Felduk’s momentum stop, Gerald, the commander of the first company, gave out that order.


    He wasn’t about to underestimate the monsters even a little, so he made double sure that nothing would go wrong. And the volunteer soldiers, the margrave’s army, and the Iron Bull Knights’s closed in on Felduk to complete the encirclement. The first company of Holy Knights attacked from afar, while the second company boldly cut their way through the goblins.


    Their strategy, which properly divided the roles, was able to trap Felduk easily.


    “Our flanks are being pushed.”


    “Gu Long-dono is requesting permission to attack.”


    Though reports came in one after another, Gi Gu was yet to lose his calm.


    “Reject his request to attack!　Tell him to endure it for now.”


    Not even the messenger that left entered his eyes as he focused his attention on the battlefield.


    “…I commend you, humans. I didn’t expect this battle to be this difficult.”


    In his hands were that pair of axe and sword that have gone through many battles.


    “But it appears that you don’t know how to use your reserve forces.”


    As a fierce smile appeared on Gi Gu Verbena, the right flank of the enemy cried out in cheers as though in response to his words.


    ◆◆◇


    “The enemies have their backs turned on us!　Crush them!”


    The howling swing of a club crushed the head of a soldier encased in iron helm, and the raging roars overwhelmed the soldiers nearby, bringing death to all that that it touched.


    “Is there no one who can exchange blows with this Rashka of Gaidga!?”


    As he named himself in a loud voice, Rashka led his Gaidga Tribe to attack the encirclement that has tightened itself around Felduk.


    This was a result partly because Rashka had accepted the leadership of Gi Za Zakuend, who was calmly looking at the battlefield, and partly because Gi Gu Verbena had already taken into account the possibility of a trap, and had prepared an insurance just in case.


    For a moment, the volunteer soldiers had found a glimmer of hope and thought that they might actually win, but the tyranny that suddenly descended on them woke them up to reality.


    “It would appear that the enemy commander has a poor understanding of the battlefield.”


    As Gi Za attacked the enemy from the side, he was pleased to see his plans working.


    The more elaborate the plan, the harder it was to fix when something went wrong.


    When Gi Gu Verbena saw the encirclement loosening, he naturally concentrated his attacks on the weakened area, and Gi Za happily watched as the encirclement collapsed before his eyes.


    At the same time, when Gi Gu Verbena saw the odds swinging more and more into their favor, he and his Felduk were finally able to demonstrate their great offensive power that was terrifying enough to be called a storm.


    “Step up the offensive! Charge out in every direction!”


    Gi Gu ordered his men to forcefully break out of the encirclement, and Felduk was more than happy to oblige. They charged with such ferocity that their earlier plight looked like a mere farce.


    “Onwards!　Onwards!　Just keep moving forward!”


    Gu Tough was at the right wing.


    “Onwards my soldiers!　Go!　Just keep moving!!”


    Gu Big commanded his soldiers like mad.


    “Onwards! That witch needs to die!”


    Gu Long led his long swordsmen and personally challenged Judith of Water and Ice, but while the goblins’ morale rose, the humans’ morale plummeted. That was especially true of the right wing, which had suffered the Gaidga Tribe’s surprise attack, and was now on the verge of falling apart.


    
  


  

  
    


    Rashka wreaked havoc from behind, while Gu Big’s long spears advanced like they were mad.


    The numbers of the volunteer soldiers dwindled as they were crushed, and in the blink of an eye, their lines collapsed.


    “Retreat!”


    Gulland, who could not move on his own because he had to lead the Margrave’s army, bitterly gave the order to retreat.


    “Is that fine?　The others are still fighting.”


    When one of his comrades told him that, Gulland shook his head.


    “No messengers have been coming here for awhile. That’s proof that the holy knights are also in chaos. We’ll just get caught up in the chaos too if we idle here.”


    “We can fight again as long we’re alive, huh.”


    The bitter look on Gulland’s face appeared to be contagious.


    “I’ll take responsibility. We’re retreating!”


    At Gulland’s behest, the margrave’s army began to retreat.


    “But why? There’s still a chance to win!”


    Cried out the commander of the third company, Eleanor, who served as a reserve force at the rear.


    “No, this battle is already…”


    Yuan grit his teeth in frustration and could only look down when Eleanor turned to him.


    One moment the enemy was on the verge of destruction, but then in the next moment, they were the ones in danger. Where would the forces of Gaidga that crushed the Volunteer Soldiers attack next? The mere presence of that army that could freely move kept the humans in fear of a pincer attack.


    And there was no one among the humans who could survive a pincer attack from the goblins.


    “What can we do?” Eleanor’s voice quivered as she cried out while Yuan glared at the battlefield. “What can we do to save them?”


    “The lives of every soldier from the 3rd company. Do you have the resolve to pay that price?”


    ◆◇◆


    “Damn it, this isn’t how things were supposed to turn out.”


    Unable to make his next move, Gerald clicked his tongue.


    The entire army would collapse if they continued to surround Felduk. A counterattack would turn the battle into a war of attrition. And a retreat would wipe them out.


    None of the choices available led to a desirable future, so he couldn’t make a decision.


    But the clock was ticking, and soon the situation would reach the crossroads that Gi Gu and Gi Za have drawn, opening the path to the conclusion they so desired.


    “The margrave’s army is retreating!”


    When the messenger reported that as though he was screaming, Gerald glared unhappily at the margrave’s army.


    “…Cowards!”


    But curse as he might, the fact that he had failed to make a decision showed that he was nothing more than a second-rate commander himself.


    “A messenger from Eleanor’s company!”


    “What is it this time!?”


    “They will lure the enemy, so they want us to retreat during that time.”


    “They’re going to cover for us!?”


    Gerald groaned a bit when he realized Eleanor’s decision, but he gave the order nonetheless.


    “…Retreat. May the protection of god be with Eleanor.”


    As a commander, he had to prevent his forces from incurring any further damage. Since the margrave’s army has already retreated, it was already impossible for their lines to be restored to their original state. Above all, he didn’t want to die.


    As the first company retreated, the third company advanced.


    The first company retreated while providing cover fire with their spells, and when they finally reached a certain distance, they turned around and ran away.


    “A retreat?”


    Word of the first company’s retreat reached Judith the Zealot, who was currently in the process of skewering the goblins in the front lines.


    “Eleanor’s forces have advanced!”


    “And Gerald agreed!?　That traitor!”


    As Judith cursed Gerald, she skewered another goblin.


    “Cover for Eleanor while we retreat. Those who desire the favor of god should not leave their allies to die!”


    Judith’s soldiers cheered once again as they began to gradually retreat.


    The Iron Bull Knights and the Volunteer Soldiers in the left flank have also started to retreat. Even if they stayed there was no chance of winning anymore. All that was left was how much damage they could mitigate and how to leave the battlefield.


    The chain of command was already broken, so it was now completely up to each individual commander to make their own decisions.


    As Eleanor’ and Judith’s forces stuck out to defend against Felduk’s attacks, the remaining forces retreated.


    When Gi Gu Verbena saw that, he gave the order to surround the enemy.


    “To sacrifice themselves for the sake of their allies… What valiant troops. Crush them.”


    After dealing with the attacks from their flanks, Gu Big and Gu Tough attacked Eleanor and Judith’s forces.


    “We cannot hold!”


    Even Yuan, who stood at the head of Eleanor’s company, could hear screams and throes of despair.


    “Advance. Line up your shields and block the attacks from the flanks! Advance!”


    But Yuan had no intention of changing their orders. After coming this far, even retreat would lead to despair.


    Their one ray of hope was that the enemy might retreat out of fear of incurring any more damage.


    “…Are they still not here?”


    As he blocked a goblin swordsman’s attack, he lopped its head off with his sword. As the fatigue accumulated overtime, his body grew heavy and it became more difficult to remain alert.


    “Vice-commander!　Look! The skies!”


    Yuan, who had just finished blocking a goblin’s attack, endured the urge to cheer as he continued to resist against the goblins.


    ◆◆◆


    When they saw that the wyvern knights had arrived, Gi Gu Verbena and Gi Za Zakuend immediately retreated.


    “What a pity…”


    “Only the Goblin King can face off against the wyverns.”


    Rashka glared at the enemy with regret while Gi Za continued with the retreat. Gi Gu Verbena had also requested the retreat, so they were able to retreat even before the Wyvern Knights could join the fray.


     

    Eleanor and Judith’s companies suffered heavy casualties, but they managed to survive and return to Bandigam.


    Rashka and Gaidga’s second military victory brought them much fame among their people and greater infamy among the humans.


    As for Gi Za Zakuend, though Pale did not express it, she was satisfied with his performance and believed that he could take over the duty of the tactician while she attended to her duties as a prime minister.


    With the second batch of holy knights defeated, Fort Bandigam only had the standing army of the Sacred Empire of Altigand left to serve as their main force.


    As a result, they could not leave their fortress and could not afford fight the goblins again.


    To keep the goblins from passing through Fort Bandigam while they waited for reinforcements from the imperial capital of Altigand, they decided to hole up inside Fort Bandigam.

  


  Chapter 282 – Bandigam in Flames


  
    The winds blew from the cold north, but even they weakened as they approached the center of the continent. The Sacred Empire of Altigand had already sent their main force, the army under the direct control of the king, from the imperial capital to head for Bandigam.


    But it wasn’t until two days later that the information was brought to Pale Symphoria, the Prime Minister of  

    the Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena Kingdom 

    )

    , who had been keeping a close eye on the developments in the enemy country.


    “So the time has come at long last.”


    The Goblin King nodded, and Pale presented more information.


    “Yes. Altigand’s forces are roughly 10,000 men strong. They have already departed from the imperial capital.”


    Their forces were mostly made of footmen, taking up 6,000 of that 10,000, while the cavalry numbered 2,500, and the mages numbered 1,000. The wyvern knights numbered 500. It was a magnificent army.


    “They need to match the pace of the footmen, so it’ll take them about a month to get here.”


    “Can’t they come by ship?”


    “For now, there’s no information suggesting that.”


    After the forces garrisoned at Fort Bandigam were defeated by the  

    the Axe and Sword Army

    (

Felduk 

    )

     that was led by Gi Gu Verbena and the Gaidga Tribe, Alrodena’s forces have reached the point where they covered Fort Bandigam.


    Already, the Holy Knights and the fortress garrison could only advance their forces up to a distance that they could easily run back into the fortress. Meanwhile, Alrodena was repeatedly conquering and scouting the surrounding villages.


    Since the Bandigam Fortress still had reinforcements from the Wyvern Knights, the task was left exclusively to  

    the Tiger and Spear Army

    (

Aransain 

    )

     that was led by Gi Ga Rax, and the generals under him were able to demonstrate their skills to the fullest.


    At the same time, siege weapons were being built one after another by Gi Gu Verbena’s battle slaves.


    The siege weapons were built in parts to be assembled right in front of the fortress when needed. Siege towers, battering rams, catapults, and other things that were too conspicuous around the fortress in the mountains had been stored in parts at the Goblin King’s behest.


    “How far have the tunnels progressed?”


    “It appears that they have already reached the basement of the fortress, but they are unable to make much progress because of the noise.”


    “I see, it might be a good idea to use them in conjunction with the siege weapons.”


    “A wise decision, Your Majesty.”


    The Goblin King and Alrodena were steadily preparing for their invasion. In fact, Pale was already contemplating the invasions succeeding Bandigam, which would involve Berkel, the best city at the borders, and Yerkshire.


    “Your Majesty, when Bandigam falls please allow everyone inside the castle to flee.”


    “Will they be a hindrance otherwise?”


    “Yes. The Altigand are a proud people. It is unlikely for them to ever kneel to us.”


    The Goblin King pondered Pale’s words for a while but eventually nodded.


    “Very well. If they are not willing to come under my rule, then a fitting end shall be given to them.”


    “Yes. They will need a good spanking. It wouldn’t be too late to pin them down after their pride shatters.”


    Meanwhile, inside Fort Bandigam, discord between the holy knights have begun to surface, especially between the first and second companies as they openly blamed each other, giving rise to a disquieting atmosphere within the fortress.


    “…Are you telling me I’m in the wrong?　For taking the rear and mobilizing?”


    “No. If you, the commander, believe that to have been the right move, then those that have died will be able to rest in peace.”


    Eleanor, who had been present at Gerald and Judith’s argument earlier, consulted Yuan as soon as she returned to the barracks.


    “I see. Sorry.”


    “No, I said too much. Please forgive me.”


    In Bandigam, the 3rd Company was being treated as heroes for saving the army along with the Wyvern Knights. Neither Gerald nor Judith had any problem with that. Gerald wanted to hide their defeat, and Judith knew that if Eleanor, who had fought alongside them was hero, then they were, of course, also heroes.


    The problem then was who was to take responsibility for their defeat.


    “My plan was infallible. And yet we lost, so that can only mean that every one of us lacked strength.”


    “Infallible?　You abandoned your comrades so you could run on your own, and that’s your excuse!?”


    Gerald knew that his claims were difficult to swallow, but he had skillfully gotten the main faction of Bandigam to side with him. In the first place, the two companies were neither above nor below each other when it came to the chain of command, and Gerald was only advising. That’s why it would be difficult to push the responsibility of their defeat onto him, or at least that’s how he argued it.


    “We started this battle together, so it wouldn’t do for you to push all of the blame onto me.”


    Gerald’s argument might seem sound, but from Judith’s point of view, it was the second and third companies that were in the front lines. It was outrageous how after doing nothing but cast magic from the back, he wasn’t even willing to take responsibility for their defeat.


    People were always like this – only able to see the truth most convenient for them.


    This was the chronic illness of those who have fought only within their country for the longest time. The chain of command was a mess and the responsibilities of the people involved were unclear. And when they lost, the first question they would ask was who to blame for their defeat.


    The internal conflict among the leaders of the Holy Knights, who were supposed to be their reinforcements, were naturally heard by the Iron Bull Knights, the Margrave’s army, and the Volunteer Soldiers outside.


    “…”


    Rasdir just quietly watched.


    “Hmph, what a joke.”


    As soon as Gulland said that, he gave the Margrave’s army leave to rest.


    “Don’t just do whatever you want.”


    “Since when did I become your subordinate and you my boss?　What’s the difference between this and what you’re doing?”


    One of the holy knights criticized Gulland, and Gulland responded harshly.


    “You people are a bit lacking up here, so let me give it to you straight – at this rate, it won’t be long before the goblins overrun this country. And every woman, child, and elder is going to be in a world of pain.”


    “On what basis!”


    “Personal experience.”


    Gulland laughed madly, and overwhelmed by that, the holy knight could turn his back and head for the brothels.

  


  

  
    


    “Tch, so stupid.”


    Gulland unhappily sat on the fine sofa and drank the liquor served to him in an agitated manner.


    “…Excuse me.”


    The gloomy girl that had poured him his drinks before had immediately been sent to him.


    He frowned.


    They were treating her like a sacrifice offered to a wild beast.


    “Hmph, treating me like a monster, huh.”


    He muttered that quietly, so the girl couldn’t hear and looked up at him.


    “It’s nothing. Do you have parents?”


    Gulland was already intoxicated by this time, so he forcibly changed the topic.


    “…Yes. They left for the west to find work.”


    Even in the dimly lit room, it was plain as day that her green hair had no luster. She was living poorly as usual. But Gulland didn’t feel like doing anything about that.


    One had to climb up with their own strength.


    Though it had only been for a moment, Gulland did achieve success at one point, and that was his sentiment then.


    “I see.”


    The goblins took over the country while her parents were out working. There were no systems in place regarding working abroad, so her parents were either merchants or adventurers. If cheap labor was all that was needed, it would have merely been sourced from Alsas – the Alsas before becoming Altigand.


    Alsas is an old country that prioritizes tradition and social rules above all else, so her parents were likely to be adventurers rather than new merchants.


    “Adventurers?”


    His conjectures were confirmed when her eyes opened wide. She looked in his direction and nodded.


    “Belthazar… My dad’s name is Belthazar.”


    “…Liza,” Gulland muttered.


    The girl’s eyes opened wide once again.


    That was the day that the  

    former hero

    (

Gulland 

    )

     met his sin.


    ◆◆◇


    The fastest way to stop the Wyvern Knights was to reduce their mobility and send them crashing to the ground.


    “You’re entrusting that role to me?” Gi Za said.


    “Can you do it?” Pale asked.


    “Who do you think you’re talking to? Of course, I can!”


    “Good then.”


    Satisfied with Gi Za’s answer, Pale nodded with a sagacious expression.


    “I want to focus on the battle on the ground, so I’ll leave the skies to you.”


    “Of course. Leave it to me.”


    “Yes. I’m counting on you.”


    As Pale saw Gi Za off, she considered their next move. When Fort Bandigam falls they will move their forces to either Yerkshire or Berkel.


    If they were to advance to Berkel and suppress the grain-producing region, they will be able to immediately point a blade at the enemy’s throat. She had a advised the Goblin King to allow all the solders and civilians to go if the fortress fell.


    The Goblin King did not enjoy slaughters despite being a monster, so he would surely heed her advice. When that happens, where will those people flee?　People who’ve lost their homes and have been driven away by monsters with nowhere to turn to will surely turn to their fellow countrymen for help, and Altigand would never abandon such people.


    There was no reason to abandon them, not only from an emotional standpoint, but also from a military and political standpoint.


    But at the same time, the people seeking help on foot are slow.


    “Should we allow them to take their belongings too?”


    The first place they were bound to turn to was either Berkel, since they had food, or the port city of Yerkshire.


    If they had someone they could count on in the imperial capital, then they would choose to flee to Yerkshire. Yerkshire was open to the northbound ships headed to the imperial capital of Altigand or the former Oceanic Kingdom Yarma.


    The Goblin King’s fear of the enemy using ships was not needless worry by any means. If they wished to transport a large number of soldiers one time quickly, going by ship was not a bad choice.


    But Pale’s information claimed Altigand to be marching on land. They might have chosen that option instead because a ship route would necessitate that they arrive at the port city.


    “Refugees chased by monsters, huh.”


    Any decent general would surely want to save such people.


    But that was exactly what would give them an opening.


    “Wyverns, cavalry, footmen, mages… Let us destroy them all.”


    The soldiers that carry Altigand – all of them – must be cut down by the Goblin King. Only then will the Kingdom of Alrodena bear fruit there. For whether it was the goblins, the humans, the demihumans, or even the elves… At the center of any people was always the king.


    “Now, as for the finishing touches…”


    A thin smile surfaced on Pale.


    ◆◇◆


    Douhet the Flame Ryuu, an apostle of the Ruler of the Heavens,  

    the Wingless Sky Snake

    (

Gawain 

    )

    . It was with him that Gi Za Zakuend negotiated.


    “You want to ride me and fight the enemy?”


    “Exactly. In order to shave away at their aerial forces, we need to have our own aerial force as well.”


    “Makes sense, but why do I have to go that far?”


    The goblins fought for their king, the humans fought to survive, and the elves, the demihumans, all of the people related to the Goblin King had their own reasons for fighting, but Douhet was different.


    His life just happened to be saved by Reshia Fel Zeal, so he became a guest to repay his gratitude. But he didn’t have an ounce of duty nor gratitude, much less loyalty for the Goblin King.


    “If we lose, then Reshia Fel Zeal will be sad again. That’s why you’re here, right?”


    “That might be the case, but that is reason for the adherent to command me, not for you little one to stick your nose where it doesn’t belong!”


    Gi Za’s discussion with Douhet continued to run parallel after that with no end in sight, so Gi Za had to ask Reshia for help.


    “You want to ride Douhet-san?”


    “Yeah. We need his strength to defeat the wyverns.”


    “And you’re asking me for help?”


    “Yes, by all means, please.”


    “But I don’t like fighting.”


     

    “I know.”


    “Even then?”


    “It’s for his majesty.”


    “It’s cowardly to put it that way.”


    “Call it cowardly if you wish. I will bow my head as many times as I have to for the king. Please.”


    Reshia heaved a deep sigh, and then approached Douhet with Gi Za.


    “Douhet-san, Douhet-san, please help.”


    “You don’t sound like you really want me to, though.”


    “…That’s not really true. I’m just sulking a bit.”


    “Humans sure are strange.”


    Douhet’s fangs that could easily tear through steel could be seen as he laughed loudly.


    “Now then, small one. How shall we fight?”

  


  

  
    


    “Of course, there’s a plan.”


    Now that he’d convinced Douhet the Flame Ryuu, Gi Za called Gi Do Buruga and left the command of the druids to him, while he himself would be getting on Douhet’s back.


    As Alrodena steadily completed their preparations, in the late spring of the fifth year of the King’s Calendar, Alrodena Kingdom surrounded Fort Bandigam.


    Alrodena had positioned several of their forces on the mountainous regions, and when  

    Goddess of Darkness

    (

Verdna 

    )

    ‘s wings spread, they immediately mobilized. They knew that the wyverns weren’t all powerful and that they wouldn’t be able to move in the dark.


    So the goblins simultaneously mobilized their forces that revolved around the goblins that could see in the dark. As the clouds covered  

    the Sister Moons

    (

Ervi and Navi 

    )

    , the domain of  

    the God of Darkness

    (

Ya Jansu 

    )

     and Verdna descended.


    Within that the goblins marched, closing the distance to the fortress without even needing a bonfire, then they surrounded the fortress without even a signal. Joining in the fray was one of the four generals under the command of hte Goblin King, the goblin that boasted the biggest army, Gi Gu Verbena’s  

    Axe and Sword Army

    (

Felduk 

    )

    .


    The veteran soldiers surrounded the fortress, taking care not to make the slightest sound.


    “The encirclement is complete.”


    “As expected of you, Gi Gu Verbena. And Felduk too, of course.”


    “It is my greatest honor to receive your praise, Your Majesty.”


    Gi Gu went to the center of the king’s cavalry to report to the Goblin King, and the Goblin King praised his skill as he looked up at the towering castle walls before him.


    Gu Tough’s army of 2,000 that revolved around battle slaves was still in the mountainous region. In fact, the Gaidga Tribe, which had achieved great success in the previous battle, was also left in the rear.


    Only the highest skilled and most disciplined goblin soldiers were allowed to join this siege.


    Gi Ga Rax’s  

    Tiger and Spear Army

    (

Aransain 

    )

    , which had already invaded Altigand, pointed their spearhead to the north. Gi Gi Orudo’s  

    Twin-Headed Beast and Axe Army

    (

Zeilduk 

    )

     sent their great horde to the south.


    Gi Jii Yubu’s  

    army

    (

Regiol 

    )

    , Gi Zu Ruo’s  

    Thousand-Demon Army

    (

Sazanorga 

    )

    , Gi Do Buruga’s druids were around the king, looking up at those towering walls from the darkness.


    By the time dawn broke, what unfolded before the enemy was a fortress already surrounded by Alrodena, and even more soldiers en route.


    “Enemy! Enemyyy!!”


    They immediately rang the bell, signifying an enemy attack, and informed everyone of their plight.


    Those who woke up from their beds immediately climbed to the top of the castle walls and watchtowers to look down in horror at the power of the Demon King’s Army below them.


    When the troops behind finally arrived, the Demon King’s Army immediately started assembling siege weapons. The speed of their operation was so fast that Fort Bandigam could only watch on helplessly.


    There were nearly 40 siege towers, over 30 catapults, and a battering ram coated with Elfa’s iron, and stones were being brought in one after another by the forces behind.


    And then as the soldiers and citizens watching from atop the castle walls watched with bated breath, a lone goblin emerged from the Demon King’s Army. No, already, that goblin was too different to still be called a goblin. Too majestic, too powerful, it was a goblin in black, and it was accompanied by the  

    Terrifying Carnivorous Horse

    (

Andrewarchus 

    )

     from the far west. That black goblin was surrounded by flag-bearing goblins made red by their old wounds. A flag with a black sun as its emblem.


    It was attached to the tip of a halberd, and it fluttered in the wind.


    At the sound of black goblin’s voice, those atop Fort Bandigam immediately fell to their backs.


    “Surrender! Or die!!”


    In the goblin’s hand was a great sword as big as an adult.


    Just the sight of it being pointed at them and the sound of that voice being aimed at them was enough to paralyze them in fear. It was such that it seemed as though the air had truly gone heavier.


    “E-Eek!”


    A scream echoed through the silence, and suddenly, those peering over from the castle walls lost their heads and fled.


    “M-Monster!　W-We’re going to be killed!”


    “It’s the Demon King’s Army!　The Demon King’s Army is here!”


    But unlike the townsmen that fled to the streets, the soldiers at least remained calm on the surface.


    “We have always known this day would come!　But do not be afraid!　Because we have Bandigam’s walls, and there are reinforcements coming from the imperial capital!”


    A commanding officer raised his voice to calm the soldiers.


    “Ready the ballistae!”


    “Ballista ready!”


    “Show these goblins what it means to fight us!　Fire!”


    An arrow that could mistaken for a spear was loaded into the drawn ballista and shot. They’d fired the ballista in hopes of just hitting some goblin nearby, but of all odds, the arrow actually went straight for the black goblin.


    Any human would likely have their upper body blown completely in the face of that arrow, but that goblin easily swept aside the arrow with its great sword.


    “W-What a monster… To think it could actually deflect a ballista arrow…”


    “GURUuuUOOooAAA!!”


    The black goblin bellowed out, and in response, the goblins around him too cried with lava-like fury.


    “They have harmed his majesty! These humans deserve to die!”


    “Death!　Death!　Death!”


    Gi Gu Verbena bellowed out, and in response, veterans and fresh recruits alike too bellowed out, their dreadful bellows surrounding Bandigam. The goblins howled as they either struck the ground with the butt-end of their spears or struck their own shields with the long swords in their hands.


    “Death!　Death!　Death to our enemies!”


    Despite the earlier attack, the black goblin continued to brazenly stand at the front line. That black goblin raised its great sword above its head, and the angry roars were silenced. And then…


    “Attack!　Bring the iron hammer upon our enemies, smite it upon these humans!”


    The great sword descended, and the catapults that have been lying in wait launched their stones into the city walls, while battle slaves pushed the siege towers onward.


    In the late spring of the 5th year of the King’s Calendar, the conquest for Fort Bandigam began.

  


  Chapter 283 – The Borders Fall


  
    


    The attack of the goblins was overwhelming, so overwhelming in fact that any description seemed to fall short.


    It was more intense than the  

    Bow and Arrow Army

    (

Fanzel 

    )

     of Ra Gilmi Fishiga, more rational than the monster army of the  

    Twin-Headed Beast and Axe Army

    (

Zeilduk 

    )

     led by Gi Gi Orudo, more fervent than the  

    Tiger and Spear Army

    (

Aransain 

    )

     led by Gi Ga Rax, and more ferocious than the  

    Axe and Sword Army

    (

Felduk 

    )

     led by Gi Gu Verbena.


    The Goblin King led  

    the Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena 

    )

     to attack Fort Bandigam.


    Truly, it was only when the king himself led that the goblins could show their true value.


    Just as they did at the ends of the west when they broke through the Iron-Armed holy knight, Gowen Ranid, they bellowed out their cries of war.


    “More, hit them more with those stones!”


    At Gi Gu’s behest, the human battle slaves loaded more projectiles into the catapults. Already, the attack has lasted three days without regard for day or night. Aransain and Zeilduk, who have been sent scurrying to the north and south out of wariness for the Wyvern Knights, have also joined the siege of Bandigam.


    Among all of these only one voice resounded.


    “Victory to the king!”


    Backed by the abundant iron resources of Elfa, an army of siege weapons have already made their way to the castle walls and were pounding on their gates with the battering ram.


    Even the Wyvern Knights, Altigand’s biggest card, could not take off easily due to the excessively intense attacks of the catapults.


    Three days earlier, the Goblin King and the army of Felduk took Fort Bandigam by surprise and laid a siege, immediately launching their attack at dawn with their catapults.


    Among the stones they catapulted were smaller stones that scattered like bullets, keeping the wyverns at bay whenever they tried to take off.


    The pebbles and rocks created in the process of digging the tunnels were continuously being brought to the surface and loaded into the catapults to be shot. Prime Minister Pale Symphoria’s skill in laying a siege, and at the same time, setting up a supply route for their ammunition could only be said to be unparalleled.


    Indeed the position of prime minister that could use the ever increasing civilian officials would eventually become a great logistical power that would empower the front lines. Of course, this kind of attack would end up damaging civilian houses, but Arlodena had no intention of easing up on their attacks.


    The sight of the Goblin King standing brazenly on the front lines in the face of the vindictive and fearful gaze of the enemies inspired his soldiers.


    His great back commanded them.


    “Come! Let us march together!”


    Hence, the goblins cheered, rousing their own souls and those of their comrades as they attacked the gates with fanaticism. To the people of Altigand, the goblins truly seemed mad.


    “…It should be almost time,” the Goblin King said.


    “Yes. Let’s do it,” Pale said.


    After the third day of the attack, the goblin king and Pale nodded to each other secretly.


    Amidst the attacks that continued without regard for day or night was the completion of the underground tunnel. All that remained was the decision when to use it, and of course, an attack from underground would no doubt be a surprise attack.


    The Goblin King would be using Gi Zu Ruo in this surprise attack. He knew of his rivalry with Rashka of Gaidga, but he trusted him deeply and appraised highly his great resolve.


    The three days of attack left Bandigam exhausted, and the goblins, wildly enthusiastic. Fear, fatigue… All of those vanished as the goblins single-mindedly followed after their king. So intense was the barrage of their catapults that even day seemed to change into night.


    When silence visited the night of the third day at long last, the defenders of the fortress almost collapsed from exhaustion.


    Those with strength to spare did not rest and instead braced themselves in case the goblins were to attack again, but there were not many of them.


    At most, these few included some of the soldiers under the holy knight, Gulland, or some of the soldiers under the knight commander of the third holy knight company, and then some. The long painful siege and the tragic retreats they suffered have familiarized them in fighting against the goblins.


    As such, they were never more tense than necessary and always kept their calm.


    They always maintained their reserves, but never failed to defend their objectives. Gulland in particular was willing to protect his comrades-in-arms even in times of hardships, as he would even send a portion of his forces to help the wyvern knights.


    Indeed, a person’s true nature could only be glimpsed in the midst of hardship.


    The unending attacks from the catapults, and the battering ram that threatened to approach if they let their guard down for even a moment. Some were starting to criticize the Wyvern Knights for being unable to fly, but Gulland remained committed to the fight with the margrave’s army.


    As such, people tended to gather around Gulland.


    They gathered around him because they wanted to survive. Indeed, anyone who wanted to survive even a little would look around them and naturally be drawn by his heroic appearance.


    That day too the soldiers patrolled the walls with Gulland, and when the attack that had been continuing for the past three days stopped, they all heaved a sigh of relief.


    “Finally, the attacks stopped.”


    “Yes, but we still can’t let our guard down. Gulland-dono said so too, right?”


    The tone of the soldiers on patrol was somewhat easygoing.


    But that shouldn’t come as a surprise, after all, the goblin army’s encirclement had been so close in the day, but now it was much further away. That alone made alleviated the oppressive feeling that threatened to strangle the Bandigam soldiers.


    “Reinforcements might have arrived.”


    “Or maybe they didn’t want to suffer casualties from our defensive siege weapons.”


    The goblins wouldn’t retreat for no reason. As such, the soldiers speculated what the reason could be as they continued their patrols.


    “Either way, once the  

    God of Fire’s

    (

Rodo’s 

    )

     body rises, the wyvern knights will be able to attack.”


    Though the Goblin King may have succeeded at defeating them before, there was still no denying that the wyvern knights were the only ones that could fight against the goblins. Their aerial assaults were nothing short of impressive, and it was impossible for the goblins to fly.


    That’s why the wyvern knights and the reinforcements from the imperial capital were a beacon of hope to the people holed up in Fort Bandigam.


    Unfortunately for them, the goblins were much more cunning than they could have ever imagined.

  


  

  
    


    “Go forth and conquer.”


    The Goblin King’s red eyes shone in the darkness as he saw off the two goblins.


    “As you will, Your Majesty!”


    “It shall be done!”


    Gi Ga Rax and Gi Gi Orudo were both generals that have conquered many nations and vanquished many fortresses; hence, it was only to the Goblin King, whom they adored and respected, that they would kneel.


    Both generals were supposed to be participating in the siege, but they turned on their heels and secretly moved to their own forces.


    After seeing the two generals off, the Goblin King turned to the towering walls of Bandigam in the dark night.


    “Do you think Gi Zu will do a good job’


    “We both know you trust him, so why ask?”


    Pale said, and the king wryly smiled.


    As Gi Ji Arsil’s scouts led them, they stealthily approached the gates of the fort. Gi Zu Ruo quietly followed after them with a burning desire for combat, while his own subordinates followed after him from behind. His army, the  

    Thousand-Demon Army

    (

Sazanorga 

    )

    , were made up of young, strong, and fierce goblins all devoted to him, yet they all followed quietly without so much as an eek, their eyes alone ablaze.


    The scouts knew how to keep quiet, so their silence came as no surprise, but the reason why the chatty Zu Ved and the other goblins of Sazanorga could keep quiet, was because their general, Gi Zu, was so sharp that it seemed as though they could get hurt just by touching him.


    They also feared messing things up for Gi Zu, whom they adored and respected, moreso than they feared messing things up for themselves.


    “This is the place.”


    As a scout whispered that, Gi Zu stood still and looked up at the hole above his head.


    A small sound resounded, and in the next moment, an arm appeared from the floors of Fort Bandigam. Due to the fatigue and the darkness of the night, no one noticed those arms as they gradually chipped away at the floors.


    Before long, a hole big enough for a goblin to pass through was made, and Gi Ji’s scouts made their way in. They looked around them, and then nodded toward the hole, then stood watch wary of their surroundings.


    “Let’s go. We’ll start with those wyverns. Ved, open the gates.”


    “On it.”


    Upon confirming that everyone had climbed, Sazanorga split into two groups: Zu Ved’s group, which opened the gates, and the group that would be slaying the wyverns. The darkness of the night showed no signs of ending just yet, so the wyverns should still be asleep.


    As clouds covered the twin red moons of Ervi and Navi, the divine protection of the Moonlight Goddess, Vardina, was blocked, and as they stifled their own breath, they ran within the Goddess of Darkness, Verdna, bringing havoc and destruction into the fortress, but Ervi and Navi would peek from time to time, casting a shadow on the deaths that the goblins wrought.


    ◆◇◆


    “The gates are open.”


    Upon confirming that, the Goblin King nodded to his subordinate’s report, and then gave the order to attack to Felduk and the soldiers directly under him.


    “Victory to our king!”


    As Gi Gu bowed his head, he wrapped his clenched fist in front of his chest, and then turned heel with a fearless smile.


    “Gi Zu has broken through the gates and shown the weak humans our might!　Our king stands witness!”


    As the main force of the siege that has been continuing for the past three days, Gi Gu and his subordinates were understandably exhausted, but it was precisely because of that that Gi Gu had them stand at the lead.


    He truly believed that goblins were most fit to rule, that they had to be stronger than the humans. He believed from the bottom of his heart that things that are otherwise impossible for humans would be possible for goblins. And it was precisely because he possessed the forces to give shape to those thoughts that he had power second only to the king.


    It was with that pride – that was a thin line away from arrogance – that Gi Gu ran.


    It was in that same moment that the guards noticed the goblins running amidst the Wings of Verdna that the patrolling soldiers too noticed that their gates were open.


    “E-Enemy attack!　The Demon King’s Army is attacking again!!”


    As the bells warning the enemy of an attack rang, the exhausted enemy soldiers were jolted awake from their sleep.


    “Why are the gates open!?”


    The enemy soldiers that followed screamed, but they headed for the gates despite their confusion. The goblins they were so familiar with greeted them, but there was something new as well – a mountain made out of the corpses of their own comrades-in-arms.


    Apparently, soldiers from elsewhere had sensed that something was amiss and gathered, so they ended up as morbid decor on the ground.


    “What is this!? What the hell is happening!?”


    “Fire! There’s fire!”


    But before the soldiers could wrap their heads around what was happening, bright red fire towered over everyone amidst  

    the God of the Night

    (

Ya Jansu 

    )

    . In a twist of irony, that pushed away Verdna’s wings, and allowed Rodo’s divine protection to illuminate the surroundings.


    “That’s in the direction of the Wyvern Knights’ camp!”


    “No way, don’t tell me…”


    When the soldier turned around to confirm with fearful eyes, a giant goblin with an old wound on his chest appeared before him.


    “GAH!?”


    A fist descended on him, but the soldier didn’t even have the time to cover his head before it landed, and his consciousness was snuffed out forever. As the enemy fell down without so much as a word, the earth trembled and Felduk flooded out of the fortress.


    When they passed through the gates, Gi Gu gave his subordinates the order, and they cried out.


    “Victory to the king!”


    Felduk’s cry of victory resounded loudly within Fort Bandigam, repelling even the divine protection of Rodo as it penetrated even the urban area.

  


  

  
    


    “Well done.”


    As the Goblin King called out to Zu Ved, who was covered in wounds all over from protecting the gate, he walked toward Bandigam to conquer it once and for all.


    Gi Zu, who had set fire to the nest of the wyverns, killed the enemy soldiers that gathered as soon as he saw them.


    “Kill them all, this war tonight is for us!”


    As Gi Zu bellowed loudly, the humans literally fell as soon as they met him and his forces. He spun his spear and beat down the soldiers that tried to extinguish the flames. Those that wielded weapons, those that did not, none were spared, and they all fell prey to the fierce Sazanorga.


    Behind them was the burning nest of the wyverns and the wyverns writhing in pain. As the greatest weapon against the goblins burned right before them, impatience spurred the Bandigam soldiers to fight, only to fall prey to the Sazanorga.


    Until now, Gi Zu could only watch Rashka gather one achievement after another, but now, he too could finally gain merit. And all that pent up stress spurred him on like the great flames that raged behind him.


    ◆◇◆


    “How did they get in?” Gulland asked.


    “I don’t know. By the time we knew it, the gates were open,” a soldier reported.


    As Gulland clicked his tongue, he knew that the fortress was already gone. Anxious gazes poured onto him, but all he could do now was to take out his great sword and order a retreat.


    “Open the southern and northern gates, let the people and the soldiers escape! The enemy will come from the west.”


    The goblins were logical and simple. Rather than go around and attack from the east, they would much rather attack from the west that was close to their base.


    “Y-Yes! As you command!”


    It was an order given partly from intuition, but when the information of the battlefield was a mess, there were many cases when one had to make a gamble. Especially, in a situation where one has been taken by surprise.


    “Save as many as you can, even if it’s just one person more!” Gulland said.


    “Gulland-dono,” Rasdir.


    Rasdir took the Iron Bull Knights and ran up to Gulland.


    “We’re escaping. What about you?”


    “We’re escaping too. Damn it all! Go west. I have some connections in Berkel.”


    Gulland said, and despite the frown on Rasdir, he thanked him.


    “I’ll surely repay this debt.”


    “Go!”


    Rasdir had to feed the people of the late Elfa. He wasn’t like Gulland, who could afford to just lead the margrave’s army. If the fortress were to fall, naturally, it was the people that would be exposed to danger.


    Gulland had the soldier with the most discerning eye among the margrave’s army accompany Rasdir, then he started for the west.


    “Gulland-dono!”


    The next person to appear before him was the commander of the third company of holy knights. Some of the volunteer soldiers were there too. With Eleanor and Yuan at the lead, they made their resolve and rendezvoused with Gulland.


    “We’ll stop them here. Gulland-dono, lead the margrave’s army and the volunteer soldiers and escape.”


    Clad in the white armor, characteristic of the holy knights of the church, Yuan told Gulland to flee, and Eleanor too nodded.


    “No.”


    But Gulland’s lips only twisted as he rejected their proposal. Eleanor’s eyes opened wide in surprise.


    “As I said before, I will do as I please.”


    “Why?”


    “Save the talk, little girl.”


    Being treated like a little girl made Eleanor frown, but Yuan whispered at her, and she quietly nodded.


    “In that case, allow us to accompany you, hero, Gulland.”


    Gulland snorted and laughed, and as he saw Felduk approach, the fierce smile on him grew deeper.


    “Hey, Yuan. If you’re going to call yourself a holy knight, then at the very least there is something you need to accomplish first no matter the cost. Do you know what that is?”


    As Gulland’s gaze moved from Eleanor to Yuan, that gaze grew sharper.


    “Not lose?”


    As Gulland turned his back to them, he faced Felduk.


    “Survive.”


    As he raised up the Great Sword of Blue Lightning, mana gathered around it. As it devoured the air, it blew up a cloud of dust and smoke, wounding ts way up toward the heavens.


    “Frenzied Sword!”


    The gathered mana clad onto the sword, and the sword descended onto the approaching goblins, transforming into a violent wind that lashed out as a whirling tornado, giving rise to many casualties among their enemies.


    “Survive and protect those that you must protect. That’s the condition to become a holy knight.”


    “…I understand.”


    ‘In that sense, we are all failures as holy knights,’ Gulland seemed to say as he swung his great sword with his cheeks twisted in self-mockery.


    “Here stands the man that stole your king’s treasure! Come, goblins!”


    As Gulland advanced, the margrave’s army and Eleanor’s forces accompanied him to attack the weakened Felduk.


    But no matter how hard a fight Gulland fought, the situation could not be changed.


    And in the end, the troops stationed at Fort Bandigam could not withstand Felduk’s offensive in the night, and they had no choice but to flee eastward through the gates that Gulland had opened.


    When the sun had risen, Fort Bandigam fell completely, and Alrodena occupied it. The refugees made up of nearly 30,000 military and civilian personnel were almost all of the people that resided in Bandigam.


    They headed for either the port city of Yerkshire to the north or the border city of Berkel to the south, but by the time they finally arrived at their destination, the flags of the cities they so desperately toiled to reach were those of  

    the Kingdom of the Black Sun’s

    (

Alrodena’s 

    )

    .


    “But that’s impossible… Just how?”


    During the siege, the Goblin King had secretly mobilized the two armies, Aransain and Zeilduk, that were originally positioned for the Wyvern Knights.


    The two armies rushed, and in the blink of an eye, they were able to take the two cities. Now, even the borderlands were dyed in the colors of Alrodena.


    Some of the refugees that were originally heading for one of these two cities finally couldn’t take it and dropped out. They had walked all that distance without any decent grub, only to be rewarded by this? Despair itself seemed to dye them.


    Most of the refugees could only leave those people behind as they changed their destination to the east.


    Altigand’s main force should be headed for the west. Eleanor encouraged the civilians and the soldiers, and they hurried to the east. At that time, the refugees numbered 20,000.


    The Alrodena army gave chase, and with Aransain that occupied Yerkshire, the Zeilduk that took down Berkel, and the Felduk and Sazanorga that took down Bandigam – with all those prominent generals – the Goblin King headed east.


    In the late spring of the 5th year of the King’s Calendar, the Goblin King led Alrodena to point their blade at Altigand’s throat.

  


  Chapter 284 – Battle of Lusis Plains I


  
    The battle of  

    the Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena Kingdom 

    )

     led by the Goblin King and the reformed army of the Sacred Empire of Altigand was set to take place in the Lusis Plains.


    Prime Minister Pale chose Lusis for their decisive battle because of the mountainous terrain to the north and south, which would allow them to ignore Altigand’s navy, as well as push the refugees from Bandigam onto Lusis.


    Beyond the grasslands was the Lusis Plains, a flatland with good visibility and a few hills. Considering Alrodena Kingdom’s decisive battles until now, it was only natural that they would choose a 35km x 50km area for the main theater of their war.


    After all, it was their style to destroy the enemy’s forces in a single battle, and then take over their country.


    So long as they could have their battle, Alrodena would have no peers. Without a doubt, that was the sort of decisive thinking that led to Alrodena becoming the greatest force on land in the continent and brought two-thirds of the land under their rule.


    Whether it was in mobility, attack, logistics, or quality of equipment, Alrodena believed themselves to be the best, and in fact, they likely were.


    The  

    Tiger and Spear Army

    (

Aransain 

    )

     could run up to 160 km in one whole day, and the  

    Axe and Sword Army

    (

Felduk 

    )

     could fight in any manner from siege weapons to close combat. They had the logistics to send up to 50,000 soldier on an expedition, and the staff to sustain them as well.


    They also had enough resources because they secured the continent’s largest iron producing region, and they also had engineers from all sorts of races from elves to dwarves to demihumans, goblins, and even humans.


    And they also knew how to make the most out of the hour of  

    the Night God

    (

Ya Jansu 

    )

    , while also possessing the eyes to see amidst the wings of  

    the Goddess of Darkness

 (Verdna 

    )

     and strength twice that of humans.


    Yet despite their latent abilities, until just a few years ago, they were trampled over by the humans because of their lack of unity. It wasn’t until the Goblin King appeared that everything changed.


    But they were not only made up of goblins. And even the elves and the demihumans started to change when the Goblin King appeared.


    Some swore fealty to him, others cooperated for their own benefit, and some were forced into obedience by brute strength.


    But one thing held true for them all – one goblin had changed their lives. They, who were fated to die in the jaws of another monster or be killed by the invading humans or simply exhaust their lives, found a new path in the Goblin King.


    And now, an army nearly 30,000 men strong – with the reserves included – was heading for Lusis Plains.


    The king’s four generals and their armies: Felduk, numbered 8,000, Aransain numbered 4,000, and  

    the Twin-Headed Beast and Axe Army

    (

Zeilduk 

    )

     numbered 1,500.


    The king’s imperial guards numbered 750, the  

    Thousand-Demon Army

    (

Sazanorga 

    )

     numbered 1000, the Gaidga Tribe numbered 1,500, the  

    army

    (

Regiol 

    )

     numbered 2,000, the druids numbered 800, the elves numbered 500, and the swordsmen numbered 200.


    Of their allies, Vladinia’s  

    Akazone

    (

Janissaries 

    )

     numbered 3,000, and the footmen from Shirad Kingdom numbered 1,000.


    As for  

    the Bow and Arrow Army

    (

Fanzel 

    )

    , their 5,000 soldiers were moving separated from the main force to take over Bandigam, Yerkshire, and Berkel.


    Alrodena’s forces marched eastward with a flawless lineup, but Altigand had also prepared a new lineup after securing the refugees.


    6,000 footmen, 2,500 cavalry, and 1,000 mages were dispatched by their imperial capital. And then there were also 500 wyvern knights plus the forces that escaped from Bandigam, which included


    2,000 soldiers from the margrave’s army, 2,000 soldiers from the Iron Bull Knights, 2,000 soldiers from the volunteer soldiers, and 1,500 soldiers from the holy knights. The forces of the holy knights included all the soldiers from the first company to the third.


    There were also 500 defending soldiers that managed to get away from Berkel and Yerkshire, both of which capitulated abruptly. In total, their forces numbered 18,000.


    Alrodena had a huge advantage over them on land, but they had the air superiority thanks to the wyvern knights. Though they only numbered 500, they were powerful enough that when used properly could bring Altigand the victory.


    And of course, they also chose Lusis Plains out of consideration for their own circumstances, namely, the wyvern knights. The Lusis Plains had little obstruction in the way, so the wyvern knights would be able to demonstrate their abilities to the fullest.


    That’s why it was inevitable that both sides would choose Lusis Plains for their battle.


    As for the qualities of their generals, Arlodena needn’t really be mentioned. The Goblin King himself would rank at the top of the list with his bravery and decisiveness, followed by the many talented generals and soldiers under him that have devoured many countries, destroyed fortresses, and traversed half the world.


    However, Altigand has also been quickly improving the skills of their people ever since the hero reformed their military. Positions that have previously been assigned according to old customs were now earned according to merit, and a military academy was even established by the hero.


    In fact, most of the graduates of that first class have already been dispatched to participate in the battle. Winning this battle might very well produce some of the talents that would carry Altigand in the future. That’s why the majority of the rising youths chose to participate in the war even without any history or tradition compelling them to do so.


    The person with the highest position among them was a young man by the name of Grendal. Grendal Aldiad. Born as the third son to a lowly noble family, he had to become a soldier in order to feed himself.


    He kept his confidence and continued to believe in his own abilities even after the hero appeared, and unlike the other nobles, he doesn’t try to curry favor with the hero and sometimes even criticizes him.


    “I hereby declare Grendal to be the supreme commander of this campaign.”


    The king had passed on a royal decree naming him supreme commander, but Grendal found the situation suspicious.


    “Sir, is something the matter?”


    Grendal had suddenly gone quiet in the war council, so the people gathered couldn’t help but check on him.


    “No, I’m quite alright. I’m just a bit concerned about the expectations of those in the imperial capital.”


    When he said that, the people gathered looked at each other. None of them here had strong connections. Gulland was leading the margrave’s army, but it felt more like he was sent to war because the present margrave didn’t like him. Rasdir, who led the Iron Bull Knights, was reputed in Elfa, but he was more like a mercenary presently.


    The volunteer soldiers were mostly made up of refugees from other countries, and the holy knights moved according to the will of the church, so they had little relation to the secular world. In fact, as an actual combat unit, prayer and combat was thoroughly hammered into them. The upper brass aside, none of the people that would be fighting had strong connections to the imperial capital.


    Eleanor was indeed from the renowned thirteen martial art families of the east, and she did have some authority in the countryside, but she had little influence in the central region.


    
  


  

  
    


    “What exactly are you worried about?”


    Of the generals gathered, the one most impressed with the imperial capital was Eleanor, so she asked that question.


    “The hero,” the supreme commander, Grendal, said.


    “…You shouldn’t criticize him,” Rasdir said.


    Rasdir had once met the hero, so he looked at Grendal with brows furrowed. The hero was also responsible for improving Eleanor’s position, so she didn’t want anyone finding fault with him either.


    “Why not?” Grendal asked.


    “That’s…” Rasdir said.


    “No human is perfect. Every human has a weakness somewhere. If someone appears perfect, then that’s only because there’s a charm or power great enough to hide that flaws, am I mistaken?”


    “And you’re supposed to be different from that hero?” Gulland asked uninterestedly.


    “I might not be the most considerate person out there, but I can tell when there’s something strange going on.”


    Grendal avoided making any direct statements, but apparently, he didn’t like the hero much.


    “What’s the point of saying that before a battle?” Gerald asked.


    “Hmm. Gerald-dono, do you know about the april pie on the third avenue of the imperial capital?” Grendal said.


    Gerald asked a question, but Grendal replied with something completely different altogether.


    “…No, I don’t.”


    Gerald said with a troubled face, and then Grendal turned his attention to the women.


    “What about you, Eleanor-dono?”


    “No…”


    “Oh, Judith-dono?”


    “…I know.””


    Judith awkwardly nodded.


    “It’s a favorite of mine, you see. Even when my parents scolded me and my comrades criticized me, I could never really stop. What do you think, Judith-dono?”


    “…I agree with you.”


    It wasn’t that popular with the masses, but it did have a small but dedicated following. When he looked at her inquisitively, she nodded uncomfortably.


    “The pie’s crust is topped with overflowing cream, dusted with as much sugar as possible, and lined with fruit soaked in honey…”


    “Don’t think I can digest that.”


    Gulland and Rasdir inadvertently glanced at each other.


    “But that’s what makes it good.”


    As the illusion slowly spread in her mouth, Judith found herself saying that and nodded. Before she knew it, Eleanor was tugging on her sleeves and glaring at her. ‘Why didn’t you tell me about that pie?’ She seemed to say with that envious gaze of hers, and for a moment, Judith the Zealot faltered.


    “Yes, indeed,” Grendel said.


    “Ah… So, Supreme Commander, what exactly is it that you want to say?”


    Gerald interjected to say that. It would be problematic if the war council were to be derailed any further.


    “Right, my apologies. What I want to say, is that that’s the reason why we have to fight.”


    “For pie?”


    Gerald asked in jest, and Judith glared at him with enough intensity to be mistaken for killing intent. Eleanor also glared at him. Her glare wasn’t as intense as Judith’s, but she looked like she was looking at trash.


    “No— We fight to protect our daily life.”


    The expression on the faces of those present tightened without exception at Grendal’s firm and poised answer.


    “The hero indeed possess a great deal of knowledge and power. But it was because the people have entrusted us with the sword that we have fought until now, is it not?　The people pay taxes, and we live off of those taxes, all so that when a day such as this comes, we would rise to fight.　To allow the people their daily life, that is the duty of a soldier.”


    Already, not a hint of that Supreme Commander that had been talking flippantly could be seen.


    “To that end, please lend me your strength. Together, let us protect this country – not by relying on some strange force – but with our own hands.”


    When everyone nodded, the council was dismissed.


    “Looks like the commander this time has a good character,” Eleanor said.


    “Yes, a far cry from Gerald, evidently,” Judith said.


    “But that aside… Judith nee-sama.”


    “What?”


    “Why didn’t you tell me?”


    “…Uh, I-I thought it was still too early for you…”


    It was at this time that Yuan learned that even a zealot like Judith could flinch.


    ◆◆◆


    Neither side was heading for Lusis Plains without a plan. Both sides were fully aware that Alrodena had the advantage on land, so Altigand would be attacking, while Altigand would be defending. The key in this battle would be the battle in the skies. On Altigand’s side were their 500 wyverns, while Alrodena had Douhet the Flame Ryuu. Pale believed that it was how those two forces were used that would decide the battle. Altigand knew about Douhet the Flame Ryuu as well.


    After all, the wyvern knights once tried to help Elfa, only to be sent home terrified by a single ryuu. However, they didn’t trust that intel completely.


    One reason was that it was hard to swallow the fact that a half-legendary ryuu was lending power to an enemy that was the demon king’s army.


    The ryuu was already an existence that existed only in legends. The long-lived elves were one thing, but the short-lived humans considered ryuus and dragons to be but mythical creatures spoken of only in fairy-tales. Could an existence like that really lend a hand to the evil demon king’s army?


    Grendal was a realistc person, so he too questioned the notion of antagonizing a ryuu.


    If one were to go a step further, there was no guarantee that the wyvern knights would be able to win even with all of their army. Moreover they were already disadvantaged on land, so if they were to add even the threat of a ryuu on top of that, then what would be left of them? Indeed, only defeat would be waiting for them.


    Hence, to Altigand, that was about to go to war, that was an intel they’d much rather believe wasn’t true.


    That’s why they ignored the existence of the ryuu.

  


  

  
    


    Altigand that would defend and Alrodena that would attack.


    “…You are certain the enemy have no reinforcements?”


    “Yes, as far as we can see, in any of the four directions, there are no signs of enemy reinforcement.”


    The scouts led by Gi Ji Arsil did a remarkable job crushing the eyes of the enemy.


    “Very well,” Pale said. “Your Majesty, please give us the command.”


    Upon judging that the enemy would have reinforcements, Pale the Tactician asked the Goblin King to begin the war.


    Though they were yet to find the wyvern knights, the enemy force before them was inferior. Having judged that, Pale knelt before the Goblin King and sought his approval to begin the war that would decide the course of the continent.


    “…What else need be mentioned after coming this far? Attack. With the force of the entire army, let these people know who this continent belongs to!”


    At the behest of the Goblin King, Pale gave the command.


    “All forces, advance!”


    With the shot of an arrow, Pale’s command instantly spread throughout the entire army.


    “Onwards!”


    At the behest of Gi Gu, Felduk advanced.


    “Advance!”


    Aransain kept a careful eye out for the enemy cavalry and quietly mobilized.


    “…Go.”


    Gi Gi Orudo gave just one word, and Zeilduk too began their march.


    “Expel any and all that dare stand in the way of His Majesty!”


    “Understood!”


    Gi Be Slay led the king’s cavalry, a combat unit consisting of ‘the wounded ones’. With their cult-like adoration for the king, their morale remained ever high in the presence of the king.


    “Don’t let them get ahead of you!”


    Gi Do Buruga’s druids followed after the king’s cavalry.


    “Advance!”


    The chieftain of the Gaidga Tribe, Rashka, led the his tribe with an imposing presence.


    “Don’t lose to those Gaidgas!”


    Gi Zu Ruo, who took the Gaidga as his rival, raised his voice, while Gi Jii Yubu, who moved alongside him, maintained their formation as they advanced.


    “Is it okay for us not to go in front?”


    Situated in the rear was the king’s special unit made up of swordsmen and led by Gi Go Amatsuki. Gi Go had looked over the battlefield and made the decision to remain in the rear.


    “It’s not necessary.”


    “Okay.”


    Yustia nodded, and her and the rest of the snow demons protected the rearmost of their forces.


    “The enemies have begun to move.”


    Altigand’s commander, Grendal, was astonished by the great army marching for them but nodded nonetheless when Judith called out to him, and then gave the order to fortify their formation and defend.


    “Would not offense itself be the greatest form of defense?”


    “It is not our duty to tip the scales. Unfortunately.”


    Meeting Felduk’s fierce attack would be Gerald’s holy knights. Eleanor and Yuan’s forces would also be there to resist the ‘storm’ they were about to unleash.


    Felduk’s general tactic was a flexible offensive carried out in the following order as the distance closed: stone throwers, spear throwers, spearmen, and finally, swordmen.


    But Gerald would not permit them to do so.


    “Magic Bullets, ready— fire!”


    At Gerald’s command, magic bullets rained from the heavens, scorching the land, denting shields, and attacking Felduk’s vanguard. Gerald had also recognized the powerful offense that the goblins possessed in the last battle.


    “Don’t let them near us!　We’ll lose out in close combat!”


    Though not as flexible as the enemy, Gerald was also a holy knight with excellent combat skills. He would keep Felduk from ever having the chance to take them up close by overwhelming them from afar.


    “Hmm… As expected, they won’t just roll over and die. Increase the number of stones. Use everything, I don’t mind.”


    The magic bullets that rained down on them was so dense they were basically a net of fire. Gi Gu had to halt their assault and change tactics to try and exhaust their mana instead.


    The enemy shouldn’t be able to maintain this land-and-sky-scorching rain of magic bullets forever. Even the Holy Shushunu Kingdom’s Mana Guards, which were touted as the continent’s strongest in terms of both quality and quantity, struggled to deploy a fire net before Gi Gu for an entire battle.


    “The battle will be decided when their attacks weaken!”


    Gi Gu, with his many battles under his belt, judged that this stalemate was good and waited for an opportunity to attack.


    Meanwhile, Gi Ga Rax’s Aransain quietly confronted the enemy. It takes a cavalry to stop another cavalry. And Alrodena, which prided itself superior in both quality and quantity, provided the same type of soldiers to those of the same branch.


    “For now… We wait.”


    Gi Ga Rax and Gi Gu made the same decision.


    With Felduk stopped next to them, there was no reason to advance any further than this. Of course, they could exterminate the enemy cavalry if they were to attack recklessly, but the most efficient path was to wait for the enemy’s attack to wane, and then launch an assault with Felduk. They might even be able to bring chaos to the entire enemy army with a single attack.


    The cavalry of the Holy Shushunu Kingdom, once touted as the strongest of the continent, agreed with Gi Ga’s decision. After putting their opinions together, they judged that it wasn’t time to attack just yet; however, that time was fast approaching, and Gi Ga could sense it.


    “Gi Gu-dono has been entrusted with the vanguard. We must match our timing.”


    With breaths abated, Aransain quietly confronted the enemy like a fierce beast hunting its prey.


    Aransain and Felduk, one in the front, the other in the left flank, were both in a deadlock, but the right flank was already starting to move.


    “Push, just push!”


    That was none other than Zeilduk, which was made up of beast tamers that handled monster beasts.


    They sent wave after wave of monster beasts as they single-mindedly sought to trample the enemy before them. That was how Zeilduk fought. Though the beast tamers might number only 1,500, the beasts under them approached 10,000.


    They struggled with coordination, but their great number was a great threat in and of its own. They had the upper hand against the volunteer soldiers at first, but their momentum waned when reinforcements arrived.


    Seven streaks of lightning shot out and burned the monster beasts dead.


    Weaving through the ordered shields of the enemy, advancing and retreating, was a small group of enemy soldiers.


    “I remember that one!　That’s the adventurer that wrecked our hometown in the forest!”


    His canine tooths bared, Gi Gi yelled in anger as the monster beasts before him were blown to the sky. When their horde of monster beasts attacked, the enemy’s small group would come out to deal with them, and when their attacks waned, that small group would retreat. Gi Gi could only grind his teeth and watch, but the way the enemy fought no doubt reeked of experience.


    “Our strategy will not change. Push, just push!”


    But Gi Gi has also conquered many castles. He has won many wars and suffered bitter losses as well; hence, his command would not waver merely because a powerful enemy was blocking his way.


     

    Therefore, he would continue to fight with the power of number and force his way through.


    Besides, a powerful enemy being here meant one less powerful enemy elsewhere. He would pin the enemy here and contribute to the victory of the entire army. Having decided his own role, Gi Gi did not weaken his offensive and instead continued to attack.

  


  Chapter 285 – Battle of Lusis Plains II


  
     

    The Kingdom of the Black Sun’s

    (

Alrodena Kingdom’s 

    )

     offensive was rapidly changing its formation after the battle begun. Arlodena assumed a length and width formation, and their attack pushed from the right side, while Altigand assumed a T-shaped formation that allowed for the immediate deployment of their reserve forces.


    When they noticed the push from the right flank to be particularly intense, the commander, Grendal, immediately sent the margrave’s army. He would use one of his cards to save the volunteer soldiers.


    “It’s time for the hero to make an entrance.”


    Grendal, who had taken up a position in the rear that could see the entire army, said as he gave the order to dispatch Gulland. When Gulland received his instructions through a messenger, he snorted and wielded his Great Sword of Blue Lightning.


    “He makes it sound so easy.”


    Gulland stood at the head of the margrave’s army of 2,000 and divided it into three.


    “The enemy is huge, and they have monster beasts too. If that entire army were to get me, I could have all the limbs in the world and it wouldn’t be enough.”


    Team 1 was to launch an attack, while Team 2 defended, and Team 3 was to standby. The three teams would change roles in turn to stop the wave tactics of the  

    Twin-Headed Beast and Axe Army

    (

Zeilduk 

    )

    .


    Standing at the head of the first team with seven streaks of lightning was none other than Gulland, a great man that as fought against an overwhelming invasion, and despite losing, never stopped fighting. Now he stands in the forefront of this defending war.


    That alone would be enough to raise morale, but Gulland was also popular among the volunteer soldiers, for he was a powerful warrior that could match a thousand and turn the tides of battle with his overwhelming strength. To all men that have taken up arms to defend their lands, the sight of his back was too manly not to admire.


    The results he produced were straight out of those tales of heroes spoken of in one’s childhood. In his hand was a great sword that could call forth hammers of lightning. Within the body of that great sword held out toward the heavens was the grace of a thunder spirit.


    “ 

    The Ruler of the Wind and the Lightning

    (

Astaroth 

    )

    !”


    Seven streaks of lightning descended upon the land and rushed out for the monster beasts to burn them dead.


    As the monsters died, cheers broke out, and Gulland responded with his great sword raised, then went back inside the formation. Though cheers cried out and many monsters died, Gulland could see that Zeilduk was still strong, and remaining outside was still too dangerous.


    “There’s no end to them.”


    Gulland spat as he glared at the main camp.


    ‘They must be keeping their cards close,’ he told himself in his mind before looking for an opportunity to attack next.


    While Gulland supported Altigand’s left flank, the battle showed signs of moving to the next phase. Altigand’s right flank had begun to move.


    Until now,  

    the Tiger and Spear Army

    (

Aransain 

    )

     and the enemy cavalry have only been glaring at each other, but the hot-blooded Gi Zu Ruo took his  

    Thousand-Demon Army

    (

Sazanorga 

    )

     and tried to go around them.


    When the cavalry informed Grendal, he responded right away.


    “Have the Iron Bull Knights advance.”


    After losing his country, Rasdir had no choice but to lead what was left and work as mercenaries. But that did not mean that he was so worn out as to willingly pass up on the opportunity to seek vengeance on those that stole his country.


    “Large shields advance, spear throwers at the ready!”


    With two battles’ worth of experience against the Demon King’s Army, Rasdir has also changed the equipment and formation of the knights of the late Elfa. Now, he included spear throwers and a revised formation among his arsenal.


    Upon knowing the folly of engaging the goblins in close combat, Rasdir had no other recourse than to try and reduce their numbers from a distance as much as possible before intercepting them once the situation favored his army.


    Though such tactics hurt his pride as a one of the renowned heavy knights of Elfa, he was not stubborn enough to run from reality.


    “Team 1, shoot!”


    Upon establishing a new tactic, Rasdir taught it to his knights as fast as he could. By incorporating the light knights with the heavy knights, he compensated for their numerical inferiority and reformed their tactics to allow a more flexible fighting style.


    The volley of spears that were simultaneously thrown gave the Sazanorga a small fright, but their morale was not so low as to be forced to a standstill with just that. Gi Zu led his soldiers to pass through the rain of spears and close the distance with the enemy. From behind them approached the giant Gaidga Tribe.


    “Fend off the attack on the right!”


    Though Rasdir has only fought with Alrodena twice, he and his men were still knights to the late Elfa that had enemies in every direction. Hence, they were highly skilled and could response to danger quickly.


    Sazanorga’s charge would boast to have one of the highest impact even within Alrodena, but Rasdir’s Iron Bull Knights were able to deflect them.


    “A second attack is coming!”


    But just when they thought that they’d managed to avoid Sazanorga, a scream-like report reached him.


    “Soldiers in the front, put those shields into the ground!”


    The soldiers under Rasdir’s direct command were some of the biggest men in the Iron Bull Knights, and it was these men who braced themselves with their shields to meet the approaching charge of the Gaidga Tribe. Running at the head was none other than their chieftain, Rashka, himself. With an appearance akin to that of a blood-starved demon from the underworld, the Iron Bull Knights cried out and encouraged themselves.


    “It’s that guy again! Spear throwers──”


    At Rasdir’s behest, the long spearmen hid between the shields.


    “Small fries, all small fries! Is there none among you fierce enough to challenge me!?”

  


  

  
    


    With Rashka swinging his blue-silver steel club before them, Rasdir calmly chose to distance themselves. When that distance reached a few steps, Rasdir yelled out and switched up their attack.


    “──Spears!”


    And the Iron Bull Knights met the charge of the Gaidga Tribe head on.


    This attack that involved hiding behind the shield before stepping out with the spearmen was one of the tactics of Elfa’s heavy knights that their neighbors so feared.


    “──GAH!?”


    A voice that couldn’t be called a scream reached Rasdir’s ears.


    The front line was indeed being pushed up. The giant goblins of Gaidga and Elfa’s heavy knights have clashed, and it seemed that they had gotten the better in the exchange.


    But the demon from hell was an exception.


    For at the end of his club raised high was a knight in full armor launched into the air.


    Air, hot and white, exhaled out of the demon goblin’s mouth.


    The long spears that should have stabbed the goblin were instead stabbed into the ground, and the shield-wielding knights were flying in the air. That was a sight truly befitting that of a monster.


    But a commander was not someone that would stop thinking merely with that. Rasdir collected himself, took out his spear and shield, and stepped forward himself.


    “Monster! I shall be your opponent!”


    “Name yourself, kid!”


    “I have no name for monsters!”


    Rasdir stepped out with his spear. He was indeed tall for a human, but the thickness of his body was nothing compared to a goblin from the Gaidga Tribe.


    Yet Rashka dodged his spear with nothing but a tilt of his neck before smiling ferociously.


    “In that case, it will do for you to carve only my name!”


    Rashka’s club descended, but Rasdir jumped back to avoid it.


    “I am Rashka! Chieftain of the Gaidga Tribe! Hear it well and remember, human!”


    The descending club crushed the earth and cut the air, scattering stones and dust. The great winds born from that attack would make one want to avert his face. Rasdir frowned.


    “Commander!”


    “Don’t mind me, just push the lines! If this monster isn’t stopped here, our lines will collapse!”


    His subordinates tried to help him, but Rasdir chose to face the great adversary standing before him alone.


    “Now, come!　Monster!　I will be the one to stop you!”


    Rasdir bit his molars as he faced Rashka with burning eyes. A howl for a howl. Rasdir roared and so did Rashka.


    “Well done dodging, human!”


    The desperate efforts of the Iron Bull Knights allowed Altigand’s leftmost flank to recover.


    The holy knights stopped  

    the Axe and Sword Army

    (

Felduk 

    )

     at the center, while the margrave’s army stopped Zeilduk at the right flank. The left flank was somehow able to create a stalemate thanks to the cavalry and the desperate efforts of the Iron Bull Knights.


    As for the mages, they continued to exchange fire with the demon king’s army, neither side able to secure an advantage.


    “Give the signal.”


    This stalemate was precisely what Altigand’s commander, Grendal, was waiting for. With these humans that have lived through defeat rallied together, their struggles will create a situation that will allow them to contend against the monsters.


    The rising of the smoke was a signal for the wyvern knights.


    A wisp of red smoke rose into the deep blue sky.


    And when the 500 wyvern knights waiting in the distant Lusis saw that, they knew it was time.


    “Attack!　Our comrades are shedding their blood to protect the course of our nation!　With our own hands, let us tip the scales to our favor!”


    Leading the wyverns was a student like Grendal that just graduated from the military academy.


    “For the future of our  

    motherland

    (

Altigand 

    )

    !”


    “For the future!”


    And so, the trump card of Altigand, the wyverns, moved out, clinging onto that one sliver of hope that they would be able to turn the tides of this war.


    ◆◇◆


    Pale could not help but be surprised as she watched the battlefield change.


    “They are holding out much better than expected.”


    The Goblin King rode beside her as he too watched the battlefield.


    “There’s a smoke signal rising from the enemy camp. That’s probably the signal for the wyvern knights to move out. We should give the signal for Douhet to move as well.”


    “Yes, I suppose we can look forward to Gi Za’s performance.”


    “As you will… Your Majesty, please advance to the front lines once Douhet sets out.”


    “Oh? Are you sure?”


    “…You want to stand there, right? In the front lines? This will likely be the last battle to decide our dominion over the world.”


    Pale’s lips curved into a small smile, and the Goblin King too wryly smiled.


    “It appears that this king of yours is just too hopeless. But, it is exactly you say. I must stand before them.”


    His pair of crimson eyes peered into her jade-green eyes.


    “You are a hopeless man indeed, Your Majesty.”


    That was all that Pale said before she took her bow.


    “Once the wyverns have been neutralized, open a path for our king!”


    A signal sent with the arrow of a bow could not possibly be that detailed, but her intentions were no doubt understood by all of Alrodena. The thought of the King’s Cavalry advancing was enough to immediately raise the goblins’ morale.


    The time of their charge being around the neutralization of the wyvern knights could also be gleamed.


    An all out attack with the Goblin King at the head.


    The moment the generals received that command, they quivered in glee.


    Born and raised in the distant Forest of Darkness to the west, already, they have not returned for many years because of the eastern campaign, but no goblin general could possibly forget that this passion, this taste for victory… Everything began because they followed after their king.


    The end of this continent as they knew it was almost at hand.


    The last enemy stands before them, and just as he has done in the past, their great king shall stand before them to face their adversary. How else could describe the feelings running through them other than that of jubilation?


    “Gather your spears.”


    Gi Ga Rax commanded in a voice filled with a passion he rarely showed. Though he gave that order quietly, no one could deny the feelings that burned behind it.


    “Do you mean?”


     

    Zaurosh, the clan leader of the  

    Proud Clan

    (

Leon Heart 

    )

    , who has been riding the battlefield with him for a long time now, sensed Gi Ga’s feelings and spoke.


    “Our king will take the lead. To that end, we will attack with everything we have.”


    Even Zaurosh couldn’t help but feel emotional, so he put his helm on deeper than usual.


    “It’s out of character for me, but it appears, even I cannot help but be moved.”


    As he held his weapon tightly, Gi Ga nodded.


    “O great king of ours.”


    As a smile found its way onto his lips, the ever faithful knight glared at the enemy forces.

  


  

  
    


    Meanwhile, the reinforcements from the allies situated in the rightmost flank and adjacent to Zeilduk have not shown any movements. The biggest among them, the ones from the Holy Matriarchy of Vladinia, led by Vilan Do Zul did not move his army despite the signal from the arrow, and even after an elven youth was dispatched to him.


    “You’re not moving your army?”


    Upon being asked that, Vilan, who was still just a young man, scratched his cheeks and wryly smiled.


    “Well, it would be tactless to do so.”


    “Hah?”


    “Anyway, it’s not a bad role to prepare for the worst, right?”


    As he had the allied forces remain in standby at the rightmost wing, Vilan looked up above.


    “Either way, everything will depend on the battle in the skies.”


    Though the dots in Lusis’ skies were still smaller than a tofu, there was not doubt that those were the Wyvern Knights.


    “Now then, how shall we deal with them?”


    The Wyvern Knights gradually approached without regard for Vilan’s question.


    ◆◇◆


    The wyvern knights gradually accelerated as they flew through the skies.


    Below them spread a vast land of green, while before them stretched the azure of the sky, clouds so close they seemed within an arm’s reach, a chill that pierced the skin, and the sound of wind that could break one’s ears. Yet despite witnessing all that, their will to fight only rose.


    “I can see them, lower right!”


    At the words of the first knight, everyone else followed suit, and they flew in formation.


    “Glory to our spears!”


    The charge of the wyvern knights was a single blow after a sudden drop from the sky.


    To that end, their altitude continuously dropped, but the wyverns suddenly started screaming and stopped listening to them.


    “What’s happening!? What’s the matter!?”


    The sight of the wyverns acting as though they couldn’t wait to flee from this airspace made their eyes open wide in surprise, but they still held tightly to their reins to try and control them.


    It was then that a gust of wind blew and a shadow was cast.


    A shiver ran down the back of the wyvern knights. When they turned to what cast that shadow, there they beheld it – the figure of a snake crossing the body of the God of Fire.


    “…Impossible.”


    They looked up with shock and disbelief, but that shadow swam through the skies and set his eyes upon them.


    “──Spread out! It’s coming from above!”


    At the voice of their commander, the wyvern knights spread out to every direction despite the screams that left their mouths. In that space cleared descended the ryuu from up high as though he were the king of the skies.


    “Lowly beasts, how dare you not fold your wings despite standing witness to my visage!?”


    At the sound of that voice, the air shook, and the vibrations released carried it to every direction to be heard clear by all. That thunderous roar threw the wyverns into disarray as they sought to desperately flee, the orders of the knights be damned.


    “I hate this.”


    “The plan is a success. What’s the problem?”


    Douhet complained, while Gi Za rejoiced.


    “I’m done after this. No more.”


    “No problem.”


    Gi Za glared at his surroundings. The wyverns certainly scattered, but they somehow managed to gather again.


    “Looks like your voice didn’t have much of an effect.”


    “What!?　You mock my power!?”


    Douhet yelled in a thunderous voice, but Gi Za just calmly glared at the wyvern knights.


    “Take a look at that.”


    “Such impudence.”


    Gi Za could sense the bitterness in his voice, so he told him to take a look, and the Ryuu snorted with annoyance.


    “They’re using a Collar of Slavery. A powerful one. That’s how they’re able to control the wyverns.”


    Despite how much the wyverns hated it, they had no choice but to fix their formation.


    “Hmph, but in that case, I can just shoot them down, right?”


    Gi Za said, and Douhet nodded.


    Since they had the high ground, there was no reason they couldn’t shoot at them with a spell from long range.


    “Can you do that? A little one like you?”


    “Observe.”


    Gi Za brandished his staff and his eyes narrowed.


    He aimed at one of the wyverns trying to escape, and shot a magic bullet to knock its rider down.


    “It’s fine even if it’s just for a moment, raise the output of your collars to the maximum!”


    As the wyvern knight commander’s subordinates struggled to fix their formation, he gave that order. They would temporarily maximize the effect of their collars to forcibly get out of this situation caused by Douhet the Flame Ryuu.


    Though the collars creaked, the plan was a success, and the wyverns were under control once again.


    “Good… Platoon 1, go divert the attention of the ryuu. The rest of you will continue the battle with me! Now, after me!”


    The formation of the demon king’s army was changing below them – to reveal the center and advance a small army hidden deep within.


    Compared to them, the fire net deployed by the holy knights has already started to weaken.


    The equilibrium Altigand risked their lives for to reach was already on the verge of collapse.


    “Grendal, just a little bit more!　Wait for us!”


    After turning the wyverns around, they entered formation and prepared to attack. They would have to go under Douhet’s belly to attack, but if they were too scared to make the attempt, their motherland would be done for.


    “Commander!”


    But after preparing to attack, a scream reached the commander’s ear and his wyvern shook from an impact.


    “What!? An attack!?”


    “Wind bullets are shooting out from the flame ryuu!”


    The wind bullet would shoot through the wings of a wyvern, piercing through its patagium, making it exceedingly difficult to control its flight, leaving it with only fate.


    ──Death by falling.


    The thought of the same thing happening to him sent a chill up his spine, but he grit his teeth, and turned the wyvern’s head to the enemy.


    “If we can just kill him…”


    On his eyes reflected the great horde of monsters parting like a sea as a lone giant monster stood at the head of that great horde.


    
  


  

  
    


    “Don’t look down on humans!”


    With his eyes opened wide, he dove for the monster, but when the monster’s eyes met his, the only thing that awaited him was darkness.


    The wyvern knights sacrificed themselves to swoop down and attack from the sky, but they could not even budge the monster at the head of that great horde. Clad in flames, the great sword in the monster’s hand brushed them aside with a single stroke, and a thunderous cheer erupted from Alrodena’s side.


    Already, the fire net deployed by the holy knights has reached its limit, and the Iron Bull Knights were also gradually being forced back.


    “…So, this is as far as we go, huh.”


    When Grendal said that, Judith turned around and glared.


    “All forces are to retreat. Any further sacrifice is meaningless,” Grendal said.


    “We will cover our back,” Judith said.


    “Unfortunately, I can’t agree to that. No, the honor of watching our rear shall be mine.”


    “…Very well. May the fortunes of war be with you.”


    As Judith turned heel, Grendal saw her off and started the smoke signal.


    The volunteer soldiers, the margrave’s army, the holy knights, and the Iron Bull Knights all gradually retreated in that order, while Altigand’s main army advanced to the frontlines.


    “Messengers, inform them that we will be covering the retreat of our allies. we will retreat in formation.”


    As Grendal sent a messenger to the different armies, he wryly smiled.


    “…Well, that’s if the enemy will let us, anyway.”


    He looked up at the sky and watched as the wyvern knights were rendered unable to attack by the bullets of wind that shot out from Douhet the Flame Ryuu. Unfortunately, they were not able to tip the scales.


    But they were still comrades-in-arms that fought with them, so at the very least, he wished to allow them retreat.


    “Take the pursuers of the Iron Bull Knights from the side! Archers!”


    Despite his pessimism, Grendal’s eyes clearly reflected the state of the battle.


    “Send a part of the cavalry to the left flank!　Stop those monster beasts!”


    The cavalry was already at a disadvantage, but he still split them up to reinforce the left flank. When the battle was observed as a whole, the enemy army was like a single organism that revolved its attacks around the giant monster at its head.


    “Footmen, shields overhead!　Mages, concentrate fire on the enemy vanguard!”


    Grendal sent one after another as he sought to stop the enemy in their tracks.


    “We’ll keep this monsters back yet!”


    As the commander, any weakness on his part would only serve to weaken his subordinates. That’s why it was important for him to act tough even if it was just a bluff.


    But even that could only go so far, for from the struggles that continued under the rain of magic bullets came an army with a black flag.


    Accompanied by black flames that devoured the red flames of the land, riding atop a fiendish beast, rose a howl that seemed to consume the whole world.


    “And so, it begins, this blood-stained retreat.”


    As Grendal forced himself to smile, he laughed.


    ◆◆◇


    Amidst the rain of magic bullets, Gi Gu Verbena pushed opened the formation.


    With a formation to break through the center that would make even the Ripper Knight himself lose face, he empowered his infantry.


    Advancing from behind was their beloved Goblin King.


    With imperial guards all around, Gi Be Slay held the flag of the black sun beside the king.


    The goblins waited for those few words. Those sonorous words that would declare their march begun.


    “All forces, after me! To battle!” the Goblin King declared.


    And there it was.


    The zeal of the goblins boiled over, and as though it did not rain of bullets of magic, the Goblin King ran through the battlefield accompanied by flames of the underworld, followed by his imperial guards. Lines of footmen stood before them with spears aligned, yet as though they did not exist, they broke through.


    “Attack! Bring victory to the king!”


    From the ends of the west to the ends of the east, there before them rode the unchanging back of their king, and they gave chase.


    Felduk attacked, and Aransain followed with spears of their own. Zeilduk too joined with large monster beasts that flew and specialized in assaults. The Gaidga Tribe, the Sazanorga, the Regiol, and even the allied forces all simultaneously attacked.


    In that manner, the black sun trampled over the battlefield of  

    the Crown on the Sun’s

    (

Rondmel 

    )

    .


    Yet despite all that, the main army of Altigand showed surprising tenacity. Any other force would have long succumbed, yet Altigand endured for another 3 hours, for their commander, Grendal, desperately defended, and every soldier had someone behind them to protect.


    Alas, even then, Alrodena’s attack only grew stronger, as they transformed themselves into a single spear that the Goblin King thrust out three times.


    Grendal desperately fought to buy his allies time to flee, but before long, he too ran out of strength and fell to his knees.


    With the body of Rodo shining high above in the sky along with the flame ryuu upon which rode Gi Za standing witness, Altigand’s main army finally broke.


    Gulland retreated for Lusis.


    Anything was fine as long as he could reach a city with walls. They needed to fix their formation, or there could be no fight. Gulland trampled over the monster beasts that chased after them from behind. Eleanor stood at the head to lead the volunteer soldiers, and before long, she saw a figure near the castle walls.


    “Is that, Rafa?”


    Jewels red like blood were placed on the ground, and then the girl spoke. Yes, this was the same messenger sent to Elfa once upon a time. And Eleanor has made her acquaintance many a time now.


    “ 

    We Follow Your Honored Shadow

    (

Gate 

    )

    .”


    From the jewels scattered on the ground surged out red light, a sharp light that formed a giant gate in the air with an eerie design modeled after a dragon’s head.


    As its giant doors creaked open, dazzling sets of armor and weapon shone through, and soldiers riding large mounts never before seen appeared.


    “That’s…”


    Eleanor was speechless as the soldiers young enough to still be referred to as boys and girls lined up with perfect coordination, and then, a black-haired youth appeared from behind.


    With a smile on his face, he walked toward the battlefield.


    As though this was what ought to be, the youth walked toward the center of his boy soldiers and began to lead them. As though there was no one else fit to lead humanity, he stood there with an overwhelming presence that barred any and all from questioning his claim.


    Every soul gathered there forgot to speak as they stopped moving to watch him.


    And then he declared.


    “──Now, the fight begins.”


    On that day, the hero descended.
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    With a jolt, my consciousness seemed to become distant.


    The thick stench of blood, the excited voices of the goblins on the verge of victory… Everything seemed to grow distant, and it felt as though my strength was leaving me, so I had to fix my grip over Sui’s reins.


    “Your Majesty? Is something the matter?” Pale asked.


    I nodded ambiguously before turning to Lusis’ direction.


    “It’s… Nothing…”


    The human prisoners showed little resistance, and though the enemy general, Grendal, resisted to the end, we eventually succeeded in capturing him too. According to the testimonies from others and Pale’s intelligence network, he should be the commander here.


    With their main force now destroyed, we could try and get Grendal to advise the enemy to surrender. No matter how arrogant the enemy may be, if they know they have no way to resist, surely there would room to accept a surrender.


    We can repeat this fight as many times as they want, but at the end of the day, all they have left are those wyvern knights – those same wyvern knights I’m watching fall to their deaths. Speaking of which, that is actually something that astonished me.


    Who would’ve thought that there would be someone in this world who could come up with the concept of aerial combat?


    It feels so far away already, but I’m certain I have a memory of many lives being lost in a battlefield in the sky.


    I thought for sure that they would need to progress a bit more in their technology before they could graduate from the battles on land and water to fight in a three-dimensional battlefield that included the sky.


    I was also certain that the skies would be the biggest advantage of the harpyureas led by Yushika, but this world actually overturned that. As expected of a fantasy world.


    “If not for Douhet, this battle would’ve been really dangerous.”


    I looked up at the flame ryuu high above in the sky. We owe this victory to him, but he’s just glaring at the distant northeast from up there.


    The goblins cried out victory, but for some reason, I felt like turning to the direction Douhet was glaring at. What was there anyway? The city of Lusis? Some walls, and…


    “What?”


    When I said that without meaning to, Pale furrowed her brows and saw the same thing that I did.


    “──A gate?”


    A red gate dyed in blood stood there near the city walls.


    “…”


    Pale found the matter disturbing and didn’t say anything, but the chills I felt were much clearer.


    It was like something was stuck.


    At the depths of my heart was an unpleasant silent voice akin to glass being scratched. This premonition… It’s like a sense of urgency, as though I’ve forgotten something desperate, something maddeningly important.


    Yet despite feeling like I’d been dropped in a hole with no exit, I couldn’t keep my eyes away from that gate.


    ◇◆◆


    Dumbstruck by the scene unfolding before them, the defeated generals could only look up at the hero standing before them.


    The people gathered before them were clearly just boys and girls, dressed as they were in beautiful armor and equipped with similarly glamorous weapons, but it was with these children in tow that the hero passed through the gate of the dead dragon and came here to this land.


    “Hero…”


    It was Eleanor who called out that word first.


    “Hello, Eleanor. I’ve arrived to save you.”


    When those words were said, Eleanor fell to her knees and started wailing with her hands clasped before her chest. This was the girl, who until just awhile ago, was leading a defeated army to retreat.


    Rasdir too knelt before the hero.


    “Hello, Rasdir. Are you alright?”


    “I am ashamed.”


    As though he were a vassal, the proud and young knight commander bowed his head before the hero, not a whiff of care that his knees would get dirty.


    Like that a circle was made with the black-haired hero at the center. As though they were trying to cling to that one glimmer of hope called the hero, they knelt, bowed down, and honored him.


    Not even the surviving holy knights were an exception to that.


    Only one man proved different, and he looked as though he’d swallowed a fly.


    That man was Gulland Rifenin, the hero of the humans.


    There were no exceptions other than he, even the margrave’s army that he led – everyone – knelt before the black-haired hero and asked him for forgiveness or salvation.


    Gulland puffed up his chest and thrust his great sword into the ground as he stood before the black-haired man. In that way, the hero of the humans confronted the black-haired hero.


    Flowers seemed to surround the black-haired hero, however, as beautiful maidens waited upon him all around. Among those were even village girls ill fit for war, and there were even those that argued about love without the slightest care about the world around them.


    A sense of discomfort began to rage violently within Gulland.


    He didn’t know how to put that discomfort into words, but he was furious. Nay, he was disgusted. Though he hated the monsters, even that seemed to pale in comparison to what he felt for this group of clowns.


    “What is with these people?”


    Gulland said those words without intending to, so there could be no falsehood in them, but then again, he had just escaped from a losing battle. It was only natural for him to hold such doubts.


    “You are…”


    The black-haired hero turned to Gulland. That was all he did, and yet it was powerful enough to make Gulland wish to kneel, and yet, Gulland spat instead.


    “…You give me the creeps.”


    He pulled out his great sword from the ground and carried it over his shoulder as he approached the black-haired hero.


    As he kicked aside the people kneeling to the black-haired hero, Gulland approached close enough to have him in range. A faint smile surfaced on the hero, but Gulland swung his sword at him.


    As it fell diagonally from his shoulder, it cut through the wind and left a shallow wound on the hero’s cheek.


    “Oh?”


    Gulland did not miss the ferocious glint that appeared in the hero’s eyes in that one moment.


    “…Who in the world are you?”


    Gulland asked as he pointed his great sword at the hero’s throat, but the hero’s composure never broke.


    “Why, I am the hero, of course. The hero that will save humanity.”


    


    [TL NOTE]


    Two different kinds of heroes.


    The hero used by the black-haired man is Yuusha, while the hero used for Gulland is Eiyuu.


    Yuusha literally means brave man and refers to anyone with courage, while Eiyuu requires an achievement of some sort.


    For example, you could be a delinquent high-school student that tries to do a good deed by saving some kid not paying attention to the road. In the process, dying and becoming a ghost, only to find out from the welcoming shinigami that the kid was never in any danger in the first place and his actions actually wounded the kid; thus, making his death pointless.


    In the above case, he would be a yuusha, and not an eiyuu.


    Now if said delinquent instead saved the world or something grand enough to leave his name to be remembered in history, then he would certainly qualify to be an eiyuu.


    For the record, the black-haired hero always uses Yuusha when referring to himself as a hero.


    I’m sure that’s not because he’s humble, but because most heroes that pop out of circles in syosetu or mangoes are yuusha because of the qualification thing, so yuusha is sort of understood to be that guy that pops out of nowhere to fight the demon king and save the world.

  


  

  
    


    “I am the hero, the hero that will save humanity.”


    “Don’t joke with me!”


    Yet despite doing all that, the people kneeling on the ground didn’t move. It was as though they’ve all been turned into dolls. Gulland jumped up and twisted his body to smash his great sword into the hero’s head, but──


    He saw a shadow jump in the way, and Gulland stopped himself at the last moment.


    “──Stop.”


    With her long, green hair tied back into a bun, the girl stared coldly at Gulland.


    “…Liza.”


    Unlike the others, this girl looked up at Gulland with strong and determined eyes. With his sin right before him, the human hero had no choice but to stop his sword.


    The girl spread her arms to cover for the hero behind her, and Gulland had to stop his sword. Meanwhile, the hero sneered with emotionless eyes as he put his hand around the girl from behind and held her chin.


    “Thank you, Liza.”


    Apparently, that was enough to erase the will within the girl. And she nodded with a thin voice.


    “Yes, hero.”


    She even blushed.


    A wicked smile surfaced on the hero at that, and Gulland did not miss it.


    “You son of a—!!”


    Gulland bit his molars so tight it seemed blood would spurt, but he could not fight back properly. The man that called himself a hero before him kept hiding behind the girl, so he couldn’t do anything.


    It was because of his integrity that Gulland came to be called a hero and be lauded a holy knight, one of the greatest warriors of a distant country to the west. Alas, it was that same integrity that shackled the human hero.


    Gulland did not know how, but he knew that the man before him could control people’s feelings.


    There was more than enough for Gulland to make that conclusion.


    “──Ah, I see, you are Gulland Rifenin.”


    The black-haired hero narrowed his eyes as he peered into Gulland’s eyes. He seemed to understand something as he nodded, then the corners of his lips lifted, and he laughed.


    “It seems you’re called a hero. A hero, huh. Ku ku ku ha ha ha ha!!”


    The hero laughed as though he’d lost control over his emotions, but his eyes weren’t laughing at all. Those fake eyes measured Gulland.


    “…Hero Gulland, won’t you go take the head of the enemy’s leader? You’re a hero, so you should be able to do it.”


    The black-haired hero moved his fingers from Liza’s chin and wrapped them around her neck, and she started breathing heavily.


    “You!!”


    “You can’t run away. That wouldn’t be very hero-like then, right,　Hero Gulland?”


    With persistent malice, the black-haired hero continued to drive the human hero to the edge.


    “Kka, kuhha…”


    Liza repeatedly opened and closed her mouth like a fish, and tears even began to slide down her cheeks. Yet despite that, she never tried to escape from the hero’s arms.


    “…If I can kill the boss of the goblins, I want you to let her go.”


    “Sure, no problem.”


    The hero smiled wickeldy at Gulland as he lovingly rubbed his own cheek against the girl.


    As Gulland turned around, his eyes burned for the goblins up ahead.


    “Now, everyone, it’s time for a counter attack!　Gulland the Hero will take the lead, so just follow after him, and you will surely gain victory.”


    As the hero spread his arms and called out to them, the people that have been kneeling all this time with heads bowed stood up. With eyes burning with the the will to fight, they raised their weapons and cheered.


    “Now, receive the blessings of this hero. May you all be blessed with victory!”


    Everyone cheered, but Gulland never turned around.


    The cheers continued regardless of his lack of want for them, but Gulland ignored all the sounds and just looked straight ahead,


    searching for his greatest enemies, the  

    Demonic Children of Chaos

    (

Goblins 

    )

    .


    ◆◆◆


    In the northern ridge mountains, far beyond the human world, yelled a god with a voice that could shake the earth and split the skies.


    “Who did this!? Who!?”


    That god was none other than  

    the Wingless Sky Snake

    (

Gawain 

    )

    , as spoken of by the elders of the elves, or those that dwelt among thunderclouds.


    As though to prick at his fury, the sky reflected his emotion with thunderclouds that dyed it black; thunders roared and lightning struck the land.


    He had left to meet his nemesis with 500 of his kind in tow, but all that that awaited him at the dwelling of his nemesis was that of the corpse of a small dragon slaughtered in cold blood.


    With the scattered blood and the collapsed citadel, it was all too easy to imagine what had transpired here, and that set Gawain aflame.


    For 400 years, they have been fighting each other, whittling away at each other’s ether and lifespan in the hopes of their battle one day coming to an end, but now… His nemesis was dead – and by someone else’s hands.


    Though his nemesis died, Gawain felt no happiness, only a fury that burned within.


    “Unforgivable. Unforgivable!”


    But Gawain didn’t know who it was that killed the dragons; hence, his anger could only be turned to the distant southern lands. The humans, the elves, the monsters… If he were to crush them all, then one day, he will surely find the murderer.


    A tyrannical solution, yes, but it was the most convenient method as well. Sooner or later, those with great power will have no choice but to use it.


    “My nemesis, my rival. Know that whoever murdered you will not be forgiven!””


    As Gawain looked up at the heavens, he seemed to swear an oath to gods of the distant stars and the god of illusion. Already, there was no Ruler of the Sky; within this boundless sky, there was only he, Gawain the Wingless Sky Snake.


    Oh, how vain that was.


    “I never wished for this…　This victory, is no victory!”


    Noble and sublime, one of the gods, howled in shame.

  


  

  
    


    The Battle of Lusis Plains seemed as though it was about to end, but Altigand regrouped after their retreat and launched another offensive with the hero, Gulland, at the lead, marking the start of the second act.  

    The Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Arlodena 

    )

     had captured the enemy general and was about to leave Lusis Plains, but with the city of Lusis before them,  

    the Crown on the Sun’s

    (

Rondmel’s 

    )

     flag fluttered once again.


    “They had more?”


    Upon getting word of the enemy’s movements from their scouts, the Goblin King immediately fixed their formation and became thoughtful while caressing his thick chin.


    “According to our intel, they shouldn’t have any decent forces left…”


    Pale stood by his side, but she didn’t appear confident either.


    “That gate disappearing is concerning too.”


    A gate had appeared in the outskirts Lusis. It was so big that they could see it even from a distance, but now it was gone.


    “But there’s no reason for us to retreat either. Because we’re winning!”


    Gi Gu Verbena, who led the  

    Axe and Sword Army

    (

Felduk 

    )

    , matter-of-factly said. Gi Gu’s reaction wasn’t wrong as long as common sense was concerned.


    “Is the enemy’s total number accurate?”


    Gi Ga Rax asked, and the person in charge of the scouts, Gi Ji Arsil turned a sharp look at him and nodded.


    “There’s no mistake. There’s roughly 30,000 of them. Enemy reinforcements must have arrived.”


    As for how and from where, the Goblin King found such questions meaningless and just turned to Pale.


    “The enemy stands before us. We must break through.”


    “As you will.”


    “The consecutive battles must have everyone tired, but even then, I expect everyone to give their best.”


    As his subordinates simultaneously bowed to him, the Goblin King couldn’t help but reflexively turn his eyes toward the enemy camp. The closer they got to the enemy, the more his soul screamed.


    But he did not understand what that voice meant.


    “…I will take the lead.”


    When the Goblin King declared that, the shoulders of his generals all shook.


    “Once again,  

    the Goddess of Victory and Glory

    (

Hekaterina’s 

    )

     song shall resound above us.”


    “As you will!”


    As the generals nodded with power, they returned to their respective armies.


    “Morale seems to have improved.”


    “There is fatigue, though. We’ll have to rely on the allied armies.”


    With the generals gone, Pale and the Goblin King were alone. They watched the enemy camp as they spoke.


    “I don’t have any idea what the enemy is planning, but we must be careful not to let our guard down,” Pale said.


    “But of course, no matter what might await us beyond this,” the Goblin King said.


    Fortunately, the supply lines built by Arlodena were functioning at full capacity. Supplies also arrived from  

    the Bow and Arrow Army

    (

Fanzel 

    )

    , that was keeping Bandigam, Yaksha and Berkel in the rear.


    They sent weapons, armor, supplies, and about 500 soldiers. When the wounded withdraw, they would be sending the prisoners with them too. The plan was originally to accompany the prisoners of war to force Lusis to open their gates, but there’s been a drastic change of plans.


    They now had to fight at least one more battle to force the enemy to surrender.


    At the center was the king’s cavalry led by the Goblin King himself, and to the right of that was  

    the Tiger and Spear Army

    (

Aransain 

    )

    , while to the left was Felduk. With the allied forces at the rightmost were Felduk and the special unit next to them. As for the left flank, there was Gi Jii Yubu’s  

    army

    (

Regiol 

    )

    , Gi Zu Ruo’s  

    Thousand-Demon Army

    (

Sazanorga 

    )

    , the Gi Jii’s regiol tribe, and Gi Do Buruga’s druids. And then at the leftmost was Gi Gi Orudo’s  

    Twin-Headed Beast and Axe Army

    (

Zeilduk 

    )

    .


    If the king were the center, then their current formation was Alrodena with her left wing spread out, and fighting against her was an Altigand in an Arrow-Point Formation. That formation was clearly eyeing to break through the center, and standing at the head of it was Gulland and the margrave’s army.


    Both forces approached under the cloudy sky.


    As the distance closed, Altigand eventually stopped, and Gulland alone stepped forward.


    Those around the Goblin King stirred, but the Goblin King’s eyes just narrowed as he watched the valiant figure.


    “…Does he intend to be a truce bearer?” Pale asked.


    “…No,” the Goblin King said.


    Pale tilted her head in doubt, but didn’t let go of her bow. She made sure she could shoot at a moment’s notice as she ascertained where the man was headed.


    And then under the attention of both armies, Gulland raised his Great Sword of Blue Lightning toward the heavens, and in the next moment, a streak of lightning fell from the heavy clouds and struck the great sword before entangling itself around him, then Gulland swung that toward the ground, and seven streaks of lightning whips lashed out to scramble across the ground.


    Both armies stirred at the sight of that light and its impact, and as the land was scorched, the hero pointed his sword at the goblins and bellowed out.


    “──He’s asking for me.”


    A fierce smile appeared upon the Goblin King’s lips.


    “Perhaps, but is there a reason for you to go?”


    “Pale… It was because they attacked me in the Forest of Darkness that I started fighting. I fought him twice in person when he was in Germion Kingdom and once in the southern deserts. In a sense, you could call us arch-enemies.”


    The  

    Terrifying Carnivorous Horse

    (

Andrewarchus 

    )

     growled in response to the king’s fighting spirit.


    “That enemy of mine is inviting me. As a king, as a warrior… How could I not accept?”


    “What if that’s part of the enemy’s scheme.”


    “But even then! I must fight.”


    Pale sighed a little and then nodded.


    “It can’t be helped. But should the unthinkable happen, even if it’s a duel, I will intervene.”


    The king’s blood-colored eyes glared at Pale, but Pale did not falter and returned that glare.


    “Do as you please. For now, I’ll leave the command of the army to you.”


    “As you will.”


    The Goblin King loosened his hold over the reins and rode onward to that archenemy waiting for him.

  


  Chapter 287 – The Hero Called Gulland Rifenin


  
    15 steps separated them.


    Within their hands was a great sword each.


    On one side was a victorious king that has won many battles, and on the other side was an indomitable hero that has never stopped resisting even in defeat. A monster and a human. Over the years, the things that have built up between them transcended just mere grudges.


    With that great sword that could be described as unrefined in his hands, the Goblin King took  

    the Black-Red Speckled Great Swor

    (

Zweihander 

    )

     and wielded it over his shoulder as he waited for his opponent, while Gulland stood opposite him with lightning coursing through his sword and waited for the right moment.


    Slowly, Gulland approached.


    He was not afraid.


    With steps wide and his gaze fixed upon the giant goblin before him, he put his strength into his Great Sword of Blue Lightning. Gradually, the lightning around his great sword converged and Then with a speed faster than sound, he smashed the ground below, and deadly whips of lightning lashed out. Seven streaks all in all, they gathered into a single streak to form a hammer of lightning.


    Gulland smiled.


    The moment the Goblin King sensed his coming, he called forth the flames on his great sword.


    “ 

    Turn me into a blade

    (

Enchant 

    )

    !”


    As the Black Flames of the Underworld were called forth, they wrapped themselves around the great sword, and that body blessed by  

    Pitch Black

    (

Verid 

    )

     manifested the miracles of the gods.


    The Goblin King took a step, and so powerful was it that it seemed as though it would go through the ground.


    “ 

    The Ruler of the Wind and the Lightning

    (

Astaroth 

    )

    !”


    With a powerful yell, Gulland unleashed a great light formed from the convergence of his lightning to give rise to a powerful storm that threatened to gouge the land, tear the air, and destroy everything before him. Were that to hit, any normal human would die completely without even his bones left, and yet, the Goblin King met it with his own attack.


    “GURUUuoOOOAAA!”


    If Gulland’s roar was that of a fierce tiger’s, the Goblin King’s was that of a lion’s roar. So overwhelming was his power that it overtook the mountain and his ki covered the world.


    With the blessings of  

    the Goddess of the Underworld

    (

Altesia 

    )

    , the Twin-Headed Snake (Bedydia), the Earth-Devouring Serpent (Perseval), the Wingless Sky Snake, and the One-Red-Eyed Snake that Wielded the Black Flames of the Underworld, the Goblin King’s ether was literally in a different league.


    The black flames that erupted from the Goblin King’s great sword burned with his spirits high, and as the lightning hammer threatened to destroy him, he met it with his own black flames.


    The Goblin King’s great sword was a masterpiece that pursued only durability. After overcoming countless battles, that great sword, that has been used purely for destruction in the hands of the king, crushed the great light, and lightning and black flames alike raged. It was as though the miracles manifested under the divine protections of the gods were trying to exterminate each other.


    As they scattered the air and engulfed the lands, those two powers transformed into a shockwave and canceled each other, giving rise to clouds of dust all around. The goblins stirred, but as though the Goblin King did not hear them, he tore through those clouds of dust and closed in on Gulland.


    That ability to realize his disadvantage in a ranged contest of ether was one of the fruits of his many years of experience. The Goblin King had not merely been a High King that swung his sword in the front lines, nay, he was also a warrior that survived after many battles as a warrior; therefore, his decision was definitely right.


    Such an eye-catching attack would normally make one hesitate to charge, but the Goblin King didn’t hesitate the slightest as he bolted for Gulland. Victory belonged to those that walked forward. That has already become a part of his philosophy since his journey began in that forest of monsters.


    But Gulland, who was able to unleash that giant lightning hammer, was not a normal man either.


    If the Goblin King has won countless battles, then Gulland the Hero was a warrior that has survived countless defeats. This hero, who has thrown himself into so many battles without losing his power or pride, knew that he could not defeat the enemy before him with just a single blow.


    As the goblin cut through the clouds of dust, Gulland too took a step forward.


    Neither warrior would fail to measure their range, and in the next moment, black flames and blue lightning clashed through their swords.


    As they both stepped hard enough to split the earth, they put all of their strength into that attack, but the battle wouldn’t conclude just yet.


    “OOOOOOOaaAaAA!”


    “GURUuoOoOoAAAA!”


    Their howling voices were like those of a lion’s and a tiger’s.


    The aftermath of their clash left a scar on their cheek. The Goblin King released a full-powered slash, but Gulland received it with his great sword clad in lightning. As Gulland grit his teeth hard enough to crack his molars, the unending tension of this battle grievously attacked him mentally, but he could not retreat.


    For the sake of the person he had to protect, for the sake of the beliefs he stood for, this man that came to be known as a hero, in a different sense from that black-haired man, stood against this foe greater than him and challenged him with resolve.


    Alas, the Goblin King had no reason to let him win.


    No matter how much Gulland might try to earnestly uphold his beliefs, the Goblin King’s defeat would spell the defeat of the goblin race. Nay, it was beyond that, for such an act would be no different from spitting on the face of all the races that helped them and all the humans that he trampled underfoot.


    As one who bore the title of ‘king’, the Goblin King could not lose no matter what. Especially, since he was the stronger one here. As such, this would be a battle of resolve.


    Already, the lives of countless humans and monsters were upon his back. Yet even if the Goblin King had to gamble all of that, he would not retreat. With those feelings imbued into his great sword, the Goblin King clashed with Gulland once again.

  


  

  
    


    


    Lightning and black flames alike tangled with each other, only to disperse at the moment their blades met.


    And then, Gulland stopped.


    Normally, against a giant opponent like this, stopping his legs and exchanging blows would put him at a disadvantage. After all, he would have no place to run to when the Goblin King’s sword comes down, and standing in the same ring would only make the difference in their strength more apparent.


    But Gulland believed that this was his only chance of winning.


    The Goblin King’s great sword blew a powerful wind with it swung, yet Gulland dove deeper into its range. The way Gulland saw it, this goblin standing in his path was no different from a dragon. With a sword that blew raging winds, a savage temperament, and a cruel yet cunning wit, he was indeed a terrifying foe, and yet Gulland felt something that compelled him to challenge him despite his defeats.


    It was that intuition of his that tipped the scales slightly.


    As he received the descending blow of the Goblin King, Gulland advanced. The Goblin King could not believe his eyes; it was for a moment, only for a moment, but it was enough to delay the Goblin King’s attack. Within that pressure and tension where one could be crushed at a moment’s notice, Gulland chose to bring himself deeper into the pressure.


    Already, that was not bravery but recklessness.


    But it was also true that the Goblin King was not someone that could be defeated with normal methods.


    The Goblin King’s great sword was stopped, but he held it up once again and tried to attack once more; however, Gulland passed through and swept with his great sword.


    Gulland clearly felt a response from that attack, but when he turned around after passing the Goblin King, he saw black flames around the spot he hit.


    “Damned monster!”


    As Gulland spat that out, he attacked again, but the Goblin King’s great sword stopped him. The small chance of victory he saw seemed to be getting farther, but Gulland did not stop swinging his sword.


    The Goblin King felt a slight tug to his consciousness.


    It was not because of the valiant man before him, no, it was due to something much bigger. Somewhere among the crowd of humans was something tremendous lurking.


    But unfortunately, that moment of carelessness on his part allowed the strong man before him to come thrusting at him.


    With the valiant man’s great sword clad in lightning, that attack swung with all his strength was indeed not something that ought to be handled carelessly. Hence, the Goblin King struck it hard with his own great sword clad in black flames.


    The Goblin King was already a being that transcended man.


    With a body that could be called a monster, and a force of will tempered by his throne, when the Goblin King dealt with the man before him calmly, the man’s efforts could only bring him closer to his own ruin as his strength ran out. That was the natural course of things.


    That being said, it was not good to leave himself defenseless.


    The Goblin King did not know what kind of trump card the enemy possessed. This was an enemy that was hailed a hero, so he had to be especially vigilant; hence, the Goblin King chose to seal whatever cards he had hidden by fighting defensively.


    However, that did not mean that he would not attack at all. He would still attack if an opportunity presented itself, just that he would be focusing on defense from here on.


    After the Goblin King repelled Gulland’s attacks for so many times, he used those eyes of his that were sharper than a human’s to confirm Gulland’s situation. Gulland’s great sword clad in lightning was still strong, but Gulland himself was already beginning to pant.


    The difference in their base abilities did not lie solely in their strength.


    The ability to manipulate ether, their explosive power, the five senses… Gulland was not superior to the king in any one of those aspects. The only reason he has been able to fight equally until now was because he had been feeding the Great Sword of Blue Lightning with his own mana.


    The weapon possessed by a spirit could manifest its power by consuming the mana of its owner. But after just some dozen exchanges, it was already on the verge of completely devouring Gulland’s mana.


    Normally, Gulland wouldn’t expend himself to this extent. He would feed it only when necessary to destroy an opponent he had to defeat, but the opponent this time was just too poor a match.


    The enemy standing before him was superior to him and demanded the utmost attention.


    A momentary lapse of attention was all it would take to separate his head from his body. As proof of that, despite wringing himself dry, the Goblin King attacked with just as much ferocity as when they started. No, his attacks were becoming even more brilliant.


    “Kah, ku!”


    The great sword of black flames was truly like a tempest. Just when he thought it would descend on him from above, it would come at him in a flurry from the sides. When he blocked, this time it would come diagonally from the shoulder.


    The Goblin King’s mastery over the sword had not reached the realm of experts, but his power was so overwhelming that every blow he released turned into a powerful weapon.


    Gradually, Gulland’s lightning began to wane; that was a sign that he was approaching his limits.


    But even then, Gulland refused to stop attacking. If his lightning has weakened, then he would contest the Goblin King in sword play and speed.


    But of course, the Goblin King had already predicted that.


    It was for this moment that the Goblin King reluctantly fought defensively and waited for his opponent to tire out. Indeed, this was originally a battle he was sure to win, but he treated it with such patience.


    That was just how ghastly Gulland’s spirit was, but evidently, that decision was sufficient to bring about this expected ending. However, choosing to go on the defense also fatigued the Goblin King mentally. Perhaps his poor health may have played a role in that as well, but regardless, a tinge of impatience appeared within the Goblin King.


    
  


  

  
    


    The Goblin King was clearly stronger, so just how has this man persisted against him for so long?


    In that moment, a certain memory flashed through his mind: that memory when he was pushed to the brink of life and death at the southern desert. The appearance of that young man that threw himself at him out of desperation. No matter what anyone might say, that was his loss. At the very least, that’s what the Goblin King believed.


    That’s why, as the Goblin King beheld this foe that had expended most of his strength and was about to run out of breath, he decided to put an end to this once and for all. As Gulland staggered a little, the Goblin King found himself taking a deep step.


    His sword swung to lop off Gulland’s head, but it hit nothing but empty air.


    “What!?”


    A smile seemed to surface on Gulland at that, and he dove under the Goblin King’s great sword to press him hard.


    A wall of black flames immediately erupted to fight back, but Gulland thrust out instead of slashing. The Goblin King felt like a club had hit him as Gulland’s great sword buried itself into his stomach.


    But that was well within his range. Raising up Zweihander, he swung it down at Gulland.


    “ 

    The Ruler of the Wind and the Lightning

    (

Astaroth 

    )

    !”


    But Gulland yelled out, and in the next moment, lightning surged through his whole body.


    “Gugga!?”


    Though the king might possess the Underworld’s Ether that could heal him instantly, they could not keep up with the speed of the lightning coursing through him from inside.


    “I’ve caught you now, Monster!”


    The Goblin King was knelt.


    Despite having next to no strength, despite having incurred so many wounds, Gulland still managed to turn the tables and win. His legs were numb, and his hold over his great sword was uneasy, his vision trembled, and it seemed as though he would kneel at any point in time.


    And yet in that state, Gulland managed to bury his great sword deep into the Goblin King.


    He knew from the earlier exchange that the Goblin King possessed an overwhelming regenerative power. So how was he to win? A war of attrition would eventually just leave him exhausted, so the only chance he had was to bet everything and deal an overwhelming amount of damage on the Goblin King before he could regenerate.


    Getting this far needed Gulland to win two bets.


    First, the Goblin King needed to respond to his duel. And then, he had to put up a convincing act and fool him. It was true that he was exhausted, but it was not as bad as he looked. Only after all of the above conditions were fulfilled was he able to achieve this opportunity. Two desperate bets in search of a way out of this impossible situation, and for the first time, Gulland could see a chance of victory.


    As he put strength into his hands, he sent lightning coursing through the Goblin King’s body once again. Smoke rose from the giant body of the Goblin King, but the Goblin King held his great sword in search of a way to fight back.


    A normal goblin, no, any goblin other than the Goblin King would have surely been killed by all that lightning already, and yet, the Goblin King pulled that great sword even deeper into his body.


    Gulland was in disbelief.


    Why would this monster choose to make his wounds even worse? But he quickly made up his mind. There would be no second chance if he were to let this chance go.


    “If you want to die so badly, then I’ll help you as much as you want!”


    “GURUuuOOOOAAAA!”


    The Goblin King bellowed out a howl, and as he resisted the lightning, he brought the sword even deeper into him.


    “──Well done, but!”


    And finally, the Goblin King’s giant hands reached Gulland’s arms.


    Shock filled Gulland’s eyes. The lightning coursing through the Goblin King would course through him as well. Gulland looked up at those burning crimson eyes above.


    “──Don’t look down on me!”


    But Gulland’s resolve was not common either, and he didn’t hesitate to send lightning coursing through both of them.


    His arms grew numb, his legs gave way, and Gulland was forced to kneel. Just once was enough to leave him in that sorry state. And yet the monster before him has endured it so many times already.


    Despite that, he refused to let go his great sword and continued to glare at his arch-enemy that was giving out smoke.


    “Ga, ha ha ha…”


    As Gulland panted, he noticed that the monster’s vise-like grip had not loosened in the slightest.


    “…Bastard!”


    Black flame covered the Goblin King’s body. It was as though the black flames themselves were taking on a monster’s visage, but those burning crimson eyes alone beheld Gulland with unyielding resolve.


    And once again, lightning coursed through both the king and the hero.


    Already, this was a contest of wills, a contest of the burdens they carried, a battle where both staked everything they had and neither side was willing to withdraw.


    “What’s the matter? Your lightning is getting weaker!”


    The Goblin King said, and Gulland answered with the greatest lightning he could muster.


    “──I would never lose to a monster like you!”


    Lightning coursed through the two warriors, burning their flesh and charring their bones, and before long, Gulland finally collapsed. That was the only fate that awaited him after releasing all that lightning without regard for his own limitations. The moment the Goblin King had grabbed his arms, it was evident that he was at a disadvantage. With the Goblin King’s nearly infinite regeneration, all his wounds – internally and externally – would eventually recover, but Gulland didn’t have any way to recover himself, so exposing himself to his own lightning would eventually expend him. If anything, just the fact that he was able to endure several rounds of lightning was worthy of praise.


    As the Goblin King pulled out the great sword from his own body, black flames appeared to immediately close his wound.


    The sight of the Goblin King standing sent cheers erupting throughout the goblin forces, but Gulland slowly stood up once again.


    The lightning had already burned his body, and one of his eyes was cloudy too.


    Despite that, he picked up his sword and took it into his hands once again, and with trembling legs, stood up. It wouldn’t be strange for him to keel over at any moment, and yet the hero stood once again.


    Flashing through his mind were the face of all those that he had lost.


    The wife he loved, his irreplaceable comrades, his nasty peers, those that have gone to the underworld ahead of him, and the children he had to protect.


    And then, he faced the king once again.


    That was a monster that he ought to hate, someone that possessed terrifying power, but at the same time──


    “…Duel me, King.”


    The winds of the battlefield blew between them.


    Already, the distance between them was just a step away from their range. The moment Gulland stepped out, the Goblin King too took his step.And as Zweihander crossed with the Great Sword of Blue Lightning, the sound of their blades resounded simultaneously, but the sound that should come next was dyed in red.


    The Goblin King’s great sword had deflected Gulland’s great sword, cutting him through from the chest to the stomach.


    The two warriors passed by each other.


    But by then Gulland’s life had already ended.


    If one were to take a closer look, one would see that there was a smile on the hero’s face as he fought and died.


    ◆◆◆◆◆◆◆◆


    The Goblin King’s level has risen.


    92 → 100 《Race limit reached.》
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    Indomitable Soul: Neutralizes the mental attacks resulting from an enemy’s class and level. Increases defense and ether resistance.


    Hero (Eiyuu): Charm effect to those of the same race (HIGH), and decreases the chance of death when leading an army (LOW).


    ◆◆◆◆◆◆◆◆


    
  


  Chapter 288 – Confronting the Hero (Yuusha)
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            Attributes:
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            )
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            Blessing of the One-Eyed Snake; Protection of the Twin-Headed Snake; Blessing of the Earth-Devouring Serpent; Protection of the Wingless Sky Snake
          
        

      
    


    After defeating the human in front of me, I heaved a sigh of relief. While the cheers of the goblins resounded from behind, I let go of my great sword. To be honest, I didn’t think he’d be able to push me this far. The difference in our abilities should have been clear.


    Yet he still managed to persist for so long. I can’t despise him. Our relationship goes back long enough for him to be called an arch-enemy, but he’s not the kind of enemy I can despise. He’s an enemy that ought to be respected and properly buried.


    I turned to the silent enemy forces and glared at them.


    Gulland Rifenin was their trump card, but now, they’ve lost even him. I thought they would cause a commotion, but apparently, I was wrong. They’re so emotionless they look like they’re wearing a mask.


    It’s strange.


    To be more precise, it’s ominous. But while I was puzzled by that strange feeling, I didn’t think it mattered, so I looked around me. Now that I’ve defeated a warrior from the enemy camp that’s said to be a match of a thousand warriors, victory shouldn’t be long.


    A chance to attack…


    But then, I saw that thing.


    “…What…?”


    A shock grave enough to still my breath assaulted me.


    It was enough to even make me forget that I was in a battlefield. That face──


    A memory flashed through me.


    A memory that should have already been forgotten; no, why did I even forget it in the first place? I swore never to forget that memory, and yet…


    In an empty white room sat an old man cross-legged.


    『Oh, so you came?』


    “Why? I should be… In a shrine.”


    A pair of eyes looked down at me, as though they were appraising me, as though they wished to ascertain my capabilities, that pair of inorganic eyes that exuded no warmth looked down at me. Without even standing up, he beckoned me before him; his wrinkled face and fingers came to view.


    『You died. Well, it’s a normal thing.』


    A terrifying smile that may or may not be a smile surfaced on the old man’s lips, a smile just like that of a ravenous beast eyeing its prey, though perhaps with a bit more grace.


    『But you’re in luck. Don’t you want to live again?』


    The old man’s voice was incredibly hard on the ears, as though he didn’t even consider he might be refused. He spread out his arms, and arrogantly declared that, and yet, was I supposed to believe in him?


    『I’ll give you what you want?』


    “What I want?”


    I recall it, that horrifying voice, and the anger I felt. There was no way he could grant my wish.


    Because what I wanted, the person I wanted to save, was already dead.


    『So──』


    “Burn you!”


    The old man had approached me before I knew it, but I shook his hand away.


    It’s not funny.


    The person I loved was dead. She won’t come back again!


    『──There is nothing impossible for a god.』


    A god?


    This wilted man was a god?


    『That’s right, I am a god. The god of humans. Ativ, the Ancestral God that rules over the prosperity of humans.』


    Hah, which god is that supposed to be? Never heard of him!


    『Whether you believe or not is up to you. But you have gone too far to come back.』


    Can’t go back? I’m dead?


    『That’s right, you’re dead. But I can give you an opportunity. A chance to get back the person you love.』


    To say that I didn’t even hesitate for a moment would be a lie.


    That was how much I loved her.


    But, but… She’s already dead, and…


    『Now, offer to this god—』


    In that moment of hesitation, the old man reached out his arm and pierced my chest.


    “A-GAH!?”


    Eyes glistening with desire. Lips raised up. Yes, this old man isn’t a god… He’s──


    『—Yourself.』


    I glared at that hideous smile, swearing that I would never forget it.


    『…No, it’s not yours anymore.』


    With my fingers unable to move, my consciousness grew distant.


    『Oh… Your soul would just get in the way, so I’ll give that to you.』


    Those words, that voice, how could I forget them.


    That was the voice of the god that brought me to this world.


    That was the voice of the enemy I hated the most, the enemy I swore vengeance upon.


    “Ah… Ah, ahh…. AHHHhhHHH!!”


    I found you. I found you!


    Before I knew it, I had already kicked myself off the ground, scattering away all the emotionless soldiers that blocked the way and drawing my great sword from my waist to brush them aside.


    “ 

    My Life Is Like a Cloud of Dust

    (

Accel 

    )

    !”


    I don’t give a damn if I get hit.


    With the air, I broke through the wall of humans, and appeared before that thing, then with my great sword raised up, I swung it straight down at him.


    “Hmm?”


    But the man before me easily received that. That was a blow I’d put all my strength into, and yet he received it so easily. With a long sword, just like that. But I don’t care. I don’t care one bit at all.


    This guy, this little──


    “DieeEEEeEEEEE!”


    With all my strength, I attacked him again and again.


    But he stopped them all as though my attacks were nothing more than the gentle breeze of the air.


     

    “GURUURUUuuUOOAAAAAA!!”


    Wrath dyed my eyes red, black flames burst out from my blade, and with Third Impact (The Third Chant), I wrung out even more ether, and once again, I swung down with my great sword, gritting down on my molars with enough strength to crush them. Even if my throat were to go hoarse, even if my arms were to be whittled away, I won’t complain.


    As long as my sword can reach him, no price is too great──。


    “Just who in the hell are you!?”


    “Hmm? I’m the hero (yuusha), and you must be the demon king.”


    He’s the hero? The hero?


    “Don’t make me laugh! That’s  

    my body

    (

・・・・ 

    )

    !!”


    “Kuhhahaha!　You say some strange things. My body, the body of a hero, is yours?”


    The hero’s lips twisted.


    Until now, the hero’s expression had been mute, but suddenly, it was filled with color, making him look just like that old man, ugly eyes glistening with desire. The way his lips lifted up was just like that lowly human too.


    “Don’t tell me…　Fu fu fu… Are you that man from back then?”


    I smashed my sword into him again for a reply.


    “Ku ku ku… Aha, ahahahahahaha!!　Ah ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha!!!!!”


    The man laughed so hard his stomach twisted. With dilated pupils and lips lifted, he looked just like a mad man.


    No, he’s that wilted old man that named himself Ativ!!


    “What’s so funny!!”


    “You’re asking me what?　How could I not laugh? I don’t know if the soul I abandoned then created a body for itself or it took over an empty shell, but either way, what a disaster! You actually turned into a goblin!　Ugly, lowly, the worst creature that could possibly exist! A goblin!　How could I not laugh?　Hey, were you planning to make me laugh to the death?”


    “Enough! Do not talk with my face, do not talk with my voice— Shut up!!”


    I swung my great sword with all of my strength and attacked him twice, but the hero blocked it easily again.


    “What’s more, you even prepared such a wonderful stage to make me look good. You’re the best! The best clown ever! Ahahahahahaha!!!”

  


  

  
    


    The hero swung his long sword, and I blocked it with my great sword, but he actually managed to push me away.


    Damn it!


    “To think that the first thing I would see when I woke up would be this comedy. What a great way to start the day! Ah, but I suppose it is a bit sad that it was actually a clown that’s been trampling over my people… I suppose I would have to make you pay for that; therefore, I shall trample over you, your body, and your heart. Fu fu fu fu fu fu ha ha ha ha ha ha!!!”


    As my great sword was pushed back, my posture broke.


    What is with this power!?　My muscles screamed, but I mustered every bit of them to resist against the pressure.


    It felt like I was fighting a giant.


    “How was it? It was fun right?　It was only a little bit, but you used my power, didn’t you?　That’s why you were able to get this far.”


    “What are you talking about!?”


    I asked with a yell. At the same time, the slash I threw at him was easily repelled.


    “That thing called Status. It’s a good information to have, right? But… Didn’t you think it odd that you could see it?　Was there anyone else other than you that could see it?”


    There was. Obviously. This was something taught to me by the old goblin.


    “Of course there was!”


    “Oh, really?　Could that person really see the Status?”


    “What are you trying to say!?”


    “Did he tell you that you could learn your opponent’s strength by focusing, or did he tell you that you could see your opponents’ strength laid out perfectly before you in the form of a Status? Which was it?”


    A deep smile brimming with confidence surfaced on him.


    Now that he mentions it, what did the old goblin say exactly back then?　I tried to remember, but it’s too dangerous to become thoughtful in front of this enemy.


    “Remember and know for yourself!”


    This time the wilted old man playing hero slashed upwards while in the Low Stance.


    ──Suppress it and reap his head.


    With that split-second decision, I switched stance and tried to suppress his attack with my great sword, but the only result I got was to have my sword be sent flying into the air.


    “What!?”


    “You still don’t understand the difference in our strength?　Ha ha ha.”


    I should’ve been able to suppress his attack, but he sent me flying instead. The long sword, swung out as if it had no weight at all, returned to the hands of the brave man and was swung again at me, who was stuck in mid-air.


    “Guu.”


    I bit back a muffled scream and braced myself for the impact, then the hero drew a stroke and unleashed a shockwave to shot through my body.


    He’s different from all the other humans I’ve fought. From start to finish, he’s done nothing but show me just how fundamentally different our gap in strength is and repeatedly continues to smash me into the ground.


    “ 

    O world, exist for me.

    (

Enchant 

    )

    !””


    Light gathered on the hero’s long sword. That was a power that operated on a fundamentally different principle than mine. My power would shoot ether as it gushed out, but that power gathered strength from his surroundings to strengthen his sword.


    “You can run away in fear, you know.”


    “Against you? Never!”


    Black flames gushed out once again as though in response to my anger, then I put as much strength as I could into my grip. I stabbed  

    the Black-Red Speckled Great Sword

    (

Zweihander 

    )

     into the ground, then held  

    Black Flame Shimmering Great Sword

    (

Flamberge 

    )

     with both of my hands.


    As I fixed my gaze on my sworn enemy, I kicked myself off the ground.


    “Fine. I’ll play with you until you can’t move anymore,” the hero said.


    I’ll make you regret provoking me so blatantly!


    As I broke through the wall of air, I moved with extreme speed and unleashed the greatest slash I’ve made yet.


    I aimed for his neck, and with a speed barely perceptible, my sword clashed with his light-clad long sword. He budged a little.


    ──I can do this, I can push him.


    The moment I thought that, as though a strong wind had passed, my black flames were suddenly blown out.


    “──!?”


    I didn’t have the leisure to say anything.


    In fact, I didn’t even have the time to check the crushed tip of my great sword before the enemy’s long sword drew a diagonal silver stroke.


    Black flames gushed out of my body.


    ──Damn it!


    I reached out for the  

    Guardian Sword of the Giants

    (

Titan Dagger 

    )

     on my back, but before I could—


    “Seven Slash, One Stroke.”


    —Seven streaks shot out from that silver stroke at a speed too fast to see, and with great power, they sent my limbs flying. My right leg, my ribs, my shoulders, my arms, all of them were cut off, but I lived yet thanks to the black flames gushing out. However, a terrible pain assaulted me.


    “How is it? It hurts, right? Did you want to die?”


    With my right leg gone, I couldn’t even stand.


    “Still alive?”


    I glared at the twisted smile on his face and bit down on my molars to keep myself from screaming.


    “It’s good that you’re so lively. Now, dance!”


    At the descent of the hero’s sword, the earth split open.


    I reached out for my great sword behind me with my remaining left hand, but moving even just a finger felt like gouging out my wounds. The moment i pulled out my great sword, the earth was struck, and the ground split open again.


    Lumps of earth and small stones bore into my flesh.


    The enemy was a long way away from the range of my great sword. Since he could attack from a distance, while I couldn’t, distancing myself from him only served to benefit him.


    As I was sent flying over and over again, the distance between us only grew bigger. How am I supposed to approach him?


    But the hero didn’t seem to care about my worries and just leisurely approached me himself.


    “Looks like you won’t break just yet. Yep, you have to put at least that much of a fight.”


    Using the Guardian Sword of the Giants as a cane, I pushed myself up. Thanks to the black flames, most of my wounds have already closed.


    “Hmm?”


    The hero seemed to notice something and turned away from me. The sound of yells reached me from behind.


    Why are you getting in my way, Pale!?


    “Oh, right. I have to mobilize the army.”


    The hero calmly wielded his long sword over his shoulder and snapped with his free hand.


     

    “Attack.”


    The hero did not say that out loud in particular, but regardless, the emotionless human army began to move.

  


  

  
    


    Going back in time a little.


    Before the Goblin King could finish his duel with Gulland Rifenin, clouds of thunder suddenly appeared in the northern skies of  

    the Kingdom of the Black Sun’s

    (

Alrodena Kingdom’s 

    )

      

    The City Where the King Sits

    (

Revea Su 

    )

    , and the elves all grew wary and glared at the sky.


    “What a disquieting wind.”


    Barrui, one of the renowned warriors of the  

    Fire Elves

    (

Salamander 

    )

    , looked up at the sky and frowned. Even though there was almost no wind, the thunderclouds overhead continued to extend from the northern sky.


    The Goblin King should be fighting one last battle in the far ends of the east to claim supremacy over the continent, and yet, this sky…


    Normally, these thunderclouds would be accompanied by lukewarm winds, but these winds were chilling, penetratingly cold as though it were a rainy day, and the fire elves couldn’t help but be reminded of an old tale passed down since long ago.


    ──Amidst the thunderclouds slithers a great being. He who rules the hammers of thunder and scours the sky to contest the king of the skies.


    “Gawain… The Wingless Sky Snake, the Ruler of the Heavens.”


    When a thunderclap stronger than the others resounded, another thunderclap echoed.


    But the powerful rain that should have accompanied it did not come.


    Instead, a voice full of wrath spoke.


    “Where goes the king of the small ones!?”


    With voice loud enough to break the heavens, that question resounded throughout all of Revea Su.


    Any and all who heard that voice and the anger imbued in it, looked up at the heavens and screamed. Up there in the thunderclouds had appeared the giant face of a ryuu. That which looked down at them sharply from above was none other than that being spoken of in legends and myths.


    Some did not scream, but the size of the ryuu filled them with surprise, and they lamented just how unreliable the weapon in their hands were. Despite that they glared at the ryuu up high.


    “There will not be a second time. Where goes the king of the small ones!?”


    But no one knew whether it would be wise to answer the ryuu.


    “And what will you do upon learning of that, Ruler of the Heavens?”


    But among all those people looking up was just one human who could answer.


    “It’s Reshia-dono.”


    The people in the streets stirred, and they pointed up to that spire up high, upon which stood a maiden dressed in the clothes of a priest – it was the saint.


    “Adherent of  

    the Goddess of Healing

    (

Zenobia 

    )

    ?”


    As Gawain revealed his whole body, the people gathered below began to raise voices of awe and fear, but at the same time, they looked at Reshia with expectant gazes of worship and respect.


    “Let it be known, the time for the storm has come: for this great one to take the heavens and for your king to devour the earth!”


    “Our king has already began the war and is waging it in the east as we speak.”


    “…Oh? Commendable.”


    When Reshia said that, a huge grin surfaced on Gawain.


    “Then out of respect for his spirit, encouragement ought to be given. We are, after all, brethren; the few that serve our god.”


    “If it does not displease you, then take me along as well.”


    “Oh? …I see, that too is commendable spirit.”


    As if having seen through her heart, Gawain approached Reshia. So vast was Gawain’s body that it seemed he could wrap the entire imperial castle, that was under construction, with his body. When Gawain was close enough, Reshia made her resolve and got on.


    “Who would’ve thought the day would come when an adherent of Zenobia would ride on my back? At the very least, I could’ve never imagined it during the last battle.”


    As the Ruler of the Heavens advanced through the thunderclouds, he muttered to himself and immediately headed for the eastern battlefield.


    ◇◆◆


    “Have Gi Ga-dono push up the front line… How are the preparations of Gi Be Slay-dono and Gi Ga Rax-dono?”


    After disrupting the duel of the king with the black-haired hero, she started giving out one precise command after another.


    “Your Majesty, hate me as much as you want, I will not mind, but any more than this is…”


    As Pale quietly apologized, she mobilized the entire army of  

    Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena Kingdom 

    )

    .


    “Have the special unit prepare to charge out.”


    If one were to look at the entire battlefield, one would see that Alrodena was pushing on all fronts. But that was only a given. After all, it was not the expensive equipment or the amazing war steeds but the organic coordination that allowed an army to show its worth.


    And Alrodena’s army, which has traveled all over the continent, were unified in their one goal of saving the king, Once the generals and the objectives were set, what came next was to tackle the issue of coordinating everything tactically.


    But even in that regard, Prime Minister Pale could bring together the whole army; so naturally, they would be at an advantage compared to the hero’s army that could only push straight ahead. However, Pale could not afford to let her guard down with the battlefield before her.


    Because standing at the head of the hero’s army were heavy footmen. There, in the front lines, stood young men. They still looked like proper soldiers compared to the boys and girls in the middle, but the way they lined up their spears at exactly the same height as though they were meant to be like that without the slightest deviation was just too unnatural.


    “No cheers, no war cries, no messengers either. It’s so creepy…”


    But they had no choice but to do this.


    Besides, as far as creepiness went, nothing was creepier than the hero in charge of that army, or at least, that’s what Pale believed. And it was precisely because the enemy was like that that Pale couldn’t stand to leave the king exposed.


    Moreover, the king looked to be in a predicament.


    If they were to lose the king here, the only thing waiting for them would be annihilation in the hands of the humans. At the very least, with the key stone missing, Alrodena would fall apart, and Revea Su, which was constructed to be a symbol of solidarity of the various races, would be burned to the ground. The demihumans that have finally gotten back their home will be driven away, and the now peaceful western region will be plundered from once more.


    After all the lives she’d taken, that was not something she could allow to happen.


    “We can’t afford to lose you here, Your Majesty…”


    Pale shot her arrow into the sky, and all their forces attacked simultaneously.

  


  Chapter 289 – The Power of Divinity in Full Display


  
    “Hey, they’re pretty good.”


    Despite their army being pushed back, the hero only smiled in amusement.


    Under the command of Pale Symphoria, all forces of  

    Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena Kingdom 

    )

     attacked the army of the Sacred Kingdom of Altigand.


    As the hero commanded his army to advance with a snap of his finger, Gi Gu Verbena led his Felduk to throw their spears at him.


    But of course, they could not possibly reach him.


    Though they launched those spears at the fastest speeds possible, the footmen of Altigand lined up to protect the hero, creating a circular formation with the hero at the center.


    With their movements perfectly coordinated, Gi Gu Verbena knew that they would be the strongest foe he would fight yet.


    Attacking from the right flank of the entire army was Gi Gi Orudo’s  

    Twin-Headed Beast and Axe Army

    (

Zeilduk 

    )

    .


    Though Zeilduk, which depended mostly on the monster beasts of their beast tamers to attack, relied on just one tactic: push; yet that wave-like tactic that relied on sheer number was more than enough to defeat many powerful foes.


    But then, beasts that could weave in between their monster beasts appeared from Altigand. With white fur and a stature twice that of a human being, they were large beasts indeed. With a bark, the monster beasts around them lost their momentum, and though these monster beasts would normally be capable of victory just by relying on their numbers and their roar, before that beast, they were too timid to advance.


    A pack of giant silver-white wolves stood majestically in Zeilduk’s way, devouring, expelling, and crushing their horde of monster beasts.


    A cursory glance would show that there were 30 of them all in all. With them in the front lines, Zeilduk’s push froze to a standstill.


    However, neither Pale nor the generals were so soft as to loosen their attack just because one side was at a deadlock.


    “Have Gi Ga-dono attack from the left-most flank.”


    By utilizing their mobility, they would employ a hit and run tactic to get the attention of the entire enemy army. However, it was around that time that Gi Gu Verbena’s Felduk surrounded the hero and clashed with his soldiers’ line of spears. Felduk and the hero’s forces clashed head on, but Felduk’s technique was a step further.


    They were equal in terms of strength.


    The hero’s power empowered the humans, allowing them to have physical abilities equal to or greater than an average goblin’s, but few among them have grasped the breath of battle.


    “Bring their spears up close!　Swordsmen, weave past their spears! Catapults, ready yoursel—!?”


    Gi Gu, who led 5,000 goblins directly, raised his voice to give one order after another. He himself could feel that the king was in danger, so his voice was tenser than usual.


    The human battle slaves operated the catapults, but they needed more time before they could aim. Meanwhile, a fierce battle erupted at the front lines between their spearmen and the enemy’s. Just behind that, the swordsmen prepared their throwing spears behind their shields, then simultaneously threw them.


    “Tch! They just won’t break!”


    Any normal enemy would have lost some composure against their attack, but the hero’s soldiers were unaffected. Some of those that have been pierced through by their spears would just return to their position, while others would collapse listlessly like a puppet whose strings have been cut, then another soldier would fill in to cover the hole left open.


    What abnormal leadership. Moreover, the hero was supposed to be their leader, but he was still fighting with the Goblin King. Just how was he commanding these soldiers? Was there another commander other than him?


    But despite his doubts, Gi Gu encouraged his subordinates and strengthened their attack.


    Gi Zu Ruo, Gi Jii Yubu, and Gi Gu mobilized their troops as well to assist.


    Alrodena came like a hurricane from the west and crushed all the countries that stood in their way, but now, it was different. Zeilduk’s attack at the right flank had been stopped, while Felduk, the  

    army

    (

Regiol 

    )

    , and the  

    Thousand-Demon Army

    (

Sazanorga 

    )

     were in the middle a fierce battle at the center, and  

    the Tiger and Spear Army

    (

Aransain 

    )

     were taking the long way around from the left flank while luring the allied forces to the front lines.


    “Fire arrows for the archers, fire stones with oil for the catapults.”


    After the most famous general in the allied forces, Vilan Do Zul, gave a few simple instructions, he carefully watched the situation of the battle. The enemy’s formation was a wonder to behold indeed. Not only were their spears lined up without a gaps between them, even their shields were held at exactly the same height.


    “Oil… Shoot!”


    After loading the catapults with a jar filled with enough oil, they launched them at the spot that the fire arrows hit. In the blink of an eye, a sea of fire spread on the battlefield. Yet even as their flesh burned, the soldiers of the hero did not collapse.


    Already, this was not merely something that could be reasoned away with the hero’s leadership, for beside these spearmen were their comrade-in-arms covered in flames, yet they stood tall with their spear calmly.


    Evidently, it seemed as though a curse of compulsion of some sort have been cast upon these people, forcing them to fight.


    “Keep attacking them from a distance and switch to defense whenever they approach.”


    While the battle between Felduk and the enemy spearmen continued, Vilan had no choice but to switch to a passive tactic. There was no way a normal human could clash against that and come out alright.


    The fact that a great man like him was forced to make that decision spoke volumes of how abnormal the enemy was.


    “Hmm? Are they scared?”


    But while the allied forces may have distanced themselves to avoid needless chaos, there were those that chose to proactively move forward instead. Rashka clicked his tongue when he saw the allied forces refuse to advance, then gave the order for his own to move out.


    Gi Go Amatsuki’s swordsmen and Rashka’s Gaidga Tribe were given the role of a special unit that could achieve great results with few soldiers.


    As the unit that specialized in attack the most, they joined the fray now because they believed that the time to rescue the king has come.


    But while a fierce battle was unfolding on the ground, the same thing was happening in the skies.


    “These damned lizards!”


    Douhet the Flame Ryuu cursed as he spat flames one after another. He was cooperating with the goblins at the behest of his master, Gawain, but presently, he was surrounded by wyverns all around.


    With the wyverns able to move in perfect formation without any command, they could easily avoid Douhet’s flames, and the wyverns would repeatedly be able to descend. Evidently, even the wyverns were being controlled.


    
  


  

  
    


    Of the 500 wyvern knights, only 300 mobilized to deal with Douhet. Douhet formed a fire spear with his tail and swung it, but the Wyvern Knights pressed on with their numerical superiority. About 10 wyverns gathered together to lure Douhet’s attention while another group attacked him from his tail’s direction.


    There was an overwhelming gap in power between them and Douhet, but the organized attacks of the wyverns was able to overcome that gap and toss Douhet about.


    Gi Za Zakuend looked up at Douhet’s sorry sight from the ground, but there was nothing he could do other than furrow his brows.


    The situation only changed when the special unit of Rashka’s Gaidga and Gi Go the Sword King’s swordsmen reached the front lines. As Felduk crossed spears at the left flank, and the allied forces kept their distance while suppressing the enemy, the special unit moved onwards, and with great power, they bore deep into the line of spears.


    “Small fries shouldn’t stand in my way!”


    Rashka, the incarnation of violence, bellowed out an angry roar, and with the black light blessed by the Goddess of the Underworld, mowed down the enemy soldiers.


    “Aim for the neck. They’ll stop moving when their head’s been detached.”


    As Gi Go lopped off the head of an enemy soldier, he gave out instructions while decapitating another.


    The hole opened by the special unit became an opening for the rest of Alrodena to launch a greater offensive. Nothing could be done about Zeilduk’s deadlock at the right wing. Having judged that, the first one to react to the change of the battlefield was Gi Ga and his Aransain.


    “Prepare to charge!”


    He raised his spear and pointed to that area where the special unit had forced their way in.


    “We hunt!”


     

    The Short Sword Battle Maiden’s

    (

Valkyria’s 

    )

     Far was an excellent match against footmen, so she raised her sword and encouraged her soldiers, and in response, the  

    Proud Clan’s

    (

Leon Heart’s 

    )

     Zaurosh also raised his sickle spear and rode alongside her.


    Gi Ga led Aransain from the head, while Far and Zaurosh took his flanks. Clouds of dust rose as they assumed the Arrow-Point Formation, and when the enemy was close enough, Far swung down with her long sword, and at her behest, fire arrows rained from behind.


    “Onwards!”


    Riding past the rising flames, Aransain cut into the enemy formation. Like knife through butter, Aransain tore through the enemy forces, then changed direction at the center. The enemy formation was surprisingly tenacious and refused to collapse, so Gi Ga sent his flanks to opposite directions, while he himself led the main force to the back.


    A normal enemy would have fallen apart with that.


    Not only were they run through by a cavalry, the hole in their formation was also gouged out, and yet, the hero’s soldiers just refused to crumble.


    Gi Ga changed directions again to regroup with Far and Zaurosh, but when he turned to the enemy forces, what he saw made him open his eyes wide.


    “Impossible…”


    They should have done plenty of damage, and yet they were actually chasing after Far and Zaurosh. It was as though the entire enemy army was a single mollusk of some sort, no matter how many times they were cut, they refused to fall apart. They would just keep on fighting as long as they haven’t been killed or haven’t lost the strength to attack.


    For a moment, Gi Ga imagined the enemy army as a ghastly monster, but he immediately banished the thought as he mobilized his soldiers to rescue his two commanders.


    However, while they may not have been able to end the battle right there and then, Aransain’s attack did manage to stir chaos near the center of the enemy forces, so for a moment, the pressure in the front lines was greatly weakened. Though it was only weaker compared to the earlier situation where the enemy would immediately cover any holes opened, the goblin generals were sensitive to the smell of opportunity.


    “Don’t let the Gaidga hog all the glory!”


    Gi Zu sprung about in the front lines, swinging his long spear, as he fully demonstrated the penetrative power that put him within the top three infantry commanders of Alrodena.


    “Focus fire in front of Gi Zu!”


    At Gi Za’s behest, the mage unit made up of druids gathered their wind bullets and concentrated their attacks into that area, raining wind bullets over the enemy forces to break their defense and their weapons; thus, supporting Gi Zu’s charge.


    Upon seeing all that, Pale gave a brief order to Gi Be Slay.


    “Rescue the king.”


    “Understood!”


    Gi Be held the flag of the black sun up high, and the imperial guards of the king rode behind him.


    “Ha ha ha, as expected, this isn’t going well.”


    Despite seeing his own forces being pushed back, the hero just laughed.


    The Goblin King attacked him with all his strength, but the hero laughed with leisure, then his smile turned to that of scorn, and he snapped his fingers.


    “Alright, that’s enough. From here on, it’s my time.”


    A giant magic formation appeared in the air. As red lines ran through the air, the formation changed shape and turned into a door. It was a spectacle that covered the battlefield, so there was no one who did not see it and was not dumbfounded. That was a portal hundreds of times bigger than the one back in Lusis.


    From it came a sound akin to the bellows of a dragon, but when the gate opened, what appeared was a fleet of giant warships.


    Vessels such as those ought to embark on the stormy seas, and yet, there they were with their sails up high in the wind with an imposing appearance that could even be described as heroic. Those were ships not meant to be paddled in the sea but in the skies. Those were ships not outfitted with cannons but with spears, but these spears could shoot out different kinds of magic bullets.


    On their bridge could be found a cannon surrounded by lines of jewels filled with mana. With the dragon’s eye incorporated into its design, it is a legacy of the War of the Gods said to have existed during the Age of the Gods. The body of a dragon was a valuable weapon in and of itself, but nothing was more precious than the dragon’s eye.

  


  

  
    


    The special unit and Gi Zu’s thousand-demon army have been cutting through the enemy forces, but they suddenly stopped.


    “──The hero’s enemies shall be destroyed.”


    A small girl blocked their way, but this was no normal girl, for she had with her the ability to stop a warrior as experienced as Gi Go. A smile surfaced on her as she swung her sword.


    Gi Go did not see it. His body merely responded to the unexpected threat, and the moment their blades clashed, he was sent flying. Gi Go tumbled several times on the ground, but he quickly picked himself up.


    “Who are you?”


    “I am the hero’s sword. That is all. Now, die.”


    There was no will in her eyes, so it wasn’t even possible to read her emotions. With vibrant green hair and frail, slender limbs, she did not look at all like a swordsman.


    But… She was strong.


    “──If you intend stand in my way, then I will have to cut you down.”


    As Gi Go exhaled a thin breath, he faced his opponent with great focus. However, the girl alone couldn’t have possibly stopped their attack.


    Someone too appeared before Rashka; it was Rasdir of the Iron Bull Knights. He was already big for a human, but now he was even bigger. The armor he wore incorporated  

    Blue-Silver Steel

    (

Srilana 

    )

    , which excelled against magic and blades.


    The weapon he held was a short spear that’s been blessed by a spirit.


    “You’re… from that time?” Rashka said.


    With a simple step, he took on Rashka’s blow from head on, then he laughed.


    “Behold, monsters!　Fu ha ha ha!　This is power. The power to restore my motherland, the power to exact vengeance on you!”


    As winds clad his short spear, a wind of blade sliced Rashka. Shock surfaced on Rashka as blood spurted out of him, but Rasdir took another step and sent him flying.


    “Ku ha ha!　Very well!　It’s been awhile, but you got my blood boiling, human!”


    “Die, monster! Die and know of the power of the hero!”


    Rashka laughed viciously, but Rasdir laughed just as ferociously and clashed with him.


    Now that someone appeared on the side of the hero that could contend with two of the stronger goblins from Alrodena, change finally appeared on the battle lines, but that was only a given.


    After all, the side that was pushing was suddenly forced into a defensive position and now had to endure the rampage of their enemy. Alas, this was not something that could be dealt with by relying on tactics, as it was a move akin to that of a tactical surprise attack from a powerful weapon.


    All the more so when that attack came from the sky.


    “Flying warships!?　Damn it, so you were the enemies all along!”


    Douhet the Flame Ryuu made the connection as soon as he saw that ship. Immediately, he focused his attacks onto it. He still remembered seeing that ship more than once during the War of the Gods. Though he only saw it from a distance 400 years ago, he still recognized it as an enemy.


    With a power that could dye the skies, hollow the earth, and transform the terrain, Douhet called forth spears of flames.


    12 spears all in all.


    That was the strongest attack that the fire ryuu could muster, an attack conjured without regard for the consumption of ether, one that could burn down all the armies on the ground if it were to fall. That was the sort of attack that shot out for the flying warships, but the 12 spears vanished before they could even reach the ships.


    “Anti-Magic Barrier!?　But──”


    Douhet was shocked, but he still tried to shoot again; however, the magic cannon set its sights on him. The mana stored in the dragon’s eye flowed into the jewels for the magic cannon to use. When Douhet shot out his fire spears again, the magic cannon fired at the same time.


    The powers of ryuu and dragon clashed, scattering the clouds and shaking the air; so great was their clash that the aftermath could be felt even down below. When the disorienting explosion ceased, all that was left was Douhet’s wounded self.


    “Damn it…”


    Not only could he not harm the flying warships in the slightest, 200 wyverns lifted off from the back of the flying warships.


    In their hands was a legendary class weapon called Dragon Lance. A weapon made from dragon fangs, designed to be able to cut any magical barrier. Even dragon scales could not come out unharmed in the face of its edge.


    With his posture broken and his wounds worsened by the army of wyvern knights, the battlefield was completely flipped over.


    ◆◇◆


    That was a memory from long ago.


    A memory back in the days when the forces that served  

    the Goddess of the Underworld

    (

Altesia 

    )

     and the forces that served  

    the Ancestor God that Birthed Nations

    (

Ativ 

    )

     fought on the land for supremacy.


    The forces led by the Goddess of the Underworld were strong but few in number.


    A one-eyed snake that wielded black flames that lived through many battles and came to be known as the ‘Portent of War’ or the ‘Harbinger of War’, ever standing at the head of the battles. A wingless sky snake known as the ‘Ruler of Thunderclouds’ that fought with the dragons to contest for the authority to rule the skies.


    A twin-headed water snake known as the ‘Lord of Decay’ that traveled the seas as though there was no one there, and the Earth-Devouring Serpent that crushed mountains, changed the terrain, and waged war with the giants.


    Then were the various races that obeyed the goddess.


    The forces of the underworld that fought with the forces above ground in the first War of the Gods were no longer possible, for the armies that poured out of the underworld came to be entangled with the struggle for survival as they took life and reproduced above ground.


    Unlike the time of  

    the First Goddess of the Underworld

    (

Deetna 

    )

    , the forces of the underworld were few because the underworld didn’t have many soldiers in the first place. Those that served Altesia were that same army that accompanied her as the Goddess of Courage to invade the underworld.


    There were heroes too. And sages as well. In fact, it was with great men, sorcerers, and many others that Altesia attacked the underworld, and only upon paying a great price did she manage to make  

    the First Goddess of the Underworld

    (

Deetna 

    )

     fall.


    That’s why the underworld did not have many soldiers.


    According to the legend of the humans, it was out of jealousy that Altesia took up her sword, but the reason the humans became the main force during the second invasion of the underworld was because the war turned into a battle of survival, and the elves and the demihumans were dragged into it.


    As the Goddess of the Underworld led her servant gods to battle, the forces led by Ativ deployed divine beasts and humans that possessed superhuman powers known as saints.


    It was not because the gods underestimated Altesia that they did not send out heroes then. There simply were no heroes. Since Altesia, the goddess that ruled over courage, rebelled, no matter how brave a warrior was, they could not become a hero, for they could not have her approval.


    Heroes (yuusha) were a special existence. They would receive the divine protection of the Goddess of Courage and lead the people.


    That’s why after the ancestral god, Ativ, sent the Goddess of Courage into the underworld, there were no more heroes, and Ativ’s forces struggled. It was then that the divine beasts and the saints appeared.


    It was Gurdiga, the God of Magic and Weapons, that made them.


    He made all sorts of weapons from swords to spears to axes, but it was to construct a living weapon that he devoted himself to. And in his quest to create the ultimate weapon that did not choose its wielder, the answer he found appeared in the form of divine beasts and saints.


    Divine beasts that trampled over the battlefield, and saints, humans that possessed power beyond men but could not disobey the gods.


    The scent of charred flesh, the taste of gushing blood, but above all, the rising will to fight; Verid the Harbinger of War opened his eyes.


    “…”


    When he raised up his head, the supreme goddess that ever watched over them was there.


    “Are you going?”


    “The time for my oath has come.”


    As the goddess nodded, she looked at this ever faithful servant of hers with gentleness.


    “Then I shall give the command.”


    The goddess stood from her throne with majesty, and the embodiment of black flames, the one-eyed snake, prostrated himself.


    “Though held captive by the form of the snake… Though into the depths of the underworld did you sink… Not once did your ways change. My faithful servant, the spearhead of my vanguard, my Harbinger of War!”


    As the goddess’ voice resounded clearly, Verid, who prostrated himself, began to change.


    With long black hair that reached to the waist and an eyepatch over one eye, the form revealed was neither that of a snake nor a man but a woman. That appearance that knelt piously on the ground as though to offer a prayer was the same figure of a human once hailed a hero or a saint.


    Though little armor covered her, the short sword by her waist was a divine tool that’s slayed many of the goddess’ foes. Her eyes remained closed, yet even then, there was no denying the beauty she radiated. Her toned body carved with scars spoke of her tales as an accomplished hero (yuusha), but even the scars could not harm her beauty. If anything, they merely accentuated her nobility.


     

    “Raise your head, my beloved daughter.”


    With the dazzling golden-hue of her eye, the servant god looked up at her beloved master with an eye full of resolve.


    “Now, go, my daughter. In my name, I hereby command you! Return to the land above once more and make known our war!”


    “In the name of the oaths of old, in the name of the proud── 

    God of War

    (

Vaishura 

    )

    , I pledge to bring you victory!”


    The Goddess of the Underworld knew that this servant of hers would never return, but she still watched her back as she left.


    And so, the God of War announced the War of the Gods begun.

  


  Chapter 290 – The God of War Descends


  
    Pale bit her lips as she watched the scene before her unfold. They were being pushed on every front. The center that Gi Gu Verbena commanded, the right flank that Gi Gi Orudo commanded, the left flank that the allied forces and Rashka and Gi Go Amatsuki’s special forces commanded.


    Every front was either in a deadlock or on the verge of collapse. The magic of the goblin druids and the bows of the elves concentrated their attacks to try and stitch the tears, but they could only do so much.


    They couldn’t divert all of their attention to the ground because of the reenactment of the Age of the Gods that was occurring right above them. Pale knew that the result of the battle between the ryuu and the flying warships would tip the scales and quickly lead to the extermination of the forces on the ground.


    The scale of power was just too different.


    If even a single one of those spells being exchanged above them were to land at the center of their army, the only fate awaiting them would be annihilation. Above all, there was the matter with the Goblin King as well. The strongest warrior of the humans, that which they referred to as a ‘hero’, was just too strong, and they did not have the means to contend with him.


    She had not even been given the time to look for a method.


    “…Send a messenger to Gi Gu-dono. Pull back the lines.”


    “But…”


    The elven messenger hesitated, but Pale was decisive.


    “The king has entrusted me with all authority over the army. We don’t have the time to argue. Hurry!”


    “As you command.”


    She had to make this decision. If the Goblin King were with them, then perhaps they might not have chosen to retreat, but there was no king beside her and she had to make the decision. Commanders did not merely watch the battle, they had to make hard choices too when necessary.


    If the Goblin King were beside her and decisively asked her not to retreat, then she would have to come up with a plan that met his expectations, but that wasn’t the case right now. She was both the tactician and the prime minister, so she had to consider the consequences of this battle. Moreover, every commander desired to minimize the casualties; hence, as disgraceful and painful a decision it was, she had to make it.


    Indeed, it was hard to accept defeat, and getting out of here wouldn’t be easy. After all, retreating was much more difficult than advancing. Especially, when the enemy was at an advantage since they will be sure to give chase. But it had to be done even at the cost of some losses.


    Because the only fate awaiting them here was a complete wipe. The moment that flying warships’ cannons turn to them, there will be no more resisting, only death.


    She had to make sure that that worst case doesn’t happen.


    Above all, she had to save the king.


    That’s why she made the decision.


    There was nothing more important than the king’s well-being. At the very least, there was no such thing in  

    the Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena Kingdom 

    )

    .


    “Tell  

    Axe and Sword Army

    (

Felduk 

    )

     to reform their lines as we retreat!　We will attack the enemy when their forces stick out. Send orders of retreat to the  

    Thousand-Demon Army

    (

Sazanorga 

    )

     and the  

    army

    (

Regiol 

    )

     as well. Contact the allied forces.”


    Upon receiving Pale’s orders, Gi Gu Verbena glared at the various fronts being attacked and cursed.


    “Damn it! There’s no helping it, but we’re not retreating until the king has been rescued! That woman does have a plan, right!?”


    Gi Gu immediately dispatched his rare-class goblin messengers, then gradually pulled back. The long spearmen at the front were being ripped into shreds by the rampaging human forces, so a lot of high ranking goblins had to be mobilized in order to keep those at bay, and because of that, the command system was struggling.


    Gi Gu had to rely on his messengers to directly take command of his entire army.


    With his axe and his sword, Gi Gu himself headed for the front lines. He commanded the 5,000 soldiers directly under him to wield their shields and line up without any gap, then he gave the order to retreat to the high-ranking goblins.


    “Gu Tough, Gu Long, Gu Big! Command your troops to retreat, I will personally assume the position of the rearguard!”


    As he gave that message to his messengers with a yell, he skillfully led thousands of goblins as though they were his limbs and temporarily stopped the attack of the enemy.


    But then one of the stronger fighters of the humans appeared.


    “ 

    Let the lakes flow

    (

Cascade 

    )

    !”


    Water flowed out of the left sword and soaked the land.


    “ 

    Let the icicles pierce

    (

Frozen 

    )

    !”


    Then the water transformed into pillars of ice as big as a human body and struck out of the ground, The icicles that pierced the body of the goblins along with their large shields could be seen by Gi Gu even from a distance.


    “Did you have to come now!?”


    In order to allow the armies of the three sibling goblins at the front-most lines to retreat, Gi Gu had to thin the middle part of his front line.


    Gi Gu had expanded his flanks to receive the soldiers that have been fighting at the front, but Judith the Zealot just had to come like a gust of wind cutting through the surface of the lake.


    “…”


    Without so much as a word uttered, she swung her swords to call forth spears of ice and skewer several goblins. Gi Gu grit his molars, but he could do nothing more than watch.


    They were pulling back to force the enemy to create an opening that would allow them to recover the king… TO that end, the lives of his men weren’t much.


    In the first place, putting the life of the king and his men on the same scale was a mistake.


    And yet──


    “What sort of general would I be if I allowed my men to die in vain!!”


    He stepped firmly into the ground and bellowed out in anger, then with just a few soldiers in tow, he moved against the crowd and made his way for Judith the Zealot. With his canine teeth bared, Gi Gu ran to challenge the expert that wreaked havoc with her spears of ice.


    “GURUuoOOO!”


    Gi Gu howled as he ran. Judith turned to him with just her eyes and smiled faintly, but she did not return the yell and instead let out a chilling voice.


    “ 

    Let the lakes flow

    (

Cascade 

    )

    !”


    A series of movements that led to the land being dyed by a stream once more.


    “ 

    Let the icicles pierce

    (

Frozen 

    )

    !”


    Four ice spears stuck out from the ground. They appeared almost simultaneously, but Gi Gu got through and smashed some with his axe. Goblins cried out from behind as ice spears penetrated them, but he could only ignore them now.


    “ 

    Ice Bullets, Pierce Through

    (

Frozel 

    )

    !”


    With Gi Gu now just 10 steps away, Judith shot the water from her sword into the air, then immediately swung her icy sword to create bullets of ice.


    Those bullets attacked Gi Gu like a pack of hunting dogs, but Gi Gu did not stop his advance and instead deflected them with his axe and long sword. The speed of those ice bullets were almost to that of throwing spears, yet Gi Gu managed to deflect them while advancing at the same time.


    What frightening reflexes indeed, and yet, only a faint smile surfaced of Judith as she held her swords of ice and water.


    “…Come.”


    Gi Gu said with quiet anger, and in response, Judith raised her voice.


    “ 

    Ice Blade

    (

Ro Zen 

    )

    !”


    With the temperature suddenly dropping, the water flowing through the air turned into a slash of ice that attacked Gi Gu. Gi Gu could block even ice bullets, but he was just too close to dodge this blade of ice; hence, he could only raise his axe like a shield and charge straight through.

  


  

  
    


    A poor retreat would only leave him open to an attack. That was not something exclusive to battles between armies. Even in duels, it was better to advance. Especially in this situation where the enemy possessed an abundance of long-range abilities.


    Gi Gu took the ice blade on his shoulder and staggered a little. Blood spurt out, but he brushed it aside, and caught Judith within his range.


    Without saying anything else, Gi Gu unleashed his sword with a bloodthirsty yell, but Judith had already acquired power beyond that of humans and was easily able to block his attack with her sword of ice.


    “ 

    Let the lakes flow

    (

Cascade 

    )

    !”


    Flowing water scattered on the ground, and in the next moment, a spear of ice pierced Gi Gu. He had gotten too close, and because of the power of the ice sword, that long sword that have been pushing this whole time was caught. With Gi Gu no longer able to move, Judith chanted another spell.


    “Do you really think your lowly human wit would work on me!?”


    It was in that moment that the axe in Gi Gu’s left hand swung for Judith.


    “KU!?”


    An unexpected attack from an unexpected direction with an unexpected strength cut short her chant──


    “Now!”


    ──Then Gi Gu yelled, and in the next moment, goblins appeared from all around to surround Judith. As special an existence as Judith was because of the power the hero bestowed upon her, there was no way she would be able to remain uninjured if she were to allow those goblins to run into her with their short spears, so she had no choice but to kick Gi Gu away and jump back.


    “Retreat!”


    But as soon as shed did, Gi Gu immediately turned around and retreated with his subordinates.


    Before she knew it, Felduk had completed their retreat, and there was no reason left for Gi Gu to duel her.


    “…Fine, but know that you did nothing more than extend your suffering.”


    The way Judith narrowed her eyes and smiled coldly was just like that of a ghost.


    ◆◇◆


    As Felduk retreated, so did Gi Jii Yubu’s Regiol and Gi Zu Ruo’s Sazanorga. Because of that a gap was opened between their forces and the hero’s forces, a gap that they were more than happy to fill.


    “We’ll just keep retreating like this.”


    But Alrodena just kept retreating, so Altigand kept on advancing, and as a result, their formation became longer. Unfortunately for them, they couldn’t extend themselves too much because Gi Gi Orudo’s Zeilduk kept getting in the way.


    The monster beasts could do little more than stall the divine beasts, but in a desperate act to at least get back at the enemy, Gi Gi scattered the monster beasts at the flanks of the hero’s army that was pushing Felduk into a corner.


    He didn’t order them to attack, nay, he just made them move.


    As a result, monster beasts of all sizes made their way in between the hero’s forces, and with some attacking in random places and some fleeing, the hero’s army quickly fell into chaos. Pale never even considered it, but as it turns out, the hero’s army was actually really inflexible. They fought like monsters when taking down an enemy right in front of them, but when unexpected things started happening, their movements remarkably dulled.


    As unexpected as this stroke of fortune was, there was no way they would not take advantage of it.


    Pale immediately ordered Aransain to rescue the Goblin King and had the imperial guards go around a long way to the left. With the clouds of dust raised up by the allied forces keeping their movements shrouded, they would stab a spear into the enemy’s drawn out battle lines.


    Or at least, that was the strategy that Pale conceived, but the hero responded.


    “Ha ha ha, I see… I’m surprised you can see so well amidst this chaos. However, I would be troubled if you looked down on me so much.”


    Then as though in response to the hero’s words, the cavalry that has been keeping quiet this whole time suddenly became lively. Of course, this was not a normal cavalry.


    Their giant steeds boasted physiques equal to those of the  

    Three-Eyed Wild Horses

    (

Hipparion 

    )

     and were donned in armor specifically meant for cavalry battles. Riding such combat-ready steeds were soldiers equipped in light armor that utilized dragon scales and wielded a dragon lance for their weapon. Though they numbered just 2,000, they possessed enough power to change the very concepts of cavalry battles.


    That was the sort of cavalry that responded to Aransain’s movements.


    They rode swift as though free of burden and their spears brimmed with killing power. It was as though their speed could even match Alrodena’s swiftest, Aransain.


     

    Short Sword Battle Maiden

    (

Valkyria 

    )

    ‘s clan leader, Far, beheld that from a distance and approached Gi Ga to advise him to change formation.


    “We shouldn’t underestimate their strength. Let’s avoid the head of their charge even if we have to delay.”


    If it were just up to Gi Ga, he would just keep charging like this. After all, the Goblin King’s life was at stake. But he could consider even those feelings objectively.


    “I might have been hasty. Fine, round the formation!”


    Just as the War Princess once parried the charge of the king’s cavalry, they assumed a Deep Battle Formation and rode as swiftly as they could; a formation akin to a snake zigzagging at a high speed for its prey. The enemy rushed toward them in a straight line, and it was curious if they would actually collide with them, but then they suddenly changed directions and passed by the enemy to dodge their Arrow-Point Formation.


    Of course, spears were still thrust out toward the enemies close enough, but they managed to get past the cavalry with barely any damage.


    Now all that was standing in their way were the footmen surrounding the hero and the Goblin King. From their long spears and the weight of their armor, however, they might as well be the hero’s imperial guards instead, but regardless, Gi Ga commanded his cavalry.


    They would have no choice but to brace themselves for sacrifices here.


    “Lay down your life to rescue the king! There can be no greater honor than this!”


    With Gi Ga leading the charge himself, the Goblin King’s cavalry charged straight through for the Goblin King and the hero.


    “Hmph, nimble, aren’t we?”


    While engaging in a fierce battle with the Goblin King, the hero glanced beside him to see Aransain charging.


    “But I’ll be troubled if you think you can escape from heaven’s judgment.”


    He turned to the Goblin King.


    “You think so too, right?”


    “Shut up!”


    The Goblin King yelled angrily, but the hero just sneered and used his long sword to deal with the Goblin King’s attacks. At the same time, he raised his free hand above him.


    “Fire.”


    In the next moment, the earth shook, and one of the flying warships above tilted its hull to turn its side toward the ground. On the ship’s side was a line of magic guns. In the next moment, magic bullets bombarded the ground.


    The target was none other than Aransain that was charging at full speed for the Goblin King.


    “Spread out!”


    As a disquieting sound resounded from above, Gi Ga could do nothing more than spread out his soldiers. The soldiers with a background in the Mana Guards could shoot a spell of their own to cancel out the bullets, but such soldiers were rare. Bullets of magic rained down onto the ground without pause, scattering Aransain and changing the terrain.


    “Too bad.”


    The Goblin King was desperate, but the hero just sneered again.


    The sight of the Flying Warship returning to its previous position as soon as it finished its attack was truly stunning.


    It was just like a flying fortress. Moreover, the sort were the word ‘impregnable’ was befitting.

  


  

  
    


    “…Gather, my iron-legged cavalry!　We are the spear that will tear through the enemy!”


    But what was more surprising was the commander of the cavalry, Gi Ga.


    In a display of amazing leadership, despite being scattered, Aransain was able to regroup and prepare another charge.


    Gi Ga stood at the head of his cavalry and bellowed out a howl, then charged straight through for the footmen obstructing their way.


    Iron clashed with iron. Armor shattered and cavalries were stabbed to death. Blood spurt and flesh tore. The strongest cavalry of the continent was on par with the footmen standing in their way, yet it was Gi Ga’s victory for being on par, because the encirclement that locked the hero and the king together broke and parted like a flood.


    “Save the king!!”


    As he left command of a squad with the Great Chief of Paradua, Haroo, he charged into the footmen that tried to form an encirclement once again.


    But as expected, this was as far as their momentum could take them.


    Just minimizing the losses from the bombardment of the flying warship and regrouping to unleash a charge was already on the level of a master leader. To ask any more was just too greedy, and indeed, Aransain gradually started losing their momentum.


    “Gi Be!”


    “To battle! Follow the flag!!”


    ──But then, the imperial guards appeared from behind to pass through the hole opened by Aransain and rush straight at the hero.


    “Ha, ku ha ha ha ha ha ha ha!!　A ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha!”


    The hero laughed loudly, but his eyes were no longer amused.


    “You did it, you really did it. To think that you would actually exceed my expectations! Indeed, even the smallest bugs will defend themselves!”


    As he put his finger on his temple, he stopped laughing and turned to the Goblin King and his Imperial Guards.


    “As a reward, I offer you death delivered personally by yours truly!” The hero said.


    “Damn it, don’t interfere!” The Goblin King said.


    “Your Majesty!　It is most regrettable, but we must retreat now!” Gi Ga said.


    Gi Ga got off his black tiger and knelt before the king.


    “Are you telling me to retreat, Gi Ga!?　My sworn enemy stands before me, and you want me to let him off without killing him!?”


    The king was furious, but Gi Ga insisted.


    “At this rate, we will be wiped out! We need to do something about that ship up in the sky!”


    Gi Ga prostrated himself, but corpses were already starting to pile up in front of the hero. The imperial guards that shook the continent alongside the king were dying; hence, even as the king remained furious before him, Gi Ga was pressed to make a decision. If they didn’t hurry, the imperial guards would be wiped out.


    “Forgive me, Your Majesty! Bring the king to the back!”


    “Gi Ga!　Stop it!　I have to fight!”


    Gi Ga restrained the king, but his subordinates were at a loss who to obey.


    If the Goblin King could just reach him, he would break that hero’s neck… But as he extended his arm, the black flames on his right arm suddenly stirred.


    『Little brother, you should retreat here.』


    At the sound of the unfamiliar voice, the Goblin King’s brows moved. But the way that voice referred to him as a younger brother, moreover, that tone…There was no doubting it──


    ──In that moment, the black flames undid the seal 400 years ago and blazed once more on the ground,


    Like a maiden of war, a Valkyrie, she stood there with arms folded as she glared at the enemy with a presence befitting that of a god. Her long black hair that fluttered in the wind radiated a dark light as though to compress the black flames she wielded. Her skin was of a color no different from that of men, but on them could be found many scars befitting a God of War. On her right eye was an eyepatch, while her left was closed, but with her well-defined nose, there was a sense of wondrous harmony that could only be described as beauty.


    “…Are you… Verid?”


    With the goddess fully manifested before him, the Goblin King asked her that question.


    “Indeed, but need you really ask my name, little brother?”


    Her eye opened to reveal a color of gold. That was a color that would not lose its brilliance no matter how many times struck, a color that thirsted for victory in battles and beyond.


    “What did you come here f──”


    “I could not possibly ignore my adorable little brother’s plight, now, could I?”


    “What!?”


    The Goblin King grew angry, but Verid the War God turned her back to him and faced the hero. Nay, that was not a hero, but the ancestor god, Ativ, their arch-enemy for some 400 years ago for condemning their master into the abyss.


    “Leave this place to me. Now, go!” Verid commanded.


    The Goblin King resisted, but he couldn’t put any strength into his body, and Gi Ga easily carried him away.


    “…You’ve really put a lot of effort into this,” Ativ said.


    Ativ slaughtered the imperial guards as though he were dealing with a swarm of insects, but even when he saw Verid, the fearless smile on him did not fade.


    “To exact vengeance on you, no price is too great to pay.”


    Both gods smiled fearlessly.


    “Ha ha ha, how long can you even remain in this world? A day perhaps?　Or perhaps not even a few hours?　You intend to exact vengeance on me with such a sorry state of affairs?　You sure like to make jokes,” Ativ sneered.


    “It has been 400 years since I fell into the underworld… At long last, this time has come. If this isn’t a joyous occasion, then what is!?” Verid said.


    Until now, the soldiers have only been watching Ativ fight, but now, they pointed their spears at Verid.


    “I have to save the world after this, so I don’t have time to be bothered with you.”


    With a snap of his fingers, light burst out of the soldiers.


    “ 

    Let There Be No Darkness in Our Kingdom

    (

Over Enchant 

    )

    !”


    “Saints, I see. That’s a nostalgic technique.”


    Verid smiled, and Ativ pointed at her.


    “She is one of the underworld goddesses’ servants, slay her.”


    In the next moment, the sainted soldiers rushed at her from every direction at the speed of sound, but Verid just laughed.


    “──Stand down!”


    The roar that bellowed out shook the air and covered the sainted soldiers in sight in black flames.


    “──I am the servant of the Goddess of the Underworld, the Harbinger of War!　The Black Flames of Misfortune!”


    With every word that left Verid’s lips, so did the sainted soldiers in sight burst into flames. From out of the depths of the abyss did the flames of black gush forth and scatter through the air.


    “Fear me and be gone! I am the God of War, I am the enemy of the world!”


    The words of gods were themselves magic, and the sainted soldiers that attacked from every direction could only be burst into flames, leaving behind not even a trace.


    “Let it be known, Ativ, the hour of vengeance is now.”


    Sinister and joyful, the voice of the War God filled the battlefield.

  


  Chapter 291 – Attack of the Sky Snake


  
    With the Goblin King in his arms, Gi Ga, the imperial guards, and Aransain broke through the encirclement of the hero and returned to the main army of  

    the Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena Kingdom 

    )

    .


    The losses were staggering, but the fact that they were even able to return with just half of them injured or dead was a testament to Gi Ga’s leadership.


    The Goblin King was unconscious.


    The grand battle and the pain might have kept him tense, but the moment it left, his consciousness too left with it.


    “…Your Majesty, scold me as much as you wish later, but… For now, please forgive me.”


    Pale prostrated herself before the unconscious Goblin King and immediately began the retreat.


    “This will be a battle of time. Send word to the allied forces, we are retreating at once!”


     

    The Axe and Sword Army

    (

Felduk 

    )

    , that has been retreating this whole time, would take the rear, while the Gaidga Tribe and Gi Go’s swordsmen would be sent as a commando unit to supplement aid them. At the same time, Pale had the whole army turn around to retreat. Word had it that one of the servants of the Goddess of the Underworld had manifested. If so, then they should be able to get some time.


    “Are we retreating all the way to Bandigam?”


    After confirming the king’s well-being, Gi Za Zakuend heaved a sigh of relief and asked that question. Pale shook her head.


    “No, we’ll leave some soldiers in Bandigam, but the main force will retreat all the way to Elfa.”


    “Isn’t that a bit much?”


    “…Frankly, even if we reconstructed our forces, we need to think of a solution against that. To that end, we need time. For the army’s sake, and for the king’s as well.”


    Pale glared at the fleet of flying warships that continued to wage a great battle of magic with the ryuu. There were five ships from what they could confirm. There was one giant warship that was most likely the flagship, then there were three warships escorting that ship, and then there was one more behind.


    Such a fleet was not something that Alrodena could contest with given that they had nothing beyond a ground force. They didn’t have a way to attack; hence, Pale couldn’t help but fear being one-sidedly attacked without being able to fight back.


    “Have the supply units dump their supplies and cover them in oil.”


    Vilan the Young Tactician of the allied forces ordered that only the minimum food needed would be carried while the rest of the supplies be abandoned. They would abandon even their weapons and armor as they focused solely on the retreat.


    “Are you certain?”


    Vilan’s subordinate asked, and Vilan answered without averting his attention from the enemy.


    “As vexing as it is, we’re slow. Hopefully, this will at least distract them for a bit…”


    Upon distancing themselves from the dumped supplies, they shot fire arrows to light them on fire. A thick black smoke covered the battlefield as the grass and trees of the plains burned.


    “Mira… Don’t worry, I’ll come back no matter what.”


    Vilan grit his teeth as he turned his back on the enemy. This was the defeat of the young hero that was indeed yet too young.


    ◆◇◆


    So much light clad around his long sword that it seemed as though the sword itself was light.


    That was a technique that collected the mana from the air and gathered them onto the sword. That was a technique in a realm that even a talented human could never hope to reach his whole life, yet the hero used it as though he were breathing, then without even bothering to close the distance, he swung his sword.


    With the anchoring of space and the explosion of mana that covered his blade, the stroke drawn turned into a fatal sword strike.


    In other words, the hero didn’t even need to close the distance. Just a swing from his sword was enough to attack the enemy before him. Moreover, the sword strikes he shot out were not limited to just one.


    They precisely targeted the 9 fatal points of a human’s body. As he swung his sword in a speed that surpassed human intellect, his sword strokes appeared as nothing more than a flash of silver.


    “Nine Slash, One Stroke.”


    Moreover, the attribute that clad his long sword also had an enchantment effect.


    That was one of the oaths forced onto the world because of his victory in the great battle once upon a time. Light would expel darkness. In other words, this was a problem of compatibility.


    The elements of fire, water, earth, wind, and so on might not have much differences with each other, but the element the hero utilized that could be called light or divine was strong against all elements.


    It was especially effective against darkness or death where it had a nearly absolute advantage. Not even the gods were exempt from that rule, and indeed, his element was one of the weaknesses of the gods of the underworld.


    Indeed, that was one of the truths decided since the beginning of the world.


    Yet despite that and despite knowing that, the God of War, Vaishura, challenged the ancestor god to a battle.


    With a single stroke, nine sword strikes lashed out at Vaishura; however, her body turned into a black flame, and those attacks could only pass through her. Her arms remained crossed with leisure as she stared at the hero amidst fury and ecstasy.


    “What’s the matter? Not attacking?”


    Seeing the enemy before him unmoved by his attack, the hero tried provoking her.


    “Or maybe, you can’t? …You don’t want to?”


    She was like a phantom. Even when the hero’s sword hit her, a black flame would gush out to fill her wounds immediately. It was as though the hero was swinging his sword against a giant flame.


    But the hero did not falter. He was convinced that every swing of his blade was whittling Vaishura down. That’s why his composure refused to break.


    “ 

    Blood is the Blade of Retribution

    (

Enchant 

    )

    .”


    But when the hero was about to release another attack, Vaishura’s words stopped him.


    “I am merely calculating for the sake of victory.”


    Unlike the fury she displayed earlier, this time, the God of War spoke with a calm voice.


    “In the name of the God of War, I tell you the truth, your defeat is at hand, as well as your path to the underworld.”


    “Such drivel.”


    Then a sword made of black flames appeared in Vaishura’s hands. The body of its blade burned, and its handle too was covered in flames. She swung it once to confirm the feeling of holding it, then laughed ferociously.


    “Now, no one will get in our way!”


    In the next moment, a wall of flames appeared around her and the hero.


    The soldiers that tried to touch it burst into flames, leaving behind not even the slightest trace.


    Tl Note: It wasn’t clear before, so the warships have been translated as singular this whole time, but apparently, there’s indeed more than one of them.


    
  


  

  
    


    “A barrier, huh.”


    The hero was a little impressed and laughed.


    “You actually cast it without even chanting… I see you’re resolved to disappear.”


    “Ridiculous!”


    The moment those words were uttered, Vaishura disappeared.


    “You thought I wouldn’t see you!?”


    The hero swung his sword at an empty space, but a hard sound resounded as his sword clashed with Vaishura’s. With nowhere to go, the resulting impact from their clash broke the ground and stirred the air, cutting even the clouds up above while the blades of the gods danced once more.


    Yet despite how powerful their clashes were, the wall of flames surrounding them remained unaffected. True to its description of a barrier, it mitigated all the impact that crashed into it.


    Vaishura’s step crushed the ground, while the hero that received her attack sank.


    “Burn to death.”


    Black flames surged out of the black flame blade and covered the hero. That was a portion of the  

    Language of the Gods

    (

Magic 

    )

     that burned the soldiers.


    “ 

    This Body is Invincible

    (

Shield 

    )

    !”


    But Ativ was quick to respond.


    The moment he was covered in black flames, he immediately unleashed a storm of swords to snuff out the flames.


    “Seven Slash, One Stroke.”


    Seven streaks of silver lines shot out to tear Vaishura apart, but she refused to stop.


    “ 

    Dwell in My Sword, Calamity

    (

Dizae Rugo 

    )

    !”


    The sword of black flames met the seven silver streaks.


    At the same time, the hero’s sword was deflected, and he found himself inadvertently distancing himself as the God of War pressed him.


    “ 

    O Black Flames, Burst.

    (

Burst 

    )

    .”


    “What!?”


    The hero cried out in a surprise.


    An enormous amount of ether instantly gathered in Vaishura’s palms, and the compressed black flames broke past even the wall of time to transform into a torrent of black light and twist around the hero’s body, then as the Goddess’ words declared, the moment the hero could not escape, those black flames turned into a powerful explosion, unleashing Shockwaves all around as the earth was gouged out.


    A cloud of dust rose up, but the hero cut it after distancing himself and glared at the War God.


    His arm had almost been torn off, his legs were bent in the wrong direction, his face and even his neck had been peeled of, yet the War God’s expression showed no signs of relaxing as she watched for his next move.


    “ 

    My Body is Immortal

    (

Regen 

    )

    .”


    As though time had rewound, the shredded limbs healed, and the hero’s appearance was restored.


    “As expected of the God of War, but… Now what?　Just that much won’t be able to kill this body.”


    Vaishura smiled.


    “So what?”


    “Sad… I’m telling you that you can’t kill me, but you can’t even accept that.”


    The hero held his sword with both hands, and Vaishura smiled.


    “Wrath!”


    Wrath Balls floated around Vaishura. Those were the same masses of magic that Grimoa the Dragon King specialized in. They exposed the primordial form of ether itself, and there were twelve of them all in all.


    “ 

    Fireline

    (

Lo de 

    )

    !”


    The moment she uttered those words, black flames poured out from the Wrath Balls to attack the hero. Each of them unleashed a higher dimensional light and heat that could make even the air vibrate. 12 lines of fire compressed shot out for the hero, but…


    “What?”


    While the hero was surprised, that did not affect his ability to respond.


    “ 

    O world, exist for me..

    (

Enchant 

    )

    !”


    Once again, he filled his sword with his element, and with a step, he brushed away the pillars of black flames. Alas, the 12 flames were shot out at almost the same time. No matter how fast the hero might be able to swing his sword, some of them were still bound to hit, and every one of those twelve possessed enough power to blow everything away.


    Yet that was not what surprised the hero.


    After all, this was a god that cast aside her own divinity in order to manifest into this world. The gods were given enough time to pass for an eternity, yet her time was now at hand. It was with such a great price paid that she challenged him. Hence, the power behind these twelve attacks was nothing to be surprised about.


    What surprised Ativ was that this god, who was supposed to be the incarnation of black flames, carried within her the true element of flames. She has been hiding it skillfully until now, but the last attack she used could not be done with just black flames.


    Because those black flames were the flames of the underworld. They were truly nothing more than the ether of the underworld given shape.


    So just how could she possibly use a flame other than the black flames?


    Ativ was shocked. It was an unexpected attack, and they landed on his right leg and left shoulder, sending him to fly violently into the barrier and vanish.


    “ 

    My Body is Immortal

    (

Regen 

    )

    .”


    But the hero restored his body once again, frowning at the mysteriousness of the enemy before him.


    “So you weren’t just the incarnation of black flames.”


    Did she absorb the power of the other gods? Or perhaps…


    “I need to ascertain it.”


    Brimming with composure, the hero pointed his sword at Vaishura. It was the first time the hero assumed such a stance, but Vaishura assumed a forward-bent posture once again.


    “ 

    Accept Divine Punishment

    (

Der Ist 

    )

    .”


    Even time seemed to slow as that stroke was drawn completely to unleash a blow that did not rely on number. It was a single stroke, yet before it, even the Dragon King’s head would be lopped off. But a moment before Ativ could draw out that attack, Vaishura already sensed what he was about to do and moved to dodge.


    An incarnation of a black flame she might be, but there were divine attacks that even she could not afford to receive.

  


  

  
    


    Vaishura traced the path of that sword like a flying swallow, and shot out a massive spear of compressed black flames. The hero was undaunted, however, and a slight twist of his body was all it took to dodge the black flames that whittled away at his body, then as Vaishura rose into the sky, he drew another stroke.


    “ 

    Accept Your Divine Punishment

    (

Der Ist 

    )

    .”


    Vaishura dodged once again. The shockwaves from Ativ’s attack were not quite able to crack the barrier, but they were more than able to split the clouds.


    Having judged that they would be getting nowhere at this rate, Vaishura pointed her palm to the air, and the twelve Wrath Balls gathered on her palm.


    “ 

    My Tears Burn

    (

Rebrain 

    )

    .”


    The gathered Wrath Balls fused, transforming into a tornado that rose into the sky, raising the temperature within the borders of the barrier.
 As the heated air rose, and the temperature jumped so quickly that a heat haze appeared, the air expanded, thunder clouds were called forth, and the hot air that escaped into the skies above rapidly cooled down to dye skies black.


    ──As I thought, it’s not just black flames.


    The hero couldn’t help but narrow his eyes when he saw the God of War’s magic change even the climate.


    Then the Flying Warships entered the hero’s vision.


    Why would she go out of her way to make that goblin retreat? If she was certain of her victory, then that shouldn’t have been necessary. All she needed to do was defeat him, after all.


    Hence, there could only be one conclusion.


    She was not confident in being able to defeat him here. That’s why she allowed that goblin to escape. But could the pure gods have such an emotion? No. Already, the old gods have been void of such emotions. And the new gods were not so weak as to be led astray by their emotions.


    Thus, he watched the enemy before him. From among the memories of the humans he has watched for hundreds of years, he picked out a memory. Before long, the hero reached it: the true identity of the god standing in his way. A human at the core, and someone that managed to gain enough power to become a demigod.


    That narrowed it down.


    A master of the flames so skilled she could scorch the heavens themselves. The  

    Starfall

    (

Meteor 

    )

     Hero (yuusha),  

    the Saint of Flames

    (

Eliza Sol Rain 

    )

    . But it shouldn’t be just one, she wasn’t that accomplished.


    If so, then another hero’s core must’ve been incorporated. If that’s still not enough, then they could have sourced it elsewhere. But would one of the five greatest mages in human history go that far?


    When Ativ was sure of it, his lips rose.


    “So it’s you, Eliza Sol Rain! To think you would sacrifice your friend and butter up to Altesia just to achieve your vengeance against me!”


    The moment that name was called, for the first time, agitation appeared on the God of War.


    “You have no right to speak that name!”


    As the God of War angrily swung down with her fingers, the compressed black flames descended on the ground, and a tornado of flames shot out for the hero at an ultra-high speed to burn him and his surroundings into ashes, yet the hero’s smile refused to break as he wielded his sword by his waist.


    “Go, my warships!　Drive them away!”


    When Ativ said that, the God of War spared a glance for the warships, then as though the hero had been waiting for that, he swung his sword.


    “ 

    One Stroke of Divine Punishment

    (

Lost Heaven 

    )

    !”


    “ 

    Devour it Like a Muddy Stream

    (

Gura Orsa 

    )

    .”


    The hero’s attack threatened to cut everything, and the storm of black flames fought back, but in the end, that single stroke cut apart even those flames. No, it did not stop there, the barrier, the God of War that cast that spell up high, and even Douhet the Flame Ryuu who was fighting with the warships were all caught in that stroke. Like glass shattering, the barrier broke, and the walls of flame vanished.


    Though the God of War managed to regain her bearings and land on the ground, her exhaustion was incomparable to what she’d experienced. Even the blade of black flames in her hand was like a frail flame swaying in the wind.


    But she also succeeded in hurting the hero.


    The tornado of black flames may have been cut by him, but it did not weaken in the slightest and continued on its way to pour itself into him. On the arm burned by the flames of the underworld could be seen a slight burn. That wound left by the black flame was not something that would fade.


    “You may be a demigod, but in the end, a god’s a god, I suppose.”


    Yet the hero’s smile still refused to break. The power she had displayed had already surpassed that of a demigod’s.


    She was probably the strongest hero of all time. This was no longer a question of whether Ativ could take away her will or not. Already, she was something fundamentally different.


    “But this was all meaningless.”


    With his sword on his shoulder, the hero turned his attention from the kneeling War God to look at the skies.


    “Watch well. Because I’m going to kill all those filthy monsters you allowed to flee.”


    With ragged breathing, Vaishura raised her head. The hero took that for resignation and laughed.


    At the hero’s behest, the flying warships in the sky chased after Alrodena’s forces. They moved so quickly compared to the forces on the ground that it seemed foolish to even compare them. Moreover, there was a difference in the speed of those on horse and those on foot.


    When the warships were right above the army, they tilted themselves and aimed their guns at the ground.


    “Now, let me hear those screams!”


    The hero licked his lips as he eagerly awaited that moment. Pale and the other goblin generals spread their forces to minimize their losses, but the flying warships were just too fast. After Douhet died, Alrodena had no way to defend against the flying warship anymore.


    The spearhead of the magic spears where the ethers gathered could even be seen from the ground, but in that very instant where the magic bullets were about to be unleashed, a bellow shook the heavens and a storm of lightnings attacked the flying warships.


    The anti-magic barriers allowed the fleet to minimize the damage, but they were still pushed back into the skies, sent back as though a current had swept them away.


    “Really?”


    The hero frowned his brows, displeased, but at the same time, Vaishura’s lips lifted.


    Black thunderclouds covered the sky. Slithering through them was none other than he that ruled over the hammers of lightning, the Ruler of the Heavens,  

    the Wingless Sky Snake

    (

Gawain 

    )

    . One of the servant gods of the Goddess of the Underworld, and a living calamity that fought with the Dragon King for hegemony over the skies.


    The two horns on him stood against the heavens, furious, while in his small hands was a jewel held tightly.


    Gawain may have just attacked, but he was furious right from the start.


    And his wrath was the wrath of all his servant ryuus. With a thunderous roar, he opened his colossal maw, and a composition formula was deployed. 500 ryuus and one colossal ryuu simultaneously attacked. In their various composition formulas were embodied the manipulation of calamities and all of creation, and they unleashed all of that in a furious roar.


    “To those that ruined my worthy rival, death!”


    Wind, water, earth, fire, and lightning. The magic bullet of all creation tore through the sky and transformed into giant spears that attacked the fleet of flying warships. The flying warships retreated once again. In the face of such massive magic bullets, they had no choice but to flee.


    But while the flying warships may have been able to get away, the wyvern knights still en route were wiped out. They were able to celebrate after defeating Douhet the Flame Ryuu, but in so doing, they sealed their fate. Not only was every attack unleashed by a ryuu massive, the ryuus also attacked simultaneously, so there was no room for them to flee.


    Neither the magic-resistant dragon scales of the wyvern knights nor their dragon spears that could neutralize ether and even penetrate dragon scales were of any use before the attack of Gawain and his storm of ryuus. The attack of the ryuus swept everything away and changed the color of the battlefield.


    Alrodena’s retreating forces were stupefied as they beheld all of that.


    “This is… Just like the Battle of the Age of the Gods… Still…”


    Pale had no intention of letting up on their retreat regardless who won. The king had to be brought somewhere safe. Everything else would come after that.


    When Gawain saw one of his kin suffering on the ground, he roared angrily again.


    “Not only did you lay a hand on my rival, you laid a hand on my kin as well!”


    When his colossal figure that was even bigger than a castle vanished into the thunderclouds, lightning fell indiscriminately from the heavens, piercing the lands, burning the trees, reducing the mountains, and sometimes, even attacking the spread out forces of the hero. Despite that, Gawain’s anger refused to subside, and after three simultaneous attacks, he overcame the flying warships and descended near where Douhet was.


    Atop that rampaging Gawain was Reshia hitting his head.


    “If you’re worried about Douhet-san, then let me down!”


    ‘This cheeky adherent,’ Gawain thought, but he still let her down beside Douhet.


    Douhet was already on the verge of death, and countless wounds could be seen on his body. A ryuu he might be, but at this rate, even he would die. That’s why Gawain hoped that perhaps the adherent of  

    the Goddess of Healing

    (

Zenobia 

    )

     would be able to do something. He wasn’t wrong, but he wasn’t right either.


    Just because someone was an adherent of Zenobia did not meant they would be able to heal this much damage. It was only because Reshia was had received so much of Zenobia’s favor that she could be called a ‘saint’ that it was possible for her.


    Bust as she’s done for all the wounded ones that came to her in the past, Reshia raised her two hands. With her eyes closed and lips shut tight, she was the very picture of a pious believer. It was precisely because she could call miracles upon all living beings with the love and mercy of the goddess that she was known as a saint.


    The gathered mana transformed into a radiant wind and covered Reshia Fel Zeal.


     

    “ 

    Healing to all

    (

Heal 

    )

    !”


    She, who could overturn the fate of death and banish the sorrow of pain, was the very embodiment of the Goddess of Compassion.

  


  Chapter 292 – Return of the Age of the Gods


  
    The moment the prime minister of Alrodena, Pale Symphoria, began their retreat, she had already resolved herself to abandon the border lands. Berkel and the other cities conquered by Ra Gilmi Fishiga’s  

    Bow and Arrow Army

    (

Fanzel 

    )

     would have to be abandoned.


    Immediately, a new order was given to them.


    They were to provide support and help hasten the retreat of Alrodena’s forces. To be more precise, their two main objectives were to eliminate whatever enemies blocked the retreat and to provide support for Gi Gu Verbena’s  

    Axe and Sword Army

    (

Felduk 

    )

    , who were serving as the rearguard in Alrodena’s retreat. They were, of course, also to support the Gaidga Tribe and Gi Go Amatsuki’s swordmen, who were currently working as a raid unit to help Felduk.


    However, those fighting in the rear were stronger in terms of combat power, so Gilmi and his Fanzel had to look for another way to be of use.


    His solution was to help out by providing weapons, food, and bedding.


    The half-destroyed forces of Gi Ga Rax’s  

    Tiger and Spear Army

    (

Aransain 

    )

     and the imperial guards decisively retreated with  

    the Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena Kingdom 

    )

    to Elfa.


    Vast roads have been built to support the massive kingdom of Alrodena, and it was only thanks to these high speed road networks that Alrodena could be supported while they continued their march eastward. These roads that at times of peace would allow merchants quick travel were currently being used to allow Alrodena’s army to flee at the fastest speed possible.


    But even with the help of the so-called highways, there was a limit to how fast they could run without falling asleep. And even if sleep was not an issue, they had exerted most of their strength just to flee from the enemy.


    Ra Gilmi Fishiga understood that, so he prepared accordingly. He picked up those in need of medical treatment and prepared improvised carriages for them, then had the monster beasts of  

    the Twin-Headed Beast and Axe Army

    (

Zeilduk 

    )

     pull them.


    He never forgot what it was like to be chased around in the burning sands of the great desert by the Red King and the Blue Knights of the Merchant Country of Pena.


    Neither the frustration of being driven away nor the regret of having to abandon soldiers have faded, yet none of that became a burden to him and instead allowed him to prepare the necessary goods and support Alrodena’s forces effectively, proving that he was indeed one of the most brilliant commanders of Alrodena. Of course, that also spoke volumes of Pale’s insight for having tasked him with the support.


    Though Alrodena’s forces may have suffered a bitter defeat, the food they received wherever they ended up maintained their morale.


    ──We haven’t lost yet. As long as the king is with us, we can still win!


    Even as they retreated, not a single person in Alrodena’s army thought of giving up, and the threat of the hero and the extraordinary strength of Altigand’s army was unable to discourage the Goblin King’s loyal army.


    ◆◆◇


    The hero tried to crush the retreating forces of Alrodena with his flying warships, but Gawain the Wingless Sky Snake and his servants interfered, so this time, he mobilized his army to suppress  

    the God of War

    (

Vaishura 

    )

    , who had yet to lose her strength, and Gawain, who had just entered the fray.


    “Oh?”


    But a light suddenly appeared and his gaze was drawn.


    That light illuminated the land and overturned the fate of death.


    “Fufuhahahahaha!  

    Goddess of Healing

    (

Zenobia 

    )

    , my beloved daughter!”


    As his lips twisted in delight, Ativ laughed madly and turned, his canine teeth baring themselves.


    “So you’ve finally returned to me at long last!　I see you couldn’t wa──”


    “── 

    Perish

    (

Da Roth 

    )

    fate

    (

me 

    )

    .”


    Then a girl with black hair appeared from behind the hero with a beaming smile.


    She had an appearance too perfectly arranged for a human, doll-white skin, and black hair that extended down to her waist. With her brilliant red eyes, she looked down condescendingly at the kneeling Vaishura.


    “So you have come, my adorable  

    fated person

    (

Liuryuna 

    )

    !”


    That was none other than the girl that appeared behind a hero once, but she felt different now than before.


    At first glance, this little girl appeared to merely be an unforgettable beauty, but she exuded an allure that a young girl her age could never possibly possess. Her slender limbs and frail physique as though they could break with a touch, yet the aura she exuded was like that of an ominous great tree.


    “Ah, my beloved. My threads will entangle everything if you so wish.”


    The hand of the hero reached out to the girl, then it stroked her head, caressed her beautiful face, and wrapped itself around her neck, then brought her to his chest. Despite his movements sometimes being rough, the girl’s entranced expression never changed.


    “ 

    Goddess of Destiny

    (

Liuryuna 

    )

    !!!”


    That voice full of wrath resounded from the skies. The lord of the heavens that has lost his rival yelled angrily as he rained magic down on them.


    A thunderous roar resounded throughout heaven and earth, and lightning gathered from the swirling clouds of lightning to bind together and form whips thick enough to swallow a giant tree whole.


    Powerful lightning hammers engulfed Ativ and Liuryuna as they rained down on them. Liuryuna immediately moved to protect Ativ, and right after the giant lightning hammers were unleashed, ice bullets found their way to pierce Gawain’s open side, allowing the hammer of lightnings raining from the heavens to cease and reveal the hero and the goddess of destiny unharmed.


    “These annoying arks!”


    Gawain was full of anger as he glared at the flying warships. Immediately, he ordered the ryuus to unleash their great magic on them, while he turned to the Goddess of Destiny.


    “My cute  

    fated person

    (

Liuryuna 

    )

    . Do you mind if I leave this to you?”


    “…Not at all.”


    “Feel free to use them if you so wish.”


    Ativ and Liuryuna exchanged glances with each and whispered intimately. When she followed the gaze of the hero, she saw some saints that were particularly close with the hero.


    Liza, a green-haired swordsman, that has crossed swords with Gi Go Amatsuki and come out evenly. Rafa, the girl that manipulates time and space and could open the gate to another world. Judith the Zealot, who could break through Gi Gu Verbena’s command in a straight up battle. There was even a girl that should have been turned into ash by the attack of the ryuus earlier: Misha, a girl that had been turned into a half-dragon and had wings growing out of her back.


    “In that case, I shall gratefully use them.”


    Liuryuna narrowed her eyes and smiled, but what a sad**tic smile it was.


    Then the hero turned his gaze away from the Goddess of Destiny to gaze at that which he so desired: the saint kneeling beside Douhet the Flame Ryuu.

  


  

  
    


    The hero was just like a beast with the finest meat placed before it as he licked his lips and lecherously eyed Reshia.


    “You’re not going anywhere!”


     

    The God of War

    (

Vaishura 

    )

     stood before him, but the hero did not pay her any mind.


    “You think you can stop me?”


    Already, the hero’s voice was not that of a human’s, filled with a dignity of a being that has watched over humanity since ancient times. From out of the hero’s body came pouring torrents of mana, a sort of divine authority that acted as an armor and rejected all attacks from the world.


    “ 

    Dwell in My Sword, Calamity

    (

Dizae Rugo 

    )

    !”


    The power of the God of War filled the sword of black flames, but though that power had once sent the hero flying, the hero proceeded undaunted, a wry smile appearing on his face as though such a thing was not even a threat. The only thing reflected in his eyes was the figure of  

    his beloved daughter

    (

Zenobia 

    )

     that he has been searching for, and the girl who has received her favor, Reshia Fel Zeal.


    The sword of black flames touched the body of the hero.


    “—!?”


    But the sword merely vanished as it touched him; Vaishura opened her eyes wide in surprise.


    “ 

    O Black Flames, Burst.

    (

Burst 

    )

    .”


    Immediately, she decided to make her sword of black flames explode, but the hero came out completely unharmed.


    “So you’ve manifested too…”


    “Ah, Zenobia… Just wait. I’ll be there soon…”


    The hero muttered deliriously. His eyes could no longer see Vaishura.


    「── 

    My tears are…

    (

Call 

    )

    .”


    Ativ’s aura covered the whole world. Vaishura, who has already determined that it was impossible to inflict any wounds with a half-hearted attack, removed her eyepatch to reveal a red eye that burned fiercely. That was the crimson eye of the girl known as  

    the Saint of Flames

    (

Eliza Sol Rain 

    )

    .


    “ 

    Scorch the Heavens With the Flames of War

    (

Rain 

    )

    !”


    “…Verid.”


    The wyverns that should have been wiped out were brought back by the guidance of the Goddess of Destiny. The sight of the saints gathering around those irritated Gawain, but for just a moment, he turned to the God of War. A faint smile could be seen hidden behind Verid’s hair as she apologized to Gawain.


    “Sorry. I’ll be going ahead.”


    The thunderclouds split to reveal the specialty of the former hero. Flames and black flames mixed with each other as a star burned red hot, dyeing the heavens and the earth in the color of its raging fire as this enemy god of the world unleashed her full power.


    Even Douhet the Flame Ryuu and Saint Reshia did not escape the scope of that attack, but when the hero looked up at it, only a faint smile could be found on him.


    “…So even a fallen god is still a god, huh.”


    In his long sword was the mana that formed the world. He sucked that out and refined it into a blade.


    “ 

    The World Exists for Me

    (

Enchant 

    )

    !”


    Then uttered a chant that could change the world. As a miracle gathered into his hand, a divine sword that could cut through everything gathered into his long sword, then with the might of heaven imbued in his sword, he drew a stroke, splitting the star with a thunderous roar. But even then, two stars still remained. Though cut, they maintained their weight, and would – at this rate – surely fall into the ground and give rise to a powerful explosion.


    Hence, the hero had to go up to a higher area.


    “Seven Strokes of Heaven’s Might.”


    The star that should’ve fallen to smite that hateful foe blew up in the sky under the power of those seven strokes. With the composition formula sustaining the spell broken, the spell itself could no longer maintain itself and could only collapse.


    That was the attack that the God of War had staked everything on. Yet when it exploded, the only thing that fell on the earth was a smoke. The power of the God of War could still be felt beyond that smoke, but the hero could tell that the power was weak, no different from a mere human.


    “Fufuhahahahaha!!!”


    The hero laughed. Already, the God of War has been defeated. There was no power that could threaten him anymore.


    “──Know the regret of my friend!”


    But behind the scattering stardust, from beyond the veil of smoke, suddenly approached the God of War. The hero had used his power to get rid of the falling stars, but that was exactly what the God of War was waiting for, and she suddenly appeared and penetrated the hero with her sword of black flames.


    “──You!”


    Understandably, even the hero found himself faltering in the face of that attack, but the God of War had already used all of her strength, so it was not possible for her to continue any further.


    The hero swung his arm, and the God of War vanished like a smoke as though there was no one else there in the first place.


    Gawain, who had been furiously watching from the heavens, had no choice but to bellow out a roar and turn around. Now that the God of War has been defeated, it was impossible for him to challenge the hero and the Goddess of Destiny alone and win. Despite his wrath, Gawain remained collected enough to understand that and begin to flee, but before he could, he turned his attention to Reshia Fel Zeal. When he saw that girl, who healed Douhet’s wounds, face the approaching hero without fear, he immediately descended.


    “You’re not getting her!”


    Gawain yelled as he rammed his body against the hero.


    “You think a snake could get in my way!?”


    The hero spat angrily as he held down the wound left by the God of War.


    He reached for the air, and spears appeared in the sky. There were over a thousand of them all in all, every one of them dripping with poison, brimming with electricity, or burning with great heat.


    “ 

    Skewer Him

    (

Vana Se 

    )

    !”


    Then the spears simultaneously shot out for Gawain as though each spear possessed a will of its own.


    “ 

    Thunders

    (

Zand 

    )

    !”


    But lightning descended from the heavens and burned them away.


    “Go.”


    Liuryuna sent the saints into the skies where the spears flew wildly about. With lightning striking madly according to Gawain’s will, and the spears shooting madly at the behest of the hero, charging there could surely be nothing more than suicide, yet the girls that have been turned into saints rode on wyvern back and charged in without hesitation.


    When Gawain’s assault waned a little, the hero summoned a spear in his hand.


    “Die!”


    He casually threw it, but it shot forth at an absurd speed for the heavenly ryuu. Clad in purple lightning, that heavenly spear, the  

    Wyvern Splitter

    (

Grand Grim 

    )

     was a weapon that the God of Weapons, Gurdiga, once forged during the Age of the Gods; a spear invulnerable to any lightning. Gawain had no recourse but to dodge it, but when he did, the powerful winds the heavenly spear brought with it transformed into blades that sliced him apart, staggering him and allowing countless spears to penetrate him from every direction, then the dragon lances found their way into him. The saints, riding on wyvern back, had struck him with their spears forged out of dragon fangs.


     

    Lightning Hammer of Wrath

    (

Megiddo 

    )

    !”


    Lightning struck down from the heavens, burning everything including Gawain himself. His eyes dyed in red as he roared angrily.


    When he looked below him at the hero, the flying warships rammed themselves into him. The other ryuus tried to stop them, but four of the flying warships unleashed magic bullets of water, wind, lighting, and fire. Gawain lost himself to his anger and bit a large part of a ship, but then a massive magic bullet was unleashed straight at him from the main gun, knocking him unconscious and sending him crashing into the ground. Somehow, he managed to rouse himself awake and fly again, but there was no overturning this battle anymore. All he could do now was to lead his ryuus to retreat.


    The flying warships gave chase, and when the hero looked up and saw that, he laughed while pressing down on his wounds. Standing before him was the saint, Reshia Fel Zeal, with her arms extended to protect the ryuu behind her. No, already, the only person the hero could see was his beloved daughter, Zenobia.


    “Ah, Zenobia—”


    “You wretched man!”


    Douhet got up and attacked the hero along with an angry bellow. The hero had his guard down completely, but the saints led by the Goddess of Destiny protected him with their own body.


    “Get lost!”


    The hero casually swung his sword, and Douhet was sent flying away.


    “Douhet-san!”


    Reshia cried out, but Douhet too like the other ryuus had no choice but to back down.


    At long last, the hero finally got what he wanted.


     

    “Ah, Zenobia, my beloved daughter. At along last, you’re finally with me…”


    The moment the hero’s hand touched Reshia, she lost consciousness and fell into the hero’s hand. The hero caressed her cheeks while she lay there unconscious and laughed.


    “Fu ha ha ha!!　Humans, multiply and fill the world!　Endlessly, forever!　And those lesser than men shall tremble in fear!　Now, hear the song of  

    the Goddess of Victory and Glory

    (

Hekaterina 

    )

    !　For our age has come once again. Let all of creation prostrate!　The time for my prayer’s answer has come!!　Ahahahahahahahahahahahahahaha!!”


    With his sword pierced into the scorched land, and the saint in his arms, the hero laughed madly, his voice resounding sonorously.


    ◆◆◇


     

    The Goddess of the Underworld

    (

Altesia 

    )

     closed her eyes in her temple.


    She could hear all of the events on the ground and all the voices struggling beneath. When she opened her eyes a little, she noticed the person before her.


    “…”


    It was one of her servants, kneeling before her with her head hung down.


    “…”


    Her long black hair hid her expression, and she didn’t say anything either, but as the master of the underworld, she knew all too well what she wanted to say.


    It would not do for her to dissuade someone that yearned to fulfill her duty.


    “…Go. Fight to your heart’s content.”


    With an elbow rested on the armrest of her chair, she leisurely permitted her to go.


    “Thank you!”


    The God of War bowed her head even deeper, then raised her head once to look at her master.


    “Master, I will grant your wish with my life!”


    The way she smiled was just like that of an innocent child. But she gradually vanished, and in her place soon appeared a strange goblin. That was the small one that sought to conquer the world as her pawn. She smiled at him.


    “You won’t kneel, will you?”


    “Is that what you want?　A goddess like you?”


    That pair of crimson eyes reflected the Goddess of the Underworld.


    “Betivia and Verid have left. Gawain was defeated, and Perseval can’t move because of the giants… My old comrades in war… Those that served me are leaving one by one.”


    Her golden eyes never left the Goblin King. Every one of her words was a chain that bound her servants tighter than a curse, yet the Goblin King refused to kneel, and that made her smile.


    “Fu fu fu, you really are interesting. My beloved is too strong, so there’s no way you’ll be able to win. Besides, that’s your body. Even if you manage to hurt him, the one who’ll suffer is you.”


    “I know.”


    The Goblin King looked down at his body, and there, on the spot where the God of War had attacked the hero, could be seen a spot bursting with black flames.


    “Even then?”


    “Yes. Even then, I can’t give up.”


    “In that case, I shall bestow upon your body the power of the underworld. You, who walk through mountains of corpses and rivers of blood in pursuit of domination, on your shoulders shall rest the struggling souls of the warriors that fell into the abyss, and in exchange, you shall offer your life. What is your response?”


    “In the names of those that have fought with me, and on the names of my sworn enemies, I pledge to prove my courage!!”


    The Goblin King tapped his chest with a declaration, and the temple shook.


    “Go forth then. For you, who seek the heavens above, I’m sure  

    the God of War’s

    (

Vaishura’s 

    )

     protection will watch over you. As the Goblin King vanished, the Goddess of the Underworld narrowed her eyes and waited.


    ◆◆◆◆◆◆◆◆
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            Goblin
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            Imperial; Great Emperor
          
        


        


        
          	
            Possessed Skills:
          

          	
            King of the Demonic Children of Chaos; 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; Divine Favor of the Goddess of the Underworld; The Goddess of the Underworld Lords Over; Enemy of the World; Lineage of the God of War
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            Goddess of the Underworld

            (

Altesia 

            )

            ;  

            God of War

            (

Vaishura 

            )

            
          
        


        


        
          	
            Attributes:
          

          	
            Darkness; Death
          
        


        


        
          	
            Subordinate Monsters:
          

          	
            Rook; Kobold (Hasu) (Lv56);  

            Gray Wolf

            (

Gastora 

            )

             (Lv20);  

            Gray Wolf

            (

Cynthia 

            )

             (Lv89); Orc the Great (Bui)(Lv29)
          
        


        


        
          	
            Status:
          

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


        

      
    


    The Favor of the Sealed War God has been unsealed.


    Acquired the Divine Protection of the God of War.


    Due to the Blessings of the Goddess of the Underworld and the God of War, the Lineage of the God of War will make it possible to manipulate the power of the underworld.


    ◆◆◆◆◆◆◆◆

  


  Chapter 293 – Rashka of Gaidga


  
     

    The Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena Kingdom 

    )

     gathered what they needed for their retreat and orderly retreated, but the enemy caught up to them when they reached Fort Bandigam.


    That was possible because the hero, Ativ’s, forces chased after them with all of their strength without rest regardless of if it was day or night. Their main force was made up of the Iron Bull Knights and the third company of the holy knights under Eleanor’s command. A cavalry personally led by the hero was also with them.


    Moreover, one of the hero’s vanguards, the girl turned saint, could open the gate of another world, allowing them to give chase at a speed otherwise impossible.


    In comparison, though Alrodena’s morale remained high, their forces were already half destroyed. Gi Ga Rax’s  

    Tiger and Spear Army

    (

Aransain 

    )

    , the Goblin King’s imperial guards, and Gi Gu Verbena’s  

    Axe and Sword Army

    (

Felduk 

    )

     were no exceptions.


    Moreover, Ra Gilmi Fishiga’s  

    Bow and Arrow Army

    (

Fanzel 

    )

     had to allocate half of their forces to support the other armies, so they were even weaker than the half-destroyed Felduk. But among the four generals, the army worst off was  

    The Twin-Headed Beast and Axe Army

    (

Zeilduk 

    )

     due to the divine beasts and needing to use their monster beasts to create an opportunity for their retreat.


    Yet amidst all that, Pale Symphoria the prime minster managed to take control of the army in place of the Goblin King. That was partly due to the Goblin King yet being asleep, and because she was recognized by the four generals as the person most capable of protecting the entire army from the enemy’s pursuit.


    Even the goblin supremacist, Gi Gu Verbena, had to accept that he was inferior to her in a battle consisting of armies of many races.


    But even Pale wasn’t all powerful.


    A move as strange as opening an otherworldly gate to get ahead of them was something she could only deal with ad hoc. However, that did not mean that she was incompetent, as she was able to repel the attackers one way or another without suffering extensive damage.


    In this situation where the enemy could appear from anywhere, somehow someway, she succeeded in minimizing their losses by predicting where the enemy would attack based on the areas easy to attack and placing traps where possible.


    But even then, there was no preventing the slowing of their retreat.


    Fanzel fought hard to remove their foes, but in the end, perhaps it didn’t even matter, for Gi Go Amatsuki soon saw a large cloud of dust gathering from behind them. He reported the matter to Gi Go Amatsuki and the Gaidga Tribe, who were the assault forces moving at their flanks.


    At the same time, they entrusted their rear to Gu Long Ferun’s swordsmen while the main force retreated. He was one of the three southern goblins that Gi Gu Verbena trusted. Gu Tough Duen and Gu Big Rueh have also evolved to become noble class goblins themselves.


    It was a role that Pale pointed out and Gi Gi agreed to; a role that would stop the attack of the enemy. In other words, Gu Long would stop the enemy’s attack, while the swordsmen and the Gaidga Tribe would attack the enemy from the flanks. Meanwhile, the main force and rearguard would retreat.


    They would leave behind the two strongest forces after the imperial guards despite their platoon size and turn to Felduk’s tenacious command that has allowed them to flee from the jaws of death many times now.


    Gi Gu himself said that he would stand at the rear, but Pale had to stop him.


    “If ability is the question, then it is only natural that I be the one to lead!”


    Or so Gi Gu claimed, but Pale insisted that he did not.


    “Who’s going to lead Felduk without you!?”


    Should Gi Gu Verbena be injured, recovering the war front will prove to be a difficult ordeal. Nay, in fact, it was likely that Felduk would not be able to exhibit their strength when they fight the hero’s army once again. So long as that risk remained, Pale would never accept positioning Gi Gu in the rear.


    In the end, the three brothers under Gi Gu had to mediate, and they all eventually agreed to leave the Gu Long Ferun.


    This was the most powerful line up Alrodena could muster without the Goblin King, but the pressure behind the approaching army of the hero was not normal. It was not only the girls that the hero had turned into saints. Some of the defeated remnants of Altigand also came to possess power that they could’ve otherwise only attained after many years of training.


    The price for that power was to become the vanguard of the hero. The forces of Alrodena were not without sympathy for them, but there was no changing the fact that they were enemies with superhuman strength attacking them.


    Rasdir, the commander of the Iron Bull Knights, Eleanor, the leader of a holy knight company, and her aide, Yuan El Farran, all manifested powers of the saint, but there were large differences between them. Yuan and Eleanor were confused by the power that welled out from within them, or perhaps, they remembered being confused, but in Rasdir’s case, he had already completely entrusted himself to the will of the hero.


    His Iron Bull Knights suffered grave casualties because of Rashka and Gi Za’s surprise attacks. Moreover, they were already half destroyed because of the last battle. Rasdir needed strength to restore his country; hence, the hero’s power could only be absolute.


    “I can see them. The cavalry will stop them. Heavy footmen, ready your spears and follow me!”


    His knowledge from his days as knight commander remained, but the power overflowing from him has already devoured his own consciousness, and now, he single-mindedly advanced without regard for his own army’s losses.


    The Iron Bull Knights started extending from the army, but even that didn’t stop Rasdir. As though his forces were a part of himself, Rasdir ordered his knights, that knew no fatigue, onward.


    In comparison, Gu Long Ferun’s strategy was simple.


    A concentrated attack at Rasdir, who overeagerly led his army from in front. Moreover, they piled several layers on their formation to receive the attack of the enemy.


    The casualties from these succeeding attacks were bound to be enormous. Partly because it was difficult to command the army in this situation, and partly because having their backs turned to the enemy increased their casualties. But after coming here, Pale’s decision and Ra Gilmi Fishiga’s preparation proved effective.


    The morale of the goblins remained high, and they reorganized themselves with such order one would not think they were in the middle of a retreat.


    “Rouse yourselves, my siblings!　The time to gather ourselves and strike back at the enemy has come!”


    The southern goblins have already become the main force in Gi Gu Verbena’s Felduk, and among them stood at the top the three sibling goblins. In the past, these goblins, that had longer arms and shorter stature compared to other goblins, would flee to the trees at the sight of a powerful foe, but now, they were the main force of the most influential Felduk. Above all, Gi Gu’s appearance made it so that they never had to worry about food again.


    It was such a simple thing, but that simple thing was the reason they were so loyal.


    To the southern goblins, there was ‘the great Gi Gu Verbena,’ and Gi Gu himself educated them.


    ‘We are the ones worthy to lead the continent! That’s why there’s no need to fear sacrifice. So long as our king lives, the continent is ours to rule!’


    That brought them pride. Surely, their descendants would reign supreme over the land and live even better lives than them. Such thoughts was something that could be observed from all of Alrodena, but it was a particularly strong sentiment among the Felduk and the  

    Thousand-Demon Army

    (

Sazanorga 

    )

    .


    That’s why Alrodena’s forces could fight such a fierce battle of retreat with high morale and order.


    “They’re coming. Swordsmen, charge!!”


    “GURUUoOOOOOAA!”


    At Gu Long’s behest, the goblins in the frontmost line raised up their shields and brandished their swords to attack the approaching enemy.

  


  

  
    


    At Gu Long’s behest, the goblins in the frontmost line raised up their shields and brandished their swords to attack the approaching enemy.


    “──Break through!!”


    But this was the hero’s army that feared no death and was led by a Rasdir that has been turned saint. Even without the saintification, the influence of the hero alone has already raised their strength three times, yet on top of that, Rasdir was indeed here to lead the army himself and could do so even while swinging his spear in the front lines.


    The Iron Bull Knights hid their whole body behind their large shields as they gave rise to a cloud of dust and charged straight for the goblins. Whatever resolve the rearguard of the goblins might have mustered was blown away just like that.


    It was as though the first line of swordsmen had taken on the brunt of a monster beast charge. They were either blown away or trampled underfoot. But as cruel as this might be, Gu Long had actually already taken such a result into account.


    “Second line!”


    The enemy was a force made up of heavy knights in full armor. It was all too clear what would happen if they threw themselves into that, but Gu Long did not have any other plans.


    The Iron Bull Knights barely slowed down even after sending flying the first line.


    “…Attack!!”


    Gu Long grit his teeth as he watched his brethren trampled underfoot or blown away.


    “Onwards! Exterminate these monsters and reclaim our land!!”


    The southern goblins literally used their bodies as shields to try and stop the advance of the enemy, but there was no stopping Rasdir’s fierce charge with his short spear.


    When the second line had been broken through, most of the momentum of Rasdir’s forces have already been expended, but the young knight commander remained passionate in reclaiming their old country and skillfully swept with his short spear to mow down the goblins.


    At this point, Gu Long had reached the end of his patience. He was originally the sort who preferred to fight in the front lines. With the subordinates he treated as his siblings trampled underfoot from right before him, there was no way he could remain calm. As he ground his teeth, he bellowed out in anger and drew his sword.


    “I will deal with the human! Second line, let’s go!”


    The goblins under his command yelled in response, but right before his third line could clash with Rasdir’s Iron Bull Knights, the blades Pale designed at their flanks finally cut into the back of the Iron Bull Knights.


    “──Cut them through!”


    Gi Go Amatsuki the Sword Saint and his swordsmen were the most powerful force in Alrodena’s army when similarly sized.


    “Attack! Break them!”


    Rashka the Chief of the Gaidga, the one-eyed demon, led his tribe of giant goblins with a loud bellow. This was the same Gaidga that not too long ago defeated the Iron Bull Knights at the border, and they too started a fierce assault against them.


    It was a three-pronged attack. A normal army would be sure to collapse, but the hero’s appearance has greatly bolstered the strength of these soldiers, and Rasdir was leading them too; hence, it was a given that they would perform beyond expectations.


    “I can see them! Gazun Squad, to the left! Ganosh Squad, to the right!”


    With just those words, Rasdir’s subordinates started moving. Theirs was an army made up of heavy infantry, a type of soldier that tended to move duller, yet they moved as nimbly as a cavalry.


    “Mash Squad, onwards!”


    “Stop them! Swordsmen!”


    Rasdir’s spear headed for Gu Long, who has taken command. He skillfully handled his shield to avoid it, but Rasdir’s charge that would not even allow him to fight back sent him flying.


    “Break through them!　Ignore the small-fries!”


    Despite their rear being taken from both flanks, Rasdir’s Iron Bull Knights were able to respond.


    “Don’t look down on me!”


    But it was then that Rashka began to show his real ability. If not for the Goblin King, Gaidga himself might have been the strongest goblin.


    As he crushed the heavy infantry blocking his way, he realized that it would be difficult for their forces to break through individually and so tuned the direction of their charge. Gaidga and Gi Go’s swordsmen worked with each other as they chased after Rasdir as he broke through Felduk.


    “Running away!?　Is there no hero among you who would dare challenge me!?”


    Rashka bellowed out as his Gaidga Tribe trampled the Iron Bull Knights underfoot. Gi Go picked up on Rashka’s intentions and wordlessly pointed the direction of their charge with his sword.


    “Chase after Gi Go-dono!”


    Yustia, the beautiful chief that led the  

    Snow Demons

    (

Yugushiva 

    )

    , swung her sword to rid it of blood and encouraged her subordinates.


    Rasdir knew that they had been attacked from behind, but turning around would only increase their casualties, so he had no choice but to advance.


    “It’s that guy again!”


    Rasdir was furious upon seeing Rashka stand in his way for the third time, but there was nothing he could do. Even as they insulted him from behind, he had no choice but to hasten their movement.


    “Azde Squad, Mash Squad!”


    When they’d opened up some distance, two squads gradually fell back to protect their rear, then Rasdir ignored Gu Long’s rearguard and moved for Alrodena’s main force.


    “…This is bad.”


    Gi Go frowned. He could see the Iron Bull Knights gradually pulling away.


    “ 

    Rage, my wrath

    (

Slash 

    )

    !”


    A black light that whittled away at the ground struck the rearguard of the Iron Bull Knights. Rashka’s goal was to stop the Iron Bull Knights from approaching the main force. He had intended to make a successful charge with Gi Go and bring chaos to the enemy forces, but that didn’t go well, so now, they had to change their plans.


    Their attacks were akin to poking someone with a needle from behind, whittling away at the strength of the Iron Bull Knights. It was a terribly frustrating matter for Rasdir, but their main goal was the main force of Alrodena. There was no reason to waste their strength to wipe out the Gaidga Tribe and the swordsmen.


    Indeed, Rasdir in his normal state would have agreed with that.


    Despite being made up of heavy infantry, they were faster than the enemy. And while Rashka’s Slash would indeed occasionally make contact, even the threat from that would cease once they were out of range.


    That’s why there was no reason to turn around and fight back. Alas, that was a decision that Rasdir could have made only if he had not been brainwashed by the hero.


    “Turn around! Turn around now and kill those gobs! Kill every single one of them!”


    The moment the second Slash made contact, Rasdir suddenly ordered his entire army to turn around. The Azde Squad and the Mash Squad that withdrew to the rear took the lead and began the charge against the Gaidga Tribe and the swordsmen.

  


  

  
    


    “Ku ha ha ha! Got you!”


    Rashka opened his big mouth and laughed, but Rasdir glared at him with red and bellowed furiously.


    “Kill them! Kill them all! Avenge our people!”


    Rasdir sent the Mash Squad to attack the swordsmen, while he took the rest of the army to attack the Gaidga Tribe. With a rallying cry, he commanded his Iron Bull Knights to flood the Gaidga Tribe.


    This was still within Rashka’s expectations.


    He had already considered that the enemy might turn to them when he considered this plan. That’s why it was only normal that he would be able to come up with an answer too.


    “Retreat!”


    Now that he’s successfully thrown the enemy into disarray, Rashka knew that his role was complete, so he immediately called for a retreat. Gi Go, who was taking on one of the platoons of the Iron Bull Knights, saw that and smiled.


    “We’ll cut our way through! After me!”


    Gi Go and his swordsmen cut straight through the enemy, approaching them from in front, and began their march to meet up with the main force. Meanwhile, Felduk’s rearguard had reorganized itself and was beginning to retreat to catch up with the main force, while Gi Ga Rax’s Aransain led a small platoon of swordsmen in the rear to provide cover for the Gaidga Tribe and the swordsmen.


    Though their support would not be enough to make their return to the main force smooth, it should at least help them succeed.


    Unfortunately, it was not possible for them to see everything on the battlefield. The battle between the Iron Bull Knights and Alrodena’s commando unit kept changing. One moment, it was a pursuit, in the next, a confused battle, then in the next, a battle of retreat. Meanwhile, not too far away from them was a group of soldiers hot on their heels.


    It was the third company of holy knights worried about the erosion of the hero’s power.


    There was this discomfort from the power welling up from within them and the possibility of their consciousness being taken away if they let their guard down. Helpless, Eleanor could only chase after her enemies. Thanks to the united will of the hero’s army, she could see beyond her own forces to see faintly even those fighting elsewhere.


    In other words, Eleanor knew very well where the Iron Bull Knights were fighting and what sort of enemy they were fighting against. It was a strange power, but nothing could be more desirable as a commander.


    As a result, they could head for the shortest route and fight against the Aransain and the Gaidga Tribe, that were currently helping the main force retreat.


    “Throw your spears!”


    From over a hundred meters came flying the spears of the third company, carrying with them power akin to spears thrown from up close.


    Such spears descended upon Aransain and the Gaidga Tribe, making it all too easy to imagine how they would continue to rain upon them ceaselessly, wearing them down before they could even challenge them up close.


    Gi Ga’s Aransain had been hastily formed in the first place, so when he saw the holy knights and the volunteer soldiers approaching from a distance, he knew that he wouldn’t be able to clash with them properly.


    He had to put up a hard struggle despite that, but fortunately, they didn’t lose any commanders. As Aransain too suffered casualties, they had no choice but to retreat.


    In the end, the rear guard, that was put together without the Goblin King, failed to stop the attack of the hero’s army and had no choice but to scatter and flee.


    ◇◆◆


    “Damn it! What a shameful display!”


    Despite cursing, Rashka gathered his forces and chased after the main force where the Goblin King was. They were a step ahead when they started retreating, but if Aransain did not put up such a hard fight, it wouldn’t have been strange for them to be wiped out.


    The goblins could see in the night, and as such, they could already see the hazy shadows of the army in the distance.


    But at the same time, they could also see the figure of Aransain being driven away in a night battle. Aransain’s forces were already in tatters, but Eleanor of the third company continued to give chase. With Aransain’s forces reduced to some hundred cavalry, they did not even have the strength to fight back.


    “Hmph, we’ve got a debt to pay!”


    The difference in their strength was clear as day, but this sort of arrogance was exactly what one would expect from a demon of the battlefield like Rashka. Because of how confident he was, there were many among the Gaidga that could be seen smiling fearlessly.


    “Strike them from the side, then we’ll make our way back to the king!”


    The Gaidga Tribe quietly raised their spirits and ran through the night.


    They were in the middle of a retreat, yet as soon as they saw Aransain in danger, they didn’t hesitate to change course and ride head first into Eleanor’s forces. Eleanor’s forces had been chasing after Aransain, but the Gaidga Tribe’s attack forced them to turn to them and respond.


    Unfortunately, nothing could be done about the difference in numbers.


    The unexpected attack that came out of the blue indeed threw Eleanor’s forces into disarray despite the small size of the Gaidga Tribe, but Eleanor’s second-in-command prevented things from going as Rashka desired.


    “They’re going to break through our southwest. Aim for that!”


    At her aide, Yuan El Farran’s, behest, Eleanor’s forces were able to catch up to the Gaidga Tribe when they were about to make their escape and return to the main force.


    “Tch, annoying.”


    Rashka could tell that Yuan’s formation could wipe them out if they forced their way like this. It was a formation that lured them to the one direction that had a small opening, yet as impressive as it was for Rashka to see that despite standing in the front lines himself, it was sadly not enough to give him a way to turn this predicament around.


    In the end, he had no choice but to force open the hard part of the surround they were currently in. A heavy price had to be paid, but they managed to successfully break out.

  


  

  
    


    “Rashka-dono!”


    “Gi Ga!”


    “My deepest apologies, but you saved me.”


    Gi Ga Rax sent Aransain to the main force, while he himself rode through the holy knights to ride with Rashka.


    “You should leave too. This is our battlefield. An old enemy of ours is here too.”


    The one-eyed demon laughed ferociously as he beheld the Iron Bull Knights that swore vengeance.


    “But! At this rate…”


    “Hey, kid! Who do you think you’re talking to!?”


    Rashka was a courageous warrior that knew no fear no matter the foe. That great spirit of his left Gi Ga in awe, and for a moment, he blanked out, during which Rashka’s hand moved.


    “Go!”


    With a slap to the arse, Gi Ga’s steed cried out and left against Gi Ga’s will. Gi Ga watched as the Gaidga Tribe grazed the front of the Iron Bull Knights before taking a direction that was the exact opposite of the main force, to make their way for a small hill and Helms Canyon.


    Rashka went to the top of a small hill from where he could see the place where the Gaidga ancestor Kuzan told him of met his end.


    “Ku…”


    Gi Ga wanted to chase after Rashka, but Eleanor’s holy knights were fast approaching. Realizing just how powerless he was, Gi Ga had no choice bu to turn around.


    “Rashka-dono, just wait, I will definitely return with reinforcements!”


    As he rode back to the main force, he prayed that Rashka wouldn’t do anything foolish.


    ◇◇◇


    The Iron Bull Knights and the Holy Knights worked together to attack the Gaidga Tribe that had taken position atop the small hill, yet they still managed to endure for an entire day. Their combat ability was indeed nothing short of amazing, but the number of soldiers attacking only increased. With every army that arrived, so did the encirclement surrounding Rashka’s hill grow thicker. Before long, the encirclement grew so thick that there was literally no room to weave through.


    It had never occurred to Rashka, but when the hero arrived, the people of Berkel were turned into volunteer soldiers. The elderly, the children, the women, and the men… Every one of them took a weapon from the inexhaustible supply of the hero and joined the fray.


    When the sister moons of red shone in the sky, Rashka, whose whole body was covered in the dark-red blood of his foes, sat on a nearby rock. Down below could be seen the enemy army illuminated by their bonfires. There was about 30,000 of them all in all.


    If the humans had to muster such a large force just to take down their remaining 300, then they really must be in a league of their own.


    Rashka glanced behind him. Not a single soldier was unwounded. Yet despite that they continued to follow Rashka without question.


    He glanced down at his creaking body and could see the wound on his side from this afternoon still bleeding. The blood of his foes that dyed him made him stand out, but it was doubtful he would be able to survive this ordeal unless the saint healed him.


    When he realized that, his lips curved into a smile.


    ‘So this is as far as I go,’ he thought. It wouldn’t do for him to be so faint-hearted, yet no matter how much he tried to encourage himself, the strength just wouldn’t come.


    It was as though the will to fight itself was bleeding out along with his blood. The thought of that made it too tiresome to even keep his face from twisting from the pain.


    The humans were indeed strong.


    They had beat them so much, yet they continued to resist with these many soldiers. They’ve been fighting endlessly since entering this nation called Altigand, yet the humans kept fighting back as though there was no end to them.


    The thought of this endless war cast a shadow on the exhausted Rashka’s heart.


    ──So we really can’t win after all.


    Resignation crept into Rashka’s heart and a groan escaped from his mouth.


    “Nu…”


    The recent fighting has been so intense that even Rashka couldn’t help but close his eyes and doze off. Pain and fatigue fought, yet it was the latter that claimed victory; a small salvation.


    ──Well done, fighting this far.


    Rashka felt like he heard a voice.


    A voice majestic and great that he shouldn’t be able to hear. It was a nostalgic voice that reminded him of an old dream. Before he knew it, he’d opened his eyes and turned to the canyon behind.


    There, could be seen the valiant figure of the Gaidga ancestor spoken of in legends, raising his club with a multitude of goblins below him. The sight of his bellows reflected clearly on Rashka’s eyes.


    —I am the strongest of the goblins, Gaidga, and you are the warriors fighting with me!　Let the will of the dying resound throughout heaven and earth! One day, our descendants will surely return to this land!　One day, with our Goddess of the Underworld, they will return with our names!


    Rashka awoke from his daze and turned to the canyon behind, where only the wings of the goddess of darkness could be seen unfolded.


    “…A dream, huh.”


    When Rashka tried saying that word out, the desire to fight began to well up from within him.


    “No… That’s impossible.”


    A ferocious smile filled with the desire to fight appeared on Rashka’s lips.


    His ancestor had to encourage him since he was being so disappointing.


    “Yes, it couldn’t possibly be a dream!!”


    As Rashka stood up, more energy than ever filled his body. He thrust his blue-silver steel club into the rock he was sitting on, then turned to his brethren.


    “My brethren, my comrades-in-arms. Behold, this is the land where our ancestor rests!”


    Rashka said as he pointed toward that land from which the name of his ancestor came, the deep darkness of Helms Canyon, where his ancestor rested.


    “Our ancestor, Gaidga, once said. We will return to this place one day!　With our Goddess of the Underworld! On this day, those words have been proven true!”


    The Gaidga Tribe listened to Rashka with rapt attention. Rashka rarely gave speeches. Until now he had merely stood at the head of their tribe as their chief, and they simply followed him.


    “Will we put on a pitiful display in the face of the ancestor that held off waves of waves of humans to lead our people to the Fortress of the Abyss? No!　In this body of mine resides the blessing of the Goddess of the Underworld!　Even in death, the gates of the underworld will welcome us as proud warriors! Therefore──”


    Rashka could see a cloud of dust stirring up from the corner of his eyes. It was Gi Ga, who had just managed to put together some few hundred horsemen. The sight of the few soldiers that came to save them despite the threat of death made his cheeks slacken for a moment. Down below could be seen a flag with four shields over iron. That was none other than the heavy infantry of Elfa.


    Rashka pointed his club at the Iron Bull Knights ready for them.


    “──Those confident in themselves shall follow me! The Goddess of the Underworld is with us!!!”


    “GURUUuuoOOAAOOOOOOO!!”


    As the fearless warriors of the Gaidga Tribe howled, they ran down the hill as one. Even the wounded among them yelled like mad as they chased after Rashka.


    Then Rashka unleashed a black light that crushed the earth and thrust into the head of the Iron Bull Knights.


    “They’re coming!　Intercept them!!”


    Rasdir, who had been swallowed by the will of the hero yet continued to use his authority, immediately responded. The Iron Bull Knights gradually retreated as the Gaidga Tribe approached, while the volunteer soldiers advanced from the flanks to flank them. As they deployed their forces to surround the Gaidga, the third company of the holy knights launched their spells to block the Gaidga.


    “Weak!!”


    Yet the Gaidga Tribe didn’t even hesitate to run straight through that rain of magic. Though their numbers dwindled, their ferocious charge did not abate.


    “Crush them!”


    At Rasdir’s behest, the volunteer soldiers moved and bit at the Gaidga Tribe from the flanks.


    “Grind them down!”


    At Yuan’s behest, more magic bullets and spears rained down on the Gaidga Tribe.


    “Rashka-dono!　Are we too late…!?”


    The barrage of magic and spear caused Gi Ga to lose sight of the Gaidga. But in the next moment, a fully armored human was suddenly sent flying in the sky.


    “GURUUOOOOOO!!”


    With Rashka at the head, the Gaidga Tribe charged with such intensity as to part the sea of iron before them. Rashka would swing his blue-silver steel club with one hand, while his other hand would crush the enemy with their helm. He pointed toward the general of the enemy army at the back, Rasdir, and commanded the Gaidga to charge.


    Each advance was accompanied by the death of a Gaidga.


    When they passed through the rain of magic, they had 200 left. When they passed through the pincer attack of the volunteer soldiers, they had 100 left. By the time they’d charged into the sea of iron that was the Iron Bull Knights, already, they numbered no more than 50.


    Rashka too had suffered many dangerous wounds. The head of a spear could be seen buried into his thigh, and a long sword was lodged into his side. Blood continued to flow out of his wounds, and even his left arm was already dead because of the cut on his left shoulder. Yet despite all that, the one-eyed demon did not stop.


    “GURUOOOOOOOOOOOA!”


    When they were half-way through the Iron Bull Knights, the 50 Gaidga were further reduced to 20.


    The spears thrust and the swords slashed were whittling away at the Gaidga Tribe. With the pain from breathing and the pain from their wounds, the only thing waiting for them at the stop of their march was death, yet even their advance only brought them more wounds.


    Despite that they brushed aside the line of spears and crushed the shields in their way.


    There was no stopping the flow of blood. That was true even for the giant and empowered Rashka. Already, the ground they stepped upon had turned slippery from blood, and as his posture broke, spears thrust into his great figure.


    “GURUOOOOOOOOAOOAAAAaaA1”


    The rest of the tribe covered for Rashka, and their numbers grew even smaller.


    His whole body was covered in the blood of his foes and his own, yet Rashka continued onward. Nay, in fact, he started moving even faster. Already, the Gaidga under him numbered no more than 5.


    With every howl, blood would spurt out of their wounds.


    Yet they couldn’t help but yell. With the oath of their proud ancestor on their chest, these goblins, that have inherited the name of Gaidga, transformed into demons of the battlefield and advanced. When Rasdir could finally be seen, magic rained upon them from their flanks.


    Rashka used his arm that could no longer grip as a shield and advanced.


    His arm was blown away and torn into shreds, yet he didn’t even give it a glance as he raised up his club.


    “Got you!”


    Rasdir said cheerfully as something hit Rashka from behind. Rashka looked down with his only eye to see a flying spear penetrate his sturdy body. As Rashka stepped right in the middle of the cross fire, spears and magic fell on him. It was right in the middle of a carefully devised fatal range that Rashka had charged into.


    When he glanced a little behind him, not a single one of his tribe protecting his back was left.


    At this point, Rashka finally ran out of strength and fell to his knees.


    “It’s a method a monster couldn’t possibly think of.”


    Rasdir laughed loudly and used his spear to stab Rashka in the heart.


    “With this, it’s over!　Know the regret of my people, monster!”


    As the spear struck Rashka’s heart and penetrated all the way through his back, Rasdir smiled, but immediately after, that smile turned into shock.


    “──Caught you.”


    As a voice that seemed to resound from the very depths of the underworld echoed, Rashka’s remaining arm rose with his club.


    “Impossible… Are you immortal!?”


    “I am Rashka! Child of Mishka, successor of the strongest, Gaidga!”


    Immediately, the club came smashing down, and Rasdir, who could only look up in shock, was crushed.


    With his club as a cane, Rashka stood up, and on the silent battlefield, raised his club.


    “This is… Our… Victory!”


    On Rashka’s eyes were reflected his dead subordinates bellowing out in response, and his ears, without a doubt, picked up on their jubilant cries.


    On the fifth year of the king’s calendar, during early summer, Rashka of Gaidga, chief of the Gaidga Tribe, died in battle with his tribe.

  


  Chapter 294 – Two Tacticians


  
    Upon receiving and confirming Rashka’s death in battle, Gi Ga Rax immediately commanded his forces to retreat, and they returned to the main force. With the goblin king still unconscious, the person most affected by his death was actually not the goblins but Pale.


    He dove countless times into the enemy’s sea of iron and came back to life many times before finally being able to claim the head of the enemy general.


    Thanks to Gi Ga’s full account of Rashka’s heroic battle and death, the main force kept their morale as they passed through Bandigam and returned to Elfa, during which Gi Za Zakuend proposed a plan to pale.


    Leaving Bandigam like this was too dangerous. A general had to stay behind and buy them time, and Fort Bandigam was a key location on Elfa and Artigand’s border, a position that even  

    the Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena Kingdom 

    )

     had to scheme to bring down.


    “Leave the selection of personnel to me,” Gi Za said.


    When Pale gave him her permission, Gi Za nodded.


    “…You don’t hesitate, do you?” Pale said.


    “Of course not. Death is ever a close companion to us,” Gi Za said.


    “I see…”


    Surprisingly, despite the death of a key general, Alrodena’s morale held strong. In fact, they did not mourn his death but praised his victory instead.


    However, the humans, the elves, and the demihumans were discouraged. For better or for worse, Rashka was the symbol of Alrodena’s might on the battlefield.


    His overwhelming and tyrannical power would many times vanquish the enemy and bring them victory. For those that have witnessed that, his death was an enormous loss.


    Pale was not an exception to that, and the death of a comrade-in-arms, who has shared the battlefield with her many times, also hurt her mentally. A disturbed mind would not be able to plan as well as before. That’s why Pale accepted Gi Za’s plan.


    Block the pursuit of Altigand, buy time and wait until the king recovers, and wait for reinforcements from the west and reorganize the army. That was the main purpose behind Alrodena’s retreat and battle, one effectively led by Gi Za Zakuend.


    Rashka’s valiant efforts, though painful, succeeded in fending off the pursuit of the hero’s army, and now, Alrodena could begin the fortification of the mountainous area behind Fort Bandigam.


    They attempted to recreate the fortification tactics they once used when they broke through Blanche Ririnoie the War Princess of Holy Shushunu Kingdom.


    Layers of trenches to impede the assault of the enemy cavalry. Lumber and stones for any that dared climb up the slopes. And the ballistae to be positioned and aimed toward the sky just as Pale instructed. That was meant to counter not only the wyvern knights but also the flying warships.


    They also had the battle slaves under Gi Gu Verbena create catapults. They didn’t know how effective they would be, but it should be better than nothing.


    On top of repairing the fortifications, they also built underground shelters to deal with the flying warships. Elfa’s side was originally a mining area, so it had a lot of tunnels. They’d lent those to the new queen of the killer ants to serve as her nest, but now, they would be borrowing them and expanding them. The fortified underground area would become a shield against Altigand.


    The general assigned would be none other than Gi Zu Ruo of the  

    Thousand-Demon Army

    (

Sazanorga 

    )

    . That decision was made partly because of the fervent wish of the person himself, but it was also because command believed that the forces of the four generals should be reorganized and preserved for the decisive battle.


    Gi Ga Rax’s  

    Tiger and Spear Army

    (

Aransain 

    )

     was in the midst of reorganizing its shattered forces.


    Gi Gu Verbena’s  

    Axe and Sword Army

    (

Felduk 

    )

     and Gi Gi Orudo’s  

    Twin-Headed Beast and Axe Army

    (

Zeilduk 

    )

     had to be rejoined with the soldiers coming from the west.


    That left  

    the Bow and Arrow Army

    (

Fanzel 

    )

    , but they had to ensure the stability of the rear. Gi Za still remembered the humiliation of being unable to replenish his forces during the war with the Holy Shushunu Kingdom when the rear was disrupted.


    To make things worse, they were up against the mysterious hero. A warrior that could defeat even  

    the God of War

    (

Vaishura 

    )

    , someone that possessed an overwhelming power that could inspire all humans.


    It was all too easy to imagine how much chaos he could cause if he were to be allowed to target their rear, and the only one up to the task of watching their rear was Ra Gilmi Fishiga, who could use both soft and hard tactics.


    “If we fortify the mountainous area, the enemy will understandably look for a different path,” Pale said.


    “Of course,” Gi Za said.


    When Pale heard Gi Za’s plan, she pointed out that flaw, but Gi Za calmly answered.


    “The first route that comes to mind is the southern passage.”


    The place he pointed to was the transport route used during the battle between Alrodena and Elfa. Although the fishmen’s guerrilla warfare and the blockade of the transportation routes got them through that battle, the transportation routes themselves were still in good shape. The sailing charts were with the merchants of Altigand, so they weren’t something that could easily be procured by Alrodena.


    “We’ll use the demihumans and the elves.”


    The water, the fire elves, and though few in number, the earth elves were not too far, so calling them over shouldn’t be difficult, while the demihumans should prove useful according to their varied specialties.


    Those that specialized in battle would of course be used as soldiers, but even those that didn’t could be used elsewhere.


    Tanita, the chief of the long-tailed, would continue negotiating with the fishmen. It would be good if they could also teach them tactics. The lizardmen living in the river would be used as a coastal defense force.


    The minotaurs would move from  

    The City Where the King Sits

    (

Revea Su 

    )

     with their chief, Kerodotos. With their great strength, they could serve as a convoy that delivered many important things to the battle.


    Fanfan would lead the mud-scaled ones to negotiate with the bugmen. They would take them from their homes and send them across the forest to the east.


    The shell people would protect the forest and the plains that the important ones have passed, and the spider-legged people would protect the important cities. The winged ones would courageously fly at a low altitude to scout.


    The elves would serve as messengers in the front lines and display their talents through the construction of fortresses. The water and fire elves have influential people talented in construction. They showed that talent during the construction of the imperial castle, but now they would use that talent in the construction of the fortress.


    “They have the skies.”


    “Of course, I’ve considered that too. The ryuu.”


    No matter how well they fortified their position on the ground and the sea, the enemy could attack from the sky.


    Currently, only Gawain the Wingless Sky Snake and his household could fight against the hero’s flying warships.


    “I will negotiate with him.”


    “If you’ve given it that much thought, then there’s nothing left for me to say.”


    “There’s a job for you too.”


    “…What is it?”


    “No matter how hard we fortify the mountainous area, we won’t be able to hold for more than two months.”


    “…True.”


    The goblins were the main force of Alrodena’s army, and they were born in the depths of the Forest of Darkness to the west. On human legs, it would take 90 days to get to the Fortress of the Abyss from the front lines and only 70 days on goblin legs, but even that was too slow.


    No matter how much they fortified the mountainous area, they wouldn’t be able to buy themselves enough time. That’s why Gi Za needed Pale to use her abilities to somehow reduce that time.


    “How fast can you make it?”


    “Two months.”


    “…”


    Gi Za’s glare grew sharper, so Pale spoke with conviction.


    “In two months, the army will be fully reorganized. All the necessary materials, personnel, and weapons will be prepared.”


    “Hmph, but of course.”


    When Pale said that with decisiveness, something she hadn’t done sine Rashka died, Gi Za’s lips twisted into a smile.

  


  

  
    


    Pale called for civil servants from all over the region to gather vehicles. It didn’t matter what sort of vehicle it was, not the shape nor the original intent behind its make, as long as it could carry something, it was a vehicle that would do. And they would be lent to the humans, mostly the merchants; with a fee, they would be sent to the front lines with supplies.


    Dispatched under the authority of the prime minister, that order reached the former kingdoms, the feudal lords, and the rising powers, and these people all took the initiative to carry it out.


    The Governor-General of the Western Capital, Yoshu Fagarmia, encouraged the merchants to compete with one another by offering a prize for the fastest from the western capital. Of course, this was on top of the compensation for the goods they would bring.


    The prime minister of the former Elrain Kingdom, Elbert Noen, the general manager of the guilds, Helen Meer, and the person that originally oversaw all of the supplies of the expeditionary force, Ganon Latosh, also participated.


    With almost everyone that has distinguished themselves under the rein of the goblin king collectively making an effort, it was evident that the only result could be success. Arlodena’s attempt to gather their forces at any cost was praised to be able to make the impossible possible.


    This was the first time since the founding of Arlodena that the goblins – despite their confusion – were packed with their equipment into carriages and driven to the front lines in a zealous frenzy.


    One of the three great nobles of the former Holy Shushunu Kingdom, Kushunora, even invested so much that he risked putting his whole family into the red. One reason for that was because of the debt they owed to Pale for saving from Gi Za’s plot to gradually destroy them, but it was also because the head of the Kushunora, Sharnei Kushunora, saw this as an opportunity to revive the family’s dying fortunes.


    This was a big decision for the timid Sharnei, a decision made despite the protests from within the family. Economically speaking, their influence was still much greater compared to the Ririnoie and the Agarmua.


    It was not only the merchants that Pale raised that dominated the economy. There were rival merchants cooperating with Alrodena too; a testament to Pale’s achievements and abilities as a prime minister.


    Moreover, Helen Meer, the general manager of the guild, declared that she would purchase good equipment for the adventurers regardless of expense. The weapons and armor gathered for those fighting at the frontlines were passed onto the goblins, while hunters, adventurers whose skill is certified by the guild, were given jobs to explore dungeons and recover treasures.


    It needn’t be said that word was sent to the relevant departments of the famous clans, such as the Red Moon Clan, the Leon Heart Clan, and the Valkyria Clan, but they sent word even to the distant Swallow Clan. All so that they might gather the best weapons across the continent and send them to the frontlines.


    A small group of reinforcements also came from the snow demons (Yugushiva) and Lili’s northern territory.


    It was then that the Goblin King woke up. The first thing he did was to take responsibility for their defeat and ascertained the present situation, then he showed his intent to fight another decisive battle with the hero.


    He promised the Gaidga that they would be able to receive the same protection and rights that they have enjoyed until now even though Rashka has died. He also patted Pale on the shoulder and told her that it wasn’t her fault.


    The Goblin King did not appear perturbed and only nodded even when he was informed that Reshia had been lost.


    “Nothing can affect me anymore. Our march will not end unless we defeat the hero in the decisive battle and take over the world!”


    The goblins renewed their allegiance upon seeing the Goblin King like that, and the other races too were reassured by the presence of such a powerful king.


    But the one most encouraged was none other than Pale herself.


    She fought in the king’s absence and retreated with their army at great losses, yet the Goblin King had nothing but gratitude and praise for her. She apologized to the king for all the problems that occurred during his absence, particularly the death of Rashka and the loss of Reshia.


    Despite having reached this stage in the war, the Goblin King refused to resort to mass mobilization. That was partly because of Gi Za’s advice and partly because of his own thoughts.


    “I have no need for soldiers that won’t fight to the death.”


    Gi Za’s words as a tactician were cold and ruthless, but there was no denying that he understood the enemy. The gathered goblin soldiers would be subjected to rigorous training. They would be so thoroughly trained by the generals that the training they had in the Forest of Darkness would look like heaven in comparison, and only after enduring all that would they be acknowledged as soldiers.


    As for the Goblin King, he believed that wars were meant to be fought by soldiers and warriors. It was true that conscripting peasants to fight would increase their numbers. An overwhelming army was a kind of power itself, but the price for that power was a decline in coordination and a great number of casualty that would affect later governance.


    As someone who has defeated armies many times their own repeatedly, the Goblin King preferred quality over quantity.


    Goods appeared from all over the kingdom as though they had been waiting for the king to recover.


    From the Forest of Darkness to the west came equipment made from  

    Blue-Silver Steel

    (

Srilana 

    )

     or  

    Jewel Steel

    (

Orichalcum 

    )

    . This was made possible by the mass production system established by the Koro Toku thanks to the full support of the sylph, the most populous among the elves.


    They also presented a great sword to the Goblin King, the last work of the greatest swordsmith of the small metal workers (koro dwarf), Dumble Davie David.


    When the Goblin King saw the inscription that read:  

    Dark Sun

    (

Aldia 

    )

    , he knew that Dumble Davie David had passed.


    There was a wave-like pattern on the blade. The clear color of steel would turn jet black when passed through by ether and become extremely conductive. A swordsmith’s masterpiece that perfectly blended the special properties of srilana and orichalcum.  

    False God Metal

    (

Fi Raga 

    )

     or  

    False God Metal

    (

Fi Raga 

    )

     was a synthesized material that just took too long to make, so just one blade for the king’s use could be made for the final battle.


    “Thank you. Send my regards to Kurt Bild Dash.”


    The Goblin King stood on the tallest spire of Elfa and turned to the east – to that place where the enemy he must defeat was, to that place where Gi Zu yet fought, and to that place where that person he had to rescue was.


    One month passed and soldiers from the west gathered in Elfa. They numbered roughly 30,000. Among the goblins from the distant Forest of Darkness was Alashd to represent the former chief Aluhaliha.


    “I didn’t think you’d come,” Gi Ga Rax said.


    “Elder Aluhaliha would never let me hear the end of it if I didn’t come for something this important,” Alashd said.


    Gi Ga Rax was friends with Alashd, who once saved him from danger. That friendship held strong even now that their classes were far different.


    There was only one more month left to train all the gathered soldiers and make them fit for the coming war.


    ◆◇◆


    The enemy, which was a perfect example of mass mobilization, had already set their course for Fort Bandigam.


    Rashka and the Gaidga Tribe’s suicide attack had succeeded in stopping the march of the hero’s army.


    The hero never came out to the frontlines because of the wound  

    the God of War

    (

Vaishura 

    )

     left him. As a result, the young girls that have been turned saint that were close with him also never appeared in the front lines. The volunteer soldiers alone would be fighting the goblins. From the distant east of Altigand, from the small town inns, or even from the great cities in the borders, all the citizens took a weapon in hand and zealously marched for the west.


    They numbered roughly 300,000.


    So great a number was that that one couldn’t help but wonder if what Rashka stopped was nothing more than a small advance party. The volunteer soldiers were made up of men, women, children, and even the elderly. They abandoned the fields they ought to plow, the items they ought to sell, to pick up a weapon and march as they chanted the name of their god.


    Husbands and wives walked hand in hand, as did their children with their friends, and even the nobles raced for the war ahead.


    “That is the will of our god!”


    At the head of this terrifying march were the bishops of the eastern church.


    One reason they appeared here despite having the holy knights was because Eleanor and the others have already withdrawn from the front lines. They were mentally unstable due to the effect of the hero’s will on them, so they decided to withdraw for the time being.


    In their place came the bishops burning with zeal.


    These bishops knew not the first thing of war. No strategy nor tactics woven by them could amount to much. True enough, their so-called strategy was to send their forces to plunge head straight into enemy lines, erecting mountains of corpses until they exhausted them dead. No matter how strong the enemy might be, if 300,000 soldiers were to throw themselves at them repeatedly, eventually, they would tire.


    This was the Reconquista of Altigand, and it was none other than Gi Zu Ruo, who would be first from Alrodena to face it. When Gi Zu first learned of Rashka’s death, he couldn’t accept it at first. There was no way that that proud Rashka would easily keel over.


    But the one that informed them was Gi Ga Rax, and there was no way he would lie. So the emotion that appeared in him next was anger.


    Rashka was someone he was supposed to surpass. But now, that goal would be forever out of reach. Gi Zu’s eye split wide as frustration tore him from inside.


    “Burn me if he still treats me like a brat in hell! Damn you, Rashka!　How dare you die as you please!”


    Gi Zu Ruo fell to the ground and raved and beat at the floor. That’s why it was only a given that he would accept Gi Za’s proposal.


    “Bite your finger in hell and watch as I serve the king, Rashka!”


    Sazanorga was a gathering of the goblins from the brawler faction fascinated with Gi Zu. With their superior physique, Zu Ved and the rest of their brothers would follow Gi Zu through fire and water.


    On the fifth year of the king’s calendar, in the height of summer, Gi Zu stood atop the spire of Fort Bandigam and watched as a cloud of dust rose up from the 300,000 volunteer soldiers approaching.

  


  Intermission – The Dawn of the Gods


  
    ──Where did we go wrong?


    Altesia’s eyelids fell sorrowfully as she watched the giant mirror that reflected  

    the hero

    (

her beloved 

    )

     fighting her subordinates that were like her own children.


    The new gods had indeed unified and created the world after the great war when  

    the Late Goddess of the Underworld

    (

Deetna 

    )

     attacked.


    ◆◇◆


    When the world was yet in chaos and the old gods birthed by the primordial god, Kurtiarga, and the mother god, Deetna, yet wielded their great power in the world, the last born, the god of fire, created his own incarnations by giving birth to the gods on the land.


    Ativ, Hera, Altesia, Hekaterina, Gurdika, Liuryuna, and Zenobia.


    To them and the newly born humans, the existing gods were “malevolent gods,” and the other races were overwhelmingly powerful. A natural phenomenon that itself possessed overwhelming power. That was the old gods. The non-human races that received their blessings were stronger, longer lived, and smarter than the humans.


    In fact, at the time, the primordial elves, giants, and dragons all possessed power and knowledge not too different from the gods. They even equaled the new gods like Ativ in power.


    The old and violent gods that reigned above them even descended on the mortal realm in their true form and half-openly fought with the other gods. It was common for the topography of the world to change, and in worse cases, volcanoes would even rise and lakes would dry.


    After the primordial god and the mother god passed, there was no one who could contend with the old gods, and they changed the world as they pleased and created and destroyed many races.


    The gods and their creation were not exempt from the cruel law of the survival of the fittest.


    The newly born Ativ and the other human gods had just been born. They were weak in power, but what greeted them upon their birth was an unreasonable reality. Humans, who had just been established as a race, were no match for the giants, the elves, and, of course, the dragons, who were comparable to gods, and for a long time they were killed on a whim.


    At the time, it was Ativ who was most distressed by these humans. The newborn gods had no color. The primordial god had given the old gods thrones and meaning worthy of their godhood, and they wielded their overwhelming power in the world. The new gods were incarnations of the fire god, and while they might have received thrones, they did not receive meaning.


    They possessed great power, but they did not know how to use it. They knew that they were gods to the humans, but they were completely blank and did not know how to use their power.


    Then Ativ convinced Hera, who was in the same position as he.


    “We have to work together to oppose the other gods and protect the humans.”


    Clad in splendor, Ativ believed that they had to ‘work together’ to resist the old gods. He would later be called by the humans as the ‘the ancestor god that birthed the nations’ because he convinced the gods to cooperate.


    “In that case, I will give them knowledge so that they might survive.”


    Hera agreed to Ativ’s proposal and advised him without a smile.


    “Allow me to advise you first. Persuade Altesia.”


    “But she doesn’t seem all that bothered by the state of the humans…”


    “Isn’t that why you have to persuade her?”


    “I see, you might be right.”


    Moved by Ativ’s enthusiasm, Hera defined herself as “wisdom” and was later called the Goddess of Wisdom. With Hera’s wisdom backing him, Ativ’s enthusiasm gradually moved the other gods.


    At the time, Altesia was still a young god, but she was a force to be reckoned with because of her strength of spirit and her power compared to the other new gods. However, despite being called a god of the humans, she did not possess much affection for them and was largely disinterested.


    “Altesia, I need your power.”


    Eyes burning with passion and a head of gray, Ativ approached Altesia with sincerity as a young man impassioned by his youthful ideals, and gradually, he manged to close the distance between them.


    “Why do you want to change the way the humans live?”


    “Because I love them. I love humans. That’s why I’m also scared of changing them.”


    Ativ’s gentle words were enough to move Altesia’s heart. In fact, she was jealous of him. She was a god herself, but not once has she experienced being so attached and captivated by something.


    The young Altesia swore.


    “If you’re going to protect the humans, then I shall protect you.”


    “Thank you… Altesia. I’m glad.”


    The moment she took on that position that would inevitably bring her to fight with the old gods, Altesia became the Goddess of Courage.


    Because of Altesia’s cooperation, Gurdiga, Hekaterina, Liuryuna, and Zenobia cooperated as well.


    With six gods working together, the humans gradually expanded their world, but their power remained insignificant.


    Ativ frowned as he watched Altesia descend into the world many times to fight the old gods. As the power of the humans grew, so did Ativ’s.


    One day, an incident occurred that finally convinced him. Altesia fought a giant in her true form, and although she won the battle, she caused enough damage to the surrounding area to chip away at the mountains and alter the topography.


    “Altesia, I was thinking of sealing our ability to appear in the world in our true form.”


    “Won’t that increase the casualty of the humans then? The humans can’t win against other races just yet.”


    With neither side able to come to an agreement, Hera suggested a compromise.


    “…In that case, how about we lend the humans a portion of our power?”


    It was then that the divine protection was conceived.


    “Just that won’t put me at ease. I will make weapons and magic for them too.”


    Not only would they lend the humans their power, Gurdiga would forge weapons and weave magic for the humans as well, giving them a small portion of the power that once belonged only to the gods.


    After acquiring weapons, magic, and the divine protection of the gods, the power of the humans greatly grew, and their numbers slowly grew in the eastern coast of the continent.


    Ativ bestowed his divine protections upon those that led the humans, while Hera bestowed hers upon the wise.


    In the midst of all that, Altesia was pressured to give her divine protections to those worthy. She chose those that would always wander away from the group to go where they pleased, the youths that would hunt monster beasts and make a living from that.


    Altesia saw herself in them when they fought, so she gave them her divine protection.


    “Altesia, so you agree with me too.”


    “…Yes.”


    When Ativ saw Altesia bestow a diving protection on a human, he became happy and hugged her shoulder from the side.


    “Looks like his companion can also bring together people.”


    Ativ gave his own divine protection to the spouse of the one she blessed.


    “Let me give you a gift so you and I can work together forever.”


    “…”


    His genuine good will confused Altesia, but she nodded nonetheless. She could feel something warm flowing from within her chest, but she didn’t try to understand what that was.


    Before long, the people they blessed built a nation.


    The kingdom, which called itself the Kingdom of Alsanzak, would later be referred to as the Unified Kingdom. Which really only meant that it was the one and only nation of the human world.


    The yet small world of humans developed steadily, from villages to town, to cities, and to nations, the weapons and magic that Gurdiga gave the humans brought security and stability.


    They made Alsanzak more developed than any other nation.


    As their numbers grew, so did the power of the humans. That was true for both humans and the other races. With the people that have been given divine protections, the few humans gradually increased their numbers and expanded their world.


    They fought with the elves, who were nearest to them, and they gradually overwhelmed them.


    It was true that the elves possessed great power, but their territories were ruled mostly by a small group just big enough to be called a big household. That was due to the vastness of the territories that they occupied. That’s why the humans gradually gained the advantage.


    The number of humans that have received Altesia’s divine protection also increased in number, and they took the initiative to fight with the other races. When Ativ saw the influence of the humans growing, he laughed with satisfaction.


    After the elves came the demihumans, and before long, they even claimed victory over the giants. Before they knew it, the humans had already taken half of the continent.


    The other races didn’t know how to work together, so they couldn’t win against the nation built by the humans.


    It was the golden age of the new gods. The courage to fight was provided by Altesia, the wisdom to win by Hera, the weapons and magic by Gurdiga, the luck was attracted by Liuryuna, the power to heal the wounded and the fallen by Zenobia, and the ability to cooperate was provided by Ativ, then the victories won were extolled by Hekaterina which brought forth even more victories.


    The dominance of the humans as a race was established, and the other races were driven to the west. The way Altesia saw it, the humans had won.


    But then a change came when dark clouds approached from the ends of the west and covered the sky.


    It was the invasion of the land by the Goddess of the Underworld, Deetna, that would come to be called the War of the Gods. Leading her armies were the devils of the underworld.


    “…Has the contract of the old gods been broken?”


    Altesia asked, Ativ nodded, and Hera became thoughtful without expression. Gurdiga became thoughtful with a difficult face, while Zenobia cast her eyes down sorrowfully. Liuryuna was uninterested, while Hekaterina exchanged gazes unsure what to do.


    “Yes. They’ve brought the Goddess of the Underworld back to life.”


    “To what end?”


    “Vengeance against us.”


    “Vengeance?　Why?”


    Altesia found it hard to comprehend Ativ’s words.


    It was true that they fought with the old gods and gained power for themselves by expanding the world of the humans, but that was something the old gods participated in as well. Altesia couldn’t understand why they would seek vengeance.


    “They think we’ve grown too strong. Some of their creations have already been hunted down by us and are about to die out as a race.”


    “But they can’t just…”


    Altesia turned to Hera.


    “…Anyway, there’s no denying that sinister beings are approaching from the ends of the land.”


    Gurdiga agreed.


    “I’ll need more time to prepare the weapons and the magic, but I’ll definitely make it in time.”


    “What kind of enemies will come this time, I wonder.”


    A cruel smile surfaced on Liuryuna as she turned to Hekaterina.


    “I’m sure, it’ll be fine~”


    Hekaterina’s smile had a calming effect to it. Liuryuna and Hekaterina were both young, but their disposition were the exact opposite of each other. Liuryuna was cruel and wise, while Hekaterina was gentle and sincere. Despite that, they actually got along quite well.


    “Do you understand, Altesia?”


    “If that’s what everyone wants, then I have no qualms about fighting.”


    Altesia felt something was off, but she nodded all the same. They gave out their respective divine protections and watched the humans, then Ativ called Hera, Altesia, and Zenobia.


    “…I have a favor to ask you.”


    But those words were meant only for Altesia.


    “Something to do with Deetna?”


    Ativ then started telling a story about the gods that Altesia did not know of.


    A device that could decide the principle of the world, that was Deetna.


    In the past, the primordial god used Deetna to decide the principle of the world. From the gods, to the relationship between the creations, to power and divine protection, and even weapons and magic, everything.


    “This is our chance. We’ll steal Deetna and change the principle of this world.”


    “…You want to recreate the world?”


    Seeing Hera and Zenobia quiet, Altesia asked.


    “Yes, that’s right.”


    Ativ firmly nodded, and Altesia nodded back.


    “Everything comes after victory, right?”


    “I’ll be counting on you again, Altesia.”


    “Ativ…”


    Upon seeing that Altesia had left, Hera asked Ativ.


    “…Why did you lie to her?”


    “…She’s too pure.”


    The old gods had lost their power after a long struggle, and they offered to surrender to Ativ, the representative of the new gods. The condition Ativ demanded was for them to surrender the device that could change the world, Deetna.


    But the old gods couldn’t possibly just hand Deetna over just like that after being filled with shame from their defeat. Unfortunately, Ativ didn’t understand that.


    Hera blamed Ativ for causing this war.


    “Then why did you summon Zenobia?”


    “I…”


    “She agrees with me.”


    Hera narrowed her eyes in surprise and anger as she glared at Zenobia, who in turn, only sorrowfully cast her eyes down and nodded to Ativ.


    “Deetna has already been released. At this rate, the land will be covered in darkness.”


    Hera knew that too. Hera asked if Zenobia was going to ally herself with Ativ even while knowing that he was the cause of all this.


    “This is the best way if we are to consider the prosperity of the humans.”


    “At the cost of killing most of humanity along with many races.”


    “We are the gods of the humans.”


    Hera grit her teeth and turned heel.


    “I will cooperate. Deetna must be stopped.”


    “…”


    The only one that remained beside Ativ as he quietly saw Hera off was Zenobia.


    “…Zenobia, do you laugh at my foolishness? I’m afraid. Kurtiarga, who used Deetna to establish the world, is no longer here. That means even gods can die.”


    He embraced the graceful maiden, Zenobia.


    “I’m afraid. After I die, what will happen to the humans that I so love?”


    “…It will be fine. I’m sure, it’ll be fine.”


    The only thing Zenobia could do was to console him, so even though she lamented her lack of power, she could do nothing more than caress his hair.


    Then the battle to decide the principle of the world began.

  


  

  
    


    Those that received Altesia, the Goddess of Courage’s, divine protection fought desperately against the forces of the underworld. Having forbidden herself from appearing in the flesh, Altesia shared her power with them through divine protections.


    A blessing that showed itself most strongly in the heroes. They would appear among the humans on occasion, showing greater adaptability for the divine protection of the gods, allowing them to accept greater power. Though unseen, Altesia would walk with them, and with her divine authority, strike fear into the demons of the underworld.


    Should their life of valor come to an end, she would take care of them as well.


    It was a long battle full of sacrifices, and in the course of the long war, the old gods came to grow weak. At Hera’s counsel, an alliance was made with them. That was true for their creations as well. Already, no other force besides the humans could conquer the continent, so rather than be overwhelmed by the forces of the underworld, they chose to fight alongside them instead.


    The forces of the underworld fought while bound by the principle of the surface.


    Over the course of several generations, the structure of the two forces broke down, and a struggle for survival emerged. The demons spread their roots on the land and began to multiply, while the humans sought to exterminate them.


    In the course of the long battle, Altesia’s power began to stand out from the crowd. Because she had given her divine protections not only to the humans, but also to the elves and demihumans that fought alongside them.


    Ativ did not like that.


    “It’s too dangerous to share your power with those other than the humans!”


    But Altesia insisted, saying that it was necessary.


    “If I don’t share my power with them, the humans will be in danger!”


    Altesia believed their argument to be but a mere quibble, but that was not actually the case. Unfortunately, for Ativ, Altesia was already stronger than him, so he could only think of a plot to remove her from the board.


    There was only one path to the underworld, and that was through the depths of the Fortress of the Abyss. So great was the ether overflowing from the underworld that the trees in the forest would bend and sway, and the animals that dwelt nearby have evolved in strange ways.


    It was to such a place that they would dispatch a small but elite team to close the path to the underworld.


    On the side of the humans came two heroes. The Saint of Flames, Eliza Sol Rain, and the Martial God, Sylvia Ross. From the elves came the Golden Eagle, Falco Gordola, and from the humans came The Prince with the Red Sword, Greco Bel Alsanzark, who would be acting as their commander.


    There was fierce resistance as expected, but Greco’s leadership allowed them to overcome all the trials. With Ativ’s blessing, he would later be hailed as Alsanzark’s best general.


    Altesia watched the battles as she walked alongside the heroes.


    Before long, the humans overcame the fierce resistance of the monsters and were able to deliver the heroes into the fortress. Falco and Greco took the responsibility of clearing the way, so the two hero’s strength could be preserved.


    When they finally reached the gate to the underworld, what greeted them was a huge gate that towered even Altesia. Past the colossal, double-door gate could be seen a darkness so dark not even a god could see through it.


    ──The Gate of the Underworld could only be opened if someone inside and someone outside worked together.


    At Ativ’s counsel, the two heroes would have to cross the gate and enter the underworld in order to close it. The two heroes parted with Falco and Greco there and entered the underworld. Altesia, who always accompanied the heroes, entered as well.


    The passage was strangely quiet.


    All the denizens of the underworld must have gone to the surface, as there were no enemies in the dark passage.


    Before long, the two heroes and the goddess arrived.


    It was the corpse of Deetna, that which could transform the world.


    It was half buried into the bedrock, and there was something that must’ve once been wings growing upon its back. The wings were half-decayed, however, and have already mostly turned into bones. A stature so great one would mistake it for a giant’s. Yet despite being nothing but bones, it stood there with a commanding presence and sense of oppression as though it were still alive.


    It felt as though the pair of skeletal eye sockets was staring at them.


    ──Be careful. We don’t know what might happen.


    Altesia pondered on Ativ’s words. His gloomy demeanor and Zenobia’s expression as if she was trying to stifle something bothered her to no end.


    “…Is this?”


    “A trap?”


    The two voice belonging to the two heroes roused her from her thoughts. A den of snakes were crawling out of Deetna’s corpse, possessing power nearly just as great as those primordial ones she defeated before.


    It was then that Altesia finally realized something.


    If the gate could only be opened with someone from outside and someone from inside working together, then someone inside must have opened the gate. If so, there must have been something sealed inside that wanted to get out.


    At the very least, someone from the old gods must have been able to establish communication with the underworld and was able to come to an agreement.


    The Saint of Flames rained fire on the snakes, while the Martial God cut the giant snakes with her sword. But the snakes protecting Deetna’s corpse were residents of the underworld, and even when scorched, they would just shed their skin, and when cut, grow new flesh.


    Altesia cheered for the two heroes, but their strenuous efforts were indeed enough to make one cry. They sacrificed even their own lifespan, and before long, they finally managed to suppress the snakes, but just when they were about to drive them beyond the darkness, a change occurred.


    Deetna’s corpse began to vibrate, and then… It howled. Like a parent grieving for the death of her child, the supposedly dead Deetna screamed in grief and clutched at her chest in the despair of her sorrow, then she started to pull herself out of the bedrock.


    Altesia and the heroes sensed danger, but they couldn’t retreat. The heroes used all sorts of magics and swords at their disposal, but they couldn’t possibly have much strength remaining immediately after that fierce battle with the snakes.


    Wounded and out of strength, their very lives seemed like a flickering flame before the wind. When they prayed to the god that gave them their divine protection, what appeared before them was the goddess that protected the weak and thwarted cowardice. Like the streak of light that would break the darkness when the sun rose at dawn, like that ray of hope that would appear when one is trembling and on the verge of despair, there she appeared.


    There was a divinity to her form, and she would only appear to save the heroes or to save the human gods.


    In her hands was the sword forged by the God of Weapons. Without the slightest hint of mercy, that sword swung down for Deetna’s head.


    The stroke drawn showed just where her dazzling courage lay, as well as the favor of the goddess that sought to protect the weak.


    Deetna’s corpse shattered and a new light filled the underworld. The underworld trembled at the presence of a new god.


    It was in that moment that the godless world welcomed a god at long last, and the throne of the all-powerful all-knowing god of that world was immediately given to her.


    The scattered corpse of Deetna turned into a wind that headed for the entrance.


    Knowledge poured into Altesia. The common sense, the knowledge, everything that enveloped the underworld was being rewritten. But this was exactly what Ativ had been waiting for. As knowledge poured into Altesia, so did understanding bloom within her, and immediately, she ran toward the entrance – for that place that Ativ sought.


    But by the time she arrived, the seal had already been firmly placed. The heroes came a moment later, but they too saw it without a doubt – the sight of the person that betrayed them and locked them in the underworld.


    “Ativ, you betrayed us!”


    “Greco… You!”


    Altesia had already become the god of that world, so she could no longer leave. The seal was tight, yes, but it was also because the old gods had lent a hand. It was all too easy to imagine the sight of Ativ making a wish to Deetna when she was still alive with her seven pairs of wings.


    When they saw Greco Bell Alsanzark pulling out his bloodied sword from Falco’s back, the heroes knew that they’d been betrayed.


    When Deetna heard Ativ’s words, she turned into ash and sank into the depths of the underworld once again. Like an elf whose face was emerging out of a lakes, her appearance remained beautiful like when she appeared above ground, but her lower half were now bones belonging to the dead.


    “Farewell.”


    Greco said with a sneer. Sylvia was speechless, and Eliza swore vengeance.


    “I swear, I will make you pay. There won’t be forgiveness, not for you, your country, your people, or your blood!　Greco!　Greco Bel Alsanzark!　I curse you! I curse all of you!”


    That was true for Ativ too, who knew the consequences and led Altesia here.


    “Ativ…!”


    Already, Altesia’s anger was the world’s.


    Mountains erupted in fire and the sky raged. Everything in the underworld belonged to her.


    But no matter how great her wrath was, her power could not influence anything beyond the underworld. This was the principle that Ativ asked from Deetna. To suppress the power of the malevolent gods and create a world where his beloved humans could live. To that end, Ativ would even betray a god that believed in him.


    “Ativ!!”


    As the gates of the underworld slowly closed, Altesia called out the name of her beloved. Despair replaced her anger, and she sank into the depths of the underworld.


    ◆◆◆


    When she became the Goddess of the Underworld, she became a malevolent god herself and antagonized the whole world.


    It was the Goddess of Wisdom, Hera, who undid the seal of the underworld. As someone in the know, Hera was sympathetic to Altesia, so she went to the underworld while the world was peaceful thanks to Ativ.


    Unfortunately, after becoming a part of the underworld, half of Altesia’s mind already belonged to it, and it was no longer possible to reconciliate with him. Moreover, she’d been thinking by herself this whole time, pondering what to do with the world.


    She, who had fallen into the underworld but had not yet been deprived of her status as a human god, kept thinking. Ativ wanted a world that belonged only to the humans even if it meant betraying her.


    Without a purpose that equaled at least that, it would not be possible to fight him. The rational part of her wanted to stop thinking like that, but the emotional part just could not let go.


    Her anger was too great to forgive just like that. When Altesia learned how to reach the surface by restricting her strength to the bare minimum, Altesia appeared in the world above once more.


    With four powerful servants, she started anew the War of the Gods.


    Among those servants were the two heroes who’d even assimilated their souls in their pursuit of vengeance.


    Unfortunately, no matter how powerful they were, it was not possible to win against the world, and they had no choice but to retreat. But in doing so, the difference in the two ideologies was made clear.


    Ativ wanted a world that comprised only of humans, while Altesia was willing to accept the other races. There were those that didn’t agree with Ativ, but he made them submit with the condition that they would submit to the victor.


    400 years passed. At long last, Altesia has acquired a pawn that could realize her regret on the surface.


    There was just one last step left.


    And yet… All she could see reflected on her closed eyes was the sight of her beloved──

  


  Chapter 295 – Zu Ved


  
    Clouds of dust rose as the volunteer army from Altigand approached. They numbered roughly 300,000. Yet in the face of that, Gi Zu Ruo only fearlessly laughed.


    “Looks like we won’t be running out of enemies!”


    “But, Pops… 300,000 is a bit… I mean, there are only 1,000 of us.”


    Zu Ved had a large old scar that ran from his shoulder to his chest. He chose his words carefully as he asked that to Gi Zu.


    “300,000?”


    “Yes.”


    “So there’s 300 times more of them than us?”


    “That’s true, but…”


    “In that case, there’s no need to think so much. Leave that to the smart Prime Minister, Gi-Za, and and the rest. We just have to do our duty.”


    Gi Zu clenched his fist and tapped Zu Ved on teh chest.


    “Duty?”


    “Yeah. I have my role and you have yours. So long as we don’t forget that, our king will definitely lead us.”


    “Is that how it is?”


    “Yes. In the meantime, we’ve each got 300 foes to take down!”


    Gi Zu Ruo smiled a huge smile, and Zu Ved shook his head as he said that he’s no match for him.


    Ved started following Gi Zu when the king was still laying his foundations in the Forest of Darkness. To the northwest of the Fortress of the Abyss, past the dense forest, was an area dominated by  

    Mindless Giants

    (

Gigantopitecus 

    )

     and  

    Giant Hammer Ox

    (

Enboro 

    )

    .


    The goblins there lived their lives crawling on the ground, drinking water from the mud, and scavenging the decaying flesh discarded by the gigantopitecus. To such goblins, the sincerity shown by Gi Zu was even more dazzling than the body of the God of Fire, Rodo.


    They lived like dogs, yet Gi Zu treated them as warriors. That’s why Ved and the other goblins that lived in the northwest respectfully referred to him as ‘pops’.


    When beasts leave their nest, they would forget their parents, and remember neither warmth nor gratitude. They would even kill each other for the sake of survival. It was Gi Zu’s strength and sincerity that saved Ved and the other goblins from such a depressing world.


    It was through him that they were led out of the dark mire and brought out into the vast world – to that fortress ruled by the king, to those vast plains beyond the forest, to the world of humans. In their small world, Gi Zu was the greatest goblin, yet that greatest goblin looked up to the great Goblin King.


    With a stature too great to be thought of for a goblin and a power that could overwhelm even giant ogres, they saw him less a fellow goblin and more a god.


    A king that ruled over not only the powerful among the goblins, but also the elves, the demihumans, and even the humans. To Ved and his people, who knew only how to fight, it was a tale straight out of the myths. Though their common sense was broken everyday, not a day passed where they were not agitated.


    Gi Go Amatsuki, the heaven-sent child of the sword. Gi Gu Verbena, the ruler of the southern region. Gi Gi Orudo, the tamer that could move thousands of monster beasts. Ra Gilmi Fishiga, the general that could command soldiers from any race.


    Gi Ga Rax, a loyal knight whom Gi Zu Ruo respected from the bottom of his heart.


    Ved and his people all trembled in fear when they saw that line up.


    They believed that no matter how hard they fought, the only position that awaited them was at the bottom.


    The law of the jungle existed everywhere, and for a moment, they thought that Gi Zu saved them only to bring them into an even deeper mire.


    “I don’t think we’ll be able to do well at all.”


    Ved appeared strong in front of his subordinates, but there was a moment when he was alone with Gi Zu that he showed his weakness. Gi Zu’s response couldn’t be simpler.


    “Then be stronger. We’re just getting started! Both you and me!”


    Gi Zu’s eyes blazed with radiance, and they were pointed toward that terrifying goblin no less. That goblin with a stature comparable to the Goblin King and a face that could send even demons running.


    Rashka of Gaidga.


    The Incarnation of Violence, the ‘One-Eyed Demon’. He was a demon of the battlefield known under many names.


    A goblin that would treat Gi Zu like a child all the time, yet Gi Zu never hesitated to stick out his chest.


    As the saying went, there were no cowardly soldiers under a brave general, and all the goblins under Gi Zu grew to become peerless in their love for combat. Or rather, only such goblins remained.


    “We are warriors among warriors!　Men among men!”


    Gigantopitecus. They were much bigger and more powerful than the goblins, yet Gi Zu dared to challenge them. At that time, Gi Zu rebuked his subordinates, saying,


    “When you’re afraid, when you’re about to die, when you’re suffering… Look your enemy in the eye and roar.”


    With his canine teeth laid bare, Gi Zu held his spear tightly and revealed a ferocious smile.


    “We are warriors among warriors! Men among men!”


    Ved was hit lightly on the chest, and from there spread a heat that shook him.


    Because those words belonged to a real man.


    “Now, say it.”


    They said those same words just as he urged them to, but Gi Zu shook his head.


    “Weak. Would warriors among warriors speak like that?　If you’re a man, stick out your chest and roar!”


    At the behest of the strong yet gentle goblin, Ved roared.


    We are not beasts. We are warriors among warriors! Men among men!


    The moment he said those words, something filled Ved without his knowing.


    “Now, come! We’ve got a battle to win!”


    Gi Zu brandished the weapon in his hand, and Ved and the others followed.


    It was in that moment that a loyalty that would never lose its color bloomed in Ved.


    After that they went through many battles, and eventually, Gi Zu was allowed to lead his own soldiers. That was proof that the great Goblin King recognized their ability and loyalty.


    Even after being ranked among the great goblins, Gi Zu never stopped striving for greater heights.


    But when they were in the last stage of their expedition, when they were about to reach out their claws for the only remaining human nation, Rashka died.


    Gi Zu was furious. In his anger, it was only a given that he would ask to be given the most dangerous mission.


    But that was exactly why he was Gi Zu Ruo, the commander of the  

    Thousand-Demon Army

    (

Sazanorga 

    )

    . What could they do for that great Goblin King? Ved knew that in the face of such a question, there could have only been one outcome.

  


  

  
    


    Like a swarm of ants crawling over the earth, the swarm of humans moved for Fort Bandigam. The spears and swords in their hands sparkled, each noisily asserting itself in the sunlight rising from the east.


    It was currently the height of summer, yet the morning temperature remained cool and the clear air laid bare the horizon. There was something to the sight of all of those enemies marching for them from beyond the horizon that overwhelmed Ved. But even that was only for a moment. He quickly renewed his spirit, smiled fearlessly, then informed Gi Zu of their defensive situation.


    “They’ve almost reached our traps,” Ved said.


    “Aim for the vanguard,” Gi Zu said.


    “Yes.”


    In Sazanorga, it was Ved who took care of the practical side of the army. Gi Zu would usually just point the army to a general direction.


    That was true whether they fought monsters or humans. But that didn’t mean that Gi Zu couldn’t do anything. He learned from the Goblin King and always took responsibility.


    An overwhelming number of enemies lay before them. Yet the goblins under him continued to burn with fighting spirit. Perhaps, it was a kind of charisma he possessed that lit such a fire in them.


    At Gi Zu’s behest, logs were sent tumbling down for the hero’s army. With the exception of the Ganra tribe led by Ra Gilmi Fishiga and the war slaves of the  

    Axe and Sword Army

    (

Felduk 

    )

    , the only traps the goblins could come up with were at most pitfalls.


    They were unskilled with their hands, and they struggled to use bows. They could only make simple traps, but that was precisely why they were effective against an enemy trying to brute force their way through.


    “They took those traps head on.”


    “There’s too many of them, so they can’t even try to dodge.”


    Gi Zu frowned when he saw the enemy charge straight for the pitfalls they dug. Just as Ved said, it was indeed a good thing for the enemy to fall for their trap. It was a trap they prepared, after all. So they ought to at least do their part in whittling away at the enemy’s overwhelming numbers, no matter how little.


    Though Gi Zu may have said that it would do for them to simply take down 300 men each, that was actually close to impossible. At the very least, the enemy before them was not something they could defeat fair and square.


    From the way the enemy trampled over their allies that fell for their pitfalls, Gi Zu could not help but feel that their morale was abnormally high.


    The soldiers of Sazanorga threw stones and wood from their ramparts at the top of the slope, which have been oiled as per Gi Za Zakuend’s advice.


    The enemy desperately tried to climb up but could not, allowing them to whittle away at their numbers as much as they pleased. Fort Bandigam was surrounded by high walls, but they rebuilt only a part of it to direct the enemy to this path.


    Under Gi Za Zakuend’s skills, the mountainous region behind Fort Bandigam was transformed into a solid defensive position. Pale, who had been disheartened by Rashka’s death, did give some advice but few changes were made.


    Pale held the record for holding off bigger armies, so the fact that she could change little about Gi Za Zakuend’s arrangements spoke volumes of his skill. And it was the goblins of Sazanorga that were carrying out Gi Za’s plans.


    With just 1,000 soldiers, they would stop an army of 300,000 soldiers. Gi Za did not send Gi Zu to undertake such a ridiculous mission without any plans.


    What Gi Za and Gi Zu were trying to do was merely to delay the enemy. They would weaken the enemy while gradually retreating, then rendezvous with the main force. There were many factors to take into consideration, but they were by no means planning on crushing the enemy’s 300,000. They just needed to buy time.


    Of course, Gi Zu wasn’t so foolish as to say right from the start that they would be retreating, as doing so would affect morale. But even without that, Ved and the other pillars of Sazanorga could figure out as much from their priority of buying time, bringing the question then to ‘how long they could persist.’ Gi Za and Pale racked their heads, and their estimates were that Gi Zu would be able to hold for a month at most.


    However, that estimate was about to be overturned.


    For there was no semblance of leadership for the 300,000 soldiers attacking Fort Bandigam. Their mad charge forced a groan out of Gi Zu.


    They had no regard for their comrades in arms, be they caught in pitfall or wood or stone. They trampled over them with no exception as they desperately sought to climb up the slope, only to trample too over those that slipped from the oil.


    And neither did their equipment garner praise, besides their weapons, anyway.


    Most of them were not even with the simplest leather armor, their numbers made up not only of men but also of women with messy hair and even the elderly. Just that alone spoke volumes of the abnormality of their army.


    “These people…”


    Ved too became confused.


    The enemy showed no signs of stopping. Just what was it that they believed in? What was it that compelled them? They, who ran at them with voices strained, rushing madly as though they could not die quicker. Did they not fear for their life?


    When that thought crossed Ved’s mind, he shook his head.


    Until now, all the humans that they’ve fought, whether they were good or evil, were humane. But it seemed that might not be the case with Altigand. Ved shuddered.


    “Fire. Let’s set them on fire.”


    When Gi Zu heard Ved say that, he felt that it would be necessary for him to make an appearance in the front lines. If Ved, his second-in-command, was intimidated, then his other subordinates must be too.


    “I’ll be going out too.”


    “…Yes.”


    Just the sight of Gi Zu in the front lines would bolster Sazanorga’s morale.


    “What’s the matter!?　Don’t tell me you’re scared by something on this level!?”


    Gi Zu’s voice resounded loud and clear, and the goblins that have been swallowed by the abnormality of their enemy turned to their ‘pops’ with a startled look. Just by Gi Zu being there full of confidence as usual was enough to change their terrified looks into leisurely smiles.


    There was nothing to fear. Because just like usual, their pops was here to watch over them.


    Gi Zu went around the battlefield to encourage his soldiers, then he climbed up a spire and looked over the whole battlefield again.


    “This won’t last a month.”


    Gi Zu muttered, and Ved nodded. It wasn’t until late into the night that the battle ended. The humans persistently attacked even in the night despite having eyes unsuited for it. They fought by continuously changing their forces, but Sazanorga managed to hold.


    But while there were no casualties on their side, the fatigue was great. And they couldn’t help but be gloomy when they thought of how the same thing would repeat itself tomorrow.


    “Let’s split our forces into two.”


    “Yes.”


    Sazanorga would replace a few of their soldiers everyday. Gi Zu was being considerate and trying to lessen the load on his soldiers, but this turned out to be half a failure and half a success.


    As a fortress, Bandigam could accommodate 5,000 soldiers. 1,000 soldiers was already considered small, so it was even harder to defend the fort with just 500. Though they managed to mitigate their fatigue, they gradually started piling up on the damage.


    Five days later when the damage was starting to get bad, Gi Zu started considering retreating from Fort Bandigam. Gi Zu’s forces threw everything they had at the enemy, while the enemy took everything on without a care.


    As a result, the resources that they’ve stored up in Bandigam were quickly being depleted.


    “We’ll retreat to the mountainous region in the dead of the night.”


    “What time?”


    “Two hours later.”


    Wide awake, Gi Zu looked down toward the unfolding darkness, while Ved nodded and quietly went to wake up his men.


    “Two months and 25 days left, huh…”


    The thought of needing to risk his life once more brought a smile to Gi Zu’s lips.


    Gi Zu’s Sazanorga gathered everyone in the dark, and they opened the damaged gate. Sazanorga stifled even the slightest voice as they ran. The goblins could see in the night, that’s why they could move in the dark with perfect coordination.


    They quietly took down the enemy and ran without letting even their breath make sound. For the first time they were bathed in blood, but the enemy was large, about 300,000 large in fact, so they could not help themselves but take a long time to respond.


    Gi Zu took advantage of that to break through their encirclement and retreat into the mountainous region with barely any resistance.

  


  

  
    


    But the situation was by no means optimistic.


    Earlier, they were under siege, and now, the enemy was gradually closing in on them. In a sense, the situation hadn’t changed at all. The fortress in the mountains was captured in less than ten days, so they took the battle to the fields, but even that served as no more than a meager resistance in the face of an overwhelmingly large army.


    They needed to buy two more months time, yet they’ve already been cornered in the tunnels, their last line of defense. To make things worse, they didn’t have much food.


    “The flying warships, huh.”


    The thunderous roars from the battle of the flying warships and the ryuus could be heard even in the tunnels down below.


    Altigand was trying to break through the mountains in one go through the seven ships. But the ground force of 300,000 soldiers were currently being held back by supply problems and Sazanorga’s guerrilla tactics.


    This was still within expectations. But the true value of the flying warships lay in their ability to hold human weapons. By loading them with wyverns knights and deploying them mid air, they could fight much better than even Gawain’s ryuus.


    With the support of magic bullets, the wyvern knights would raise up their dragon lance and strike their foes. Not even Gawain’s ryuus could deal with the onslaught of magic bullets from afar, and the only fate that awaited them up close was to be cut apart by the wyvern knights.


    Gradually, control over the skies fell to Altigand. In the midst of that, the little supply that came from Alrodena was also blocked.


    Yet the fact that Altigand still couldn’t take control of the ground frustrated Altigand to no end, and they believed that the tunnels were to be blamed for that. So they bombarded the land to destroy those passages that the ants have dug.


    Dozens were buried alive.


    Regardless of if that was many or few, the supply route of the goblins was cut. Powerful magic bullets poured ceaselessly over the mountains, laying bare the rocks and sinking the ground.


    A month later, the path between Sazanorga and the main force led by the Goblin King was completely cut off.


    “Just 30 days more.”


    Their 1,000 soldiers have already been reduced to 700. In the long and fierce war, 30% of them died, while the remaining 70% were wounded.


    By this time, the 300,000 soldiers have also started to figure out the tunnels. After all, there were just so many of them. No matter how dark the paths may be, with that many people, they were bound to fill up the tunnels.


    Gi Zu grit his teeth and tried to exhaust the enemy as planned, but neither him nor his man were tireless. Showing themselves to the enemy and figuring out where to fight took a greater toll on them than expected.


    From the perspective of a Lord Class goblin, the enemy after them were overwhelmingly weak. No matter how crazy they may be, women and children that could at most only accidentally hurt them.


    Unfortunately, the weapons they wielded were troublesome. Hence, it felt as though a swarm of tiny winged insects was chasing after them. Each one of them possessing a poison stinger too great for them to handle.


    Even without any strength themselves, they could easily penetrate the goblins and leave a fatal wound.


    They could even smash their bones if their attacks landed on the right spot. That was all they had to watch out for, but when they had to engage them so many times, wounds were bound to pile up. If anything it was remarkable how they were able to keep their wounds to merely grazes.


    “A wound like this is nothing!”


    Gi Zu’s flank and right foot had been stabbed, but he still tried to advance. Alas, his body would not listen.


    “Damn it… Is this is as far as I go? 20 days… I need to buy that much time… Or what face would I have to show the king?”


    Though he had to drag his unmoving body, Gi Zu walked onward through the tunnels. They had taken the enemy’s food and were in the middle of a retreat from a part of the tunnels occupied by the enemy.


    En route, Gi Zu lost consciousness while leaning on Ved’s shoulder.


    “…Hey.”


    Ved picked 200 goblins with stamina remaining and ordered them to retreat with Gi Zu.


    “We’ll march on ground in the dark of the night. If Pale-dono is alive and well, she will send help, I’m sure.”


    “Uncle, what about you?”


    “As for me, well…”


    A heroic smile surfaced on Ved, then as he looked over the rest of his subordinates, he laughed in a way that would frighten even demons. The surface of the mountainous region was already controlled by an army of 300,000 soldiers. To break through something like that was no longer merely reckless but impossible.


    But Ved wasn’t thinking of coming back alive.


    “Consider it our victory as long as pops survives!”


    Sazanorga started moving, but there was one problem. When everything was ready and all that was left was to execute, Gi Zu suddenly awoke.


    “…Damn it. What is the meaning of this!?” Gi Zu asked.


    All of Sazanorga has already appeared on the surface while his consciousness was gone. When Gi Zu saw that, he questioned Ved.


    “Ved, what were you thinking!?” Gi Zu said.


    “Pops… Give me a break,” Zu Ved said.


    “What break? What are you──”


    “──Pops, to us, you are the sun.”


    “──Ved… You…”


    It was then that Gi Zu realized what Ved was trying to do.


    “You told us our role before the battle began.”


    “It’s my role!”


    “And I’ve received it properly. So, pops… Please go to the king and serve him with devotion.”


    “Ved, did you think you’d be able to convince me with that!?”


    His subordinates held Gi Zu, but he shook them off and he grabbed Ved. But Ved easily got out of that, then landed a blow right in the pit of Gi Zu’s stomach. As Gi Zu keeled, a knifehand strike fell on the back of his head and knocked him out.


    “Please excuse my lack of filial piety… Well, I suppose you could consider this payment for that one blow I took in the past.”


    Ved joked a little, but he quickly fixed his expression and knelt.


    “This is goodbye, Pops. Please live on.”


    Ved prostrated himself to Gi Zu deep enough for his head to rub the ground. After giving a heartfelt apology, he commanded his subordinates without turning.


    “Go. Protect Gi Zu Ruo of Sazanorga and escape with him.”


    Ved watched over them until they completely disappeared from view, then as though to cut off any lingering attachments, Ved yelled.


    “Listen up, men! This here is where we’re going to die.”


    They were surrounded by countless humans.


    “But just dying to allow our pops to escape is too good for low-lives like us!　So we need to earn that right first! We’re going to break through here and buy 20 more days, then we can die!”


    Ved quietly gathered his forces, then attacked one of the corners of the humans’ encirclement to break through. Indeed, their assault, which took a route the exact opposite Gi Zu fled, was nothing more than a diversion, and after rampaging throughout the battlefield, they returned underground once again. Sazanorga only numbered 500 at the time of their assault, but now they numbered only 300.

  


  

  
    


    By the time Gi Zu woke up, there were already elves and goblins watching over him with concern.


    “You’re awake.”


    It was Gi Za Zakuend who called out to him calmly. Gi Zu looked up to him, then as he gradually woke up, grabbed at him without meaning to.


    “What happened to Ved? What happened to my Sazanorga!?”


    “…”


    Gi Za didn’t say anything and just turned to the mountainous region still under heavy fire from the flying warships.


    “…Where is his majesty!?”


    “What are you trying to do?”


    “I will appeal to him directly and ask him to allow my return to the battlefield – to where my Sazanorga is!”


    “With those wounds?”


    “These? These are only a scratch! A father would never abandon his children! I will not abandon them!”


    “Well, your appeal has been rejected. There’s no need for an audience.”


    “What did you say!?”


    “Your Sazanorga has already been destroyed. Those that escaped with you and protected you are also covered in wounds. There are no soldiers left for you to lead.”


    “I can go by myself, so please let me go!”


    “The king has made his decision.”


    “That’s why I’m asking you to let me meet him!”


    “There’s no need to. Recover from your wounds and prepare for the next battle.”


    Gi Zu could not take Gi Za’s unyielding attitude any longer, and he found himself raising his fists.


    “GURUuuAAAA!”


    He bellowed out a howl and jumped at Gi Za.


    “I’m going to go, so don’t get in my way!”


    “…Deranged. As expected, it appears it won’t be possible for you to return to battle. Hold him down.”


    Gi Za wiped the blood bleeding from his lips and calmly gave the order for Gi Zu to be suppressed. The goblins tried to carry out his order, but Gi Zu shook free from them and went on a rampage.


    It was Prime Minister Pale’s words that stopped him.


    “The king will meet you.”


    Gi Zu calmed down, while Gi Za clicked his tongue and turned to Pale, muttering loudly, “what an unnecessary thing to do.”


    “He is waiting for you in the spire.”


    Gi Zu’s body was beaten and bloody, but despite that and his ragged breath, he dragged himself to where the king awaited.


    “…There was no need for you to take over such a hateful role,” Pale said.


    “That’s not what I intended. But if a hint of rebellion so much as appears within Gi Zu, he must be dealt with immediately,” Gi Za said.


    “I know.”


    “Good then. And…”


    “Yes?”


    “It’s nothing.”


    Gi Za almost let out his true feelings, but he caught himself before he could and averted his glare.


    There was no changing the fact that it was his own plan that cost Gi Zu his men. That’s why he believed it was okay for him to hate him. Much better that than for him to rebel against the king.


    Gi Zu followed Pale’s instructions and climbed up the spire.


    Along the way, his body ached, and his breath grew ragged. But he did not rest. His subordinates were fighting so desperately in a hopeless battle, so what right did he have to rest in a place like this on his own?


    Before long, that gallant figure of the king overlooking the mountains with his great sword came to view.


    “Gi Zu.”


    The back of the Goblin King was as big as he remembered. And it reassured him even at a time like this.


    “Your Majesty, our great king, I beg of you, please allow me to rescue Ved and the rest of my subordinates!”


    The Goblin King turned to the mountains.


    “…No.”


    “I know I am weak. But please!”


    Gi Zu rubbed his against the cobblestones of the spire as he begged the king to send him. But there was no changing the decision of the king.


    “…It cannot be done. You must understand, Gi Zu.”


    Gi Zu wanted to scream as he looked up at the Goblin King, but then he saw the blood dripping from the hilt of the great sword that the king clung tightly to.


    “…They are still fighting to carry out my orders.”


    As the king squeezed out those words, Gi Zu turned to the mountains.


    “If you want to resent me, then do so.”


    “I could never resent you, Your Majesty!”


    It was not just Gi Zu who grit his teeth watching the battle unfold, the Goblin King too shared his pain.


    “You must not avert your eyes. Such an act will not be forgiven, Gi Zu. And neither must you get in the way of the warriors’ battle.”


    “Uuu… UuUUGURUURUUoOOOAaAAAA!”


    Gi Zu howled with such intensity it seemed blood would gush out, then as he pounded on the ground and the walls, he tried to calm down his emotions. But every time he tried, the figure of Ved and his Sazanorga would flash through his mind.


    “I… I… AAAaaAAGAAAAaAA!!”


    The Goblin King did not say anything and just listened to the sound of Gi Zu’s bloodstained howls. Gi Zu slammed his fists and pounded his head on the ground, painting a bloodstained sight that made it seem as though Gi Zu was crying tears of blood.


    “They’re going to die… All of them! Ved──I!!”


    After that the last of Sazanorga trudged through the last ten days in the mountains and fulfilled their orders from the king.


    The price they paid for that was the death of every goblin that made up the main force of Sazanorga. The bloodstained plan to delay the enemy in the mountains was a success, and with the time Ved paid for with their lives, Alrodena completed their reorganization.


    On the fifth year of the king’s calendar, in early autumn, Alrodena was once again ready to stage an all-out offensive.


    
  


  Chapter 296 – A Second Attempt


  
     

    The Kingdom of the Black Sun’s

    (

Alrodena Kingdom’s 

    )

     army of 45,000 had been completely restructured.


    Despite only having two months to prepare, the hard work of Prime Minister Pale and the generals allowed the recruits to be trained to a level comparable to the veterans.


    But before setting out for their second attempt at Altigand, a briefing regarding the newly restructured army was held in the late Elfa’s castle.


    Gi Ga Rax’s  

    Tiger and Spear Army

    (

Aransain 

    )

     numbered 9,000.


    Gi Gu Verbena’s  

    Axe and Sword Army

    (

Felduk 

    )

     numbered 15,000.


    Gi Gi Orudo’s  

    Twin-Headed Beast and Axe Army

    (

Zeilduk 

    )

     numbered 1,200.


    Ra Gilmi Fishiga’s  

    Bow and Arrow Army

    (

Fanzel 

    )

     numbered 9,500.


    The imperial guards of the goblin king led by Gi Be Slay numbered 1,000. Their numbers have increased due to the number of wounded soldiers from the last battle. Though the imperial guards only accepted wounded soldiers of rare class and above, there were still too many that were able to join.


    Normally, they would have had them stay at the rear to train the next generation, but that was not the case this time around. They appealed directly to Gi Be to be allowed to participate in the last war, an appeal that was conveyed directly to the king and approved. The imperial guards that rode on majestic hipparions while in full armor of black was a kind of dream to the goblin warriors. Not to mention being able to fight next to their great king.


    Fanzel had to split their forces and direct most of them to maintain public order. Because of that a detached force had to be made from Fanzel.


    Normally, that force would be led by Ra Gilmi Fishiga himself, but this time around it was Bui the Great Chief of the Orcs that was tasked to lead it. Despite his naturally timid nature, he was specifically recommended by Fanzel’s generals.


    The fact that both Shumea, who led the humans, and Gilmi, one of the four generals, would recommend him so strongly spoke volumes of his trustworthiness.


    His orc force numbered 2,500. They had brought most of their warriors from the orc settlements in the eastern part of the Forest of Darkness just to participate in the war.


    Then the briefing called out the forces that would be utilized as part of the special unit due to their lack of numbers.


    Gi Za Zakuend’s druids numbered 1,000 and would be split into two groups, Gi Do Buruga would be given command of one half, while the other half would placed under the direct control of Gi Za with the wyverns to make up the air force.


    Gi Jii Yubu’s regiol have increased their numbers to 3,000. A respectable army on its own, but they also had the remnants of the Sazanorga with them.


    Pale approved of it because of Gi Zu’s insistence and the king’s approval, but using just the 200 survivors of Sazanorga would indeed prove difficult, so they were instead incorporated as a single independent unit into the regiol.


    Or at least, that’s how the story went, but really, there was just not enough time to adequately train and coordinate with the soldiers that should have been assigned to the Sazanorga when they finally returned from their rest.


    This was acknowledged in an exchange between Gi Za and Pale, who remained ever calm.


    “My Sazanorga is fine like this,” Gi Zu said.


    The Goblin King believed those words, and the generals that have seen Sazanorga’s miraculous work also agreed.


    Rashka and his Gaidga used to be the leader of the special unit, but they were no longer around, so that position fell to Gi Go Amatsuki the Sword King and his swordsmen.


    They numbered approximately 500. Comprised of a select group of goblins and swordsmen led by Yustia, the beautiful chief of the  

    Snow Demons

    (

Yugushiva 

    )

    , that humble 500 was a force to be reckoned with when it came to the sword.


    The 500 scouts led by Gi Ji Arsil have already mobilized and were presently scouting the enemy, so they weren’t present for the briefing.


    The next to be mentioned in the briefing were the allies of the goblins.


    The 3,600 soldiers from each of the elf clans were expected to excel as archers, mages, and messengers, while the various demihumans tribes were to be divided into their specialties and sent to their respective units. For example, the fangs and the centaurs would be sent to Aransain, while the minotaurs would be sent to Fanzel.


    Participating in the war as an allied force was Vilan the Young Tactician, a young military strategist from Vladinia, a country of Kushain Believers. Their forces, which were known as Akazone, numbered 3,000.


    There were very few humans participating out of fear for the power of the hero. Gi Za and Pale were horrified when they heard from Gi Zu how the enemy armed even women and children.


    Regardless, with that, the formation was complete, and all that remained was to discuss a plan to defeat the enemy’s army of 300,000.


    “I will be the one to discuss this matter,” Pale said.


    Prime Minister Pale Symphoria stepped forward and started talking about the plan to the assembled generals.


    The plan she presented was simple yet bold.


    The enemy army numbered 300,000, but in reality, there was no one to serve as their general. They would not stop once they started moving, but a few traps should be enough to deal with them.


    The plan she showed them was the very model of surround and destroy.


    “That leaves the flying warships,” Pale said.


    “I’ll do something about that,” Gi Za said with confidence.


    Gi Za was a wise goblin and a calm military tactician such that he made that claim without so much as a change in expression.


    “In that case, our path is decided.”


    The Goblin King looked at each of the assembled generals and declared.


    “The time to fight has come once again. Go, my soldiers. Give the order to march.”


    At the behest of the Goblin King, voices raged and howled, and they echoed through the sky that yet held the heat of the summer.

  


  

  
    


    One day after Zu Ved fulfilled his promise to the king, the hero’s army crossed the mountains between old Elfa and old Altigand’s border. When the exhausted Gi Zu saw the enemy appraoching from a distance, he bellowed out a howl like a mad god.


    It had been pouring until yesterday, yet the dry river showed no signs of that as the two armiss faced each other across it.


    Arlodena deployed its entire army of 45,000 and had its front line soldiers stand ready with their large shields. The flying warships and the ryuus have already started exchanging fire up in the sky. They somehow managed to bring the aerial battle to an equal fight thanks to Gi Za Zakuend’s druids intercepting the wyvern knights and compensating for the ryuus’ disadvantage in close combat.


    As the flying warships and the ryuus fought, the battle on the ground too began.


    “In the name of the gods!”


    At the behest of the zealots, the army of 300,000 began to cross the shallow river. With the weapons they wielded, even the weak could inflict a fatal wound on the goblins.


    But the armor they wore were just too poor. Most of them did not even wear leather armor. They just wore their usual clothes along with their weapon, but the army of Alrodena was not one to hold back.


    “Stones──”


    Gu Naga Ferun, who was in charge of the frontmost line, calmly gave that command.


    “──Fire!”


    In the next moment, stones came shooting from behind the line of shields. Slinging fist-sized stones was a tactic Felduk was known for, but while that succeeded in disrupting the enemy, they did not stop. With disheveled hair and their weapons in hand, the enemy yelled out their battle cry as they came charging for Alrodena.


    But Alrodena never believed that they would be able to stop them with just that.


    “Spears──”


    After Gu Naga (Long) fed them with a stone buffet, what came next was an attack meant for a closer opponent.


    “──Fire!”


    Though not perfectly coordinated, countless spears came shooting for the approaching enemy. And without any time to evade, the only fate that awaited them was to be shot through, pinned to the ground.


    Despite that they refused to relent and did not stop.


    “Hmph, I would have jumped in already if not for my orders──”


    Gu Naga (Long) quietly muttered in complaint before raising his voice once again.


    “All forces defend!”


    Felduk was stretched thinly on both flanks as they waited for the enemy in the frontmost lines. At the leftmost wing was Gu Naga Ferun, at the center was Gu Big, and at the rightmost wing was Gu Tough. Behind were Gi Gu Verbena’s soldiers in a length and width formation.


    But that still wasn’t enough to take on an army 300,000 soldiers strong.


    From an overhead view, to the left of Felduk was Gi Gi Orudo’s Zeilduk arranged in a multi-layered length and width formation that would not allow the enemy to approach. Gi Gi’s current roster of monster beasts was full of rare monster beasts from the west.


    They barely managed to stop the enemy by positioning the attack specialists at the back and the defense specialists in front. Though Zeilduk specialized in attacking, they struggled with defense.


    “…The monster beasts are angry.”


    Gi Ji Arsil said, and Gi Gi folded his arms.


    “I wouldn’t blame them. There’s food right in front of them, but they’re not allowed to touch. Anyone would get mad having to endure that.”


    Gi Gi was positioned where the powerful carnivorous monster beasts were. At the frontmost lines, the beast tamers were handling dragon turtles and two-horned mud bulls to hold off the enemy forces.


    “Gi Zu is among the reserves this time.”


    “Only a few can maintain their calm even while their subordinates are being killed. I have experience with that too…”


    Gi Ji looked behind and told Gi Gi that. Gi Gi chose his words carefully out of sympathy for Gi Zu.


    “He’s just compassionate.”


    “Hopefully he doesn’t do anything stupid.”


    Even in the casual conversation between close friends, there was concern for Gi Zu’s mental state. But that also spoke volumes of how relatively calm the battle was.


    Arlodena had their entire army on the defense to take on the 300,000 strong enemy of Altigand. They succeeded at slowing down the enemy’s forces, and by the time they clashed with their first line, the enemies have already lost most of their momentum.


    Alrodena’s forces were confident that they would be able to stop them, and they even had energy to spare.


    Pale specifically chose a location too narrow for the enemy’s 300,000 soldiers to deploy. After all, there was no need to choose a wide open plain or some other land form just to intercept them as they gradually descended from the mountains. The best scenario for them was to minimize their capabilities while maximizing theirs.


    A general might send out scouts, move his army, and pick his battlefield to avoid falling into such disadvantageous conditions, but the enemy this time had nothing going for them but their great number. A number that could put even the monster beasts at a disadvantage. Not only was there no one to give them orders. Their assault, which should have been unstoppable once started, has been dampened by the relentless, long-range attacks from across the river.


    Meanwhile, Alrodena picked a location that allowed them to deploy their whole army, and the enemy just foolishly charged straight for that. With such conditions, even an amateur could tell which side was advantageous.


    “Give the signal.”


    Pale overlooked the battle from the top of a hill. When she saw that most of the enemy army was about to cross the river, she gave the order for the signal to be given. There was even an expression that resembled pity on her.

  


  

  
    


    “Well done.”


    The Goblin King praised pale from atop his  

    Terrifying Carnivorous Horse

    (

Andrewarchus 

    )

    .


    “Yes. Zeilduk is doing a good job keeping their monster beasts at bay,” Pale said.


    “Indeed.”


    The Goblin King looked away from the rising smoke beacon to look at the battle in the skies.


    “Gi Za says he has a secret plan but refuses to tell me anything. How troubling.”


    “…Forgive him, Your Majesty. Word would spread if others were to know, after all.”


    “I know. There’s no need to stand on ceremony.”


    “Yes, Your Majesty.”


    Unable to withstand the gentle gaze of the Goblin King, Pale found herself bowing her head.


    “It was I who gave permission for this plan; hence, it is only natural I also be responsible for it. There’s no need for you to be so concerned.”


    “…Yes, Your Majesty!”


    Pale knelt on one leg, while the Goblin King watched on as the river from upstream came pouring in, heaving up the dry earth, dyeing itself in its hue, transforming it into a muddy stream that ferociously approached the army of 300,000.


    “It should be about time.”


    “Yes. We will push the enemy into the river.”


    “I permit it. Go!”


    Pale drew her bow and shot an arrow at the sky to signal the operation begun. She was a skilled archer even among the elves, so much so that she is said to be blessed by the God of Archery, Za Ruga, himself. As a whistling sound unique to elven archery resounded, three arrows shot out one after another.


    In the next moment, the battle below came to life.


    “Onwards! Let’s take down these small fries!”


    Gi Gu Verbena raised his voice and commanded his army. With an axe in his right and a sword in his left, clad in the armor bestowed by the king, this goblin, who could rule a multitude most effectively among the goblins, gave the order for his army of nearly 6,000 to advance.


    The enemy forces were divided, so when he’d confirmed the state of the muddy stream, he brought out his entire army to decide the battle once and for all.


    “Onwards!”


    At the top of his voice, he fiercely encouraged his men, who stood on the front lines with their great shields, and commanded them to drop the enemy into the raging river.


    “Don’t lose to our neighbors now!”


    Next to Felduk were the rampaging monster beasts, turned excited excited by the sight of the roaring river. Gi Gi unleashed those monster beasts, who in their normal state were already superior to humans be it in size or strength. When such creatures were thrown right into the midst of an unruly mob, there could only be one result: a maelstrom of confusion so great that the word “confusion” itself would be too to describe it.


    “We contact Vilan-dono here, right?”


    “Yes.”


    Upon seeing that the enemy no longer retained any power, Gi Ji confirmed that with Gi Gi, and Gi Gi immediately nodded.


    Though they had succeeded in inflicting critical damage on the soldiers crossing the river, neither the goblin king nor Pale nor Gi Za had any intentions of allowing the remaining soldiers to escape. And the soldiers yet to cross the river were attacked by Aransain.


    Their long swords dazzled in Rodo’s light, their narrowed eyes like those of predators eyeing their prey.


    “This is our time to pay them back for that last battle!” Far said.


    Far of  

    Short Sword Battle Maiden

    (

Valkyria 

    )

     looked at her flanks, then commanded her forces from the head of Aransain.


    “Don’t be reckless now!” Zaurosh said.


    When she saw Zaurosh of the  

    Proud Clan

    (

Leon Heart 

    )

     come up from behind her with his sickle spear, she made a faint smile.


    “Who do you think you’re talking to!?” Far said.


    Far spun her long sword above her, and the cavalry behind her raised their speed. These were the cavalry tactics that once dominated the central plains under the War Princess. And they, who were the quintessence force that made those tactics possible, were now the main force of Aransain.


    “Attack!”


    The mana guards behind Far and the others shot their fire bullets into the air. They drew a trajectory like that of an arrow and upon landing burst all at once.


    Then came riding at full speed with perfect coordination the cavalry. The Valkyria loved their wild horses, and their attack when they charged was just as wild. They would ride through the disorganized enemy lines and distract them with walls of flames to crack them open, then to make that crack bigger, they would ride even deeper in, paving open the way for the Paradua tribe, who rode on black tiger back, and the horsemen of the Leon Heart Clan. Riding on their ferocious beasts, they would skewer their enemies through with their spears, and the enemies sent flying would become a landslide of sort to push their own allies into the river.


    “Withdraw!”


    Gi Ga Rax then timed the stopping of their momentum to change their formation to that with him at the head. The way they disengaged without pause was just like that of a cavalry order with over a hundred battles under its belt.


    “The flood will stop soon,” Pale said.


    “Yes. Let’s use that opportunity to chase after them,” the Goblin King said.


    As Pale and the Goblin King watched the battle unfolding below them, they considered their next moves.


    “It will depend on how the flying warships move, but we should make our move while Gi Za’s forces are keeping the sky under control,” Pale said.


    “Right. We’ll pass the mountains and attack Altigand again,” the Goblin King said.


    The Goblin King’s narrowed eyes beheld the nearly destroyed enemy forces, then it turned to the land of Altigand that lay beyond, and before long, the shadow of the hero──


    In the early autumn of the 5th year of the King’s calendar, the battle at the border of Elfa and Altigand was finally decided when Alrodena quickly regrouped from her earlier defeat to slay Altigand’s army of 300,000 soldiers.


    Once again, Alrodena reached out her claws for the main land of Altigand.

  


  Chapter 297 – The Battle of Heaven and Hell


  
    The Goblin King led all of the armies of  

    the Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena Kingdom 

    )

     and encroached upon Altigand’s lands. They passed the mountains and encroached into Fort Bandigam, then into the territory of the margrave. They proceeded deeper into Helms Canyon, then finally, Lusis Plains.


    It was so desolate that it seemed as though not even the breath of living beings could be felt.


    “…”


    The Goblin King silently looked around him and burned that scene into the back of his head.


    All the people that lived here were killed by him.


    For the sake of his ambitions, he built a road with heaps of bodies and streams of blood. This was the path to the end of the world. That which would allow him to recover himself, which fell into this world. He had to remember the memories he’d forgotten, fill in those blanks that have gone missing, and take back the woman he loved with his own hands!


    The breath he exhaled grew ragged, and the sensitive senses of his steed felt that, and it shook its head. A wry smile surfaced on the Goblin King, and he caressed Sui’s neck.


    “Calm down,” he told his steed, then glared in front of him.


    They defeated the mobs sent by the hero, but the flying warships, their enemy’s strongest card in the sky, yet remained. Altigand had them retreat as soon as they realized that they could not win against the ryuus without sacrifice.


    It was frustrating that they could not even pursue them with the forces they had, but that was Gi Za Zakuend’s problem. He was currently the wisest among the goblins, a tactician that could contest even Pale.


    That’s why the Goblin King decided to leave everything about the battle in the skies to him. One of the good points about the Goblin King was that he could fully trust his subordinates. No matter who, a person could only have one body, so no matter how exceptional a person was, he could not manage everything by himself.


    All the more so when it concerned an entire country; hence, when the Goblin King could trust his subordinates yet take full responsibility, it was a given that the kingdom would naturally progress.


    Three more days passed as they passed Lusis. Indeed, Altigand was big. The birthplace of mankind was dotted with many historic buildings, and the farmlands were also well cultivated. Past the bountiful fields was a city surrounded by strong walls.


    There were no forests dense enough to be called a forest here.


    The wide plains were covered with fields of golden wheat, but they were untouched despite it being well past harvest. There were no people in the cities they occupied either, and both stray and domestic dogs alike fled at the sound of the monster beasts’ cries.


    When they were just a day’s distance from the capital of Altigand, the Goblin King felt an ominous presence rising from the horizon, and he narrowed his eyes. But at the same time, a fierce smile surfaced on his lips.


    There was no mistaking it. That was the presence of the hero.


    According to Gi Ji Arsil’s scouts, an army large enough to fill the land was gathering up ahead.


    “Onward. Let us go to our battlefield.”


    At the behest of the Goblin King, Alrodena’s army began its march.


    The hero and his army quietly waited until Alrodena’s army arrived and assumed their formation. They had approximately 200,000 soldiers all in all. As they stood on the billowing plains, they were just like those forces spoken of in the tales about the Age of the Gods.


    Spearmen lined up with dazzling spears and anti-magic armor. They rode upon giant armored steeds and lined up their lances. Just from that, it was evident, that every one of them was a match for a thousand warriors. Their archers wielded bows that could exhibit as much power as the elves despite their human hands.


    Moreover, they were all being led by the girl saints standing at the head.


    Liza the green-haired swordsman. Eleanor, who led the holy knights, and Yuan, her second-in-command. Judith the Zealot. There were also soldiers dressed gorgeously that did not make an appearance in the previous battles. They were the royal guards under the direct command of Altigand Kingdom. In other words, representatives of the royal family.


    At the center of that was the hero with a crazed smile, and beside him was Reshia Fel Zeal. When the Goblin King saw that, he held the reins of his steed tightly and calmed himself.


    He wanted to jump out right at that instant and fight the hero.


    But he wouldn’t be able to save Reshia like that, and the people he led would only die.


    The Goblin King held down his frantic emotions and glared at his enemy. As he confirmed once again the existence he had to save, he drew his great sword.


    The  

    Guardian Sword of the Giants

    (

Titan Dagger 

    )

     that once claimed the heads of the giants, and  

    the Dark Sun

    (

Aldia 

    )

    , the last work of the Koro Toku and swordsmith, Dumble Davie David.


    Either one of those weapons were heavy enough that most would struggle just to lift one, yet the Goblin King held one in each hand. He stood at the center of his own army as he faced off against the hero, emanating an oppressive pressure.


    “The flying warships are nowhere to be seen,” Pale said.


    “Leave that to Gi Za,” the Goblin King said.


    Without averting his eyes away from his enemy, the Goblin King commanded.


    “Take command of the ground army.”


    “As you will, Your Majesty. I will surely bring you victory,” Pale said.


    “Pale…” the Goblin King said.


    “Yes, Your Majesty!” Pale said.


    “Should I be unable to return──”


    “──!?　Your Majesty!?”


    But that was all the Goblin King said as he advanced from the center of the army. Pale opened her eyes wide in surprise, but the Goblin King was already focused on his enemy. Desperately pushing down the desire to question him, Pale had to wait for him to announce the war begun.


    ◆◇◆


    Because of the Lineage of the God of War, the Black Flames of the Underworld blazed within the Goblin King.


    The favor of the God of War that had been unleashed was bestowed upon him precisely for this moment. It opened its maws wide and yelled as loud as it could.


    ──There is no turning back now. But the Goblin King never intended to.


    In the same way that the life and destiny weighing down on his shoulders had grown heavy, so did his resolve.


    When he looked behind him, he could see his one-thousand imperial guards. At the head of which stood Gi Be Slay. The Goblin King looked up at the flag of Alrodena that he held up and asked.


    “Gi Be. And the imperial guards that follow me. Are you prepared to follow me to the death?”


    At the king’s gaze, which seemed even gentle, Gi Be straightened his back and raised his voice.


    “Even should our flesh and bones be crushed, we will ride after you, Your Majesty! Even in death, we will follow only you!”


    “──Good, I’ve received your resolve. In that case, follow me even if you die!”


    The Goblin King nodded and no longer turned back.


    “GURUUuoOOOooOO!”


    His soldiers bellowed out a howl, and the sound they produced gathered together, creating a powerful howl that shook the heavens and the earth. But as though the Goblin King did not hear it, he calmly raised up Aldia and said.


    “──Go. This is the end of our path!”


    As he swung Aldia down, the Goblin King raised his voice and roared. The Supreme Ruler of the Demon Children of Chaos, he who antagonized the whole world, had at long last reached his last battle.

  


  

  
    


    “Your Majesty… Please return at all costs. Without you, the kingdom is…”


    Filled with anxiety, Pale drew her bow and let loose a whistling arrow that signaled the whole army to move.


    ──Felduk, Zeilduk, the Regiol, and the allied forces all began moving. The imperial guards and Aransain took to the right wing.


    Pale entrusted a nearby messenger with the instructions for the rear guard unit.


    “The druids and the elves will support Felduk.”


     

    Like an arrow shot, the messenger rode off, and Pale turned back to the battlefield.


    At the end of her gaze was──


    “──GURUUuUAGAAAaAaAA!”


    Gi Zu Ruo, who took the lead. He was just like a berserked beast as he led the remnants of Sazanorga to attack the enemy walls.


    “──As I thought, Sazanorga… Gi Za-dono, you really are…”


    Pale cast her eyes down as she thought back to Gi Za’s words.


    ──Rashka would have been the one to take the lead, but he’s already dead, so Gi Zu should take it instead.


    “But Gi Zu-dono has no soldiers and is also in a poor place mentally,” Pale argued, but Gi Za just said that such problems were trivial. Gi Zu’s true nature was that of a berserked beast. He possessed a power that could only be shown when he was drenched in the blood of foes and allies alike.


     

    For a moment, Pale glared at Gi Za.


    “Don’t tell me… Is that the reason why you had Sazanorga stay behind to delay the enemy?” Pale asked in hopes that he would deny the accusation, but Gi Za’s expression didn’t even change as he spoke.


    ──So what if that was the case? Someone had to take on that role. It is a tactician’s job to see the future and position the pawns accordingly.


    Pale shook her head and roused herself from her memories.


    Indeed, it was during that exchange back then that Pale realized that Gi Za Zakuend had already matched her as a tactician. No, perhaps that ruthless leadership of his could surpass even her.


    However, she denied such feelings.


    “A tactician is only a tactician if he can formulate a humane strategy.”


    A strategy not to kill people but to allow as many allies as possible to survive.


     

    She had already seen the end of the bloody road from the desolate lands of Melgion. Of course, this was nothing but sophistry, but she couldn’t lead her soldiers without believing in such sophistry.


    That’s why she couldn’t agree with Gi Za’s tactics, but at the same time, there was indeed no other solution to the problems at hand, so she had no choice but to allow Gi Zu to take the lead.


    He possessed the greatest penetrative power in the entire army, and his desperate efforts were needed in order to stop the nearly 200,000 soldiers of the enemy. Above all, Gi Zu himself wished to take the lead. Pale recognized those flames burning in his eyes. Yes, they were none other than the flames of vengeance.


    The same flames that once burned within her. Which is why she knew just how difficult it would be to put them out.


    Everything was moving.


    All that was left now was to trust these people who were supporting the battle lines. Pale shot another arrow. The brilliant red body of Rodo was already sinking in the sea of clouds to the west. Like playing a sonata, Pale nimbly shot her arrows and commanded her forces.


    ──Exert your strength! The Divine Protection of the God of War is upon us!


    It was a command akin to a prayer, but the commanders in front responded nonetheless.


     

    “Protect Sazanorga’s rear, front row march!”


    Gi Jii Yubu, a disciple of Pale, mobilized his forces to protect Gi Zu’s rear.


    “You didn’t need to tell us. Never again will there be a defeat to besmirch our king’s name! Go!　Teach them what Felduk’s Storms truly mean!”


    Gi Gu Verbena nimbly manipulated the largest army of the goblins and attacked.


    The many high-ranking goblins under him followed suit and commanded their armies as well.


     

    “We our Aransain! We are the spear of the king!”


    Gi Ga Rax encouraged his men as they rode to the right side of the battlefield.


    “Go, we hold the key to this battlefield!”


    Gi Gi Orudo, the one who led the monster army, firmly held the reins of his monsters tightly. The monster beasts were understandably poor at executing plans, so it was up to the beast tamers to rein them in and make them follow the bigger picture.


    At the leftmost wing was the allied army led by their commander-in-chief, Vilan Do Zul. Bui the orc was working as his second-in-command.


    “The Divine Protection of the God of War, huh… I would love to have the blessings of  

    God of the Desert

    (

Ashunasan 

    )

     and Kushain too,” Vilan said.


    “I’m not that religious, but…” Bui said.


    “Isn’t it fine? Those that believe will be saved. It’s not a question of how long you’ve been faithful.”


    “Is that true?”


    “Yes. Anyhow, shall we begin?”


    Vilan wryly smiled internally as he joined his hands and offered a brief prayer. Perhaps the gods weren’t worth believing in, but he could at least believe in the person he cared for. It just so happens that that person was also the matriarch.


    “In the name of Kushain and Ashunasan, bring judgment upon the enemy!”


    “All forces advance!”


    At the behest of the Great Chief, all the orc warriors equipped in heavy armor began to move. With their stature that was far greater than the humans, just the sight of them marching was intimidating enough. Then from behind came Vilan’s Akazonae, which he have been training since young.


    There were many species under the allied forces, including the bugmen and the antmen. It was only thanks to the dignity of the Goblin King and Vilan’s skillful leadership that all these different people could be brought together.


    
  


  

  
    


    Bird’s eye view of the start of the war.
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    Please refer to the numbers in the image above.
 1. Allied Army
 2. Zeilduk
 3. Felduk
 4. Regiol
 5. Alrodena’s Army (Referring to all the blue pieces being Alrodena’s)
 6. Imperial Guards and Aransain
 7. Arensia Plains
 8. Cavalry
 9. Altigand’s Army of 200,000 (Referring to all the red pieces being Altigand’s)
 10. Heavy Infantry


    ◆◆◆◆


    Altigand’s army numbered 200,000. Their formation was largely divided into three.


    The first army that was under the direct control of the hero, the second army that was made up of the heavy infantry, and the third army that was made up of the cavalry. Though the hero’s forces overwhelmed the goblins, the hero’s battle with the God of War has left him weakened.


    He had yet to fully recover from his wounds; hence, in order to recover, he had no choice but to weaken the effect of his charm and direct more of his power toward his recovery. Despite that, however, he was still able to mobilize every person left in the capital, a testament to just how great his power truly was.


    With the royal family even added to the fray, this army was literally everything that Altigand had. The royal family were aboard the flagship of the fleet of flying warships under the 1st army. The royal guards too were aboard their respective flying warships to defend them. They eagerly awaited their departure.


    The flying warships, which could withstand the attacks of dragons as spoken of in the Age of the Gods, were indeed much safer than the royal castle.


    The hero was positioned in the deepest part of his army and was in command of the entire force.


    That might have been because his wounds were yet to heal, though it could also be purely because of his hubris. Regardless, when the army of Alrodena began to move, he brought all of his forces forward and positioned himself at the very back.


    Standing closely by his side was Liuryuna, the Goddess of Destiny, who is said to weave the threads of fate with a thousand hands. There was also the beloved child of  

    the Goddess of Healing

    (

Zenobia 

    )

    , Reshia Fel Zeal, standing beside him with her eyes cast down like a puppet with no will.


    With the two girls more beautiful than flowers at his side, the hero folded his arms and glared at his nemesis that appeared before him once again.


    “Have you come here to die?”


    A devilish smile surfaced on his lips. However wounded he may be, he was still an existence with the power to hunt dragons and slay gods. He could even fight all of Alrodena all by himself.


    He manipulated the humans and made them fight only because that was what he desired.


    Once again, the time has come to define the truth of the world.


    A legend was needed for the mad god to be reborn.


    The death and lamentation of the great multitude, their prayers and dreams… These were the weavers of legends.


    Just as humans once held supremacy over the continent.


    Just as the old gods of mythology once vied for supremacy over the earth with their household.


    They too shall vanquish the demonic armies that have conquered the continent, and establish the dominion of humans. Even the borders shall fall to them, and at long last, the world will belong to humans and humans alone.


    As the one who realized that, he, the hero, would be reborn as the god of the new world, rewriting the truth of the world that was once decided in the Age of the Gods.


    “Now, my allies, my enemies… Listen well and hear  

    the song of my victory and my glory

    (

Hekaterina’s song 

    )

    . For when those corpses pile on high, I shall find what I seek.”


    Already the old gods were insignificant.


    Even if they appeared, he would simply blow them away.


    As could be seen from his battle with the God of War, just manifesting in this world consumed a remarkable amount of power.


    The hero’s long cherished wish, that which he had been waiting for for 400 years, was at long last at the tips of his fingers.


    Perhaps that was why the movement of Altigand’s army was dull. They moved as though merely to respond to Alrodena’s attack, and their trump cards, the flying warships, have yet to reveal themselves. Indeed, the battle with Alrodena began with only their ground forces.


    The second army attacked from in front, while the third army responded to the enemy cavalry. Deep within the many layers of his camp, the hero believed without a shred of doubt that he would emerge from this war victorious.


    ◇◇◇


    The imperial guards cavalry, which was under the direct command of the Goblin King, and the cavalry of Aransain both took a wide path around the battlefield.


    In response, the tens of thousands of enemy cavalry – with their shimmering armor and perfect coordination – moved accordingly. The hooves of their steeds gave rise to a thunderous sound that shook the air as they stirred up clouds of dust that sometimes hid even them.


    In the battle approximately 2 kilometers from the main army, as expected, it was Alrodena that took the initiative. Once the yells of his goblin subordinates and the explosion of magic bullets were far away, the Goblin King took command.


    “All forces, turn around──”


    From the very beginning, their target had already been decided.


    What entailed victory in this great war? Was it when the human forces were completely wiped out, or was it when the enemy was routed?


    ──Nay, the answer was neither. Only one thing was needed, and that was the hero’s head.


    That would decide everything.


    If so, then they need only focus the power that could accomplish that into that one objective.


    “──After me!!” The Goblin King said.


    Alrodena’s banner showed the path, and the cavalry turned, so sharply it was almost acrobatic. A precision made possible only through literal blood-soaked training; thus, without losing a single horseman, the Goblin King rode for the main camp where the hero awaited.

  


  

  
    


    　No matter how poorly trained the enemy was, at the end of the day, they were still a massive army in the tens of thousands. Some of the enemy cavalry split off and blocked the imperial guards.


    　”Cut open a path for our king!”


    　The Goblin King’s most loyal subject moved to stop them.


    　With the sound of roaring hooves, Aransain, the spearhead of the king, appeared with clouds of dust. They were the fastest in Alrodena, and they attacked the enemy cavalry to allow the imperial guards to advance.


    　Despite that there were still those that blocked the path of the imperial guards.


    “This strategy… Ah, yes, I understand!　Extend the heavy footmen to the sides. Become a wall for the main force!” Eleanor said.


    “That will thin out our vanguard!” Yuan said.


    “I don’t care, how can we win by exposing the hero to danger!?”


    　Eleanor gave those orders despite her subordinate’s protest. Having been exposed to the authority of the hero, her talents were now in full bloom, and she commanded the heavy infantry to expand in front of their main force.


    “…Damn you monsters, how far will you go to taunt us!?”


    　Gritting his teeth, the second-in-command, Yuan, led the charge. The way he and his men skillfully cut through the formations was just like the late Ripper Knight, Sivara Bandier.


    　United in faith, the holy knights stood before the imperial guards.


    “──GURUUuUAGAAAaAaAA!!”


    　But what stood before them was the favored son of the mad god, Gi Zu Ruo, who was out for vengeance, and the Regiol, which intensified their attacks in support of them.


    　Even with his entire body covered in blood, Gi Zu continued to attack furiously as though his thirst was yet to be sated. There was a tenfold difference in war potential, yet he took all that head on and overturned it.


    　Despite that Eleanor refused to change her decision.


    　She insisted on positioning her soldiers to block the imperial guards despite her worsening position.


    　A head-on collision would weaken the attack of the imperial guards and possibly jeopardize their ability to attack the hero’s camp. Eleanor’s decision was meant purely to destroy Alrodena’s chance of winning.


    ◇◇◇◇


   

    　──Turn your body into a blade, become inviolable, like a cloud of dust…


    　Voices swirled within the Goblin King.


    　So loud were these whisperings uttered by the incarnation of the black flames of the underworld that they drowned out the voices of the battlefield. Verid laughed as though she had been waiting for this for a long time. Nay, it was not only her. As many lives were born and eaten, so did the voices overlap.


    　From the dark depths of the underworld, those that recognized the power of the king, those that have sworn their allegiance to him, they raised their voices, and the king spoke.


    “──My loyal soldiers!”


    　The king’s voice was so full of spirit that it shook heaven and earth.


    “──My sworn enemies!!”


    　The king’s gaze beheld his nemesis from among all the enemies that lay before him.


    “I have returned from the underworld with my name to wield my blade and fight with you once more!!!”


    　Even those on the verge of death renewed their resolve when they heard his voice. His voice was a ray of light that shone upon this battlefield in which death lay ever close by.


    “── 

    Hear my name!

    (

Call 

    )

    !”


    “── 

    I am the High King of Rebellion

    (

Rebellion 

    )

    !!!”


    　In the next moment, black flames poured out of the Goblin King and enveloped all 1,000 horsemen of the imperial guards. They took upon a humanoid shape and ran with them to protect them.


    　The king’s heralds were none other than the strongest of the foes vanquished.


    　Those that followed his back were those warriors that remained loyal even after they died and passed through the gates of the underworld.


    “…Rashka-dono… Even Ved-dono.”


    　Gi Be muttered to himself as he saw the warriors formed out of black flames running alongside them. It was not only the big names. Even the warriors they once knew and passed through the gates of the underworld, and even those of the imperial guards that died with no name, they all ran with them.


    “Bedo, Daje… You too.”


    　Even those Gi Be himself named were among them. They looked straight ahead and chased after the king’s back, running close together as if to encourage themselves to face the strongest enemy they would ever fight.


    “GU, GURURU, GURUUuOOOOOOoO!!!”


    　Gi Be exclaimed with a passionate urge that welled up from within. It was the same for the other imperial guards.


    　They would crush the enemies before them and hold their severed heads up high. Not even death would be able to stop them.


    “──To battle!!”


    　At the king’s behest, their war cries filled the battlefield.


    　And the banner held up high by Gi Be Slay fluttered in the wind with black flames.


    　Hold yourselves with pride! Even if your flesh rots, the king will be here to lead you!


    　As he cried out, he held the reins of his steed with his mouth.


    　In the ages of come, this battle would be called under many names. The Final Battle of Arensia, the Battle of Altigand… But the most famous of these names were The Encounter Between the Human World and the Underworld, and the Battle of Heaven and Hell.


    　In the late autumn of the 5th year of the King’s Calendar, the land was dyed red and the decisive battle between Arlodena and Altigand, in which all their power were mobilized, was just beginning.

  


  Chapter 298 – Ever Changing Battle Flag


  
    When the incarnations of the black flames of the underworld appeared, the hero frowned.


    “How impertinent,” he said.


    The Goddess of Destiny gently whispered to him.


    “In that case, shall we send the flying warships?” She said.


    “Yes, please do. I was thinking of having fun, but this is extremely unpleasant.”


    The hero’s wounds yet ached.


    Eleanor had sent her heavy infantry to block Alrodena’s cavalry despite the danger to themselves, only to be attacked by the heroes that returned from the underworld in flames of black.


    There were the heroes of the demihumans, and others as well.


    With a large stature that did not lose out to the Goblin King, and a double-edged axe with a long handle by the name of Valdis, he, who swept away the soldiers that impeded their path, was a king among men who once contested for supremacy with the Goblin King.


    Two horsemen rode by his side, swinging their black swords with ferocity. One was the wielder of the holy sword born in the desert, and the other was his best friend who taught the Goblin King defeat.


    They rode at the head of the army and moved freely between the enemies and the imperial guards. Then there were those knights, who retained their skill despite falling into the underworld. At their center was none other than the ever victorious maiden.


    And──


    “Absurd… Just how far will you mock the dead!?” Yuan cried.


    The black flames of the underworld turned into seven streaks and shot out over the ground. Yuan screamed from the top of his lungs, but all he got in return were the thunderbolts of black flames that pierced through their line of spears. Within the body of the indomitable hero was harbored the black flames, and those that once resisted now joined the ranks of the High King.


    Already, their battle cries were like the muddy stream.


    The black flames summoned by the king were no different than keys that opened the path to the underworld. Under the Divine Protection of the God of War, those that once perished were brought back to fight for his cause. The muddy stream of black flowed with direction, knocking down all those that stood in its path. This was a forbidden spell that forced the Goblin King to enter the domain of the underworld and the terrifying path that led to it.


    ‘Call of the Rebellion’ has been invoked.


    But of course, the burden on the Goblin King was not to be scoffed at either.


    His bones creaked, his flesh burned at the touch of the wind. Yet the Goblin King endured all of that. There were two rows of infantry left. If they could just break through, the enemy he sought would appear before him. That which he must defeat, the man that called himself a hero!


    “GURUuuUUUOOOOOOAAAA!!”


    The Goblin King bellowed out a howl, shaking the heavens, suppressing the earth, and striking fear into the heart of his foes.


    If he did not use his power now, whenever would he use it? Already. the demons of the underworld, turned into incarnations of flames of black, have encroached deep into the enemy’s line. His beloved steed, Sui, did not cower either.


    The  

    Dark Sun

    (

Aldia 

    )

     that he held up high crushed the soldiers that slipped past the incarnations of black flames.


    When the Goblin King finally reached his destination – the hero who stood with his arms folded – he sent his subordinates to claim his head.


    “Well done getting this far, now die!” The hero said.


    The hero’s mouth twisted into a smile, and with a snap of his fingers, the Goblin King looked up above. His years of experience in the battlefield has sharpened his intuition and it told of him of the danger above. There, could be found a red pattern, a gate designed after the giant jaws of a dragon.


    When those doors swung open, the flying warships appeared. When the Goblin King saw their cannons aimed at him, he braced himself and raised his great sword up high.


    “──Disperse!”


    Gi Be Slay was immediately able to pick up on the Goblin King’s command, but the rain of bullets immediately came after and crushed everything on the ground. Only about half of the imperial guards were able to move out of the way.


    Even the humans that were supposed to be the hero’s allies were caught up in the line of fire. But the real objective of that attack was none other than the Goblin King. Magic bullets rained down from the sky, piercing the land around the Goblin King like spears.


    Yet the Goblin King rode through it all, the sight of which burned itself into the eyes of his imperial guards.


    Without even looking at the bullets that rained upon him, the Goblin King swung his great sword solely for the hero’s neck. Even the incarnations of the black flames that served as heralds were pierced by the magic bullets and dissipated.


    Slipping through the incarnations that vanished as though transient illusions, the Goblin King broke through the last line of footmen.


    Immediately, a streak of light shot out, but Sui shook his head. It was an attack from the hero, and had it hit cleanly, Sui would have likely died.


    “What!?”


    But though it did not hit, it had grazed him, and from the warm blood that splattered onto the king, he knew that his steed was hurt. Sui slowed down, and the King patted him to show him his thanks, then he dismounted. As soon as he landed, he kicked off the ground with enough force to shatter rocks to launch himself.


    In an instant, the distance between him and the hero was closed, and as his great sword burned in black flames, he smashed it into him.


    But the hero easily received his attack single-handedly. However, the king did not relent and attacked again. He used the  

    Guardian Sword of the Giants

    (

Titan Dagger 

    )

     in his other hand and slashed.


    It was a two-hit attack executed at roughly the same time, but the hero easily received everything and laughed.


    “What’s the matter, monster!?　Is this all you’ve got!?”


    “GURUuUUoOOAAA!!”

  


  

  
    


    　The Goblin King did not have the leisure to respond properly to the hero. The Goblin King spared no moment. He used every opportunity he had to swing his blade. A giant sword that was essentially a lump of iron smashed into the hero. There was no more breathing, no more exhaustion… The attack that begun from a mere two-hit combo had transformed into an unending combo. A feat of amazing concentration and technique that came from every angle and showed no end.


    　The Goblin King freely handled his two great swords, giving no chance for the hero to fight back. If anything, he even started to push back the hero. But of course, the hero was also able to deal with his attacks with leisure. But then the incarnations of black flames came.


    　These warriors, who remained loyal even in death, attacked the hero with an inaudible roar, transforming the land into a sea of black flames.


    　Rashka, who possessed a stature that did not lose out to the Goblin King, Ved, who stood out among the rest of the noble class, Gi Ba, who wielded a long sword and a battle axe, Gi Zo, who wielded a staff with his small body, Gi De, who wielded an axe and commanded monster beasts, and Gi Da who ran with his spear… All of them followed after the Goblin King.


    “Did you think just something on this level would be able to hurt me!?”


    　But all of that fell short before the hero that could hunt dragons and slay gods. Whether it was the swordsmanship displayed by the Goblin King, or the black light unleashed by Rashka, or the attack of the warriors that returned from the underworld… Not one of them managed to land a hit on the hero.


    　If anything, the hero even started to fight back.


    “Seven Strokes of Heaven’s Might.”


    　The hero took advantage of a momentary lull in the exchange to unleash an attack while assuming a Waki-gamae stance. Pain seared through the Goblin King, but black flames immediately gushed out of his wounds to heal him.


    “Can you regenerate even after I cut your neck!?”


    　The hero laughed, but the attacks continued.


    　Three strokes overlapped as the hero closed in on the Goblin King, only to back off as his great sword descended. The hero’s attacks moved at the speed of light, chipping away at the Goblin King’s stamina, ether, and will. Another two more strokes were drawn before their hearts could even beat. The brilliance drawn by the hero’s blade formed a cross, leaving wounds on the Goblin King from which black flames of ether burst, and then again, the hero approached.


    　He dodged the black lights unleashed by Rashka, repelled the water bullets cast by Gi Zo, and slipped past Gi Da’s spear to come within inches of the Goblin King. An overwhelming threat approached as the hero’s drawn sword glimmered──


    “GURUUuoOOOOOOOO!!”


    　──But that was exactly what the Goblin King had been waiting for.


    　All of their attacks until now was meant to bring the hero here. No matter how fast he was, there was no way he could respond if they knew exactly where he would be. This was a counterattack made possible only by the Goblin King’s wondrous physical abilities and his superb senses that have been honed on the battlefield.


    　In the next moment, the Titan Dagger descended at the speed of sound, reaching out for the hero’s neck. For a moment, the hero was shocked, but he immediately defended with his long sword. Alas, the Goblin King had never meant to hit the hero’s body. This was an attack meant purely for his long sword, and the Titan Dagger descended with all of the Goblin King’s strength, giving rise to a disquieting collision that sounded as though the hero’s sword was crying.


    　This sound rose higher than the clashes of the war horses, resounded further than thunderclaps. It was not merely the sound of metals clashing, no. It was also the sound of the annihilation of the divine powers imbued. The Goblin King did not even bother to check the broken fragments of his sword as he tightened his grip on his other great sword.


    　He had reflexively swung Aldia upon the shattering of the hero’s long sword, but as expected, it still failed to reach him. The black flames of Aldia had burned in vain despite the mighty sound of the wind left in Aldia’s path.


    “You destroyed my weapon… I see, so you’re not completely stupid.”


    　The hero immediately jumped back to flee from danger and looked down at his broken long sword, yet despite that, he still laughed.


    “ 

    Long Sword of Demon-Slaying

    (

Diaslander 

    )

     was indeed a good sword, but… How many swords do you think I have?”


    　A red crest appeared around the hero’s right hand. From it emerged a long sword that radiated an even greater divine presence.


    “ 

    Sword of Heaven Wings

    (

Eldisaro 

    )

    … A sword that once struck down an old god.”


    　The hero swung it once as though to confirm its strength, and indeed, just a swing from it was enough to engender an overwhelming aura. But the Goblin King was not one to retreat just because of that.


    “──!”


    　No words were needed, only actions.


    　The Goblin King radiated that with every fiber of his being as he kicked off against the ground.


    “In that case, taste it for yourself, this attack that could cut apart even an approaching calamity!”


    　The hero held his long sword above his head, then it split into three as though to spread its wings. In the next moment, the sword-turned-three drew strokes even faster than that of sound, transforming into flying blades that struck not only the Goblin King but also the imperial guards behind him. Steeds fell and goblins cried, but the Goblin King would not turn back.


    　He has already made his resolve.


    　No matter what happened, he would defeat the enemy before him.


    　With utmost concentration, the Goblin King ran within the sea of blades.


    
  


  

  
    


    “Destroy them.”


    The hero raised up his sword and pointed toward the heavens, where the flying warships have just finished circling the battlefield. They began to bombard the land again with magic bullets that looked like thick spears. This was him getting back at the goblins for the trap that they’d laid for him.


    Energy filled their weapons, but just when they were about to unleash unprecedented power on the surface—


    “── 

    Lightning Hammer of Wrath

    (

Megiddo 

    )

    !”


    Lightning filled with the wrath of the heavens pierced through them, and though the anti-magic barrier kept them from getting damaged, the impact still managed to get through, causing the magic bullets meant for Goblin King to shoot where the hero was instead.


    The air shook, the ground was hollowed, and even the very geography was transformed as magic bullets of destruction rained upon the hero.


    “Tch…”


    The hero clicked his tongue and raised his sword to block, but there was no reason for the Goblin King to let this opportunity pass.


    The king’s figure as he ran into the rain of magic bullets was a display of courage that not even the most courageous men could replicate. Occasionally, misfortune would strike and magic bullets would hit him, but he paid them no heed, and the black flames that immediately burst out of his wounds would take away the pain and heal his wounds. As he came in from the side, he delivered a series of blows to the hero.


    “You’re annoying!”


    The hero spat as he held his long sword with his right and raised his left to release a colorless spell.


    “OOoOoOOO!”


    It was a shockwave attack, and the Goblin King saw it clearly, so he swung down with his Aldia and cut it in a single stroke, causing the bisected shock wave to gouge out the earth. But the Goblin King was not about to stop. After tearing apart the shockwave, the Goblin King once again moved and swung his sword for the hero.


    Metals clashed and sparks scattered. Though the Goblin King had imbued his weapon with ether, its essence remained. His great sword was just like a storm, but the same could be said for the hero who leaped in the midst of that storm. And when storms clashed, the surrounding area would of course be ravaged.


    Cracks broke on the earth, revealing new rocks only for them to be crushed. The earth shook, and even the wind gathered to create more cracks. Already, this was a battle that far surpassed common sense, and even the incarnations of black flames had no choice but to return to the great sword held by the king.


    If that was all they could do to participate, what more the imperial guards?


    But even the imperial guards had their role to fill. It was a role that only they, who protected the battle of the king, could fulfill. The banner they held up high continued to flutter in the aftermath of the clash between the king and the hero.


    Above which, the ryuus led by  

    the Wingless Sky Snake

    (

Gawain 

    )

     have began their war with the flying warships, but the odds were poor.


    For the Goddess of Destiny, who manipulated destiny with her thousand hands was standing comfortably at the bow of one of the ships. She looked nice on the eyes, but the overwhelming presence she exuded was frightening to say the least. As powerful as the ryuus were, they proved no exception to that rule, and all the ryuus other than Gawain moved sluggishly, while the spears of the wyvern knights shot out like comets for them.


    The battle-hardened druids summoned a barrage of bullets to intercept them. Blades of winds would graze past wyvern wings, while bullets fashioned into spears tore them apart. But the wyverns led by the dragon-man, Rafa, continued to fearlessly attack.


    They slipped through the gaps between the dark clouds, from which Gawain called forth the lightnings, and bit down with their fangs on the scales of the frightened wyverns.


    With the fangs of the dragons that they once fought, the children of men drove the ryuus into a corner.


    If the balance of the battle in the skies were to be tipped, then the battle down below of the tens of thousands of soldiers fighting would naturally be affected. And with strength to spare, the flying warships titled their hull and turned their port side toward the ground, then unleashed a barrage of magic bullets.


    It was truly divine punishment.


    An attack that did not distinguish between enemies or allies, one that single mindedly pushed Alrodena toward a disadvantage. Knowing neither fear nor agitation despite staining their hands in the blood of their own, Altigand’s attack had long gone past madness. Indeed, their actions could only make sense if they were being manipulated by something.


    The more time passed, the more disadvantaged  

    the Kingdom of the Black Sun

    (

Alrodena Kingdom 

    )

     became. The Goblin King chased after the hero almost all by himself, but that was mostly because they were contesting a vastly bigger number with just a few soldiers of their own for the sake of a diversion.


    The efforts of Gi Ga Rax’s Aransain were particularly awe-inspiring.


    The way he dragged the enemy cavalry, which was almost ten times larger than his own, was just that amazing. Not even the attacks from the flying warships could obstruct them in their path. Magic bullets rained down in front, and to their flanks moved the enemy army that was several times their allies’ number, yet the peerless commander spoke.


    “Hear my words, my iron legged cavalry!　We are the king’s spear!　There is nothing we cannot do on this battlefield!　The word, impossible, does not exist for Aransain! So follow me!!”


    As soon as he said that, he bravely led the charge and rode headfirst for the rain of bullets. At his behest, the cavalry roared like a hundred lions and plunged straight into the magic bullets that poured down like spears.


    Yet despite all the powers that rained upon them, Aransain’s charge was properly rewarded, and they managed to get through with little damage, allowing them to bite into the weakest flank of the enemy cavalry to devour them.

  


  

  
    


    By single-handedly taking charge of the right flank, Aransain was able to buy the king time to fight the hero by himself.


    Unfortunately, the war on the left flank did not develop conveniently for Alrodena.


    Despite the valiant efforts of Felduk, Zeilduk, and the allied forces, the color of their flag gradually turned for the worse. Felduk, which had originally thinned its formation to take on the overwhelming majority of the enemy front, had already started to exhaust their reserve forces.


    The archers led by Pale and Gi Do Buruga’s druids continued to frustrate the enemy’s offensive with their precise attacks, but while Alrodena’s advantage remained, the scales would tilt wildly to Altigand’s favor once they lost the initiative.


    That’s why they deployed the special unit in key locations to minimize the losses of the southern goblins and the monster beasts, but they too would eventually be pushed back. There was no way to overturn their fatigue, yet the high-ranking goblins leaped to the front lines and somehow managed to keep the lines and their morale alive.


    By this point, there was little that Pale could do.


    In the first place, their victory rested solely on the Goblin King’s victory over the hero. They could not retreat. The moment they did, the enemy forces would flood the Goblin King, so they could only attack.


    Attack, attack, attack, even when they were down to the last soldier, attack.


    “Don’t give the enemy a chance to fight back!”


    It was as though they were marching straight for death, but Gi Gu Verbena stood in the front lines and encouraged them. Logically, it was a poor idea to place the commander in charge of the biggest army in the front lines. But Gi Gu insisted on standing in the front lines, and he continued to encourage his subordinates to try and influence them with his unbreakable will.


    The goblins were said to be as foolish as beasts. They were the weakest creatures of the forest, but after all the rigorous training, all the love poured into them, and all the countless battles they have experienced, they were able to evolve into battle-hardened elites. Their spiritual pillar, who had all of their respect, was none other than the Great Gi Gu Verbena the Ruler of the South.


    That Gi Gu stood in the front lines, inspiring them with his valiant figure to believe in that which lay beyond death,  

    the song of victory

    (

Hekaterina 

    )

    . Being elites, they would of course follow that back, and so, Felduk stood united to support Alrodena’s offensive.


    As Felduk continued their attacks, so did Zeilduk step up.


    “I too shall go to the front.”


    Gi Gi Orudo’s words roused the surrounding beast tamers.


    Even the monster beasts, which usually behaved like spoiled children before Gi Gi, raised their fur and pounded the ground in a display of their resolve to fight. Boisterous roars bellowed out as Zeilduk deployed their large monster beasts, leaving only a few to protect Gi Gi’s vicinity.


    When Gi Gi realized that he’d reached the limits of what he could accomplish by taking control, he brought his main force forward and joined the melee. On his three-headed bird steed did he wield his axe and ride onward. The monster beasts around them also began to run, causing the monster beasts from the nearby areas to be caught up in their charge, resulting in a tsunami of monster beasts that headed for Altigand.


    The allied forces too put up a valiant fight.


    Under the leadership of Vilan Do Zul, they took advantage of their leftmost flank’s strength to suppress the enemy.


    “As expected, the orcs can’t be taken lightly.”


    In the process of humans gaining hegemony and reaching out to the frontier, it actually not the goblins but the orcs that suffered the most. The sight of before seemed to reiterate just that, causing Vilan to quietly mutter to himself.


    Though they were not as overwhelmingly numerous as the goblins, an orc was equivalent to three goblins by himself, and their bare flesh could also act as armor by itself.


    Bui the Great Chief led the orcs to lay waste to the enemy lines, the valor they displayed, no less than that of goblins. For the old gods, this would have been a scene reminiscent of the old days during Deetna’s invasion.


    “BURUUuuAAAA!!”


    Just awhile ago, Bui was calmly talking, but now, he was fighting on the front lines like the Savage King that all orcs admired. His ripped body was clad in muscular armor, and he swung club mercilessly crush his enemies’ heads. His loud roars would inspire his orcs so much so that they would forget even the fear of death.


    As all the roars bellowing overlapped, the monster beasts watching could not help but falter, and even those from the distant mountains quivered.


    There were neither enemies nor foes that could stop the rampage of the orcs led by the Savage King. At the very least, even if these humans were being manipulated, and even if they were equipped with high-quality armor, they could not resist the orcs’ frenzied momentum. Though these orcs were subordinated to the kingdom led by the Goblin King, the power displayed proved themselves worthy of playing a part in the Forest of Darkness ruled by the monsters.


    But all of this was for the Goblin King.


    Be it the goblins or the orcs or the monsters or the elves or the demihumans or the humans, no one, not one doubted the victory of the Goblin King. That’s why they could fight so desperately to maintain the battle lines.


    The sagacious Goblin King.


    The mighty Goblin King.


    He was a great emperor who overturned the dominion of the humans, saved countless species from death, and won the favor of the fallen gods.


    The High King of Rebellion who devoured half of the world and defeated all the mighty adversaries that dared stand in his way.


    But even for that Goblin King, the enemy that now obstructed his path was just too strong.


    The Goblin King unleashed a storm of blades, but gradually, that too waned. He called forth the power of the underworld, staking even his own life to unleash this sword, yet still, the hero went beyond him. As one of the gods who determined the principle of the world, the vessel of the mad ancestor god, this hero, who was essentially the voice of the world, was simply too strong for monsters to defeat.


    The Goblin King used every sword he could think of and poured all of his overwhelming power behind his attacks, but even then, a monster could simply not defeat a god.


    “Seven Strokes of Heaven’s Might.”


    The sword-turned-three unleashed seven strokes with three times as much power.


    The attacks displayed by the king until now couldn’t even compare. A raging storm of blades attacked the Goblin King. They tore apart the Goblin King so quickly that it was impossible to find a spot on him that was unwounded.


    The flames of the underworld covered the Goblin King, but then four more streaks reached for him. 12 consecutive attacks overlapped. Already, there was no other way to describe this than despair.


    Despite that the Goblin King pushed onward, only for him to fall. He hadn’t realized it, but his legs have already been blown off; hence, the Goblin King finally knelt.


    “It’s over.”


    When even one of his arms was blown away, the king’s entire body was covered in black flames. The Goblin King leaned onto Aldia and glared at the hero.


    “──!”


    “Behold! The fate of those that followed you!”


    The hero laughed as he turned to the sky.


    The ryuus were being pushed back.


    The various battle lines were beginning to come apart.


    The Goblin King himself had been pushed into a corner.


    There was no chance for victory. Not in the past, not in the future, and not in the horizon.

  


  Chapter 299 – Friend


  
    “At this rate, victory is impossible.”


    Ryuus howled and guns roared. Thunder clouds covered the skies as lightning filled the world and poured down on the enemy. But the sky-conquering ships birthed by the God of Weapons fought for the humans. Yet even as bullets poured in the sky, Gi Za Zakuend calmly analyzed the battle down below.


     

    The Kingdom of the Black Sun’s

    (

Alrodena Kingdom’s 

    )

     proud goblin army has survived many fierce battles. However, they were already breathe in the face of this massive human army that seemed straight out of the Age of the Gods.


    Felduk has reached the limit of their offensive, and though Aransain continued to struggle, there was no telling how long they could maintain their almost acrobatic tactical maneuverings. Zeilduk has also used their reserve forces and have brought the battle up close.


    They’ll keep fighting as long as they have the strength, but the difference in numbers was insurmountable. That held true for the other forces too. The Regiol, the remnants of Sazanorga, the special unit, the allied forces. Every one of them were at their limits.


    Above all was the Goblin King.


    The battle between the Goblin King and the hero was so spectacular that it could be seen even from up above. That’s why Gi Za could see just how stacked the odds were against him, and just how overwhelmingly disadvantaged he was.


    “In that case──”


    He had no choice but to create an opportunity.


    Gawain, who he was riding, seemed to have heard his resolve, as he fearlessly smiled.


    “Are you doing it?”


    “Of course!”


    “You’re going to die.”


    “Just what I want!”


    As Gi Za smile a fierce smile, Gawain laughed.


    “Small one, I like your resolve! Be proud for I have taken a liking to you!”


    The master of the thunderclouds, he who ruled over the dark clouds, laughed as he raised their speed.


    “──This time for sure…!”


    He would catch up to that back.


    As Gi Za narrowed his eyes in the face of those ferocious winds, he held his staff.


    ◆◆◆


    Gi Za Zakuend had distributed magic stones to every one of his elite druids. They were stones in which ether was sealed via Ether Transference. There were magic stones that were naturally made, and there were even those that were formed in the belly of certain monster beasts.


    They were useful tools particularly popular among the adventurers. When crushed, ether would pour out, allowing powerful attacks to be used. Gi Za had distributed such tools among his druids in advance.


    He had been saving up these things since they left the Forest of Darkness, and now, he was using them all.


    Long-ranged attacks couldn’t penetrate the flying warships.


    Not even the ryuus that have lived since the Age of the Gods could break through their anti-magic barriers. Ordinary attacks couldn’t even scratch them. But the wyvern knights would go in and out of those same flying ships.


    If so, then perhaps a living body could get through those barriers.


    It was nothing more than a theory he inferred, but it was worth trying. Besides, if they couldn’t change the situation here, the only thing that awaited them was a bad end.


    Imbued within the magic stones were magic winds.


    The druids looked suspiciously at Gi Za when they received it. They seemed to be asking for an explanation, and Gi Za indifferently explained.


    “…These stones are catalysts that will allow us to accelerate.”


    Gi Za could hear everyone gulp.


    “That’s right. We’re going to fly into those flying warships and blow them up right from inside.”


    It was an operation that would likely cost them their lives, and Gi Za was forcing it on them. Yet none of them so much as said a word against it.


    To be honest, they must have been puzzled until right before they carried it out.


    “This is an immoral plan. A plan wherein the odds of survival are so low, it would be a miracle for any one of us to come back alive.”


    But their position would not allow that.


    The scene below compelled them to act. There was no one else. If they didn’t do it, only defeat awaited them. The druids were generally smarter than the normal goblins. That’s why every one of them could easily imagine what the consequences of defeat were.


    Despair and destruction.


    They would lose the king that ruled over them, and their warriors would all perish. With no one to fight for them, they would return to mere beasts with no other fate than to be hunted. But this time the humans would be merciless. Behold the forces below. Why would those humans allow them to return alive?


    No, even death was a blessing compared to the tragedy that would befall the people in their hometown.


    The only ones who could prevent that were them, and that strong pride compelled them to act.


    With arms trembling, they obeyed Gi Za’s signal, and executed this immoral plan.


    Gi Za, who rode on Gawain’s back, became a signal, and the serpent wind raised its head, then the 500 ryuus split in half. Some flew higher, some flew lower, but already, their destination was set.


    Each battleship would of course have its role to play. There were countless books and naturally one was related to ships.


    The enemy fleet consisted of seven flying warships. The flagship of the flying fleet, the so-called ‘Ark’, leisurely took the lead and propelled itself in the skies. The three ships one size smaller acted as its escorts. They took the flanks and flew close by. Then there was the carrier that housed the wyvern knights. It was positioned at the very back, and the wyvern knights used it as their base before they would fly out like comets to challenge their enemies up close. The other two ships were battleships. They looked just like hedgehogs with how many guns they had sticking out.


    That was likely the roles they played, but even that was nothing more than Gi Za’s conjecture. Truly, it was such a terrible bet, but Gawain dared to gamble.


    Either way, if Gi Za’s druids failed to succeed, the only thing that awaited the ground troops was destruction.


    “Attack!”


    At the loud voice of the sky king, the ryuus simultaneously rushed out for the flying warships.

  


  

  
    


    “Oh my, how reckless.”


    Liuryuna the Goddess of Destiny laughed when she saw that. She was one of the gods that saved tens of thousands of mortals fated to die and brought just as much misfortune to others. In the direction she pointed at were ryuus attacking from below.


    The gunports of the flying warships opened, then a gun barrel also extended from the bottom of the ark. A rustic weapon sprung up from the gracefully curved bottom of the ship. The power of the magic bullets changed according the size of the weapon, and the weapon that appeared was big enough to be described as a main gun. As that gun aimed at the approaching ryuus, the Goddess of Destiny laughed.


    “──That’s not good!”


    Gi Za screamed as Gawain flew up, and Gawain too clicked his tongue when he saw where that gun was pointed.


    “ 

    Strike it through, Divine Hammer

    (

Rutia, Lightning 

    )

    !”


    The gun shot at them, but by unleashing the highest class of mana Gawain could, he was somehow able to intercept it.


    “Oh, that’s too bad.”


    The battle on the ground went back and forth between Alrodena and Altigand, though really, it might be better described as Alrodena somehow still not losing. The ryuus avoided the onslaught of magic bullets, but they were shot in a way that they would cause damage on the ground troops.


    “Leave them be. It can’t be helped.”


    As Gawain said that, the ryuus simultaneously flew for the flying warships.


    “Oh, but over there is…”


    As Liuryuna laughed, a ferocious barrage of magic bullets was unleashed by the flying warships. They scattered their fire all over the sky as they repeatedly shot out. A full barrage of anti-aircraft fire was directed 360 degrees into the sky above.


    The battleships were even better equipped than the other flying ships for aerial combat.


    The flying warships were developed as a weapon to control the skies during the Age of the Gods so they naturally had their own opponents. Those were none other than the dragons and the ryuus, living creatures that dominated the skies, so this sort of result was a given.


    “…Gawain.”


    “What?”


    “Let’s get on the ark.”


    Gi Za spoke firmly, and Gawain laughed.


    “Good. Let’s give this mortal enemy of ours a surprise, shall we? Make them pay for ruining my battle.”


    The bellows of the ruler of the sky shook the surrounding area. For a moment, his entire household turned their attention to him.


    “…When I compare this foe with my great adversary, it feels silly to name myself, but…”


    Gawain, a ryuu among ryuus, named himself according to tradition.


    “Those distant, lend your ear and listen well!　Those nearby, open your eyes and see clearly!　Behold! I am Gawain!　Servant to the Goddess of the Underworld, and the ruler of the heavens!　Those confident in themselves, come before me!”


    The name rang out loudly between heaven and earth, and even those fighting on the ground heard it as they passed the flying fleet, but the enemy returned his greetings with mockery.


    “A-Ahahaha!　Gawain, have you gone senile?　Or is it because you’re a beast in the end?　From what era is this style of fighting you’re trying to perform?”


    Liuryuna held her tummy and laughed, but Gawain only snickered at her attitude and ignored her.


    “…I’ve changed my opinion of you. You are magnificent.”


    Gawain’s mouth twisted at the sound of Gi Za’s sullen voice.


    “Come, the time for battle has come. A battle where we stake our life. Are you ready?”


    “Of course!”


    As soon as those words were said, Gi Za and Gawain took for the skies up above, passing through the thunder clouds, into the night sky where the stars twinkled, then further beyond into the sea of clouds illuminated by the gentle twin sister moons.


    “Go!”


    They were so close to the moons that Gi Za felt as though they were within reach, but when Gawain said that, he resolutely nodded.


    The sea of clouds parted.


    Up above there was nothing to block their sight, and all they could see were the flying warships. For Gawain, it was nothing short of insulting to see relics from the Age of the Gods flying through his territory as though they owned it.


    Only he and his opponent, Grimoa the Golden Dragon, were allowed to use the endless sky.


    “There is no place here for the likes of you!　Hurry and be gone!”


    With the force of gravity making them even faster, Gawain bared his fangs. Nine lightning spears shot out with their descent, each flying freely as they blocked the attacks of the battle ships and escort ships. But in the face of such an overwhelming number of magic bullets, some slipped past the lightning spears.


    “Intercept them!”


    Liuryuna realized what Gawain was trying to do and gave the order for an all-out barrage. Seven colors dyed the sky as the bullets filled it and tore apart the air.


    A barrage of every attribute split the nine lightning spears into a hundred. Lightning storms blew violently as water bullets evaporated, fire bullets spread, rock bullets shattered, and wind bullets canceled out. Rising vapor enveloped the area, but then Gawain broke through and revealed himself.


    With his two horns standing proud as though in opposition of the heavens, Gawain descended on the flying warships with fury, but even more magic came shooting at him. It was an attack that combined the light attribute and metal attribute. The metal attribute attracted Gawain’s specialty, lightning, allowing the light attribute to pass through without stopping.


    The light bullets that passed through stood out on Gawain’s jet-black scales. All seven ships concentrated their attacks onto him. A god he may be, in the face of a weapon made during the Age of the Gods for the very purpose of defeating his kind, blood spurted out and wounds covered his whole body.


    “Gawain!”


    “──Not yet!”


    Gi Za panicked, but Gawain just twisted his mouth and put on a brave front.


    Blood dyed his whole body. There were wounds everywhere. The next wave of light bullets bathed his whole body, yet still he continued to stare at the large body of the Ark. It might have been instinct or the discernment of a god, but Gawain could tell what it was made out of.


    He knew that this was the moment he had been waiting for, so he manipulated a thousand lightning spears and collapsed his wrath balls.


    “── 

    Seventh Heaven Thunderstorm

    (

Raz Ghalis 

    )

    !！”


    In the next moment, seven divine thunderbolts tore through the heavens with an earsplitting thunderclap. This was Gawain’s greatest spell, a spell so powerful that for a moment he stood out. It was also something that he had been treasuring so he could bid farewell to  

    the strong adversary

    (

a friend 

    )

     he’d lost.

  


  

  
    


    “You’ve done it now…!”


    Standing on the bow of the rocking ark, Liuryuna drew cold sweat, but with this, she was certain of their victory. Gawain no longer had the power he had in the past. Being able to block that attack just now meant that they’ve won. The anti-magic barrier was temporarily broken, but it would return before long.


    But then a goblin suddenly appeared on top of Gawain’s head. Immediately, a chill ran up her back. There was something terribly sinister coming come from that goblin. It was so sinister in fact that she couldn’t believe it was from this world.


    She had never felt like this before, not even when when they were fighting with the old gods. That’s why Liuryuna’s face twisted into an unsightly appearance as she angrily commanded his death.


    “Kill him!”


    A mere goblin had made a god such as herself feel threatened. This was a humiliation she could never accept. The guns of the flying warships stirred up a barrage as though to reflect her emotions. Even the iron bullets they didn’t use against the ryuus were utilized as the seven warship unleashed everything on that goblin.


    “Now!” Gawain said.


    As soon as Gawain said that, his body weakly crashed to the surface.


    “Understood!” Gi Za said.


    Magic stones shattered and Gi Za flew from Gawain’s head. With gravity pulling down on him and the wind pressure, it seemed as though his body would be torn apart. For a moment he wondered if the wind would crush him despite having the Divine Protection of the God of Wind.


    “OOoOoAAA!”


    But Gi Za bellowed out a howl and filled his staff with the power of the wind as guided by the maddened wind spirit. Amidst the violent winds, he managed to adjust his posture and maneuver himself. The barrier of the flying warship has already been disabled by Gawain’s strongest attack. All that was left were the anti-aircraft barrage.


    The fluctuation of probability, guided by the thousand hands of the goddess of fate, allowed Gi Za to be hit by a bullet.


    “──GAH!?”


    A water bullet just grazed past him, but it took with it one of his arms. Blood sprayed out of him and dyed his cheeks.


    His posture broke, and the barrage continued.


    A metal bullet exploded from up close, the fragments gouging out his guts.


    “──!?”


    Gi Za grit his molars in pain and the blood leaking from them were carried by the wind.


    Despite that he didn’t forget his objective. He concentrated his winds at the end of his staff and measured the distance.


    “Your honorable name is dignified, I pray unto you!”


    Blood spurted out of his mouth, but Gi Za didn’t care one whiff as he focused all of his remaining strength into the end of his staff.


    “O God of Winds!　Become my spear!”


    The mad spirit fought against the violent winds and transformed itself into a single spear, then Gi Za pointed the sharp tip of that spear and…


    “──Fall!”


    The spear of the mad spirit shot out from his staff, accurately piercing the engine area of the ark’s starboard, exposing the interiors, and causing the unsinkable ship to give rise to violent vibrations and black smoke, but still it did not fall.


    Even with the metal forged by a god, and even with the full power of a mad spirit, Gi Za still failed to sink the ship, but──


    “…Tch!　The ark will not fall!　That is the masterpiece of my older brother!　And a weapon created by a god could never sink in the hands of a lowly monster!”


    Though the ship had not sunk just yet, it was in the process of doing so.


    ──I’ve opened a path.


    As his sight grew hazy, Gi Za maneuvered himself and entered the now open ark.


    “How dare a filthy monster step foot in the ark!”


    The imperial guards stationed to protect the royal family were immediately sent.


    The monster army outside should calm down once they killed him.


    That’s what Liuryuna thought when she sent the imperial guards, but when they got there, what they saw was a trail of blood leading to the engine room.


    They gulped.


    Even a goblin should die if it bled this much.


    But for some reason, the creature went to the engine room.


    That persistence, that obsession made them freeze in fear.


    Along the way, its bloodstains stuck to the floor and flowed, as if it had been dragged along by something.


    He must have crawled.


    “It should be nearby, don’t let your guard down.”


    The imperial guard gulped in response to his partner’s words.


    Blood was sticking to the heavy door. As they slowly opened it, what they saw was a goblin on the verge of death with his back toward the wall and a magic stone in hand.


    ◆◆◆


    …Your Majesty. I’ve finally caught up.


    Go ahead and laugh. I don’t mind.


    But I wanted to stand beside you.


    Beside the man who gave me my name.


    It’s not because I wanted authority or a lot of subordinates, no.


    It’s embarrassing, I know, but in these last moments of my life, I…


    Dreamed of that day we met.


    We goblins could never have a bright future. The warriors fought as they desired, but even they were nothing more than food for the other monsters.


    I ruled over the druids, but I knew that there was no future for us, so I despaired.


    I left my father, but when I thought of dying just like that, I curled up.


    Laugh.


    It was a goblin as pathetic as that that lost to you.


    But that was only a given.


    Oh, but that final battle definitely made my heart throb…


    I thought I’d die. I didn’t really mind, though. After all, no matter where we went, we would just eat each other until eventually our turn to be eaten came.


    Even if I died, it just meant that you would die later, but you──


    ──I will build a nation. I will bring together all of the goblins and create a powerful nation. So follow me! I need your power!


    Ah, I remember it clearly even now.


    Just as you said, you built a nation.


    A nation that contained not only us, but also the elves, the demihumans, and even the humans… They were all charmed by your dream.


     

    I wonder if you remember the time when you fought the ogre lord.


    I really thought my heart would stop.


    When you resolved yourself for death, and when I saw that back, I thought to myself, I’m going to chase after that.


    It was then that I swore, not to anyone, just to myself…


    ──Can you still fight, Gi Za?


    Yes, my king. I can still fight.


    I’ll fight as many times as you want.


    But you’re our king, so I want a little reward.


    I’ll take on all the dirty jobs. Because you’re too kind, and you’ll probably never tell your subordinates to die, but that’s okay, you just need to be the sun that shines brightly above us.


    …My decision wasn’t wrong.


    I will use the lives of my adorable subordinates to save Alrodena, and above all, you.


    I don’t care if I have to be a demon. I’ll wear a ruthless mask if I have to.


    And I’ll kill everyone whether they’re ryuus or gods. And if they get in the way of our kingdom, I’ll slay enemies and allies alike.


    …You’re kind, that’s why you’ll always treat me the same.


    That’s why…


    A reward…


    Actually…


    I’ve always… wanted to stand beside you…


    And──


    “Become…… your…… friend”


    The magic stone in Gi Za’s hand fell to the floor and shattered, and in the next moment, a storm of wind erupted within the ark. One of the old gods, the God of Wind, bestowed power upon the mad spirit, who in turn shared its power with Gi Za as it accompanied him through countless battles. That power transformed into a powerful wind that tore apart the ark from inside.


    The only goblin that dared to stand beside the Goblin King passed away.


    In exchange for his life, the ark fell.


    ◇◇◇
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  Chapter 300 – The Boundary of the Underworld


  
    At long last, the fortress of the skies, the Ark, had fallen.


    But with it came Gawain, as though they had taken each other out, and then the remaining druids and wyverns charged for the remaining fleet in a suicide attack.


    With the Ark gone, the fleet of flying warships could no longer enjoy the protection of the anti-magic barrier. Though their weapons remained functional, they could no longer stop the ryuus and the druids from approaching. The goblins lost their commander, Gi Za Zakuend, while the humans too lost Liuryuna, but the reaction of the now headless forces couldn’t be more different.


    Without their leader, the fleet couldn’t maintain order and fell into complete chaos. Those that disengaged and withdrew were pursued and destroyed, but neither were the ryuus calm. With the anti-magic barrier gone, they could have just attacked from a distance, yet the ryuus and the druids were so taken by their wrath that they instead chose to fight up close.


    They charged madly after the fleet as though seeking death. It was a mad, persistent charge that resulted in many sacrifices. And they did it over and over again until they were able to sink the last ship.


    But their mad efforts to sink the ark and the rest of the fleet were by no means a waste.


    The goblins knew how calm the druids were, so when they saw them fight with such inefficiency, they too hardened their resolve.


    “Hear me, my soldiers! What are we? We are warriors! If the druids can fight a valiant battle such as that, then shall we, warriors, retreat here then!? I think not!”


    The ground forces were in the process of being pushed back, so Gi Gu Verbena mustered his voice and rebuked his subordinates. Already, they had no reserves left. Felduk couldn’t even send their wounded to the back, yet they showed astounding tenacity.


    Zeilduk, who were now fighting in a melee, the allied forces to the leftmost wing, the remnants of Sazanorga, who were doing well in the center, and the vanguard of Regiol all turned up the heat.


    Even the high-ranking goblins, who should be the backbone of the army, continued to advance despite their casualties. That was true for General Gi Gu as well. His body was covered in many wounds, particularly his left shoulder, which had been deeply penetrated by a spear of ice. Were that spear off course just a few inches, it would have been a fatal hit.


    Yet still, Gi Gu refused to back off.


    “Believe in the king! Our king! Now go, my soldiers! Even should our flesh be torn, our bones be crushed, we shall cut open a path to our king!”


    Despite being grievously wounded, Gi Gu rallied the wounded and exhausted goblins and spurred them on to fight once again. Already, they were running on nothing but their will, yet they continued to fight.


    It had been a grueling three months, but it was only thanks to their training then that they could keep moving now despite their exhaustion and despite their brains no longer able to think straight


    Gi Za had directed their path, while Zu Ved fought desperately to buy them those three months. The efforts and sacrifices made then were supporting them today.


    As Felduk renewed their offensive, the frontmost line pushed onward.


    With the ark already gone, all that was left was for their king to slay the enemy.


    ◇◇◇


    The Goblin King leaned onto his great sword and squeezed out his voice through his clenched teeth.


    “…You are a friend, indeed. My only…”


    His teeth rattled as he clenched them tight.


    Once again, a life had been added to the weight he carried on his back. Until just awhile ago, he had been in despair, but the loud rebuke his friend paid with his life woke him up.


    “You managed to destroy them.”


    But still, the hero continued to smile.


    “Well, I don’t really care. The ark wasn’t absolute by any means. I’ll just have to make it again using the ryuus as material.”


    His right-hand man, Liuryuna, was gone, but he remained unaffected and just smiled.


    The Goblin King stood up. He wielded  

    the Dark Sun

    (

Aldia 

    )

     with both of his hands and assumed stance.


    With the destruction of the ark, the nation called Altigand was no more. After all, the entire royal family were on it, believing it to be the safest place in the entire continent.


    That’s why the ark’s destruction was no different from Alrodena defeating Altigand.


    Every nation that dared block their way along their path from the Forest of Darkness to claim hegemony over the entire continent has been vanquished.


    The ambitions of the high king have been fulfilled.


    So from here on—


    “ 

    Turn me into a blade

    (

Enchant 

    )

    !”


    Black flames burned and twisted around the blade of his sword.


    “Hero… No, Ativ.”


    The breath that left his lips was scorching hot.


    “You have no right to call me by my name.”


    “──I will slay you.”


    —Was just the vengeance of a man who fell into this world and was woven with the soul of a monster.


    “──Hah.”


    Ativ laughed, but the Goblin King wouldn’t wait.


    He took a step, a step so fast it was divine, and swung his great sword at a level that far surpassed anything he’d shown until now. Black flames already covered his whole body to support him. The step he took broke the earth, and the sword he swung gave rise to winds and shockwaves that trampled his surroundings.


    Was it coincidence that the hero was still able to react? Or was that a miracle he performed? Regardless, metal clashed with metal, giving rise to sparks, and the metal that responded a moment slower screamed as it was sent flying.


    “──What!?”


    The hero opened his eyes in surprise, creating an opening that might as well have been the eye of a needle, yet the Goblin King was more than happy to take it.


    “GURUuUuuUUURUOooOAOOOaOOOaaAA!!!”


    The man bellowed out with such great power that it shake heaven and earth and intimidate men and gods alike, making even Ativ himself draw cold sweat.


    The air shook and the earth rumbled as the forces behind the man responded to his call, nay, truly even the forces of the dead seemed to rally at his cries.


    An army of tens of thousand could not compare. This was a man who carried upon his back all of the dead and all of the living. Indeed, the howls of such a man could intimidate even Ativ.


    Then the man swung his sword.


    Ativ received it, but it was heavy.


    Before he knew it, his legs were in the air, and he was moving backwards.


    “──!?”


    It wasn’t until a few moments later that Ativ realized he’d been sent flying.


    He was shocked, but he had no choice but to acknowledge it.


    The man before him now possessed power rivaling his. The world moved with the man’s sword, and the true words he spoke possessed ‘principle’. The foe standing before him had reached such heights.


    That fearful visage. Yes, this was his adversary, one who has brought with him an army of monsters and soldiers from the underworld.


    Yet still, Ativ laughed.


    “Fu, fu, fufuhahaha!!!　Yes, you have to at least put up this much of a fight. A demon king must stand in the way of the hero. Fu, fufuhahaha!!”


    Ativ distanced himself, laughed, then glared at the foe before him and gradually assumed stance.


    “Very well. I shall humor you. The party will continue! I will overwrite the principle you now possess and bring this world back into the hands of the humans!”

  


  

  
    


    Light shot out.


    Seven flashes all in all. A divine technique possessing sharpness far beyond that of humans. A domain humans could never hope to reach no matter the sacrifice. The sword unleashed tore through even the air as it bore through the man’s vital points.


    But the man did not falter.


    He merely took a step forward, and the blood splattering from him transformed into black flames. Even when his guts were destroyed, he would endure through all the pain. If not for such great resolve, why ever would the world choose to ride upon his sword? And when he thought of every pain he suffered to be from a sin he committed, how could he not be encouraged?


    The man clenched his teeth, then with his wrath and a great bellow, he swung his great sword and gave rise to sparks.


    One flash, two flashes… It was a contest between the great sword forged by those living on the land, and the long sword forged by a god. The red born by their clashes gave rise to a morning star amidst the dark of the night, giving rise to winds that abandoned sound, causing cracks to crawl upon the earth.


    Their swords gave rise to tornadoes that tore up their surroundings. So powerful were these winds that even the ground below would be cut, but when the two swords collided and gave rise to shockwaves, even the winds died.


    Already, the man was a soldier of death.


    He would receive Ativ’s blade with his own flesh, so he could strike him with his own sword. Already, he was thinking of nothing but advancing with his sword. He has wielded his great sword countless times, but now it moved solely for the purpose of destroying his enemy. It was essentially a massive lump of iron, and a slight graze was all it would take to break Ativ’s posture and cause him to get caught up in his own storm.


    Ativ, who received his attacks, was the world itself.


    That’s why it wasn’t wrong to say that the world existed solely for this god’s sake. That’s why there was nothing that his power could not grant and no one who wouldn’t submit to his charm. Therefore, the sword he swung could only be the strongest, and his power could not even be harmed by monsters, leaving his foes with no recourse but to despair.


    That should have been the case, yet…


    He was clearly being pushed back… By this man turned avenger nonetheless.


    With the man’s bellows did the great sword descend with speed, killing intent, and power that could break even a god.


    Ativ turned his body and parried the slash.


    The erupting sparks were bright enough to illuminate the night. For a moment, a shadow was cast on both warriors, then they clashed again, and the great sword created a gap on the earth. The hero’s movements were graceful like that of a flying swallow, and there was no stopping his attacks.


    Seven flashes, seven times… That should have been enough to overwhelm any foe, enough to slay any denizen of this world. Yet even after being hit by those 49 times, the black flames continued to support the man’s crumbling body. It felt as though he were hitting a stormy sea. No, even a stormy sea would have long showed its bottom after the 49th attempt.


    Yet this foe that stood before him remained unyielding and continued to wield his sword.


    “Tch!”


    It was humiliating. He was a god, yet now, there was someone besmirching his dignity.


    It was humiliating to have someone bury their fangs into him while acting in the principle of the world he himself decided. Frustrated, Ativ backed off.


    The man gave chase, but Ativ raised his hand and summoned countless spears in the air. Those spears that must have numbered in the thousands were all dripping with poison, or brimming with electricity, or burned with great heat. This was Ativ’s  

    true words

    (

magic 

    )

     that once repelled Gawain.


    “ 

    Skewer him

    (

Vana Se 

    )

    !”


    Amidst the spears of certain death, the man ran.


    On his eyes were reflected only his enemy. He took the shortest route and made the earth shake. Phantoms of black flames appeared around the man. There was no other choice if he was to stand his ground against a thousand spears.


    Around him appeared flames of black shaped like men running alongside him.


    “GURUUuUuUOOooAAAAaaaAAaAAA!!”


    At the behest of the man’s bellows, the flames of the underworld took shape and transformed into fierce warriors that deflected the spears.


     

    The King of Man

    (

Brandika 

    )

     wielded his battle axe.


     

    The Wielder of the Holy Sword

    (

Aizas 

    )

     and  

    the Hero of Pena

    (

Allen 

    )

     swung their sword.


    Before these warriors of black flames, all the spears were repelled.


    “──Tch.”


    Ativ clicked his tongue as he tried to distance himself again, but then lightning shot toward him. A whip of lightning divided into seven streaks and burned the spears around Ativ.


    The warrior of black flames was laughing with a huge grin.


    He had already died, but still  

    the Indomitable Hero

    (

Gulland 

    )

     wielded the  

    Guardian Sword of the Giants

    (

Titan Dagger 

    )

     on his shoulder. Lightning and black flames alike covered his blade.


    “Audacious!”


    Ativ thrust his long sword into the earth. As both divine and demonic spears appeared around him and clashed with the warriors of black flames, he raised his hand toward his adversary.


    “ 

    Seal

    (

Larod 

    )

    !”


    The earth rose and covered the man from every direction. It was a seal formed with the earth that incorporated the soil, the stones, and even the ores. There were three-layers to the wall of soil, five-layers to the wall of stone, and seven-layers to the wall of ores.


    It should have been enough to seal even a weaker god, yet it burned all the same a moment later. As though bathed in high heat, the ores melted, and black flames, like burning lava, scorched the heavens.


    “ 

    Dance, My Puppets

    (

Goram Lapier 

    )

    !”


    Thousands of red incantations appeared around Ativ. Every one of them was a portal. Varying in size from small to large, warriors clad in armor appeared.


    There was something off about them when they appeared, but when their whole bodies could finally be seen, it finally became clear what that was.


    Their armor was their skin, and their sword their arms. Their skin was made of steel, while the places where their fingertips should have been were replaced with swords. Their mouths were covered in armor, their expressions invisible, and their whole body creaked. It was truly an army of puppets.


    It was curious if they were originally humans, or if they were living weapons from the start, but regardless, despite them having enough power to receive Alrodena, Ativ continued to summoned more of them. There were about a thousand of them all in all. Through the gaps of their  

    mask

    (

face 

    )

    , they beheld a man covered in black flames approaching.


    They immediately recognized him to be their enemy and mobilized.


    The wall of Larod had been burned by the black flames. From its melted remnants came pouring out a stream of black flames that transformed into shape.


    Galloping with her steed’s heroic hooves, leaving a cloud of dust in her trail, and riding swiftly through the meadows, she was none other than the ever victorious war princess, Blanche Ririnoie. From behind her rode women in armors of black and steel, they were the  

    battle maidens

    (

valkyria 

    )

     who remained loyal to her even in death.


    Together they trampled over the warriors of steel and transformed into an arrow that pierced through the battlefield.


    The overlord of the plains has returned, and amidst her army was a man running.


    All of the battlefield and foes he has conquered, they were all telling him to go onwards.


    Still, the warriors of steel tried to approach, but two heroes appeared, a giant wolf and a centaur, together they swept them away.


    Like a stream, they trampled all of the steel warriors as they made their way for Ativ, then that stream suddenly split for the sides and vanished. Despite that, not a single soldier showed their back to the enemy, only single-mindedly trying to bury their enemies, an act worthy of the Conqueror of the Plains.


    “What’s the matter, Ativ! Are you scared!?”


    Ativ avoided fighting head on, so the man decided to provoke him.


    Ativ tried to laugh, but his smile froze and his face cramped.

  


  

  
    


    “If you’re going that far, then you leave me with no choice. I’ll kill you with my own hands.”


    Once again, metal clashed with metal.


    Powerful winds transformed into storms.


    The skies above the great sword split, and even the stars beyond the dark clouds were unveiled, but as if to avoid the gentle light pouring from the red moons of the twin sisters, they threw themselves once again into their tempest of swords.


    The long sword moved at the speed of light to tear apart the vitals of the man. Even the center of the man’s body where the nucleus of a monster should be was penetrated. In fact, even the land behind him was cut.


    Yet the black flames simply appeared again.


    The flames of the underworld brought infinite regeneration to those who faced it.


    But there was no denying that the man was being tormented by pain as his soul was ground bit by bit.


    Despite that, the man did not stop. He would defeat the man before him and free the woman he loved. That which he could not accomplish before, a regret he could not fulfill, this time for sure, he would do it right──


    The flames of the underworld responded to the man’s voice and transformed.


    As the great sword swung, the black flames transformed into Gi Da’s spear and struck out. Aldia swung again, And Ativ tried to evade, but the black flames transformed into Gi Ba’s battle axe and smashed down to seal Ativ, while Gi Zo’s water bullets came shooting next.


    Yet even as Ativ had to receive all that, the man’s sword never stopped. Then amidst the storm of the great sword, a club as big as a human’s torso swung in black flames, crushing the ground and unleashing a black light.


    “Tch.. Damn it!”


    Ativ swung his sword in frustration, but for the first time, his posture broke. A staff thrust out from behind the king. The power imbued within could sink even the unsinkable flying warships and force even gods to miscalculate.


    A wind of spear and a black light assaulted Ativ from his flanks. Ativ could tell that a sweeping attack wouldn’t make it in time, so he tried to step back, but──


    “──You lowlives!”


    The dignity of a god would not allow him anything but to advance.


    This world existed for him. There was no doubting that. No one of this land could best him, and no one could wound him. That was impossible for anyone that was born here and lived here, be they monsters or something else.


    The monsters were not worthy of fear. At most, they were just rabble that blocked his way. Yet now, they have become a wall that made even him suffer. It was unforgivable. The monsters that lived in this world existed merely to prostrate themselves before the gods. They were not something meant to threaten them.


    That’s why Ativ stepped forward.


    And that was exactly what the man had been waiting for.


    The distance was fatal.


    The blow unleashed could slay even gods.


    Violent tremor ran through the divine long sword. Unable to support the weight of the mass, the ground sank, and the sword screamed. The resulting impact was so great that ether rose up and transformed into a gust of wind that tore apart everything nearby.


    Divine authority poured out from Ativ’s body as he raised up his long sword to resist the killing technique, but the man’s power still won out. When Ativ realized he couldn’t take the blow, he immediately switched to a counterattack.


    “ 

    Skewer Him

    (

Vana Se 

    )

    ,  

    Heaven’s Spear

    (

Gungir 

    )

    !”


    A short spear immediately appeared and penetrated the man. The three-pronged tip pierced through the man’s heart, while the sickle spear pierced his right leg, and an electrically charged spear of earth struck his left leg. A chained golden spear also struck the man’s right arm, while a fatal spear dripping with poison pierced his left.


    “ 

    O Black Flames, Burst.

    (

Burst 

    )

    !!”


    Then all the spears penetrating the man exploded, burning him internally and externally, while sending fragments of the spears inside him to go haywire. But the black flames continued to support the man, and he glared at the enemy before him, refusing to let him go.


    Sparks erupted between the long sword and the great sword.


    Not only did the power pushing down on him not weaken, it seemed to grow even stronger. Already, the man’s breath was flame itself. It was dyed in black, and as the man bellowed, he slashed, crushing the long sword in which the dignity of a god was imbued, and at long last, cutting his body.


    The great sword successfully cut Ativ from the shoulder to his flank. Blood poured out. And the man was sure of it, he had wounded Ativ, and──


    “──You bastardDDDdDDdDdD!!”


    ──he had also brought his wrath upon him.


    Divine authority poured out and transformed into ether. The ether pouring out were itself on the realm of magic. Just by existing and releasing it, the living creatures around would be harmed.


    In fact, the man was blown away alongside his black flames. The wound on Ativ has also already closed.


    “Unforgivable, unforgivable!”


    Ativ, who screamed out his guts, could no longer afford to be leisurely.


    “ 

    Accept Divine Punishment

    (

Der Ist 

    )

    !”


    The  

    true words

    (

magic 

    )

     that judged everything shot out from his broken sword.


    “OooOOoaAAA!!!”


    The man met it head on. It was a stroke that forbade all other futures other than one where the man’s body was severed into two. But the man poured all of his strength into his great sword as he slammed it along the course of that stroke.


    Ativ immediately sensed it when the man had closed in on the future where he was cut and the distance where he would be eroded, so he drew another stroke, while black flames drew an arc in the air.


    It all happened too quickly. The sword drawn from the left to the right shoulder could no longer be seen, only the residual black flames in the air that clad the great sword. A moment later, divine blood gushed out of Ativ.


    “ 

    My Body is Immortal

    (

Regen 

    )

    .”


    As though time rewound itself, Ativ’s body regenerated.


    He clicked his tongue in frustration.


    “…This world exists for me. You monsters can never inflict a fatal wound on me.”


    But the man, who has already inflicted two fatal wounds on him, raised his great sword up toward the heavens.


    “In that case, I shall create the world anew!”


    A chill ran down Ativ’s spine.


    The black flames swirling in and out of the man happily reached out for the heavens.


    Ativ had gotten too caught up in his fight with this monster in front of him. Now that he thought about it, the conditions needed to alter the principle of the world have already been met.


    But there was no way that the man before him knew that.


    『 Do you really believe that? 』


    Then the Goddess of the Underworld spoke.


    “…Is it you, Altesia!?”


    The cogs in his head started spinning quickly, and Ativ sorted out the situation. If he could hear the voice of the Goddess of the Underworld, then the contract with the old gods must have already been abandoned. It was not on a whim that the wind god lent his power to the spirits.


    If so, then the God of Forest and the God of Water must have also rebelled. Did they think they could win? Or could they not endure their position as the defeated any longer?──


    “──In the name of my goddess, open the door!”


    “KU!?”


    Ativ shuddered as he immediately understood the meaning behind that chant.


    『Ah, can you hear me, my beloved? Can you hear this joyful voice? 』


    Those words woven by Altesia disturbed his thoughts even more. They were captivating and so full of killing intent. The Goddess of the Underworld laughed amidst hatred and love.


    “Warriors who have sworn to me, enemies who have opposed me, and all the souls that have rotten on the battlefield! All you who have passed through the gates of the underworld!”


     

    “Think I’ll let you!?”


    Seven strokes. The shimmering sword tore through Ativ’s enemy, but the man refused to stop.


    When Ativ felt the pitch black darkness surging from deep inside the man’s chest, Ativ swung his sword again. If he didn’t stop this now, the world he wished for wouldn’t come until another 400 years. 400 years that might as well be eternity!


    “──Use me as a key and open the world!”


    The wounds the man received immediately healed and black flames began to swirl around him.


    “Stop it! Don’t you fear annihilation!?──”


    “── 

    Now, Come

    (

Cries 

    )

    ! 

    O Beautiful World of Chaos

    (

Altesia 

    )

    !!


    With the man’s sword pointed up above, the heavens cracked open, and the underworld appeared──”


    
  


  Chapter 301 – And Then, Death


  
    When the sky was torn open, a sea of clouds so dense it was ominous was revealed. It was a space filled with enormous heat, where blue flames danced and electricity ran amidst the rift between clouds.


    With the entrance still too narrow, the denizens of the otherworld were nowhere to be seen, but the bellows of their incomprehensible voices transformed into thunder clouds that shook the surroundings.


    Ether flowed in and spewed out from the entrance, splitting the earth and pulling it into the underworld. Rocks were crumpled and crushed and sent flying to flow into the sea of clouds. Then like a child greedy for everything, the underworld opened its maws and devoured it all.


    That held true not just for the earth.


    The door to the opened world spread itself around Ativ and the man. Corpses, humans and monsters alike, were sucked into the entrance without any power to resist. It was a sight reminiscent of the end of the world, but no one had the time to pay it heed.


    The enemy was right in front. The enemy that must be slain!


    What terrified Ativ was not that which his adversary tore open, but the fact that the device to define the principle of the world, Deetna, had activated. It didn’t matter that it wasn’t complete. That was something that only the gods should have been privy to, but his adversary, this man before him, knew the method.


    The principle of the world could only be completed after sacrificing tens of thousands of souls and only after a mind-bogglingly long time. A long-cherished wish that could be completed only after sacrificing even the souls of the humans which he loved so dearly.


    “Before the hero would appear the demon king.”


    “A monster cannot slay a god.”


    “The gods cannot interfere with the surface.”


    Those were laws akin to the truths of the world, something completely different from the  

    true words

    (

magic 

    )

     in the words of the gods. A principle decided during the war that occurred 400 years ago. A principle decided through Ativ’s cooperation with Altesia, who at the time was the strongest, before he schemed against her to exile her to the underworld.


    All of that was made possible by Deetna’s power.


    Even Altesia, despite amassing her power in the underworld, was helpless before it.


    He even turned his back on ‘cooperation’, the very definition of his godhood, to attain a paradise that belonged only to humans, but all of that was now collapsing from right before him.


    “A-AhH…”


    It was supposed to be perfect this time.


    It wasn’t possible 400 years ago because he had to suppress Altesia, but this time, it was supposed to be done perfectly. Even if he had to betray everything… For the sake of creating a peaceful world for humans and humans alone──


    “…You bastard!”


    Wrath took his thoughts as he beheld his adversary, who stood before him with his great sword thrust into the ground, breathing raggedly.


    “Enough! No longer will I hold back! Even if it takes another 400 years, even if it takes an eternity, for the sake of the humans I love, for the sake of the world!”


    He would kill the enemy that stood before him.


    With the power of a god and all the power of a hero, he would slay his adversary, his greatest threat, which stood before him.


    In the hands of this god appeared a red pattern, then a sword found its way into his hand. It was  

    the God-Slaying Sword

    (

Zirnag 

    )

    .


    ◇◇◇


    The sound is distant.


    So are the heat from the flames I exhale.


    I can’t even tell if my pulse is strong or weak.


    My vision is hazy. I can’t even see the ground well.


    But I’m sure I succeeded.


    It was such a reckless plan, like the character in a story rebelling against its author.


    But I succeeded. I managed to twist the ambition of a god and create a world where races other than humans could exist. The humans won’t have an unfair advantage anymore, and we will gain a peace worthy of the blood we’ve shed.


    The god before me will eventually disappear.


    I’ve already opened a path to the underworld. That woman won’t just quietly watch, so I can just leave the rest to her.


    I’ve already fulfilled my duty as their king.


    There are still some things on my back, but I’m sure… It will go well if I just leave the rest to them.


    They’ll be fine even without me.


    That’s why… I’m going to rest for a bit…


    I’ve done enough.


    I can’t even tell if I’m in pain or not. My torn arms ache every time I breathe. I’ve been cut so many times it’s stupid.


    I’ve already died once anyway.


    It wasn’t just once or twice that my heart has been pierced through. It happened many times during my battle with this god.


    The violent pain assaulting me was so intense it rushed up my bones and numbed my nerves. Every breath I took would cause my strength to leave me through my wounds.


    But that too will end.


    Even if I fall now, nothing will change.


    I should just kneel and look up at the sky. This god can’t win anymore. I should at least be allowed to rest during my death.


    I produced some results, after all.


    ……Ahh, I’m so tired.


    So tired……


    …………。


    ……。


    …。


    ……Ah, but why?


    Won’t my hands let go of my sword?


    Why do my trembling legs refuse to yield?


    Why do my eyes insist on glaring at him? Why is the breath – that I don’t even know if I’m hearing – so ragged?


    Why do I refuse to fall?


    I don’t understand.


    I really… really don’t.


    It’s true. I don’t understand. Why do I have to face off against this god so desperately despite the pain? I already know that the outcome won’t change.


    Even if I fall, this god before me will just vanish on his own.


    I don’t understand.


    ──No, there’s no way I wouldn’t know why. I’ve just forgotten.


    Remember.


    Remember the weight of that which I’ve forgotten.


     

    The name of my beloved. The name of that person I have to save no matter the price.


    Remember.


    The magnitude of the burden I carry.


    That pledge.


    That bitter experience when I lost. That remorse, that despair.


    That unforgettable weakness.


    Just a little bit, a little bit more, and my hands will reach it.


    Even if I have to cross the stormy seas a thousand times over for that ‘little bit’… I’ve already made it this far, yet…


    I’ve yet to get anything back!


    if i fall now, just who would save her?──


    The enemy I should defeat is still standing before me.


    He is still breathing. The pulse that didn’t know if it should keep beating or not suddenly started violently beating and rebuked my body. The legs that refused to yield stepped forward.


    And these hands… I’m still holding tightly with them, aren’t I?


    Everything that made me encouraged my weakened heart.


    I, I, I… I’ve yet to!!!


    My clenched teeth creaked. The breath I exhaled was scorching hot. Within my soul shone an indomitable soul. Something has been growing inside me every time I survived death. And with every life I took, a weight was added onto my shoulders.


    Therefore, I──


    “……──!”


    ──For what reason did I ran through that battlefield!? For what reason!?


    ──For what reason did my subjects come!?


    “……──!!”


    ──For what reason was that victory!?


    ──For what reason does this monstrous body exist!!?


    “───!!!”


    ──For what reason did I overcome  

    death

    (

defeat 

    )

    !!


    ──Right now, with this sword in these hands of mine!!


    ◇◇◇


    “──Ativ!!!　I am taking back everything you took from me!!!!”


    ──Yes, everything was for the sake of getting it all back.


    His crumbling body, his wounds that refused to close, his strength and life turned blood that continued to pour.


    Despite all that, the man stood up with his sword.


    The god whose dreams have been shattered fought to regain his dream, while the man whose existence had been stolen fought to get it all back.


    For the sake of regaining that which they had lost, a man and a god crossed blades.


    
  


  

  
    


    The winds rode on the man’s great sword, and the lightnings accelerated it, but the deflected long sword was imbued with divine authority, and the Shockwaves it left in its wake could even hurt the man.


    “AAaAtivvvVv!!!”


    “Dieee!!”


    No matter how desperate the man attacked, he could never hope to reach the sword of a god. The technique, the strength, and above all, the divine authority contained in the sword would leave a fatal wound if taken head on.


    In fact, every clash wounded the man’s body and shaved away at his life.


    Yet despite that──


    Metal clashed with metal. Blade clashed with blade. As scattered sparks bloomed, yet another collision came. Even should their swords break, already, they have clashed 20 times. Yet the will of the man continued to resist against Ativ’s gale with his own storm.


    His fingers broke, his arms were half-shredded, blood poured ceaselessly, and the bones of his legs could already be seen, yet still, he stepped forward.


    His breath-turned-flames have already stopped.


    Yet despite being in this world where gods crossed over, the man did not pray.


    To overturn his fate, he wielded his sword and turned away even the underworld.


    He single-mindedly advanced.


    So long as a fragment of soul was left in that body of his, not even the gods would be able to stop him from walking forward.


    The black flames no longer protected the man. With the manifestation of the underworld, their power have long been directed toward the resurrection of their master. What was riding on the man’s blade was his indomitable will and a hint of the power of the old gods.


    Before long, his soul would be exhausted.


    Yet even then, the man continued to advance.


    “────!”


    He couldn’t even yell anymore.


    Neither could he feel the souls of his powerful foes urging him to advance.


    Even the souls of his reliable subordinates pushing him from behind seemed distant.


    Despite that…


    The man swung his blade and advanced.


    He has come this far. Why shouldn’t he be able to take the last step?


    Just one more strike.


    There was just one last step remaining.


    And through that simple thought, they clashed another twenty times.


    His lungs burned, his eyes lost color, his ears gradually stopped hearing.


    Yet even as he fought against the master of this world and contested against his divine power and skills, the man’s will refused to yield.


    Before long, Ativ was driven into a corner and began to yield under his sword.


    “O──OooOOAAA!!”


    Ativ bellowed out to encourage himself.


    The enemy before him was that strong. He didn’t even have time to attack with his  

    True Words

    (

Magic 

    )

     anymore. If he dared to direct his attention to that, the adversary before him would destroy him.


    This monster which he had brought upon himself was so powerful he was certain of it.


    His adversary should have long gone past his limits. So how could he keep moving forward, swing his sword, and fight against a god such as himself? Ativ couldn’t understand.


    That’s why he hated him, and that’s why──he feared him.


    The sword he extended, the legs he stepped with, and above all, the posture he took to attack….


    “Impossible, impossible!”


    Ativ screamed.


    Like a child throwing a tantrum, this mad ancestor god that yet retained some rationality screamed.


    He was absolute, and yet… He was afraid.


    He could feel cold sweat on his back, he could feel his throat going dry.


    What is this? He thought.


    Then it swung for him.


    That great sword clad in purple lightning.


    He could see it, indeed he could still see, but his body wouldn’t move anymore.


    “GAH!?”


    The tip of the sword grazed his side, and as blood spurted, Ativ frantically screamed.


    “Zenobia!!”


    The red Goddess of Healing manifested. She didn’t come in the form of a shadow and instead descended into Reshia Fel Zeal.


    The light of the Goddess of Healing healed Ativ instantly.


    But this much was only a given. After all, she could not go against Ativ.


    “Fu──fuhahaha!!　How’s that? I won’t die. No matter how much you cut me!　I won’t die!”


    “──！”


    But the sword moved even faster.


    The great sword that had cut his chest, this time, cut from his side to his shoulder, but again the wounds healed.


    It was a difficult ordeal akin to scooping up the bottomless waters of the ocean. That was what it meant to slay a god.


    If so, then──


    What else was left of him? The answer has already been given. That’s why there was no need to hesitate.


    Even if meant paying with all of himself.


    He raised up his great sword.


    “It’s hopeless! Die!”


    Light gushed out from Ativ’s long sword, illuminating the darkness and unleashing extreme light that tried to devour the man’s body.


    The great sword raised up toward the heavens was like a lamp amidst the wings of the Goddess of Darkness, and the flames once again burned.


    The black flame trailed in the wind from the tip to the base of the sword like a windswept battle flag. The great sword, raised to the heavens, towered over the surroundings as though to claim eternal victory.


    “───!!”


     

    The man yelled, but it could not be heard.


    A single stroke.


    The torrent of light and the flames of darkness collided. Amidst the clashing, deflecting, and saturating light and darkness, both souls painted their victory true.


    Ativ was cut from the left shoulder to his right side, then the same sword struck out again for his heart.


    “A, GAH──!?”


    Without even the leisure to say anything, Ativ slowly backed off, but the man didn’t give chase.


    He didn’t have the strength to anymore. Not after being wounded to his bones and even devoting his soul to the fight.


    The man could no longer give chase.


    But the heart that he pierced with his great sword continued to pulse. Though it poured out blood after blood, it yet beat.


    Ativ’s eyes opened wide, shocked. He a backed off and vomited blood, but he remained standing.


    His wounds began to close.


    As defined by the principles the gods once agreed upon, the monsters would not be able to best a god. Regardless of what one might think, the body of the god harmed will continue to heal so that he might continue to win. The Goddess of Healing did as the principle dictated, and the victory that was decided long ago returned to Ativ──


    “Ah, my beloved.”


    But then a gentle voice resounded.


    The goddess that manifested was divinely beautiful. The fragrance she gave off was full of charm, and the pressure of her existence was so overwhelming that it could dominate others.


    “A, ltesi, a… There’s, no way, I can… lose…”


    Altesia placed her arms around the neck of the dying Ativ, then as though she were caressing him, she brought her lips close to his ear and whispered.


    “But you have lost. Oh, my beloved! Your pain, your despair, your fear, and every drop of your tears belong to me. I will never let you go!　I will never give you to anyone!　Fu fu fu, fu fu ha ha ha ha ha ha ha!!”


    The fatal wound at the center of Ativ’s chest started to open up again.


    In fact, the underworld itself was starting to reveal itself from there. That was a wound once left by the God of War, then again by a man.


    “Dee, t, na, you wench… Do you intend, to consume, me?…”


    “Oh, I will give you even greater pain for betraying me. Greater despair, greater fear, for my beloved who dared harm my subordinates!　Ahahahahaha!!”


    Despite his creaking body, Ativ somehow managed to move just his neck to look at Reshia, to his beloved  

    Goddess of Healing

    (

Zenobia 

    )

    .


    “Ze no, bi… a──”


    He wanted to see as much of her as he could in his last moments, but Altesia would not permit it.


    “Oh, my beloved, but you cannot. The only one you can look at is me…”


    From the underworld drilled into his chest an arm came out. Those arms reminiscent of the dead came out one after another and bound Ativ, then they dragged him inside.


    “Gi, gi, ──gi, giuguua!!”


    Ativ screamed a scream one wouldn’t think to be of this world, then he vanished without a trace.

  


  

  
    


    『Elder sister──』


    Zenobia’s shadow manifested behind Reshia.


    “Leave,” Altesia said. “That man is no longer around, while I will be taking this world. You and that child can finally be free.”


    Altesia never turned to Zenobia. Her eyes remained fixed on the man on the verge of death as she bid Zenobia goodbye.


    『……Yes. Farewell. Elder sister.』


    There might have been some conflict, but Zenobia’s ungodly body wasn’t even allowed to inquire about it. As Zenobia vanished, Reshia laid on the ground.


    “Now then, my beloved child. It’s your turn. Is there anything you desire?”


    “…Nothing, not from  

    Goddess of the Underworld

    (

Deetna 

    )

    , not from  

    Goddess of Courage

    (

Altesia 

    )

    .


    “So you realized? That we’ve been fused for a long time now?”


    But the man didn’t answer the goddess’ question. He had not even been left that much time.


    “…I’ll say it one last time, I have nothing to ask of you gods.”


    He would cut open a path to his own wish.


    It was that sort of man who made it this far.


    It was as though his way of life was an answer in and of itself.


    “You’re…”


    The goddess was about to ask something but decided to stop.


    “My ugly son who is lovelier than anyone else.”


    The way she gently smiled at him was just like that of a mother enveloping her own child with her infinite love.


    “Thank you.”


    Light covered Altesia.


    The world has started to change. The overlapping of the two worlds, the underworld and the present world, would give bloom to the flower of miracle, gradually transforming the world into that without gods. Magic and monsters alike were gradually disappearing.


    The opened underworld gradually collapsed and vanished into the rift between clouds. Altesia’s figure too gradually became faint.


    When she first met that ugly child, he stretched out his small body as much as he could then said.


    The path I walk is that of conquest and domination.


    She remembered that.


    Conquest and domination. Indeed, perhaps even that man could conquer and dominate the heart of gods.


    Altesia thought that pleasant as she saw him off.


    He did it.


    He was summoned from another world and turned into a monster, yet despite all that, he succeeded, but his soul was without a doubt──


    The man thrust his great sword into the ground.


    He couldn’t even stand without that.


    Already, there was no one who could stop the collapse of his body. Cracks appeared on one of his arms, and as though it couldn’t endure its own weight, it fell to the ground. The man’s arm cracked like pottery, and when the wind blew, vanished into the clouds of dust.


    The sound of battle returned.


    ◇◇◇


    After Ativ vanished, the hero’s army regained their sanity. In fact, they were aware from the moment the underworld vanished.


    Before them was the army of Alrodena fighting desperately like man-eating fiends.


    With their sanity back, the humans could only scream at all the flowing blood and run away. It was almost as if whatever will they had to fight earlier was but a lie.


    Felduk had turned around, but under Gi Gu Verbena’s leadership, there was no way they would miss this opportunity. No matter how much better their weapons and armor were, enemies that were trying to flee were not an enemy for them conquerors.


    The hero’s army scattered in all direction and was chased after by Alrodena’s army.


    Like that the army with nearly 200,000 soldiers scattered like baby spiders and lost nearly half of their men, but still, Alrodena’s entire army gave chase.


    “Onwards, my men! The king, our king, has… won!　He has slain the──”


    Gi Gu Verbena fainted from losing too much blood, so it was up to the three siblings to bring order to the army and continue the pursuit. They sent the wounded to the rear, then brought the uninjured ones to the front with them to give chase.


    This victory had to be perfect. Not just for the king but also for the sake of their great brother (Gi Gu Verbena), who has been fighting at the front lines this whole time.


    Gi Ga Rax left the pursuit to the other generals and rode alone for the king.


    Pale did so as well.


    For adherents like them, there was nothing more ominous than what they were feeling now.


    By the time they arrived, only 100 imperial guards were left around the Goblin King. They bowed their head without saying a word and waited upon the king.


    “Your Majesty…”


    When they saw the Goblin King standing at the center, Pale heaved a sigh of relief, but she still couldn’t get rid of the ominous feeling, so she ran up to him.


    Gi Ga Rax followed suit.


    The Goblin King wasn’t budging.


    At the end of his gaze was Reshia, whom he favored deeply. He seemed to be watching over her just like one would over one’s beloved child.


    Pale nearly screamed when she saw that he’d lost his left arm, but she stifled it.


    “Pale.”


    The voice that called out to her was definitely the king’s, but it sent a shiver down her back.


    Not a hint of vigor could be felt from his voice.


    Without her knowing, she’d started to shake her head. The bells were ringing so loudly it seemed she was in a nightmare, but when she realized what they were pointing out to, her face paled, and she desperately rejected that reality.


    “I’ll leave the management of the nation to you. I’m sure you’ll do a much better job than me.”


    “Your Majesty, you’re──”


    “Take care of Reshia for me.”


    “…Your Majesty, I──”


    But she couldn’t say the rest. Before she knew it, she had collapsed to the ground.


    Why? That question just kept repeating in her head.


    “Gi Ga Rax. My most loyal subject.”


    “Your Majesty!”


     

    With trembling voice and legs, Gi Ga knelt.


    “Go forth! Take the army and ride onwards. To the ends of the world to fulfill our ambition! Raise our flag!”


    “As your will dictates, so shall I abide!!


    Gi Ga shook, then never again turned back.


    His black tiger had been with him for many years now and must have sensed how he was feeling, for it quickly brought him to rendezvous with the army and chased after the enemy.


    “Gi Ga-dono, what did His Majesty say?”


    When his subordinates asked that, Gi Ga yelled back.


    “Go!　We will ride!　Ride and never look back!!”


    Yes, they could not turn back.


    For if they did──


    “Go! We will raise our flags until the ends of this world!　The flag of our king!　The flag of our great kingdom!”


    Gi Ga desperately encouraged himself with a hoarse voice.


    There were still enemies left, and they had to fulfill the orders of the king.


    “…Isn’t this too much? Your Majesty, you’ve work so hard, and yet, you’re not being rewarded at all.”


    Pale sobbed amidst tears. She was just like a crying child. By the end, she was clinging to the man’s body and crying.


    “Is the world so unfair?　Your Majesty, we, no, the goblins can’t support the kingdom without you! You’ve fought this hard just to get the person you love back, right?　So──”


    As Pale clung to him and cried, the man used his remaining hand to pat her gently on the head.


    “Pale. I am a traveler. I was summoned by a god and brought here from a distant world.”


    The words the man gently wove was a lie.


    In his story, he was not a man who was tricked by a god and whose soul was used to exhaustion, but a man who was given a role in this world and has finally fulfilled it.


    “That’s why, Pale. I have to go home. This traveler has already finished his role.”


    “No. Your Majesty. Your role isn’t something like that… You don’t have to believe the gods. You don’t have to go home to your old world. Just stay beside us forever…”


    “Everyone eventually dies. No one is an exception to that. That’s just the natural order of things. Our sorrow isn’t meant to crush us but to push us forward. Pale. My prime minister, Pale. Together, we founded a nation.”


    The man’s voice was endlessly gentle, and when Pale look up at him through all the tears covering her eyes, she saw that his appearance was no longer that of a monster. Already, he possessed the figure of a man befitting his soul.


    “I’m going ahead. So you watch where you’re headed, and walk forward as you desire.”


    The man gently patted her on the head.


    “Now, see me off. It’s inauspicious to see someone off with tears, right?”


    Pale forced herself to smile, and the man gently smiled back.


    Then a wind passed by, forcing her eyes to close, and suddenly, the man she had been clinging to was gone.


    “…Your Majesty.”


    Gi Ga Rax had gone.


    There were still about 100,000 enemies fleeing. He would strike them down and dye the plains of Arensia in their blood.


    But…


    Yes, but…


    Gi Ga Rax, who was covered in the blood of his foes, finally looked back with his sight blurry.


    “Your Majesty! Your Majesty! Our king!!!”


    Gi Ga Rax raised his voice, and so did the other goblins.


    『His Majesty! Our King! Our Great King!!』


    No words could describe the sorrow of that cry of victory.


    Has there ever been a cry of victory as sad as this? The person who united the entire goblin army and now held the most power in the continent looked at that scene and cried.


    In that place was the Goblin King’s great sword still thrust into the ground.


    Their king had died.


    But there was no stopping their cry of victory. They raised their weapons up high and cried out in victory as though offering a requiem for their king.


    『His Majesty, Our King, Our Great King!　The Great Goblin King!』


    ──They called upon the name of their king.


    The king’s death caused one miracle to occur.


    The brave warriors looked up to the heavens with their weapons raised up high, then their sights blurred and an incomprehensible heat filled their chest, and one by one, they knelt and covered their face.


    They were crying.


    To the monsters that shed no tears, this was something that should have normally been impossible. Before long, their voices filled Arensia Plains, and they started mourning the king.


    The fact that they could shed tears and mourn death was proof that they weren’t monsters but demihumans.


    But that was no consolation to them. There was no one among them who wouldn’t cry upon getting word of the king’s death.


    For the sake of a single king, they gave up their identity as monsters, but the king was already gone.


    No matter what words they said, no matter what price they paid, their great king would never return.


    The Goblin King.


    The only proof that he existed was the great sword thrust into Arensia’s Hill.


    But that too was just a tombstone that would decay with the passing of time.


    On the fifth year of the king’s calendar during the late autumn fall.


    The final battle that took place in Arensia Plains ended with Alrodena and Altigand’s master dying in battle. Despite that Altigand occupied all of Altigand in less than ten days.


    The flag of the black sun was thus raised throughout the continent.


    ──Silence fell upon the battlefield piled with corpses, devastated by the might of heaven.


    This marked the ending of an age.


    As winds blew from the north and the morning sun rose from the eastern sky.


    The dark age of myths came to an end, and the sun known as history heralded the beginning of a new age.

  


  Chapter 302 – Epilogue: Alrodena


  
    That was an event buried in the far reaches of history, one that occurred more than 2,000 years ago.


    In the late autumn of the 5th year of the King’s Calendar, two warriors fell during the Battle of Heaven and Hell that took place right at the center of Altigand. Alrodena lost their king, while Altigand lost their royal family and hero.


    However, Alrodena’s advance did not stop, and within ten days they captured the capital of Altigand, bringing an end to the great struggle for supremacy known as the Eastern Expedition.


    After that Alrodena carved a history of a thousand years upon the continent.


    The first prime minister, Pale Symphoria, displayed great acumen and successfully built a foundation for the nation. Her success in overcoming civil wars, such as the War of Succession, and establishing a peaceful era without war was noteworthy even within Alrodena’s thousand-year history.


    But even after overcoming the War of Succession and reigning at the top of the nation both in name and in substance, never did she try to take Alrodena’s throne for herself.


    “Only one man is qualified to sit on this throne.”


    —Was the reason she gave.


    Prime Minister Pale was always dressed in black clothes akin to a mourning dress and would always kneel before the throne when deciding national policy. Her decision to maintain the attitude of a vassal might have been out of consideration for the warriors that ruled over the military, but it succeeded nonetheless in earning her a reputation for integrity and fairness.


    She turned over her position as prime minister on the 47th year of Alrodena after laying a foundation for the nation.


    The next generation was succeeded by Shunaria Forni, a renowned talented sylph woman, who became the second Prime Minister of Alrodena. The enthusiasm to construct new buildings and develop the unexplored lands yet filled the country, and the next 25 years were spent in a frenzy of rapid internal developments.


    On the 72nd year of Alrodena’s calendar began the reign of Prime Minister Selena Fagarmia, an adventurer with a deep knowledge of city management. By the time she became Prime Minister, her husband has already passed. She put her talents to good use, and as the enthusiasm for development cooled, focused on the development of various laws and the improvement of public facilities.


    She served as Prime Minister for 33 years until Alrodena’s 105th year and succeeded in consolidating their control over the continent. Within this century, Alrodena’s rule was immovable.


    In honor of these women’s achievements, this century came to be known as the Century of the Empresses.


    A long, long time ago, one king triumphed amidst the frenzy of wars and founding of nations.


    After 300 years of darkness in the middle ages, then another 700 years until the present time, the name of that king has long been forgotten and not even his portrait remains, but then a great discovery was made, one that could even be called the discovery of the century.


    The history as recorded by the Great Historian, Gi Do Buruga, was found, and the tales spoken of by the minorities were proven true.


    The age enveloped in the darkness of myths was slowly being uncovered. How to interpret it was a matter left up to the historians, but there was no doubt that the people that lived then could be described with these words.


    “We have established an epitaph no one can bore through. It is higher than the mountains the ryuus dwell, more precious than the divine metals forged by the gods. It was that sort of epitaph.


    O people of the future. Our descendants. Should you ever set out on a pilgrimage for the King’s Mausoleum in Arensia, let it be known. That our flag has reached the ends of the world.


    O king. Our king. Our great king.


    Our king who rests there.


    The Great King of──”


    Although a part of it couldn’t be read because of the damage, it was a remarkable piece of literature that revealed its author’s proud and unsophisticated character. Gi Do Buruga, as described in the various pieces of history, was someone who served the King of Alrodena. The unsophisticated and poignant tone of his composition, akin to an unrequited love letter, must be the result of his people’s reverence and sincerity.


    Alrodena has long faded into history, and the excavation of Revea Su, the eternal, millennial city began just a year ago.


    What kinds of lives did these people, who lived with their pride on their chest, live? I hope to understand just that upon acquiring a piece of their history. Just like my grandparents, who were fascinated by them and traveled all over the world.


    ──Written by the historian, Ibn Anthony Rentuta 『 A person fascinated by Gi Do Buruga’s ‘History’ 』


    ◇◇◇◇


    The Fate of the Characters (Age According to Alrodena’s Calendar)


    Gi Ga Rax (~46 Years)


    Aransain’s cavalry general. Alrodena’s chief general who conquered the continent. Despite his victory in the War of Succession, he retired and left the center stage.


    Gi Gu Verbena (~21 Years)


    One of the four generals, and Felduk’s General. He died during the War of Succession. His death was mourned by many warriors.


    Gi Go Amatsuki (Unknown)


    After the Battle of Heaven and Hell, he roamed the continent as a wandering swordsman.


    Gi Za Zakuend (~5 years)


    Died during the Battle of Heaven and Hell.


    Gi Gi Orudo (~42 years)


    After the Battle of Heaven and Hell, he left the military and secluded himself in the fief he was given. He returned to the military when he joined Alrodena’s standing army during the War of Succession and made achievements.


    Gi Ji Arsil (~43 years)


    After the Battle of Heaven and Hell, he remained active as one of the generals in charge of Alrodena’s intelligence. The information he procured are credited with many of the breakthroughs during the Century of the Empresses, including the expeditions to the unexplored territories.


    Gi Zu Ruo (~45 years)


    After the Battle of Heaven and Hell, he left the military and went back to his hometown to manage his territory. He didn’t join the War of Succession and lived the rest of his life quietly.


    Gi Jii Yubu (~71 years)


    After the Battle of Heaven and Hell, he was given rank equaling the four generals. He led Alrodena’s standing army during the War of Succession and made achievements. He continued to serve as Gi Ga Rax’s adviser before becoming a pillar of Alrodena and a shield for the country after Gi Ga Rax passed away.


    Gi Do Buruga (~66 Years)


    His ‘History’ speaks volumes of his reputation as an historian, but even within Alrodena’s army, he displayed plenty of talent as a military commander. Other than his ‘History’, he also wrote ‘Flower Song’, which spoke of feelings of love. He had apparently gifted it to a sylph, but the identity of the exact person is yet under research.


    Gi Bii (~21 Years)


    He died during the War of Succession.


    Gi Bu Rakuta (~71 Years)


    He is said to be the founder of the Rakuta family, a financial conglomerate, as well as the father of agriculture and livestock farming. He had many descendants.


    Gi Be Slay (~21 Years)


    He died during the War of Succession.


    Gi Ah (~67 Years)


    A proud adventurer of Alrodena. Contributed to the unraveling of the geography outside the continent and the mapping of the world with Gi Ii.


    Gi Ii (~56 Years)


    Left his mark on the world with Gi Ah. The “Encyclopedia of Islands’ he dictated and Gi Uu wrote became a bible for adventurers in ancient times.


    Gi Uu (~72 Years)


    Roamed the world with Gi Ah and Gi Ii. His ‘Encyclopedia of Islands’ and ‘Book For Adventurers’ were best sellers at the time.


    Ra Gilmi Fishiga (~55 years)


    After the Battle of Heaven and Hell, he married Princess Narsa. He officially succeeded the Ganra clan and assumed the position of chief, uniting the Paradua, the Gaidga, the Gordob, and the Ganra. He also had 5 boys and 3 girls with Princess Narsa.


    Ra Narsa (~46 years)


    Happily married to Ra Gilmi Fishiga, with whom she has five sons and three daughters.


    Ru Rou (~70 years)


    Chief of the Ganra clan after the death of Gilmi. He contributed to the prosperity of the clan for a long time.


    Aluhaliha (~6 years)


    After witnessing the Battle of Heaven and Hell, he suddenly died after the king. He was a great chief who was sorely missed by the tribes and the warriors.


    Haroo (~39 Years)


    Aransain’s second in command and the great chief of the Paradua clan. He managed Paradua well alongside Alashd.


    Alashd (~36 years)


    Elder of the Paradua after Aluhaliha died. He managed Paradua well alongside Haroo.


    Rashka (~5 years)


    Died in battle at Helms Canyon.


    Dashka (~5 years)


    Died with Rashka in battle.


    Kuzan (~19 years)


    Chief of Gordob, one of the four clans. After the Battle of Heaven and Hell, she returned to her own territory and brought prosperity to her own tribe.


    Gisan (Unknown)


    In charge of watching over Garm Su. When he died remains a mystery, but it is said that his friendship with Yuza, the head of the guards, lasted throughout his life.


    
  


  

  
    Pale Symphoria (~48 years)


    Suddenly died after resigning from her position as prime minister. Some historians say that she is the true founder of Alrodena since it was her who laid the foundation needed for its millennial reign.


    Lili Aureya (~49 years)


    After serving as governor-general of the northern autonomous city of the Germion State, she fulfilled her responsibilities as a noble. Her territory flourished as a city of tourism and trade. It is said that the ‘Flower Shaped Opera’, where women played the roles of men, was a huge hit in her territory.


    Yoshu Fagarmia (~68 Years)


     

    The poster boy of ‘great men have great fondness for sensual pleasures’. There was no denying that his achievements in Alrodena’s government allowed them to make great progress, but as his fame grew far and wide, the number of lovers he had soon grew too numerous to be counted even with all of his toes and fingers, or at least that’s what one theory says.


    He is also the only person who knows what happened in the end with his beloved older sister.


    Shumea (~45 years)


    She was a frontier general but was more well known for being Yoshu Fagarmia’s older sister. She took a leave for a while to give birth but returned to her official duties after giving birth to twins. She was so popular at the border that she could contest even the prime minister or the generals.


    Elbert Noen (~30 Years)


    Governor-General of Alrodena Kingdom’s State of Elrain. A distinguished official who restored the lands devastated during the Great War and the War of Succession.


    Rishan Noen (~56 Years)


    Happily married with her henpecked husband, Felbi.


     

    Yuza (~63 Years)


    When he was old in age, young people would line up in Garm Su to ask him about the Great War and the War of Succession.


    Yustia (Unknown)


    Left on a trip with Gi Go Amatsuki, then came back to her home town 3 years later to give birth. She is the head of the Amatsuki-style school, and her lineage was immortalized, as they remain strong in the history of swordsmanship.


    Selena Fagarmia (~131 Years)


    The third prime minister of Alrodena, and one of the empresses that laid a foundation for Alrodena’s thousand-year reign with her aspirations for peace and stability. One of Yoshu Fagarmia’s lovers.


    Mellisia (~48 Years)


    One of Yoshu Fagarmia’s lovers. Left her name in history as a guardian of brothels and a wealthy person.


     

    Mill Dora (Unknown)


    Known for being Reshia’s escort and managing numerous orphanages.


    Shunaria Forni (~112 Years)


    The second prime minister of Alrodena. One of the empresses that laid a foundation for Alrodena’s thousand-year reign. She was the prime minister when the nation was most passionate about constructing, and many of her statements were full of confidence and spirit. It is said that she might have had a lover but never officially married.


    Felbi (~110 Years)


    Lived a blessed life with many descendants all around him. He came up with the Sylph-Style Combat Arts in response to the Amatsuki-Style Sword, but the Amatsuki-Style was more popular.


    Barrui (~58 Years)


    The person in charge of Revea Su’s constructions. He died after seeing the completion of the Imperial Castle.


     

    Feeney (~49 Years)


    Found great success as an adventurer. Upon attaining wealth and fame, strove to bring prosperity to his family.


    Yuan Elfarran (Unknown)


    Survived the Battle of Heaven and Hell, but disappeared afterwards. One theory proposes that he might have promised to battle Gi Go Amatsuki again and went out on a journey.


    Eleanor (Unknown)


     

    Disappeared after the Battle of Heaven and Hell.


    Mira Vi Burnen (~48 Years)


    Upon ascertaining the stability of the government, 9 years into Alrodena’s calendar, she returned the position of Matriarch, then married Vilan Do Zul and had 3 boys and 2 girls. Thereafter, she contributed to the development of the country as a cardinalis. Her eldest son later became the king of Vladinia.


    Vilan Do Zul (~48 Years)


    A master strategist who successfully won the heart of his childhood friend and first love. One of their descendants later became king, but he was often dominated back at home by his wife.


    Sophia (Unknown)


    A philanthropist who managed many orphanages. She had deep ties to the generations of prime ministers and was the driving force behind Alrodena, as her orphanage produced a number of outstanding bureaucrats.


    Leonis Verdio (~81 Years)


    As the clan leader of the Leon Heart Clan, and as a boy who inherited a proud and noble blood, he established a base in an island just outside of Alrodena and expanded his power, allowing the Leon Heart Clan to welcome its golden age.


    Zaurosh (~58 Years)


    After the Battle of Heaven and Hell, he vacated from his position as deputy head in Aransain, then became the second-in-command of the Leon Heart Clan and worked with Leonis to welcome the clan’s golden age.


    Vine Ashley (Unknown)


    After ten years of ruling over the underworld of Revea Su, she suddenly vanished. She had a tendency of suddenly popping out of nowhere, so she has become ghost story of sort.


    Berk Alsen Royon (Unknown)


    He disappeared around the time Vine did. One theory proposes that he might have gone on a journey to seek vengeance on the gnome sword dancer.


    Rue (~69 Years)


    After Vine’s disappearance, he brought together the confused Red Moon Clan and ruled over the underworld of Revea Su.


    Shurei (~59 Years)


    After Vine’s disappearance, he brought together the Red Moon Clan with Rue, and together ruled over the underworld of Revea Su.


    Wyatt the Herculean (~27 Years)


    10 years after the Battle of Heaven and Hell, he felt himself declining from age and so retreated to administrative work in the Swallow Clan. He spent his last years quietly and died peacefully while surrounded by his grandchildren.


    Barad Agarmua (~10 Years)


    After being taken in by Alrodena, he devoted himself to the preservation of his house.


    Sharnei Kushunora (~32 Years)


    Recognized for their contributions to the nation during the Battle of Heaven and Hell, the Kushunora House once again became an economic powerhouse.


    Far Ramfad (~31 Years)


    After Zaurosh’s departure, he took over as deputy head. He consistently supported Gi Ga Rax during the War of Succession and was a driving force behind their victory. He died from illness on the year 31 of Alordena.


    Mehran Le Coude (~35 Years)


    Witnessed the restoration of House Ririnoie, then ended his own life. As written in his will, his tomb was erected beside Blanche Ririnoie just like Far.


    Altesia


    A god among gods who rules both the underworld and the present world. As a god, she leads both world to stability. But all who hold her divine protection have vanished.


    Zenobia


     

    She watches the world warmly while watching over her believers that grew less and less in number,


    Pitch Black; God of War


    She lost her power after the Battle of Heaven and Hell. Exists in the underworld only as a soul.


    Twin-Headed Snake (Bedydia)


    Exists in the underworld only as a soul.


    Earth-Devouring Serpent.


    He settled the score with the giants around the time of the Battle of Heaven and Hell. He destroyed all of the sleeping giants, but lost his power afterwards and became merely a soul in the underworld.


    Wingless Sky Snake


    He continues to fly as he desires though the sky no longer has any worthy enemies left.


    Liuryuna


    She lost her power after the Battle of Heaven and Hell. Her soul was taken captive in the underworld, and her arms can no longer manipulate fate.


    Ativ


    He possessed a hero and tried to create a world of only humans during the Battle of Heaven and Hell but failed. His soul was taken captive in the underworld and is currently under Altesia’s watch.


    Hasu (Unknown)


    Unaware of the outcome of the Battle of Heaven and Hell, she continued to wander the forest and successfully evolved into a giant werewolf. Bored with her spare time, she returned to the forest and fought a fierce battle with Cynthia that sent even demons fleeing.


    Cynthia (Unknown)


    After the Battle of Heaven and Hell, she became the queen of her tribe at the forest and expanded the power of the gray wolves to unprecedented heights until Hasu, who became a werewolf, stopped her. Their clash dried up the lakes and burned the forest. It was a calamity to all the denizens of the forests.


    Gastora (Unknown)


    He decided to live with Reshia and spread his seeds every opportunity he got during their travels.


    Bui (~56 Years)


    He successfully survived the War of Succession and laid the foundation for the prosperity of the orcs. The achievements he left were so great that it’s said that without him there would be no orcs. He left his name of Alrodena’s thousand-year history.


    ◇◆◇◆


    And then──


    “Are you going?”


    Pale, dressed in black mourning dress, asked, and the girl with blue hair fluttering in the wind responded.


    “Yes.”


    “I see… Where will you go?”


    “Let’s see… I think, I’ll start with the west.”


    “I see, in that case, let’s send you as an envoy to Yoshu. He should be able to accommodate you. Oh, but please do be careful. Lately, he’s picked up a habit of collecting lovers.”


    The girl, who was once called a saint, laughed.


    “Don’t worry, if that happens, I’ll threaten him by saying that that person won’t keep quiet.”


    “That’ll certainly be effective.”


    Both women gently laughed, but before long, the young girl bid goodbye.


    “Well then, I’m going.”


    “Do you have to go?”


    “Yes, that person went through so much just to give me this life and freedom. So I’ll walk forward too, just like he wanted.”


    Grief would give a person reason.


    To heal and to bid farewell.


    It would give a person a reason to walk forward.


    “You’re strong, Reshia-dono.”


    “Not at all, because deep inside, I still can’t let go of the hope that I might be able to meet him somewhere… Even though there’s no way that that could be possible,” Reshia laughed sorrowfully, and Pale didn’t really know what to say.


    “In that case, since you’re now a traveler──”


    Pale fixed her expression and smiled. It was ominous to see someone off with tears.


    “ 

    May fortune be with you in your travels

    (

Gernst, Rias 

    )

    .”


    “ 

    Blessings

    (

Radias 

    )

    ,  

    to your travels

    (

Baroslushata 

    )

    .


    ◇◆◇◆


    Reshia (~38)


    She relinquished the name of Fel Zeal, which she held as the saint of the Goddess of Healing, then spent the rest of her life traveling. She spent her life reciting poetry, healing people’s wounds, and telling stories. Eventually she collapsed while traveling, and her funeral became the first state funeral of Alrodena, attended by emissaries from all over the continent.


    She has saved countless people and came to be recorded in Alrodena’s history as an unsung saint. She never married and was the most beloved woman in all of the continent for her mystique and character.
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