
  
    
  


  


  
    Chapter 308: The identity of the revolution’s antitheism


    
      Adventurers are so free.


      Tsige is currently in war, but there’s adventurers coming one after the other into the city.


      The wasteland is like the last goal of an adventurer after all.


      Question, right now Tsige is in a war between the Aion Kingdom with independence on the line, so why are they coming to Tsige in this period?


      The answer is over here.


      “War? Not interested. Do as you please.” 


      “Even if you mess up and run out of money because of the war, it would still be okay since it is in the wasteland.” 


      “No matter who is in control, Tsige won’t disappear.” 


      “I will think about it once the prices of commodities rise.” 


      It may be because most of the people I asked were newcomers, but these were most of their opinions.


      With adventurers that have been in Tsige for a long time and have made it into their base, and the types that have bought a home here, they would mostly cooperate in the war for the sake of the city.


      I suppose it is a fork depending  whether they are attached to this city or not.


      Also, there’s one other thing to think about.


      The part that merchants don’t discriminate.


      I am one of those merchants though.


      Merchants and adventurers; these two types of people are currently wishing to enter Tsige at an incredible rate.


      The well-established ones who already have a business firmly standing in another city, veterans, and people that are sent here to do research; there’s already so many that it is hard to keep tabs on them.


      The rookies that want to plant their flag, youngsters that want to become merchants, and former adventurers who want to become merchants are just incessant. 


      This may sound unconvincing as someone who has become a merchant, but Tsige isn’t a city that’s suited for beginners. 


      This is a place where veterans and geniuses want to set out for a challenge. 


      The already existing stores have faced competitions that couldn’t be compared to other cities in order to continue in existence.


      As someone who has worked in Rotsgard as well…my impression is that it is better than Tisge, but the competition there is also rough.


      Wouldn’t it be better to slowly get used to it and increase in power in the countryside of Limia or Gritonia first?


      But people are weak to fast success.


      If it is in adventurer terms, there’s ones who would enter the wasteland without knowing their own ability. 


      And in merchant terms, it would be a merchant going independent in Tsige…


      Then getting squashed.


      If it is adventurers this would happen at their 1-2 time entering the wasteland.


      If you entered without permission, at your first time.


      If it is a merchant, it would be around the third month. 90% of them would collapse.


      …No, there might be even more than that.


      I don’t know how it works in other places, but a party reforming is like a daily occurrence. 


      It would also be normal for merchants to lower their store signs and become the apprentice of another store.


      There’s a lot who would have their hearts broken and would search for something that’s not an adventurer or merchant to live their lives.


      “I heard that the recruitment of the self-defense force that Rembrandt-shi proposed has 20 times more people joining in.” 


      I think about the problems of Tsige while watching the grilling meat cooking orderly.


      I was enjoying grilled meat alone at my favourite meat store that works energetically since morning, when the owner Ryan-san saw me and spoke to me.


      20 times more, huh.


      You can choose as much as you wish then.


      “There’s probably going to be people who will use this chance to change their adventurer profession.” (Makoto) 


      The cow entrail that was slowly cooking at the side had transparent oil seeping out of it.


      It should be ready to eat!


      When I bit into it, it was just as I thought, a lot of delicious fat began to ooze out. 


      It wasn’t good to have alcohol at lunch in broad daylight, so I went for tea with strong bitterness.


      “It seems that way. There’s quite a lot of people who can’t earn a living as adventurers, and the newbies are actively dispersing to other places, but there seems to be a lot of youngsters who dream big… I am glad to see that you liked those entrails. They are popular!” 


      “It is as delicious as always. It doesn’t stink, and the fat is tasty. It is personally a taste that I would like rice together with, but the mainline accompaniment is bread, right?” (Makoto)


      “Rice, huh. That still hasn’t resonated in Tsige. It is something that the Kuzunoha Company-san has dealt with since the very beginning, right? We are thinking about having them on the menu too sometime soon. I heard that you went to the Lorel Union which is the home of that food. I would like to learn that light footwork of yours.” 


      Rice with grilled meat is a staple. 


      But there’s a lot of different opinions regarding this. 


      I don’t think this combination is the best the whole time.


      There’s no need for rice when drinking alcohol and eating grilled meat, and at the times when I want to enjoy a full meal, I would like rice with it.


      It is a complicated thing.


      The meat store had administration difficulties for a brief period of time, but after beginning the grilled meat style, they have been doing real well.


      Now, they even increase their employees when it is lunch, and it has become a popular place where people don’t stop coming at noon or at night. 


      The manga meat that I ate here is still my go-to even now.


      If this one disappears from the menu, even if there were grilled meat, I would not even feel like coming here anymore.


      I have ordered one today too, and it has fulfilled me.


      That’s…just great.


      “Rice can be the main role or the supporting actor, and it is a leading star in the cooking industry, you know. There’s a variety of types, so when you are jumping into it, you can come to me and ask for advice.” (Makoto)


      “Please do. By the way, about that peculiar salad you introduced to me, Raidou-san.” 


      “Aah, what about it?” (Makoto)


      “I have decided to put it in the regular menu.” 


      “That’s something you can bring out depending on the season. It won’t get in the way of the meat. I am glad to see it clicked well.” (Makoto)


      “The thing is, we haven’t decided on a name.” 


      Dressing up small sliced pieces of vegetables and pickled vegetables, and at times adding vinegar or something to it. 


      In Nagano it would be called random, and in Yamagata they would use slimy seaweed which they would call ‘dashi’.


      In Asora, it is something that Mist Lizards and Wingedkin like. 


      Even so, it is not like we can just call it dashi.


      It is hard to put a name to something, huh.


      “Well, you can ask for suggestions to the people that come, you know.” (Makoto)


      “Hmm, so you don’t remember the name of the dish that served as the source?” 


      “Yeah, I don’t remember where I ate it. It is just vegetables in season, pickled vegetables with strong taste, and dressing them, but there’s a lot of depth in it.” (Makoto)


      “If you mix the sizes, it becomes even tastier!” 


      Hoh, I thought you had to maintain a specific size.


      This kind of stuff is what the cooks specialized in this try out.


      “Aah, I see. Then, wouldn’t it be interesting to make the meat the same size, grill it, and mix it with that?” (Makoto)


      Like crouton, no, crispy bacon?


      “! Adding meat to that?! Huh, it is true that it would be an interesting variation.” 


      Oh my.


      Ryan-san has gone to his own world.


      Well, I was eating grilled meat on my own in the first place, so it is okay though.


      Rather than cutting them small, it seems like he has kept it as dice sized, so rather than dashi, isn’t it more of a cocktail salad?


      “Now then, I will be going now. The bill please.” (Makoto)


      “‘You don’t need to pay’, is what I want to say, but even if I do, you still leave coins, Raidou-san.” 


      “I won’t eat without paying.” (Makoto)


      Ryan-san has told me several times: ‘I owe you, so you don’t need to pay me in the foreseeable future’, but learning the dishes I like, and arguing about the new dishes, are stuff that make me feel happy. I am the type that doesn’t feel good when told I don’t need to pay.


      I have stealthily acted as if I were leaving, and then leave gold coins on the counter several times, so he has properly begun charging me now.


      By the way, this meat store has expanded at some point in time.


      I felt bad before for eating alone in a table of 4 people, so this is a relief.


      I don’t have the nerves to eat on the same table with strangers at a grilled meat establishment.


      While remembering a question I had, I finished paying my bill and leave.


      …Hm…


      They are tailing me, they are indeed tailing me.


      Two people this afternoon, huh.


      Aion is originally a country that’s passionate in their information gathering abilities.


      There’s many spies infiltrated in Limia, Lorel, and Gritonia as well.


      Of course, Tsige as well.


      Before announcing independence, Rembrandt-san said that he cleaned the place, but that was just momentary.


      And in reality, there are an innumerable amount of people that were stating falsely that they were adventurers or merchants to try and enter.


      This is also a ‘current problem of Tsige’.


      Tsige is in essence a place that doesn’t reject anyone after all.


      Taking away the liveliness of the city to stop the spies? That’s outrageous.


      That’s our basic stance.


      And so, as they continued their spying, they pinpointed the influential people, and the ones who are most easy to approach, and those kinds of stuff. And so, they ended up arriving to me. 


      Yup, a perfect mislead by Rembrandt-san.


      If we are talking about the contributions to Tsige, the Kuzunoha Company has done a decent amount, but when it comes to deciding the objectives of the city or the confidential information, I haven’t touched too much about it.


      Of course, there’s some competent ones who wouldn’t fall for it.


      But for now, there have been a plethora of spies from the Aion Kingdom coming in for Raidou.


      Looks like they are not tailing me by two different contractors, but moving as a team.


      I use Sakai to get a grasp of their tailing, and after choosing a street to make it easy to atta—I mean, get in touch with them, I nonchalantly walk the route leading to the Company.


      If they are on the careful side, they won’t come for today anymore.


      At that time, I will have the Company tail them back, and gather information on our side.


      “But there’s no need to worry about that.” (Makoto)


      I have been pincered.


      At my front there’s a person that looks nothing but a hoodlum, and walks in a way as if saying he has no intention to let me move on.


      At my back there’s a similar presence.


      So that’s what they are playing. 


      They disguise themselves real pretty so that at a glance I won’t be able to tell they are outlaws and when I lower my guard…wait, they are totally going for the type that I wouldn’t want to get close to at all?


      That’s new.


      “The Kuzunoha Company’s representative, Raidou, right?” 


      “Yeah, and what about you two?” (Makoto)


      “?” 


      “The lady at my back and you, from which side did you come from, the Kingdom’s army or the revolutionary army? That’s what I am asking.” (Makoto)


      “…”


      Well, of course they won’t answer.


      Then…


      “Fine. Sleep.” (Makoto)


      “Guh?!” 


      “Agh?! …Uh.” 


      A narrow street alley, no witnesses.


      Today’s fishing went well too.


      This is a stun attack I am already completely used to now.


      At first, I would incapacitate them with a needle made from magic power like in the time at Lorel, but there wasn’t a single enemy who required that much trouble, so I am keeping it at dealing a powerful shock to the back of their neck or their top of the shoulder.


      I call it Stun Attack.


      Lately, I have been shutting them up from speaking. 


      I will have them spill out everything later anyways.


      There was no need to call anyone, two of our employees appeared from nearby, carried both of the spies, and disappeared again.


      It is stealth itself.


      “I feel like I will be able to fish a bit more today.” (Makoto)


      The haul I would get in one day is around 10 people.


      But the haul this day was a bit different in type from before.


      So it is finally that time, huh.


      The first of the revolutionary army have come.


      I want them to spill out everything in regards to the revolutionary army’s current state and background.  


      “Anti-God…religion?” (Makoto)


      Aah. 


      There’s people in this world who don’t accept the Goddess in a variety of meanings.


      Within those, there’s a cult that is actively trying to shave off the religion of the Goddess in a quite radical manner.


      Anti-Goddess Teachings Organization, Ark. 


      Anti-God Religion in short, or the Anti-God Church.


      ‘Going against the Goddess’, in that one point, I myself agree to a certain degree. 


      Their creed, or how to say it, their problematic way of thinking is that…


      If it is to bring a world devoid of the Goddess, they don’t care about the means.


      A world where the Goddess is gone will be an even better world for the living and the ones to live.


      The Goddess herself is the incarnation of the disorder of this world. Thus, as long as the Goddess disappears, the disorder of this world disappears.


      So on and so forth.


      A bunch that seriously push the standard of the results justify the means.


      I personally think it is as stupid of an ideology as thinking that having blind belief in the Goddess will allow everything to go well.


      There were some in the demon race that were like that. It felt exactly the same, equally disgusting.


      I see.


      The background of the revolutionary army is that they are an Anti-Goddess cult, huh.


      To think that something like this would manage to grow to such an extent inside the country of Aion. I feel like they would have walked the path of destruction on their own anyways.


      Tsige’s independence plan had a good timing, huh…


      At any rate, Ark, huh.


      …


      We have noticed a big problem.


      ……


      With just one change in the characters written, it can be read as Asora. <アーク and アクー. Explanation below.>


      …


      Can’t they change their name?


      


      TLN: Asora’s name explanation of why it is different fron what it is read there. This happened a long time in the past, so my memory might be hazy about this.


      At that time, I was beginning translation. Asora was written in a very different way at that time, it was only recent that the author simplified the name in this way. At that time, I sucked at reading names. That’s the reason why I read it as Asora.


      I really like the name of Asora, it has stuck with us for such a long time, so the name will be staying that way. Hope you guys can understand.


    

  


  


  
    Chapter 309: Dusk Street’s Great Detective


    
      


      This is the garbage dump.


      The definite dark side of Tsige.


      In the first place, the city called Tsige is the entrance to the border of the world. 


      The precipitous mountain range rising up high is also a rift.


      As if connecting the left and right side of the cliffs, a thick and tall wall was made, and at the back of the mountain range, there’s a city that draws a half-circle at Aion’s plain.


      That’s Tsige.


      The outer wall that was made at the side of the plain connects directly to the Golden Highway, and even if you look down at it from far high in the sky, that thing that can be seen more clearly than the national borders continues all the way even to the remote region of Robin in the major power of Gritonia without stopping.


      In terms of scale and history, the Golden Highway is a dream.


      Now then, one extreme of that dazzling golden path is the mountain range side that separates the world and the wasteland.


      Especially at the back of the wasteland, at the eastern mountain-side where there’s a dented zone, there’s a region spread at its center called the Dusk Street. 


      Because it is at a mountain-side, the sun obviously doesn’t reach well, and the price of the land is slightly lower, and the public order is greatly proportional to the amount of light it receives.


      The worst one is Dusk Street.


      Rather than calling it the slums, it is more like the den for the people that have fallen to the deepest they could.


      Children, elderly, weak people who suffer some sort of heavy illness, poor people, or both; those kinds of people don’t get close to Dusk Street. 


      They can’t survive there after all.


      It is in a sense the hood, a place in Tsige where there’s a lot of ruins. But those guys move from place to place as they live.


      Moving from place to place is simply changing locations at fixed times to places that correspond to Tsige.


      Construction rushes and bankruptcy rushes are of the same coin after all.


      They have a special sixth sense in finding ruins that they can use as their spots and people don’t get close to. 


      They have no coin or the ability to earn it, and can’t cope with the changes of Tsige.


      In other words, these people that have been left behind have an existence that’s providing charity to them earnestly, enough for them to survive.


      We of the Kuzunoha Company also participated in this just the other day. Food, clothes, and other necessities were distributed actively. 


      …Just that, I honestly didn’t see any signs of them going out of their way to solve the root problem.


      It was simply posing that they are contributing here.


      But it is true that there’s people who are surviving from this.


      The merchants don’t really care as long as they serve as tools to make them look good, but the people of the slums and at times the ones of the Dusk Street would get hired by bad natured criminals and end up dyeing their hands in crime.


      Compared to them, the children at the orphanage are in the really good category. 


      In the current Tsige, the children in orphanages won’t be starving to death. 


      The personnel is carefully selected, and especially the old companies put their all in their protection.


      There’s no knowing what talents a child can have sleeping in them.


      That’s why, instead of having a child swallowed by the slums due to some wanderer, they would mostly be brought into an orphanage somewhere. 


      And so, the ones who are talented will feel indebted, and then will work for them passionately and loyally. 


      We are also sponsors of a certain orphanage.


      We have no plans on employing them though.


      What I am trying to say here is that…I am currently in this place that’s dark even at noon, where stimulation is sought more than even the slums, and a problematic area where influential powers are mixed in all this creating a location of minus security.


      Meaning that, unless you actually come in, you won’t be able to get information from any information network regarding someone that is inside here.


      According to what Rembrandt-san told me…


      The young Rembrandt-san of those days spoke to a top of that time, he came into an agreement with them that both sides would in essence not interfere with each other, and if there’s danger to the city, they can not cooperate but won’t pull the leg of the other.


      In exchange, as long as what happens inside the Dusk Street doesn’t leak to the outside, Tsige intended to give their tacit consent.


      …


      I see, is what I thought.


      They put a lid on a deep darkness that would be too troublesome to deal with, and for the dimly lit parts they themselves would trample down on it and replace it.


      Rembrandt-san and Zara-san really do resemble each other in foundation.


      Well, it is funny that the one with the deep darkness is called Dusk though.


      “The one other Tsige, huh.” (Makoto)


      It is a place that the Kuzunoha Company and I didn’t come or did anything until now.


      Honestly speaking, I am still not interested in it.


      But…


      According to the spy revolutionaries that we captured recently, there’s a big problem that has to do with this place. 


      They so conveniently didn’t have any more information than that, and due to not knowing what might be happening in there due to having no prior information about it, I have come here together with Mio.


      “It is a place where there’s practically no delicious smells, so I haven’t come here.” (Mio)


      “I also had no plans of coming, but if it involves the Kuzunoha Company, it bothers me. However…” (Makoto)


      “?” 


      “I thought for sure that the moment we entered, there would be hoodlums with mohawks and thorny shoulder pads attacking us with flamethrowers.” (Makoto)


      “…It is so silent.” (Mio)


      “Yeah, it is.” (Makoto)


      I feel gazes on us.


      But they don’t attack.


      If I had come alone, or were to bring along an employee of my store, I feel like they would jump on us immediately, so I had Mio come with me as a bodyguard since her face and name has been passed around. Guess it is working so well that it had the opposite effect.


      “There’s a whole lot of half-baked ones, a good amount that are decent, and people on the level of demon generals…looks like there’s none.” (Mio)


      “Agree with that. However, be careful about skill combinations and patterns of specialized types.” (Makoto)


      “Yes, Waka-sama.” (Mio)


      If it is Mio, as long as it is not quite the thing, there shouldn’t be any problems.


      How they deal with this situation will reveal just how much the big shots of this place know about us.


      At the very least, they won’t suddenly go for a forceful method if they know about the strength of Mio.


      But Mio is so close.


      Even if she is being considerate to not stand out, she is pinching a part of my sleeve.


      This must be her way of saying that the ideal for her would be if we could hold hands. 


      …It would be one thing if this were a date, but…


      This place’s public order is on the minus numbers, Mio. 


      Saying it out loud would be silly, but I also don’t feel like having her stop.


      “Tch! …Waka-sama, looks like they have come to meet us.” (Mio)


      It was really low, but I heard her clicking her tongue before her report. 


      The door at the end of the street.


      There, huh.


      I certainly do feel the presence of a decent amount of people.


      However, it is unnaturally thin.


      The chances that they are using some sort of cloaking is high.


      Yup…no problems at all!


      Let’s go!


      We stopped walking for an instant, but we soon began advancing again.


      *Clack*


      The door…eh?


      The ground just in front of the door opened like a hidden passage or the entrance of a shelter.


      T-That was unexpected.


      That place can open?


      “…The Kuzunoha Company, right?” 


      “Yes, I am the representative, Raidou. This one here is my bodyguard, Mio.” (Makoto)


      “…”


      “Mio.” (Makoto)


      “…I am Mio. And you?” (Mio)


      I urged Mio, who was looking with really cold eyes at the man that spoke to us, to introduce herself. 


      “Am I correct to assume that you didn’t come into this Dusk Street by coincidence, but because you had business here?” 


      “Yea—wait, Mio?! Stop!” (Makoto)


      “?!” 


      The shadow that was coiling around the neck of the man disperses.


      That was close! 


      That’s way too much of a preemptive attack! 


      The magic power flow at the time when it dispersed must have let the man know what was about to happen to himself, he gulped and sweat flowed down his face.


      “Do you want to die? Or could it be that you want to hide your name so much that it is worth more than your life? Don’t know how to greet someone?” (Mio)


      So that’s what it was.


      She gave her name and she asked back, and yet, the other side just continued questioning without introducing himself.


      Well, I think it is fine to flip the orders around a bit though.


      “…Kanta.” 


      Kandata? <DQ3 ref>


      Aah, Kanta.


      “Sorry. It is a dangerous place, so my bodyguard is a bit reactionary here, you see.” (Makoto)


      “No way, I am feeling completely fulfilled being able to be together with you, Waka-sama. But for some reason, when I see an insolent one that looks down on Waka-sama, I just end up thinking ‘it should be fine if they are gone’.” (Mio)


      What jet coaster are you riding there?


      Also, in this scenario, wasn’t it you who was looked down on, Mio?


      “No, looking down on me is proof that they are looking down on my master, Waka-sama, too. Because if it were someone who is polite to Waka-sama, that means they would also show the same amount of respect to me who was introduced as your bodyguard.” (Mio)


      Telepathy?! 


      She read my mind?! 


      “N-No, that’s not it. There’s a few things that have been topics of conversation lately in regards to the Kuzunoha Company. We in no way are looking down on the representative Raidou or his companion, Mio.” 


      Topics of conversation, huh.


      That’s what I came here to confirm.


      “Your way of speaking is looking down on us. You are already—” (Mio) 


      “Not dead! Calm down, okay? Let’s calm down, Mio.” (Makoto)


      You going ‘Omae wa Mou…’ is scary! 


      I-It should be okay, right?


      He won’t swell and go ‘Nani?!’, right? …Whew. Safe.


      I thought for a second I was too late.


      That really scared me.


      “?!…?!…” 


      See?! 


      His breathing has gotten ragged! 


      Did he get hit by her bloodlust?


      Aah, geez!


      Mio as well as Tomoe have been emotionally unstable in some areas lately!


      Tomoe’s way of dealing with spies is amusing, and when I thought that she began to stand and talk with the customers of the store, she would give them products. She is in a state where it is as if she is level-headed but has an air-headed side to her. 


      And there was a time when Lime got injuries on the level of the time he was defeated by Haruka-san. When I saw this, I got flustered thinking it was an enemy attack, but he said ‘Big Sis turned into a bomb, hehe’ and collapsed.


      The current Tomoe is dangerous.


      From my perspective, Mio seemed like the safer bet in comparison, so I took her with me, but the inside was a no for both?! 


      “My bad. I really didn’t have that intention. The way to speak with important people…yeah, I will try learning it. Definitely, by next time. That’s why, please spare me. Seeing you clinging to each other so much and grabbing his sleeve like that, I thought that you were a bodyguard and a hooke—no! A girlfriend or a lover, so I ended up getting a bit distrustful there. As you see, I am really sorry.” 


      The mohawk guy lowered his head deeply. 


      Right, this guy doesn’t have a flamethrower, but both of his shoulders have sharp spikes.


      Despite his appearance, he is actually pretty polite, no, easy to speak to.


      “Oh my! There’s no need to mind it, Kanta. Anyone can make mistakes.” (Mio)


      Huh?


      “You are forgiving me, Big Sis? …! No, Mrs. Mio!” 


      “Oh my, aren’t you a polite one! You show promise, Kanta!” (Mio)


      “…Haha, thank you very much.” 


      …Is this a comedy?


      No, wait.


      Could it be that Lime got beaten up by Tomoe because of a matter similar to this? 


      His way of saying Big Sis reminds me of him.


      In that case, could it be that the reason why they are acting strange is because of me?


      “Well then, you two personages, I am simply a mere gatekeeper, so I may be rude in various areas, but please do be lenient. The Elders are waiting. Please follow me.” 


      “Understood.” (Makoto)


      “Fine. I will forgive your slight disrespects.” (Mio)


      We somehow managed to safely follow after the gatekeeper Kanta, and it looks like we will be able to do one step into the center of the Dusk Street.


      The Elders, huh.


      It reminds me of the Forest Onis.


      I had it rough at that time.


      But whenever I talk about it, Eris would go full-on about how hellish the bootcamp was and object.


      Now the researches have advanced quite a lot and they are now able to do medical treatment, so they have completely gotten used to it. 


      The Tree Punishment was quite the impactful stuff.


      “Even so, the Kuzunoha Company has some good ears. To think that you have already heard about the rumors of the people here and came to investigate.” 


      “…Well, we are at these kinds of times after all. I would like to clear my mind of worries as soon as I can. That’s all it is.” (Makoto)


      Kanta threw a slight casual talk. 


      …Probably because of what happened before, he couldn’t endure walking silently in a dark corridor with his back turned to Mio.


      But what he said after was something that really surprised me.


      The fact that I didn’t say it out loud could be considered a fine play.


      “The great personages also have a few things they are troubled by, you see. To think the Kuzunoha Company was the core of the Mist Town.” 


      ““?!””


      What did he just say?! 


      He suddenly hit the heart without going for a deduction time?! 


      Developments where you go ‘the culprit is you!’ without a single step to that conclusion is a forbidden move in published works and reality, you know?!


      Oi oi, moshi moshi?! 


      “And to think that the top of the Anti-God Cult was managing that Mist Town.” 


      What?


      He suddenly began saying nonsense.


      “That nameless Mist Town is actually called Ark, and it comes from the name of the Anti-Goddess Cult, or something like that.” 


      …


      It looks like a problem far bigger than I thought is happening here.


      I have to a-ask for more d-details.


      Depending on the situation, I will have to dissect this Dusk Street.


      What is that Anti-Goddess Cult doing?! 


      Are you trying to compete with that bug in who can be the most annoying?! Just how nuts can you be?! 

    

  


  


  
    Chapter 310: As if Putrid


    
      “Religion?” (Makoto) 


      Well, the Anti-God Cult does sound like a religion.


      But that’s a shortened version, and it is more accurately simply a group of people that don’t like the Goddess.


      In the first place, they have no doctrine, a religious representative, or even a God to venerate. 


      Not only the Goddess, but even the Spirits and Superior Dragons are not involved in it at all.


      “Umu, an Anti-Goddess Religion that fights the Goddess Religion. That’s why I think it is plausible to call it a religion.” 


      A slender elf answers my question with confidence. 


      I don’t have enough experience to tell the age of an elf from their outward appearance.


      That’s why I investigated with Sakai, and it came out as 299 years old.


      I wonder if they have birthday parties each year?


      His appearance is that of a long eared handsome model.


      With those looks he is 299. In the eyes of a human, an elf really is an unfair existence.


      His expression is gentle and kind.


      Even if he were to walk around town normally or look at requests at the Adventurer Guild, he wouldn’t feel out of place at all.


      …This is currently the Top of the Dusk Street.


      Well, I don’t know since when he has been the Top though.


      He is also the one who negotiated with Rembrandt-san and decided that both sides won’t interfere with each other.


      “But being an Anti-Goddess is an ideology, not a faith, right? Also, the leader would end up being their religious representative.” (Makoto)


      Even if that’s the case, they have even caused a war.


      They are quite the terrorist cult.


      …Well, you could say a religion isn’t all just beautiful.


      But I really do find it hard to see those revolutionaries and their background as a religion.


      “…That part is something we don’t care about. Putting it simply, it doesn’t matter. Then, let’s just call them the Anti-God Cult as we proceed.” 


      “…Sorry for troubling you there.” (Makoto)


      I don’t really mind it that much either.


      I would be troubled if he were to think of this as him doing me a favour though.


      “Are you that Kuzunoha Company’s representative? Also, you have come here as the proxy of Patrick Rembrandt as well, right? In that case, I will show the appropriate respect.” 


      “I am lacking as a proxy of Rembrandt-san though. But it seems like the Kuzunoha Company matter has caused strife in your side as well, so I have come.” (Makoto)


      “The part about the Kuzunoha Company being an organ of the revolutionary army, no, of the Mist Town, right? Also, that you are the vanguards of the Anti-God Cult that’s trying to change the Goddess religion, and that they are the owners of the Mist Town.” 


      The elf shakes his head to the sides as he speaks about this.


      I heard Elders, but the room I was guided into only had him inside.


      There’s also no presence observing us.


      Is he the only Elder? 


      Then why is it in plural?


      “It is a troublesome matter. There’s no basis in it.” (Makoto)


      “But you have no proof to prove otherwise either. Rather, there’s evidence to validate that deduction.” 


      “Eh?” (Makoto) 


      Evidence?


      No, the Mist Town is Asora, and it is something that began with an idea of mine and Tomoe’s mischievousness.


      It definitely isn’t the headquarters of the Anti-God Cult, and there’s absolutely no influence from them.


      …You could say that not being in the religion of the Goddess is a point in common with them though.


      “I have been living for a long time in this city, but the rumor about the Mist Town appeared within this few years.” 


      “…”


      “And the Kuzunoha Company came out from the borders of the world, and opened a store in Tsige…around that same time.” 


      “That’s…” (Makoto)


      “On top of that, the rare materials and equipment that the Kuzunoha Company manages, and many of the ingredients, resemble what the adventurers bring back from the Mist Town, and without regards of the amount of materials and ingredients brought from the Mist Town…the Kuzunoha Company always has them restocked in a fixed quantity.” 


      “…”


      “Thus, there’s no doubt that the Mist Town and the Kuzunoha Company have a relationship that isn’t shallow. Even with the information of the Dusk Street, we are unable to grasp what’s the relationship, but we of course can’t prove that it wasn’t commenced by the Anti-God Cult.” 


      The Mist Town is a mysterious town, an illusory town.


      There’s no knowing to what power it is affiliated to or where it exists. 


      It hasn’t been clarified in Tsige.


      In reality, the Kuzunoha Company and the Mist Town are affiliated with Asora, and it has no relations with the Anti-God Cult.


      Only the name is…well…


      “Are you telling me that I as the representative refuting this is not enough?” (Makoto)


      “I personally think it is okay to trust you.” 


      “?”


      Wow, so easily. 


      But there was a continuation to his words.


      “However, as an organization, it is objectively difficult to trust you. There’s no company dispatched by the city that would go saying that they are allied with the revolutionary army looking at the current state of the war after all.” 


      Aah. 


      So that’s what it is.


      Even if it is true, being allied with the revolutionary army that’s inferior in numbers, moreover, in this current situation where we are having negotiations with both the Kingdom side and the revolutionary side.


      Even if a representative of the Company were to deny it, it wouldn’t be that convincing. 


      It would be one thing with a person you are close with, but it would be difficult to convince everyone of not being related to the Anti-God Cult.


      Moreover…proving what’s not there to begin with is close to impossible.


      I have heard that it is called the Devil’s Proof in Japan.


      “…How problematic.” (Makoto)


      I ended up complaining.


      “Sadly to say, there’s quite a lot of people who believe this about the Anti-God Cult. The adventurers who rely on their own power rather than that of the Goddess to challenge the wasteland received a deep impression from the great personage of the Anti-God Cult, and are using their own city to help them out, is what it is being said.” 


      Great personage?


      Oi oi, is that the religious representative?


      Or the target of belief? 


      It really does stink of a cult now.


      Good grief, they are using the Mist Town and Asora as they wish.


      “Great personage?” (Mio)


      Mio who was silent all the time until now asks the elf back.


      It looks like Mio was also bothered by that.


      Or more like, you were actually listening huh.


      I am relieved.


      “Yeah, a great existence that’s the standard-bearer of the Anti-Goddess faction.” 


      “The Top of the Anti-God Cult is just a plain hyuman, right? Are you saying they have the power to go against the Goddess?” (Mio)


      “I think you already know, but the Top of the revolutionary army is Ark. The heir of a famous clan of Aion, Daguza. A man that has fallen a long time ago and is unrelated to the throne now, but he obtained a decent amount of standing in the Anti-God Cult, and has been given a role in this time’s coup d’etat on Aion.” 


      Hm? Is that so?


      Ah, right.


      There’s someone else who is serving as the symbol, while the commander in the army and leader is Arks Daguza.


      “The current Top of the Anti-God Cult is Muller, a dark elf. They cause an incident every now and then and get crushed, but in the end, they soon reform themselves and hide underground. Then, they gather strength and cause an incident again. It is a repeat of that. Muller was an executive that didn’t stand out in the previous of the previous of the previous iterations, but around the previous part, he began to obtain quite the amount of power, and now he is currently at the Top. If you were to call someone the religious representative, it would be Muller.” 


      This is a first.


      I see, so the Anti-God Cult…is getting crushed every so often, huh.


      In that case, Azu-san and Root should know a decent amount about them.


      This elf saying the previous of the previous really does say a lot about the sense of time of this elf.


      Judging from his way of speaking, there have been quite a lot of hyumans taking their place, no doubt about it.


      “Is that dark elf called Muller the so called Great Personage? The ruler of the Mist Town? A mere dark elf?” (Mio)


      Stupid.


      It really is stupid.


      There’s no dark elves in the Mist Town or in Asora! 


      We do have Forest Onis though! 


      Then, yeah, we should have the adventurers who went to Mist Town testify that they didn’t see dark elves there, and that will increase the believability.


      “No, that’s not it.” 


      “Not it?” (Makoto)


      “Yeah. It is said that the ruler of the Mist Town is an even bigger existence.” 


      “…”


      “You guys are also merchants. I think you guys have a decent information network. Have you not heard about it? It was a while ago, but it is the story about the amount of lakes increasing in Limia.” 


      “Lake…” (Makoto)


      …Hm?


      “Lake…are you talking about the Seiko Lake?” (Mio)


      I was stuck in my words, and Mio was the one who responded.


      “That’s right. It was apparently the doing of a person called the Devil who appeared from a golden magic power pillar just like that of the Goddess.” 


      “…”


      Devil…


      “Possessing the same power as a God, but holds the will to fight against the Gods; a messiah, apparently.” 


      “Like hell that’s true.” (Makoto)


      “What?” 


      “N-No no, it is nothing! And so, what is this Devil involved in this?” (Makoto)


      I ended up retorting.


      But this is bad.


      This isn’t a good turn of events.


      Are you telling me that’s how it is going to connect?


      Is there a novel writer within the Anti-God Cult?


      “You understand now, right? The Great Personage is apparently the Devil. The Devil is the ruler of the Mist Town, and serves as a God for the Anti-God Cult. ‘To bring an end to the unfairness of the Goddess, I will lend my strength to the Anti-God Cult’, is what the Devil apparently said.” 


      He didn’t!


      He didn’t say anything like that at all! 


      I haven’t even met Arks or Muller! 


      How can this be?


      Not only is it patched with crazy stuff, the equations in the middle are all wrong, and yet, the answers are correct. 


      Even though it would be incorrect in math no questions asked!


      “It goes without saying that the Mist Town has high popularity in Tsige. It is an oasis of the wasteland and a Shangri-la. The ruler of that is the Devil that showed its power in Limia, an ally of adventurers, and an existence that helps out the revolutionary army. On top of that, the Kuzunoha Company is an organ of that Mist Town as ones that manage the same materials.” 


      It has gotten incredibly problematic at a surface level.


      It makes it even more egregious that it is somewhat correct.


      What’s with this thing that feels like it is a sample of how to make a good lie?


      “The Devil…that’s the ruler of the Mist Town, huh. I see…that’s interesting.” (Mio)


      “Mio-dono, you won’t deny it immediately like Raidou-dono did?” 


      “Who knows… The scale of this talk is so big. I am simply working the whole time at the Kuzunoha Company with Waka-sama, but I have never heard about this Anti-God Cult until now.” (Mio)


      …True.


      I am The Devil, and I am the owner and ruler of the Kuzunoha Company and Asora, but the name of the Anti-God Cult didn’t show up even once between us or in Asora.


      Wow.


      This is a lie, but not a lie, Mio! 


      That’s impressive!


      “…I see. But the Kuzunoha Company is popular in Tsige just like the Mist Town. In that case, the power of these kinds of rumors will slowly but certainly spread and rot from the inside with the adventurers as the centre. If you don’t make a move, it certainly will.” 


      I understand that.


      “Judging from your way of saying it, it is already in a stage where, even if the rotten parts are eliminated, it won’t be solved?” (Mio)


      “Unfortunately.” 


      “I have been bothered by this for a while now. There’s no doubt that you are the Top of the Elders, but where are the other Elders? Could it be…” (Mio)


      “That’s indeed the case.” 


      What’s the case?


      “They have already been taken in, huh. In that case, the origin was here, and currently the people of the slums.” (Mio)


      “…”


      “And then, the poison is beginning to spread to the merchants and adventurers?” (Mio)


      “What impressive discerning eye. Most of Dusk Street has been taken in by those guys already.” 


      “?!” 


      What is this elf saying all of a sudden?! 


      The underground society has already fallen into the cult?! That’s no joke!


      Tsige is in trouble then!


      “So I say, but it is only 85% though.” 


      “That’s practically everything!” (Makoto)


      “But Patrick gave us a joker. Kanta has stated resolutely that there’s no doubt about their abilities.” 


      Joker…


      Talking about us, huh.


      “I didn’t expect a day would come where the Dusk Street would be putrefied in such a way, you see. I will leave you in charge. I, Rio, intend to move as a pawn of you two as well. Please become the antidote to our Dusk Street.” 


      The Elder of Dusk Street, Rio, lowers his head.


      So that means Kanta is his right hand?


      If Rembrandt-san’s intentions were this, I would have done something about it even without him asking.


      This definitely involves internal affairs.


      This kind of antidote is outside my expertise, but the Kuzunoha Company will see this out. 


      More so, having the Anti-God Cult use the Mist Town and the Kuzunoha Company as they please…is definitely unforgivable.

    

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 311: T5


    
      The location changed, it is now the Merchant Guild.


      Tsige is currently just one city.


      There’s a surface, a back, and has dirt, but everything is surrounded by walls, and it is only on the inside. 


      The noble that was in control of this place as a remote region of Aion had already been retired before the declaration of independence, and the current Tsige doesn’t have a definite administration institute. 


      No, it doesn’t exist yet.


      That’s the correct way of saying it.


      The reality is that Tsige has declared independence from the Aion Kingdom and has entered ‘negotiations’ with military power involved.


      Then, which organization is managing those movements, and who is the one involved in them? 


      The answer is the merchants.


      The adventurers who have a lot of power in their say at Tsige are not included in this. 


      Thinking about their way of living, this isn’t that strange, and if there’s a powerful adventurer that wants to speak out, they can just speak out their will to intervene through a merchant they’ve been acquainted with.


      The ones who have the strongest interest in the management and maintenance of Tsige are the merchants, and the ones who decided the destination of the city are them.


      The ones who negotiated with the nobles sent by the feudal lord were also them. 


      On top of that, there’s no doubt that the merchants are the ones who made the feudal lord of Tsige seal his mouth by giving him a variety of fortunes.


      This city has been self-governed by the merchants of power since a long time ago.


      “To receive a meeting call from the Batoma Company is rare. Now, what’s today’s topic?” 


      Confirming that everyone was there, the representative of the Rembrandt Company, Patrick Rembrandt, speaks from the chief seat. 


      From his perspective inside, there’s two at his left and right, for a total of four people gathered in this guild room.


      This place is one of the two rooms of the Merchant Guild that has been created with the highest of techniques and doesn’t lose to the Adventurer Guild in security.


      The luxury of having a wide hall-like room be used by only 5 people.


      That’s only allowed for the 5 people gathered here, but more accurately speaking, it is because the companies that they are related to are at the peak of the Tsige merchants.


      The Merchant Guild has put together the city into one with the independence of Tsige in mind, and many companies have joined forces.


      Especially the merchants who have had achievements, done business for a long time in this city, and currently have a more than decent amount of power, they do meetings to decide the policies of the city. At least that’s what’s publicly known in Tsige.


      In other words, a front.


      There’s around 30 who have been elected and given a parliamentary seat.


      But the reality is that the companies here are the ones who decide practically all the big policies.


      The top of the top companies.


      The Muzo Company that deals with the raw material market.


      The Batoma Company that puts in order the food establishments.


      A major company, the Couple Company, that shoulders the circulation of goods.


      The Bronze Man Company that administers many of the craftsmen; mainly blacksmiths. 


      And the biggest of the miscellaneous stores in the city, and the one managing even the finances of the city, the Rembrandt Company.


      The weight of their words may change depending on their scale of the market at the time, but the names haven’t changed for around 10 years already.


      In the past, there were 9 companies who had a name in Tsige and managed it, but since the time the Rembrandt Company became notorious, the numbers were reduced to 5, and it hasn’t changed since.


      You could clearly tell just how much influence the words of the Rembrandt Company has.


      On top of that, the raw material market, the food establishments, and the craftsmen and blacksmith fields have a thick shadow of the Rembrandt Company behind them. 


      “…First, I offer my thanks for gathering here.” 


      Finishing the basic formalities and the all-around greetings, the Batoma Company begins the topic of discussion.


      “There’s probably already people who know this, but there’s a certain rumor floating around in Tsige.” 


      Of course, there’s no way they would all gather here just for a rumor.


      The Batoma Company’s representative directed his gaze at Rembrandt as he began the talk.


      “The relationship between the wasteland’s Mist Town and the Kuzunoha Company.” 


      “The Kuzunoha Company? I am beginning to take notice of them.” 


      “It is said that the Kuzunoha Company and the Mist Town actually have a connection to the revolutionary army. Please take a look at the handed documents, and while we share the information that we have ascertained…” 


      Even if Rembrandt thought that this was shamelessly transparent, he tagged along in this farce.


      The representative of the Kuzunoha Company, Raidou, has made his company grow to the point that there’s no one in Tsige who doesn’t know its name.


      They opened business a few years ago. A merchant that didn’t do any groundwork first before making a company in this place and opened his own store.


      There’s a limit to the Tsige Dream. You could even say he is an instance of a super successful case.


      But well, that success was 99% because of his positive relationship with Rembrandt, and the remaining 1% was luck; this is what is still being said by a part of the people. 


      But Rembrandt has had a connection with the Kuzunoha Company, Raidou, and its executives, so he knows.


      (If he really did obtain that much success with only my backup and his luck, this city would have already been covered in my sympathizers left and right.) (Rembrandt)


      Without showing it in his face, Rembrandt was directing pity towards representative Batoma who is still part of the non-believers. 


      Rembrandt has backed a lot of talented merchants aside from Raidou.


      But the only ones who have managed to maintain their stores and remain are a mere 10 or so.


      There’s no other merchant aside from Raidou who has shot into the success road in such an amusing manner.


      (No, in reality, they might have been the ones who brought about the winds of revolution in Tsige more than the Rembrandt Company. Even the plan that I am secretly boiling might simply be dancing on the top of Raidou-kun’s palm.) (Rembrandt)


      In the eyes of Rembrandt, Raidou is by no means a skilled merchant.


      But that will, that conviction of his is a sincere one.


      Standing at the interval between supply and demand, they rear and increase their wealth by smoothly serving as the middleman.


      Without having a single bit of the stench of reality, that figure of theirs pushing ahead with sincerity is just dazzling.


      Also, his way of living that allows him to do foolish moves, that at a glance would only make him look like a sucker, and still be able to push it through without being devoured by anyone.


      Even though he is not exemplary…he even looks like an ideal type of merchant.


      Thinking that much, Rembrandt let out a light sigh and showed a smile. 


      He thought ‘maybe that’s putting him way too up high’.


      He was retorting to his own thoughts.


      Suddenly, he felt the gaze of the  Couple Company’s representative, and when Rembrandt moved his head that way, their eyes met.


      “…”


      There were no words exchanged, but the lady of nice physique silently returned a smile.


      Rembrandt for an instant had an interest in what she thought of this topic.


      (Well, the thought process of this woman is similar to that of Raidou-kun. She wouldn’t really clash with him.) (Rembrandt)


      The representative of the Couple Company is an elderly woman.


      In the world of merchants, there’s no difference between men and women.


      You just need the skills.


      There’s only one here, but the world has a lot of skilled female merchants.


      The wife of Rembrandt, Lisa, also has skilled business abilities, though that’s only a side job of hers and it is questionable whether she can be categorized in that same vein though.


      The reason being that her side job relates to things where the terms like frauds and larceny jump around.


      Well, that’s all in the past.


      “In other words! The Kuzunoha Company has been run by the revolutionary army since way before! And are connected to a suspicious bunch that deny the Goddess Religion…” 


      The Rembrandt Company and the Couple Company are in a relationship where they are discussing a big project for the future of Tsige.


      It is also a powerful medicine that might create a big wave that could make one or two of the people here fall from grace.


      No, that same wave Rembrandt created might swallow him as well. It is one of the plans of Rembrandt that was born from the words of Raidou.


      But Rembrandt and Couple answered the possibilities of that future with a deep smile.


      From the five here, the Couple Company that’s in the circulation of goods has been steadily increasing in power.


      Of course, Rembrandt as well.


      That’s probably the reason for their composure.


      On the other hand, the Batoma Company that’s the most heated up in his speech was the one who was waning the most.


      They do have achievements and it is also true that they have done great services here for a long time.


      However, the food industry is currently a complete warzone. 


      The Batoma faction is also being mercilessly scraped off and crushed, and the Batoma Company itself is also struggling in the maelstrom.


      The Batoma Company is the only one from these 5 that is doing business with the residents rather than between merchants, which is most likely the reason why he ended up exposing himself to drastic changes.


      If it were Raidou, no, the Limia Hero, Hibiki, she would have thought of the words B to B or B to C. 


      “Then, it is natural to directly hear from the representative of the Kuzunoha Company, Raidou! If he is unrelated to the revolutionary army, the Anti-Goddess Religion, and the Mist Town, he himself should be the one proving it.” 


      Good grief.


      Patrick Rembrandt sighs.


      Show proof that he isn’t related to it, that’s quite the unreasonable thing to say, is what Rembrandt thought.


      Of course it is impossible. 


      The rumor that’s going around, due to the origin of it, is hard to erase. 


      The rumor of the Kuzunoha Company’s backer, which is spreading around the slums and the weak people as if it were the legend of a savior. 


      There are people who are beginning to sympathize with the revolutionary army and the Anti-Goddess Religion, and it is true that there’s the need to deal with it at once.


      (The problem is the objective. I can’t tell the reason why they would have Tsige bend to the side of the revolutionary army at this point in time, and even mix us with the Anti-Goddess’s. Do they want to make it clear how the Kuzunoha Company obtains their products of the Mist Town like Batoma is trying to do? It would be so much easier if their view could be read by even a monkey.) (Rembrandt)


      ‘In the first place, your company being unsteady is purely because you are incompetent’, is what Rembrandt chops Batoma with in his mind.


      After that, the Batoma Company representative said that the city should get involved actively in the commerce that the Kuzunoha Company has been monopolizing with the Mist Town. 


      Saying that, the ingredients should be left in charge to the Batoma Company and its affiliates.


      (What an idiot. Even if it is ingredients, if it comes from the wasteland, there’s no way Muzo would stay silent.) (Rembrandt)


      And then, the Muzo Company’s representative objects as if natural.


      That there’s no need for the food industry to say it, they would take responsibility and take care of the ingredients coming from the wasteland.


      That the cooks and the market are currently doing plenty well enough, so there’s no need to do anything unnecessary. 


      He brings out valid points one after the other.


      The returns of Batoma were groans.


      (If he had done necessary arrangements like this when the Kuzunoha Company first brought the rare materials and the ingredients that they spread in small amounts, negotiated with them directly, or maybe threatened them, I would have evaluated him as having a bit more of a backbone though…) (Rembrandt)


      5 companies having the same amount of decision power when deciding the policies of the city is nothing but a pain.


      For Rembrandt who shoulders both the merchants and the politics, he considered the people here as nothing but an hindrance not that long ago. The situation is a bit different now.


      That’s why he would sometimes try to support the direct competition of the other 4, or provide information about the market to only one side; continuously spreading seeds to hinder their growth.


      Batoma is an instance that was caught splendidly.


      In the first place, Rembrandt himself didn’t expect Tsige to have such a drastic wave of growth, and that there would be a company that would push their name to the tops in just a few years.


      “I know that it is a company you are taking care of. But a new merchant is stirring the city to such an extent, and causing trouble, so of course you will agree, Rembrandt Company representative?” 


      “…Fuuh” (Rembrandt)


      “Then—.” 


      “Not even worth considering.” (Rembrandt)


      The Batoma representative took that sigh as an agreement, and Rembrandt cut his words without any hesitation.


      “Wa?!” 


      “It is painful to have the company representatives gathered here waste more of their time, but I will point this out. The understanding of the Batoma Company is fatally incorrect. Moreover, according to the information I have, tracing the origin of those rumors brings me to Dusk Street.” (Rembrandt)


      ““!””


      The tension increases at once at the mention of a dislikable name.


      The Batoma Company seems to not have known about the involvement of the Dusk Street, he had surprise shown in his face.


      “On top of that, the Kuzunoha Company representative, Raidou, has already headed to the Dusk Street himself to investigate in order to prove his own innocence.” (Rembrandt)


      “Impossible!”


      “In his eyes, this groundless rumor could damage the name of his company, so don’t you think this is a natural course of action?” (Rembrandt)


      “Doing something as dirty as having a company affiliated to the guild enter the Dusk Street!” 


      “Dirty? Is that something a person like you who got one-upped by a newcomer merchant should say? In my case, as long as there’s results, I find that action as brave.” (Rembrandt)


      The two sides clash glares and sparks fly.


      Rembrandt and Batoma began to argue about the Kuzunoha Company’s actions, history, and other minute details about it.


      “Uhm, can I?” 


      The one who noticed that this would end up being a long discussion and ended it in a few minutes was the representative of the Couple Company.


      The girl who seemed to be listening with a smile suddenly raised her hand and spoke.


      The attention gathered to her temporarily.


      “There’s plenty enough time for all of this once the Kuzunoha Company boy returns, right? Then, there’s something I want everyone to hear.” 


      The four were wondering just what she is going to say, and a slightly dumbfounded air goes around as they observe.


      And then, Rembrandt opens his eyes wide as if saying ‘could it be?’ and tried to stop her, but the Couple representative once again spoke before he could do that.


      “There’s actually a matter that I have been discussing with Rembrandt-kun lately. But as expected, it should be better to share this with everyone here rather than continue discussing by ourselves, and it would definitely be a lot more interesting.” 


      “C-Couple-san!!” (Rembrandt)


      Rembrandt couldn’t hold it and raised his voice.


      It was still too soon. What he has shared with her is not only barebones, it is on the level of just being an idea right now.


      No, if it went well, it is true that this would be a big project that would be put in motion at the same time as the independence is obtained and would put Rembrandt’s own whole career at stake.


      It would be an incredible waste to publicize it in this place where idiots are mixed in.


      Rembrandt’s eyes spoke this eloquently.


      But the elder woman doesn’t stop.


      Her face didn’t show any mischief at a glance, but what the woman called interesting, those words of hers were…


      “Hey, everyone. What is a town… what is a city?” 


      Patrick Rembrandt covers his face with his right hand and looks at the ceiling.


      The result was…


      On this day, a severe earthquake rang within the top merchants.

    

  


  


  
    Chapter 312: The dreamed form


    
      Tsige has problems piling up, but there’s also things that have changed for the better.


      One of those is the Adventurer Guild.


      There’s a lot of people who have adventurer and mercenary as their side-job, but they are different jobs. 


      In this world, registering yourself in the Adventurer Guild is important for people who look to get stronger, so all mercenaries are registered in the Adventurer Guild.


      On the other hand, there’s a good amount of people who are registered in the Adventurer Guild but have no mercenary experience.


      Adventurer, mercenary, and soldier. 


      Delineating these types of jobs is difficult.


      Commonly when it is war, the military personnel would command the mercenaries and the adventurers who volunteered, but Tsige is special.


      There may be a private army, but there’s no military personnel.


      It was a serious problem especially in this situation where order is required, but the employment of a seasoned mercenary group the other day finally made it take shape.


      There’s surprisingly few who know about how dangerous the situation was.


      Their inexperience in war was creating a warped perception here.


      The friction between the strong, no matter how silly of a reason there is, can cause real harm, which is a troubling matter.


      “Well, that’s the gist of it.” 


      A silver haired woman in a room of the Adventurer Guild wearing a peculiar priest garb closed the file.


      A table where the Tsige Branch Chief, and the Top of the Adventurer Guild, Root, were present in.


      One of the members of the Adventurers of Origin that left Lorel after who knows how many centuries and is now staying in Tsige, Ginebia, moves her shoulders and stretches, pushing the packed file towards Root and the Branch Chief Lucas. 


      “It has been a while since I have seen it, but you really have above average skills in office work, Bia.” (Root)


      “If I knew you were here, I would have pushed the schedule so that we would come at a later time. Just to make it ckear, don’t count us in the mercenary numbers, okay? We came here as guardians. We won’t involve ourselves in the winning or losing of this.” (Bia)


      “Guardians, huh! Ahahaha! If you are talking about guardians, aren’t you guys the guardians of all adventurers?” (Root)


      “…Please stop that. As if adventurers need guardians. If they need guarding, then they should just not do adventures that don’t match their skills.” (Bia)


      “True. They have no need for guardians. I would say that mercenary groups don’t need it either though.” (Root)


      “Oh my, what’s so bad about worrying about our cute cute disciples? There’s a person that threw something that we have to worry about in Lorel after all. It can’t be helped, right?” (Bia)


      “The Kuzunoha Company wasn’t instigated by me though…” (Root)


      “You basically did. With the Doma egg matter and all.” (Bia)


      “Ugh.” (Root)


      “I have a message from him, Faltz-san. ‘I will never forget your treatment. Don’t think about meeting me for several hundreds of years on the other side’, he says.” (Bia)


      “His way of getting back at someone is also shutting-in, huh. That guy is hopeless. He doesn’t try to learn about others, which makes him stay in his narrow view. Even though he is still a cringy boy that can’t read the mood.” (Root)


      While Ginebia and Root were enjoying a conversation as old acquaintances, Lucas was looking at the file that had added explanation memos and was groaning real real deeply.


      It was wonderful.


      It was easy to read, and the data was made in a way that flowed well for understanding.


      It tells the reader what the numbers are trying to tell in a way that’s easy to absorb.


      Just by arranging it and adding items made it change so much that he couldn’t hide his surprise.


      The Adventurer Guild in Tsige doesn’t have any incompetent people. They wouldn’t be able to handle the work.


      Since the time Lucas was left this place, the quality of the employees has been more than enough, and he was proud in the fact that he has also nurtured them further, but even so, the work of this woman called Ginebia was enough to tip his hat.


      When you are the Top of all the Adventurer Guilds, you can have these kinds of connections? His respect for Faltz, who called Ginebia here to work on a part of the paperwork, increased even further.


      “…I am in admiration. Faltz-sama’s personnel connections, Ginebia-dono’s processing ability; I tip my hat to both.” 


      Lucas was left with the Adventurer Guild of Tsige at a young age. 


      He is a staff member with a bright future. 


      He was unable to show ability as an adventurer, so he retired promptly and started his second life as a guild employee.


      There, his talent splendidly bloomed, and he climbed the stairs of promotion, catching the eye of Faltz (Root), and leading to the present.


      Lucas already understands that Faltz, who hasn’t aged at all and leads the guilds with that same appearance, is not just a hyuman.


      Somewhere inside the head of Lucas, he thinks that in order to climb even further, there’s the need to deal with people that are not people, or are not people to begin with. 


      “It isn’t that big of a deal. I simply know a bit more than the people of the Adventurer Guild.” (Bia)


      “Right right, she is an original after all.” (Root)


      “Rather, you are doing well, Lucas-san. It seems like this place was on the verge of collapse at a point in time, but you managed to make it recover splendidly. I think that’s an achievement you can hold proud.” (Bia)


      “…Hoh, Lucas~, you are getting praised real good there. That’s an incredible thing, you know?” (Root)


      Ginebia shakes her head to the sides, and says ‘it isn’t’ to Lucas.


      And then, she praised him from the information about the situation of the Adventurer Guild in this city she learned about. 


      Root pokes at Lucas with slight jealousy mixed in it.


      “Faltz-sama, please don’t joke around. But…original?” (Lucas)


      “…By the way…” (Bia)


      “?” 


      Ginebia dodges the question with a vague smile, and with her gaze swimming as if looking at Lucas but not really, she continues speaking.


      “The image I had of Tsige was that of boorish protective walls and a fortress though. This place really makes me feel the fearsomeness of the work people can achieve.” (Bia)


      “?”


      Boorish walls? Fortress? 


      Lucas tilts his head. 


      There was no such period in Tsige after all. 


      “Well, in those days, there was the best man, who was reckless, thoughtless, and was indiscriminate when it came to beauties, that cut down a mountain and opened it up. This place came to be soon after that.” (Root)


      “Right. I agree with everything aside from ‘the best’. It was something that man did. At that time it was…Daguza territory? If I remember correctly, it was the territory of a tribe with that name.” (Bia)


      “Daguza, what a nostalgic name. There’s no shape or form of them anymore though. Tsige is now one of the world’s largest cities, growing in scale as it sucks up the gold of the wasteland.” (Root)


      A massive amount of ‘?s’ jump in Lucas’s brain.


      The two speak of that past, not like they know about it, but as if they experienced it themselves.


      It is true that Faltz has not shown any signs of growing since the first time he met him.


      But the possibility of him seeing and knowing about the period before Tsige existed and the moment it was made, is impossible. 


      (It should be impossible.) (Lucas)


      “On top of that, saying that there’s no need for the control of the country. A city-state is not a well-known thing in this world.” (Bia)


      Ginebia furrows her brows in disbelief, but she doesn’t look like she is criticizing it. 


      On top of that, Lucas heard something from her that he couldn’t just let it pass by.


      ‘This world’.


      That’s certainly what Ginebia said.


      “He is more interesting than the heroes, right?” (Root)


      “Him? Or the so-called Rembrandt Company that thought of it after observing him?” (Bia)


      “Eh? Rembrandt? That guy is simply a skilled merchant that had his family face something harsh and went ‘the Goddess is shit’, you know?” (Root)


      Lucas draws the figure of Patrick Rembrandt for an instant in his mind.


      But his name came right after, so that means he wasn’t referring to Rembrandt. 


      In that case…the ‘him’ that Faltz speaks about, there’s no other than him.


      Lucas remembers the pitiful hyuman that has no particular features that stand out aside from his appearance.


      The representative of the Kuzunoha Company, Raidou.


      The man that, on top of being friends with the Rembrandt Company, registered in the Adventurer Guild and maintains level 1 despite being decently old.


      There’s many people who have witnessed him defeating many mamonos, so his level really being 1 is quite doubtful.


      There’s a lot of extreme rumors surrounding him, and if you were to explain it in few words, it would be ‘he is a joke-like existence’.


      “You overevaluate us a lot after all. Also him…you like that unbalanced part about him the most, right?” (Bia)


      “You can tell?” (Root)


      “Of course I do. Not all gentlemen are like that musclehead and your husband, you know. Haku and I were worried that you might end up assaulting that late bloomer of a boy.” (Bia)


      “I studied a whole lot about how to bring down a late blooming boy though. But there’s troublesome people at his side.” (Root)


      “Tomoe-san and Mio-san. The reason why he can somehow still stay normal is thanks to those two.” (Bia)


      “In my opinion, as long as he is okay with it, I don’t mind becoming a woman. Whichever it is, I want a child, so it is vexing.” (Root)


      “Hohoho, don’t go full pervert mode all of a sudden with a straight face.” (Bia)


      “Lucas already knows that I don’t mind gender and have reached true love after all. There’s no need to worry.” (Root)


      Lucas doesn’t falter at the weird things the Guild Master said.


      But…not faltering is slightly different from accepting and agreeing.


      It is possible to understand and give tacit consent to it as one of the sexual inclinations, but he doesn’t intend to take the initiative to open the door to that world. 


      He can watch over it as if it were something happening at the other side of the shore.


      That’s all it is.


      “I understand that Faltz-sama has a special sexual inclination. That’s all I know.” (Lucas)


      Lucas puts his own piece, especially when in the presence of a beautiful woman.


      “So he says. He only has surface level knowledge then.” (Bia)


      “What. I thought that since you read the documents about the Guild’s history a whole lot, you would know a bit more into it though, Lucas. Won’t you do things like peeping and wiretapping in order to catch my weaknesses? Being such an ambitious person and all.” (Root)


      “!” 


      “I am not bisexual, Lucas. See?” (Root)


      Faltz changed his appearance to that of a woman in an instant.


      “…Huh?” (Lucas)


      It wasn’t on the level androgynous. 


      Slender fingers that had clear female charm trace the chin of Lucas.


      “How is it? Am I a man? Or a woman?” (Root)


      Lucas was flustered at the beauty that closed her face right in front of his.


      There was no action from him.


      His head couldn’t keep up with the situation.


      “By the way…just as you can tell from my chest, the below is also that of a woman, you know?” (Root)


      “?!” 


      “I can also get pregnant and give birth.” (Root)


      “…Faltz, stop teasing him.” (Bia)


      Root continued throwing obscene questions at a dangerous distance.


      Ginebia steps in to stop him with an exasperated look.


      Root is the type that can begin doing stuff even with a third party present. Ginebia already knows this from experience, so she quickly stopped it.


      “By the way, about the Adventurer Guild…” (Bia)


      “…Yeah?” (Root)


      Root reacted to the part about the Guild and directed his attention to it.


      “It has turned interesting. You could say, it finally happened.” (Bia)


      “Interesting?” (Root)


      “Yeah. The Adventurer Guild that you created, the plan that was spoken at first has succeeded, but it ended up wrapping up in quite the small result.” (Bia)


      “…Really? I on the contrary think that it has become quite the big family though.” (Root)


      “I am not talking about the scale. I am talking about the width, the width.” (Bia)


      “I don’t understand what you mean, Bia.” (Root)


      “The hint is Picnic Rose Garden that’s currently in Tsige. When thinking about their scope, they have quite the varied job compositions at their disposal. Ah, I ended up saying the answer.” (Bia)


      “Meaning that the amount of jobs is low? But I have properly considered the possibilities, and honestly, when thinking about efficiency, anyone can perform their roles to a certain extent, right?” (Root)


      “That’s the part. Having a lot of jobs, even the joke jobs, is the core of the Adventurer Guild. Well, we were the first serious composition and went around to a whole lot of places, so your image might have settled to a certain extent because of that.” (Bia)


      “…”


      “In that point, the current Tsige is in an incredibly good state -an interesting state. There’s many adventurers who have obtained unique jobs, and there’s a lot of parties that are challengers. This is how the Adventurer Guild should be. Looking at the information of Tsige’s Adventurer Guild, everyone in our group would think that.” (Bia)


      “…I see, even Azu-kun and Roku-kun?” (Root)


      “No doubt. For example; Lucas-san, bring me the second one from the top.” (Bia)


      “Ah, yes.” (Lucas)


      “Here, there’s close to 10 rare warrior classes, Rounin, performing well.” (Bia)


      “Rounin? Was there a job like that?” (Root)


      “There is. A choice that comes to a part of the swordsmen that follow the path of attack specialization rather than being just the offensive type.” (Bia)


      “Hmmm, attack specialization.” (Root)


      “Normally, even if it appears as a choice they would go for the safe jobs like Bastard Knight, or Rune Knight. Azu, Rokuya, and Lorel are trying pretty hard to make it so that the warriors go mostly for the Rounin path.” (Bia)


      “…I didn’t know.” (Root)


      “It is a japanese-like job after all. But, in the end, there’s only a handful of people who have been able to advance that path and have left their name in history.” (Bia)


      “…”


      Root waits for the continuation of Ginebia’s words with a serious expression.


      “Rounin, Samurai, and Master Samurai… Sadly to say, I have not seen a single one who is the peak that is Mugai <a school of swordsmanship>. There’s currently a good amount of Rounin here, and one Samurai has appeared recently. It is great to see. The people living in the present are doing their best with the possibilities we have given them without us having to do anything.” (Bia) 


      “Ginebia…” (Root)


      “But well! In my personal opinion, I would like to see Kurobakamas <low ranking samurai>, Instructor, and Yagyu <a school of swordsmanship>, but there isn’t a single Kurobakama… What a pity.” (Bia)


      “Just how far have you memorized the job tree?” (Root)


      Root asks Ginebia, slightly baffled.


      “It is a basic skill of a gamer, a basic.” (Bia)


      “…”


      On the other hand, Lucas was at a loss for words.


      Ginebia was spitting out new information as if nothing.


      It doesn’t look like she just came up with those things on the fly, or is lying.


      The superior of Lucas said ‘memorized the job tree’.


      He has done something like that himself too.


      But…he learned just recently that there’s the Samurai job that comes after Rounin. 


      There’s no way of knowing what’s even higher than that.


      (Just what job tree did this Ginebia memorize? She knows top secret information of the Guild to even names that are not there… There’s no way there’s more information in jobs than what the Adventurer Guild has… Original…? But what meaning of Original is it?) (Lucas)


      “Now then, it is probably about time to explain to Lucas.” (Root)


      “What. If you were having him present with that intention, then please tell him beforehand. It has ended up in extra work now.” (Bia)


      “?”


      “Tsige Branch Chief, Lucas-kun.” (Root)


      “Y-Yes.” (Lucas)


      “I was smitten by your zeal to learn despite your harsh work everyday. I have been thinking all this time about what reward I should be giving you. You could say that, looking at the current situation, being the Tsige Branch’s Chief is the best of rewards, but it could be said that it was in part you that raised it to this state. That’s why I decided to teach you a single piece of truth about the world.” (Root)


      “Truth…about the world?” (Lucas)


      “That’s right. Like how the Adventurer Guild came about. Like…who were the first adventurers.” (Root)


      “The first adventurers?” (Lucas)


      Lucas returned the question while thinking that it is certainly true that that information was not in the confidential documents of the Adventurer Guild. 


      Were they people given the power of the Goddess?


      No, if they were, they would be called Heroes.


      Thinking in that way, Lucas couldn’t even begin to imagine who the first adventurers were.


      “Yeah! Well then, let me introduce you! This one here is a member of the first adventurer party, Ginebia-san from Apple!” (Root)


      “Nice to meet you, I am Ginebia. My partner Haku Mokuren is also in this city, so I will be bringing her here in the future —wait, that introduction was as light as a feather coat!!” (Bia)


      “Ahaha, you are as unamusing as ever! And so, how old are you?” (Root)


      “SHUT UP.” (Bia)


      Lucas was being shown an unbelievable charade, but he still didn’t know… 


      That he was touching the innermost part of the Adventurer Guild.


      About just how important of a meaning there is in knowing of their existence as a guild staff member, as someone involved with the adventurers.


      And just how lucky he is that he has been given the chance to speak to one in person.


      ‘A boring man wearing his cool-headedness as clothes and whose only redeeming quality is his income’, the wife of Lucas has that kind of evaluation of him at his back, but in this day, he opened the door of his house in a strangely good mood with a popular cake and a lot of food in hand. 


      The servants had a pale face and their backs and hands sticking cleanly on the wall at that unbelievable state of his.


      His wife that received him at the living room had no words from the shock she received, and she somehow managed to get up from the sofa to welcome him.


      He was like a kid that had been playing the whole day and had returned after it was getting dark.


      Lucas enjoyed the food, enjoyed his conversation with his wife, and on this day, he changed so much he was like a different person, as if he began to enjoy life.


      No, he had been enjoying life in his own way seeing his work as his reason for living, but he now began to take interest in other things aside from his work, and changed in a way as if saying that life is great.


      His wife at first suspected this of being a disease or a curse, but she slowly began to accept the favorable change of her husband, and their cooled married relationship had completely been restored as if they had just married.


      Even the child that she had given up on having, he said that next year would be okay. Everyone suspected that drastic change of his.


      Since that day… 


      “I just had a talk. It was like counseling.” (Lucas)


      Every time they asked this to the man, who had been supporting the Adventurer Guild of Tsige, he would laugh and answer in that way.


    

  


  


  
    Chapter 313: The wish of Lime


    
      (Understood. Leave the circumference of the company to me.) 


      Tomoe finishes her thought transmission. 


      Remains of reluctance were showing in her face for a short instance, and she was using her usual face to give out the necessary instructions.


      It goes without saying who the other person in the thought transmission was.


      Lime, who was on standby at the Kuzunoha Company’s store, was looking at the expression of his superior from up close and that expression she showed for an instant surprised him.


      It is not like she was merry to the point that flowers would bloom in the surroundings.


      Rather, if we were to compare the internal emotions of Tomoe and Mio, her way of showing her emotions is pretty docile.


      But for Lime, even when Tomoe’s relationship with Raidou deepened, he didn’t think that there would be areas he would be able to tell with the naked eye.


      It probably is in part because it is hard to imagine Tomoe acting like that, with her being like a tomboy and all.


      This type of misunderstanding injured Lime.


      One day, he thought Tomoe would act all happy, so Lime practically said ‘you had fun last night, huh’ instead of his greetings. 


      As a result, he was left with heavy injuries that left him unable to act for half a day.


      Half a day.


      Just how big of a lion’s tail did Lime step on with all his strength?


      Is the medical treatment of Asora just that incredible?


      The people who know about that disastrous sight of his would groan in wonder.


      “…Is Boss still in the Dusk Street?” (Lime)


      “Umu. He will be returning to Asora before night, and we will be having dinner around the time he returns-ja. It feels like he has left to work for a bit-ja na.” (Tomoe)


      “We only know that that place is prohibited to enter. It is simply a place that’s comprised of any kind of criminal. There’s no danger for Boss-ssu ne. I am not even worried a single bit about Sis.” (Lime)


      “…You are slightly wrong in your understanding, Lime.” (Tomoe)


      “Are you somewhat worried?” (Lime)


      “No, not even a single spec in that regard. What you are wrong about is your understanding of the residents-ja.” (Tomoe)


      “The criminals part?” (Lime)


      The Dusk Street is a place that even adventurers avoid.


      You step into that place when handling stuff that’s quite unlawful, or in the cases when you have to obtain information that would definitely never surface so you have to use other means, even violent ones. Also…at the times when you are faced with unlawful things and you have no choice but to take a step forward regardless.


      It is the last resort for the adventurers that are cornered to the extreme and are at their last straws.


      The other one would be adventurers that don’t have the required level or rank, yet are hurried to enter the wasteland. 


      Lime sighed from the bottom of his heart at the last people that it applied to with feelings similar to pity and anger, and then bottled them.


      “The people gathered there are people that love crimes and are loyal to what they want to do-ja.” (Tomoe)


      “…That’s criminals then, no?” (Lime)


      “No matter the unavoidable circumstance, if you commit a crime, you are a criminal. But people who like that, actively conspire to, and put it to action, not only without any remorse but rather find joy in it, are also wrapped up as criminals. Putting them all in the same category is a bit too unreasonable, don’t you think? The former still have room to rehabilitate, but the latter are hopeless.” (Tomoe)


      “People that love crimes then?” (Lime)


      “Yeah. But because of this, their noses are good. The only ones who would try to put a hand on Waka and Mio after seeing them and getting in contact with them would be the ones who are extremely suicidal-ja. Looking at their whole, I would say they are in the minority, so there shouldn’t be a problem.” (Tomoe)


      “You are saying that those suicidal guys would want to die by Waka’s hand? No, simply look to die? I don’t understand that-ssu ne.” (Lime)


      “Like we would know. Even if we categorize them, we won’t know the result. Fortunately, there’s no talent in Dusk Street that would trouble us if they died.” (Tomoe)


      No matter what bad habit they have, the bunch that live there on their own volition are trash. 


      Tomoe cut them off heartlessly.


      Lime just now noticed that the ‘no problem’ of before was her asking agreement at not minding everyone dying, and he ended up smiling bitterly at that.


      Even if she can now make feminine faces, it is not that she has gotten sweeter or kinder.


      “Well, there’s no doubt that the Dusk Street is a secret place in the city.” (Lime)


      “Even so, crushing it and having them spread in the city wouldn’t be good either. The Rembrandt Company did a good job in forming a mutual relation-ja. Nothing gets past him.” (Tomoe)


      “From as long as I remember, that place has not done any blunders-ssu yo.” (Lime)


      “The more I know about him, the more I feel like there’s no other person as fitting as him to be Echigoya <probably refers to a corrupt merchant in Tenchu>. Haah, but with Waka being in good relations with him, that won’t happen. What a shame, what a shame.” (Tomoe)


      “Haha…” (Lime)


      “And so, Lime, I will have you move too. About the rumor of the Kuzunoha Company, cooperate with the adventurers and stop the rumors.” (Tomoe)


      “Stop the rumor-ssu ka?” (Lime)


      Lime also knows about the rumor that the Kuzunoha Company is connected to the revolutionary army and the Anti-God Cult.


      On top of that, the ruler of the Mist Town is the God of the Anti-God Cult, and it is The Devil that suddenly appeared in Limia.


      The ruler of the Mist Town = The Devil = The owner of the Kuzunoha Company = Raidou; Lime already knows this, so for him, this would be a story to laugh out loud at, but it is true that the Kuzunoha Company’s representative is shrouded in a veil of mystery to the public eye, and he was impressed by how well this was made.


      Also, Raidou’s power is still being questioned in Tsige and is like a joke-like existence.


      There’s people who say whatever they want, like ‘he is a decoration’ or ‘that’s just a figure he uses to conceal himself’. 


      …That’s if you don’t know the truth about him.


      By the way, Lime wouldn’t even think about participating in such a folly that only has risks.


      Lime can still analyze those rumors calmly, but when the Forest Oni, Mondo, heard about this, he was outraged.


      He said this was the very definition of insulting and it belittled the power of Raidou and the Kuzunoha Company’s achievements. 


      Aqua had a vein popping, wearing a fake smile. Eris laughed out loud at first and slapped the thighs of Lime while saying ‘so where did it originate? I’m gonna go throw some Balsan<pesticide> at them’ which he didn’t understand, but her words had some strange pressure on them.


      Lime reconfirmed just how much the employees love Raidou.


      “Umu, fortunately, there’s many adventurers who have a lot of acquaintances. We will be using those people to rework the rumors of the Mist Town.” (Tomoe)


      “…Understood.” (Lime)


      “The contents of the rework will be…the ruler of the Mist Town is not from the Anti-God Cult, but the old feudal lord of Tsige that was exiled.” (Tomoe)


      “…”


      “The reason why he is assisting the adventurers is because he still loves Tsige even now. His relationship with the Kuzunoha Company is fine for it to be when we met at the wasteland.” (Tomoe)


      “So we spread that new one to overwrite it, right?” (Lime)


      The question of Lime was natural.


      The rumor that has already been spread has the advantage of having seeped beforehand. 


      Even if the one that appeared later were to settle, time would be needed, and there’s no assurance that it will overwrite it completely.


      “There’s no need to overwrite it.” (Tomoe)


      “Huh?” (Lime)


      “This rumor is groundless to begin with. We are just giving one more possibility to a matter they are interested in, and have a certain degree of people, centering mainly on the weak, to accept it.” (Tomoe)


      “Okay.” (Lime)


      “In exchange for being unable to deny it on our side, it won’t be easy for them to deny ours either.” (Tomoe)


      “Ah, that’s true.” (Lime)


      “We just have to create chaos and stray those rumors. We are buying time-ja.” (Tomoe)


      “That’s…quite the docile plan coming from you, Big Sis.” (Lime)


      “Really? Their side hurriedly spread a silly rumor like this in our absence, and the waning merchants are mobilizing to interfere with us using anything they can. It was quite the hasty move.” (Tomoe)


      “…Yeah.” (Lime)


      “Why did they hurry that much?” (Tomoe)


      “I don’t know, but it smells that there’s something to it-ssu ne. This timing, the strained interpretation of the revolution army, the heightened likelihood of a war…” (Lime)


      But there’s the possibility that this is part of the kingdom’s plan using the revolutionary army as bait. 


      Lime thinks this is a move that involves the war, but in the current state, he can’t pinpoint who is the one picking the fight.


      “You might be going through a good line of thought there, but it might be completely wrong too. What’s certain is, as I said before, the part that they are hurrying. In other words, if the situation stagnates, they will be agitated.” (Tomoe)


      “!!” 


      “Their agitation will make them move. And the Tsige store of the Kuzunoha Company currently has all our main forces. If they move…” (Tomoe)


      “They will be caught in the web.” (Lime)


      “That’s right-ja.” (Tomoe)


      “Is it okay to place an emergency request by asking my past comrades?” (Lime)


      “I don’t mind. Splurge on the reward. Make it rain.” (Tomoe)


      “Yes!” (Lime)


      Lime immediately responded to the ferocious smile of Tomoe.


      If you hammer, it will resonate; this is exactly that. 


      Tomoe speaks further to the back of Lime without changing her expression.


      “Ah, one more thing.” (Tomoe)


      “?” 


      “The orphanage you were in, the Weits Orphanage, right?” (Tomoe)


      “!” 


      “Move the children there too.” (Tomoe)


      “Big Sis, that’s…” (Lime)


      “It is true that there’s many adventurers with a lot of acquaintances, but in places like the slums, there’s many who don’t readily open their hearts to others. But…the weak are surprisingly fragile…towards people who are the same as them, or people who they surpass in power.” (Tomoe)


      “But making children do such an important mission like this is…” (Lime)


      “…Hey, Lime.” (Tomoe)


      “…Yes?” (Lime)


      “You have something you want to request to Waka, right?” (Tomoe)


      “?!” 


      “I do have my own thoughts in regards to that though. But it is something you resolved yourself to after carefully thinking what’s best for them, right?” (Tomoe)


      “That’s…but…” (Lime)


      “You want to add the Weits Orphanage into the Mist Town, add them to Asora, right?” (Tomoe)


      “! Yes…I don’t mind if it is just asking.” (Lime)


      “…Rotsgard, huh.” (Tomoe)


      “H-Haha…you really see through everything-ssu ne, Big Sis. Yeah, I asked about Jin and the others, watched them, and spoke to them. Then, I began to think that maybe if Boss were to raise the kids there like that, no, if they were raised by the people of Asora… I have been faintly thinking about it since a while back, but I froze there.” (Lime)


      “They would have to gain a decent amount of power, no, even with that, it would depend on the decision of Waka… They might end up living their whole life in Asora depending on what Waka decides, you know?” (Tomoe)


      This was the part that Tomoe had a thought about. 


      Even if they are accepted in Asora, will hyumans be able to adapt to Asora? 


      If they were to adapt and obtain power, and get enough ability to be accepted as members of the Kuzunoha Company, will Makoto allow them to go outside? 


      There’s still problems with having hyumans entering Asora, is what Tomoe thinks.


      That’s why she was honestly against the wish of Lime not that long ago. 


      “I am not worried about that.” (Lime)


      “Hoh?” (Tomoe)


      “In the end, they would be dragged out by a major company – starting from the talented- and use them till they collapse, and the remaining ones will see a possibility as adventurers, do something reckless, and die an early death, or end up in the slums.” (Lime)


      “…”


      “No matter the path, only a few handful can grasp a bright future. If they can live in a vast place like Asora, there’s no doubt that’s one of the best choices…is what I think. I plan on having them decide what they want to do. Whether they can leave or not doesn’t matter-ssu.” (Lime)


      “Making children decide sounds like giving them the freedom of choice, but at the same time not though… Especially when it comes to orphans.” (Tomoe)


      “It is not like I can change the past or the present at this point in time anyways. Big Sis…you are unexpectedly kind to children. Hmm?” (Lime)


      “…You didn’t learn from last time?” (Tomoe)


      “Plenty enough! I have reflected!!” (Lime)


      “Then good. Just this once, got it? I have gotten tired of seeing you mumbling. It means that I am trying to have the orphanage get some good points in on the matter too-ja yo.” (Tomoe)


      “?” 


      “Aqua and Eris, and also the ones who are from the same Weits Orphanage…Keema and Carol, right? Use them as their bodyguards.” (Tomoe)


      It has been a while since the Kuzunoha Company opened as a company in Tsige.


      They have a decent amount of connections now.


      Keema and Carol are capable adventurers, and at the same time, one is a cook and the other a woodworker. 


      They are also from the Weits Orphanage. 


      “!!” 


      “The idiots that picked a fight with us are displeasing, but if it is a situation where we can use them, we gotta. I will prepare the groundwork, so try using this opportunity to ask Waka.” (Tomoe)


      “I-Is it okay?” (Lime)


      “I am doing the groundwork here, of course I am.” (Tomoe)


      “T-Thank you very much!” (Lime)


      “Work hard.” (Tomoe)


      “I will make this work for sure!” (Lime)


      “Umu. Then…ah, right. I have something I have to tell you, Lime.” (Tomoe)


      “Eh? Y-Yes?” (Lime)


      Lime had been given the best of proposals and was about to run off with his morale at max, but he was called to a stop.


      “I am inexperienced, so I had you tell me about a lot of things, right?” (Tomoe)


      “Y-Yes?” (Lime)


      “About men and women…” (Tomoe)


      “A-Aah, yes, what about it?” (Lime)


      “You said it, right? That I shouldn’t be too sticky. Even when we are in that kind of relationship, people like Waka don’t like being desired too persistently.” (Tomoe)


      “Yeah, that’s general knowledge, but I indeed said that. There’s many people like Boss who have just stepped into it and get tired if they were to do it everyday.” (Lime)


      Lime thinks that he would most likely prefer training with his bow than have love affairs.


      Lime himself has drowned in it so much yet still loves it, but he is proud that he has learned a certain degree of self-restraint.


      But he can’t imagine Raidou being the same as him.


      That’s why he told Tomoe that being too sticky is bad, in part to protect Raidou. 


      Mio is way too scary for him to say that to her in her face, but if it is a situation where she asks Tomoe, it could be managed.


      If he tells Tomoe, there’s no doubt it will reach Mio’s ears too.


      Lime was actually pretty proud in this tactical play of his.


      “Actually, not only is Waka not tired, but…” (Tomoe)


      “Eh?” (Lime)


      “That Mio is always…” (Tomoe)


      “!!” 


      “And lately, I have been joining them every night…” (Tomoe)


      “Huh?!” (Lime)


      “In the first place, we don’t know when to stop…” (Tomoe)


      “No way, that’s impossible…” (Lime)


      “Really? By the time we notice, the sun is already shining from the window.” (Tomoe)


      “Wow…You are incredible, Boss…” (Lime)


      Lime contemplated on the fact that he doesn’t know enough about his lord yet. 


      And to explain to Tomoe, he said that that’s something that’s normally impossible to accomplish. 


      That, in a sense, it is miraculous. He put all of his spirit in stressing this point.


      Tomoe was taken aback by that mysterious vigor of his and nodded. There was no scolding, and Lime was freed.


      (When there’s the chance, I will try inviting Boss to the hot springs resort. I definitely want to hear about this from him!) (Lime)


      Lime runs in the city of Tsige.


      To the Adventurer Guild, and then to his nostalgic orphanage.


      His steps were light.


      The possibility of his wish being granted drawing closer was giving him even more willpower. 


      A little bit mixed in it being his curiosity towards Raidou.

    

  


  


  
    Chapter 314: The despair of Lime


    
      There’s nothing as suspicious as something that’s free.


      There’s no investment without an ulterior motive.


      Donations out of goodwill make my hairs stand.


      Those are words that all the people working in an orphanage have learned.


      The orphanages that are managed in Tsige have ones that are receiving their support from the city, and there’s others that are privately funded by an individual.


      The orphanages managed out of pure good will go under really quick.


      Sadly to say, pure and clean orphanages that have the right teachings, and receive only the money as donations without accepting the interference of anyone, is impossible to achieve.


      The core orphanages of the city, in other words, the efficient orphanages, have the Merchant Guild and the major companies managing them in the shadows.


      The orphanages that receive the assistance of the city and are managed by an individual, the private orphanages, are under the influence of several companies, and it is almost always that they are pushed by personal gain and motives.


      There’s also orphanages with a terrible environment that only aim for the support money. 


      That’s why they expect definite returns for providing funds and goods, especially in private orphanages.


      Answering the other party’s support with specific gratitude and action at that very moment, and trying not to create a debt, is a common thing.


      Especially the cases of sacrificing a few children to save many of the others.


      Because if you don’t put the good and the bad together, you won’t even be able to raise an orphan. 


      Ideals normally lose to reality.


      “Lime! Welcome back. What’s the matter? It feels like you came back sooner than normal.” 


      A girl who noticed the identity of the visitor the fastest called out to him.


      Lime waved his hand and passed the door, and was surrounded by children in an instant.


      A woman with simple but clean clothing and Lime; the two of them had children crowding around them.


      The Weitz Orphanage was suddenly covered in liveliness.


      A few years ago, Lime would go by the anonymous name of Long Legs Old Man, but after properly working for the Kuzunoha Company, he has been providing them support with his name in the open.


      Lime is from the Weitz Orphanage, moreover, a success story in Tsige. For the children, Lime is a hero.


      “Seina, how many times do I have to tell you to stop the ‘welcome back’s… Well, that’s fine for now. Hey, you kids! Split them properly with each other, okay?!” (Lime)


      Lime hands over presents centered mainly on sweetness to one of the oldest ones.


      The child that was given this confirmed the inside and had their eyes shine, and then, runs deeper inside together with the children.


      For this kind of presents, it is best for them to be consumables.


      Due to his own experience, Lime always makes sure to bring food whenever he comes.


      “You don’t need to bring anything, you know. You put so much money every month. I hope you are having a proper lifestyle.” (Seina)


      The woman who is the same age as Lime is Seina. 


      The two of them are childhood friends of this orphanage, and when Seina grew up, she stayed in the orphanage and continues to look after the little ones. 


      Lime chose the adventurer path, succeeded, and continues to put money in the orphanage like this.


      He internally respects Seina who chose this way of living.


      He simply became the one-in-a-hundred survivor, while Seina chose the safe and steady path of supporting the orphanage. 


      The amount of children you can save by remaining in the Weitz Orphanage, that is just one of the many private orphanages, is extremely limited.


      That’s how Lime thought in the past.


      That’s why he chose to become an adventurer which had the biggest chance to obtain money in this city.


      A lot of his comrades as well.


      But the result was tragic.


      Numbers went down as fast as they came, and people who would step into the wrong path appeared one after the other.


      In the end, the only ones who managed to struggle their way to the top of the adventurers were Lime and a few others.


      Also, the orphanage took a lot more money than Lime expected.


      Forming parties, maintaining his equipment properly, and buying new equipment when needed; it took Lime his all to just keep doing those things while providing support.


      Even the Weitz Orphanage, when compared to other public or private orphanages, was in a state that couldn’t escape from financial issues.


      He even made an enemy out of the Rembrandt Company due to his hurry. 


      The Lime in those times was always angered.


      If asked what was his anger towards, it would be towards all of his surroundings.


      The reason why Lime was feeling nostalgic right now was most likely because the time to finally reveal to his childhood friend Seina what has been inside his chest all this time has come.


      Lime faced Seina seriously.


      “…What? Don’t tell me you really are hanging on the edge to the point that you can’t live properly? Want to eat here?” (Seina)


      “Don’t be stupid. I am working with the top of the top, the Kuzunoha Company, you know? I am getting quite a good salary, so don’t worry.” (Lime)


      “Top of the top? Don’t you mean, the top of the top in fishiness?” (Seina)


      “Hey now, I have been telling you every time but, don’t talk badly about the company. It isn’t the kind of place you think it is, really.” (Lime)


      “…I wonder. I don’t understand that Tomoe person well. The representative-san hasn’t even shown up once here.” (Seina)


      “Boss is busy after all. He is currently in Tsige, but the Dusk—Ah, he is wrapped in some other matter. Big Sis Tomoe hasn’t said anything unreasonable, right?” (Lime)


      “Dusk…do you mean the Dusk Street? That’s no joke. The Kuzunoha Company comes and goes there?” (Seina)


      Seina spits this with clear discontent.


      That’s natural.


      For the residents of Tsige, the Dusk Street is one of the taboos.


      Just like how demonic beasts attack livestock in farms at night, the people of the Dusk Street sometimes would sneak into orphanages and kidnap children.


      There’s no countermeasures that can be made.


      If they hire adventurers to increase the security, it would happen less, but most of the orphanages don’t have the leeway to keep the pay. 


      Moreover, against people of the Dusk Street, you would need strong adventurers like the ones that enter the wasteland.


      Thus, even if they notice their intrusion, they can’t even fight back.


      Because if they fight back, not only the children will be stolen, even the employees might be killed.


      They have no choice but to clench their teeth, hold their breath, and allow their crime to succeed.


      For the sake of survival.


      That’s why, the closer a person is related to orphanages, the stronger the hatred they have towards the Dusk Street.


      “It is not like they are coming and going. In the first place, I am still giving out from my own pocket, but the Kuzunoha Company is providing funds and goods here, right? I don’t understand why you don’t like them.” (Lime)


      Lime also hates the Dusk Street.


      He would like to destroy it if possible. 


      But it is not possible.


      Even if at a glance it looks like you destroyed it, they are surely hiding somewhere.


      And then, as if mocking their enemy, they would hurt your important things and people.


      There’s no better measure than to just ignore them.


      Also, Lime is working in the Kuzunoha Company now.


      Being with them, even the Dusk Street feels small in comparison, so he stopped minding them as much as before.


      Rather, leaving aside her opinion about Raidou who she hasn’t properly met yet, it bothered him more the reason why she didn’t like Tomoe.


      “That person said that she would of course get something in return from this, so if there’s any talented children we should tell her.” (Seina)


      “…Well, giving out money and receiving that much is a natural thing, right?” (Lime)


      It is like the minimum requirement in order to have companies give money.


      Lime has not directly touched into the relationship between the Kuzunoha Company and the Weitz Orphanage.


      He knows that Tomoe, the Forest Onis, and the dwarves sometimes come here, but Lime trusts Tomoe, so he hasn’t pursued the topic. 


      Also, if he wanted to know, he could just ask Seina who he gets along with and the director of the orphanage.


      “The first time she came, she said this and left 100 gold coins.” (Seina)


      “100…I see.” (Lime)


      “It was the first time I met with that company, so I couldn’t just trust them simply with your name, right? Right then, I introduced her to a few intelligent children that could work at their place as soon as now.” (Seina)


      “I see.” (Lime)


      And yet, there’s not a single Weitz Orphanage child in the Kuzunoha Company.


      Or more like, there’s no hyuman employee currently.


      Due to the proposal of Tomoe, Lime himself has put his hand into an inhuman power. 


      At a glance he looks like a hyuman, and there’s no one in this city who has seen through it, but he in essence is a demi-human.


      Then, what happened to the children that were introduced to Tomoe?


      That’s where the doubts Seina has for Tomoe are, is what Lime thought as he waited for her to continue.


      “And then, Tomoe-san said ‘wouldn’t this child be more fit for this path?’, ‘this child would be for this path’, ‘the one of before would be this’, and would suggest jobs for them.” (Seina)


      “Hmm?” (Lime)


      “Then, she said that she would check out places that would fit them if they were willing. In the end, she didn’t take a single one with her.” (Seina)


      “…”


      “I got scared, so I tried investigating a bit, but the places she suggested them to work at, none of them were related to the Kuzunoha Company or anything like that.” (Seina)


      “Aah…I see.” (Lime)


      ‘A habit of orphanages, huh’, Lime thought as he laughed.


      She must have seen them as lacking to be part of the Kuzunoha Company, or she really thought about what fit them better when she did that.


      He doesn’t know what intentions Tomoe had when she did that, but Lime finally understood the reason for Seina’s doubts and suspicions. 


      The Kuzunoha Company wants this, they are asking for that, they want this in return, they want us to do this; they would give out similar demands like that, yet, in the end, they don’t look for anything.


      Not creating any benefits, having no hidden intent; it was a state where they were purely supporting the Weitz Orphanage.


      However, if Tomoe were there, she probably would have said unhesitantly that Lime alone was enough worth. 


      “I was told that there was extra food and clothing, so to take it, but when I went to check, there were 3 carriages jam packed for both dried food, fresh vegetables, and clothes that didn’t look like they have been used at all.” (Seina)


      “…That’s…ah, it is that. Big Sis told me that she gave presents to the orphanage as part of my bonus.” (Lime)


      “At that time, she brought 5 professional cooks, staying for three months to make food for the children and teach them how to cook. Thanks, Lime.” (Seina)


      “I-I see. As long as you are happy.” (Lime)


      Lime found it hard to speak.


      By the way, these two are not in a romantic relationship at all.


      The closest word to describe their relationship would be ‘siblings’.


      ‘No matter what blood we carry, we grew in the same place’, that kind of thing.


      “What’s the objective of Tomoe-san -no, of the Kuzunoha Company? Could it be that there’s actually an incredible child here with a special talent? Or are they aiming for our land? Or could it be that their target is the director, or an employee like me?” (Seina)


      Seina’s suspicions were natural.


      Tomoe was going to finance the orphanage and support it, so she must have been showing courtesy there. 


      But there was no point in going through the trouble of making a thorough plan that would erase any doubts and suspicions from the orphanage.


      That’s why she provided them funding and goods with a random excuse she thought up at that moment. 


      The Weitz Orphanage in the eyes of Tomoe, and the Kuzunoha Company in the eyes of Seina; Lime understands the view and thoughts of both sides, that’s why it was hard for him to find a way to explain this…no, to make her understand.


      “…Actually…” (Lime)


      “Yeah?” (Seina)


      “The Kuzunoha Company expects a crazy lot from me, you see. Boss, who learned that I came from the Weitz Orphanage, said that he couldn’t just leave them be.” (Lime)


      “You know…I was very serious when I was asking you.” (Seina)


      Lime spoke out the explanation that wouldn’t create much waves but isn’t completely a lie, but before he could finish what he wanted to say, Seina completely denied it.


      “…I am also answering pretty seriously here though.” (Lime)


      ‘That was hard to swallow, huh’, Lime reflected that it indeed wouldn’t be convincing.


      But, how to explain it?


      How can he have Seina, who is having pointless suspicions, understand just how deviated from common sense his workplace is?


      (Or more like, in this situation, I don’t think I can bring out the matter about the Mist Town and Asora.) (Lime)


      His original objective was this though.


      Lime was holding his head in pain internally.


      There’s no conspiracy.


      Seina recognizes that they are receiving quite the support, but the company isn’t affected financially at all by this.


      And in reality, for Tomoe, the support she is giving to the Weitz Company is simply a reward to Lime for his good job. That’s all there is to it.


      Lime understands that it is trifling money that, in Raidou’s eyes, is an amount that there would be no point to even register in the account books. 


      But for the childhood friend in front of him, the Kuzunoha Company is nothing but an unknown existence.


      “I should have spoken more about the Kuzunoha Company and Boss properly…” (Lime)


      “By Boss, you are referring to Raidou-san, right?” (Seina)


      “Yeah, he is not the kind of person you think he is. I assure you of that.” (Lime)


      “Right now we have more than 200 children. To be precise, 216 since yesterday. No matter if it comes from you, Lime, I can’t just trust plain words.” (Seina)


      “Even if you tell me that…” (Lime)


      “Fine, I get it.” (Seina)


      “Oh, really?” (Lime)


      “Bring that Raidou-san here once.” (Seina)


      “…Eh?” (Lime)


      “I have to talk with him personally at least once. If it were an easy to understand company, it would be one thing, but they are donating as if it were purely out of good will.” (Seina)


      “Bring the Boss here? You…” (Lime)


      “Cause you know, if I were to ask Tomoe-san that, it feels like she would refuse instantly without a say in the matter.” (Seina)


      ‘Figures’, Lime concurred.


      There’s no way Tomoe would agree to a matter that would take the time of Raidou, or for a small matter like something related to Lime.


      Moreover, there’s absolutely no profit for Raidou or the company.


      What can he do even if he were asked?


      “He is really busy! I am telling you the truth!” (Lime)


      “But he is currently in Tsige, right?” (Seina)


      “Also, if you were to be rude to Boss, I would be troubled too.” (Lime)


      “It is okay. I won’t have the children there, and I know my way around outside too, you know?” (Seina)


      “Honestly speaking, it is true that they are mostly donating out of good will though…” (Lime)


      Lime mutters these words in a tone so fleeting it could disappear in the wind.


      It was as if his soul was coming out from his body. A pitiful figure.


      “That’s impossible.” (Seina)


      “It is not…” (Lime)


      “Then why are they not asking for anything back, yet they don’t announce that they are providing an incredibly generous amount of support? What is the meaning behind why the good will they do is not publicly known, not only here but other places too?” (Seina)


      “Boss doesn’t really look for a meaning to it though…” (Lime)


      “Anyways! This is something I can only ask of you, Lime. I am counting on you!! If you have something to tell me, make sure to do so with the Representative-san in tow!!” (Seina)


      Seina slaps his shoulders hard and then goes inside the orphanage.


      She implicitly told Lime to leave too.


      His soul was about to leave his body, and his usual fearless visage was not there.


      Lime who was filled with hope ended up shouldering a heavy problem.


      “…Right, let’s go to the Adventurer Guild.” (Lime)


      The words of Lime that could be taken as his daily working habit, or him escaping from reality, were pitifully swallowed by the ground of Tsige.

    

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 315: The Demonic Mountain and the Hot Spring Resort once again


    
      *Kapon~*


      This place where it feels as if you could hear sounds from who knows where is deep in the mountains of Kaleneon.


      Tomoe had constructed and finished a hot spring resort within Kaleneon in the snow storms of midwinter.


      It is the first resort project of the Kuzunoha Company.


      There’s practically no signs of a plan for a second one though.


      “You know, Lime, when a lot of unexpected things accumulate, there’s times when you blow a fuse. I understand. I really understand that feeling. I have so much to say about that, you know.” (Makoto)


      “Yeah.” (Lime)


      “Different from Shiki, you can sympathize to a certain degree, Lime. In a sense, you are one of the few scarce male employees, so with that in account, I am pretty grateful you are here, you know? But I would like you to avoid the visible dangers. Like, you just have to be a bit careful… Please…” (Makoto)


      “…I am really sorry!!” (Lime)


      Lime lowers his head vigorously within the steam.


      There was a lot of strength in that bow, his head sinks into the warm water. 


      His trained body had a number of old wounds. 


      There’s a number that are on their way to healing, but there’s mostly scars.


      There’s no wounds made today.


      He miraculously was spared with no wounds.


      Lime suddenly began to look for us in the Dusk Street.


      He wasn’t even thinking about being stealthy, it was such a straightforward entrance that it was as if he was shouting ‘hello~!’.


      Obviously, the actions of Lime were caught by the eyes and ears of Rio faster than Lime finding us.


      Now that I think about it, he must have acted in that way because he knew that.


      Kanta bringing Lime to where we were happened soon after.


      It was clear to the eye that he wanted to say something, and he was acting strange for someone like Lime.


      He was worried about Mio being there, so I asked her to leave the room. 


      …You understand, right?


      It is Mio.


      Even if there’s physical distance, she can still hear us in some sort of way, you know.


      And yet, the moment the sound of the door closing rang and he confirmed that we were alone, he took a deep breath and…


      “Boss! I have a woman I want you to meet, so could you please come to the bath together with me?! Let’s go!” (Lime)


      There was absolutely no point in taking a deep breath…


      I was wondering just what the hell he was saying.


      Woman.


      Together.


      Bath.


      I don’t understand at all.


      “I said it! I can do this!” (Lime)


      “Were those your last words? Before going to hell?” 


      “?!!!” 


      There wasn’t even the sound of the door opening, and yet, right at the back of Lime…there was Mio.


      Of course that would happen…


      “Sis Mio! No, it is not what you think! It doesn’t mean that at all!” (Lime)


      He is completely calling herSis now too.


      If he is using it to address his superiors, then he is not exactly wrong.


      “Yeah, right, Lime. It is unthinkable that you would teach Waka-sama bad enjoyments. You are not suicidal after all.” (Mio)


      “I am not!!” (Lime)


      “…So?” (Mio)


      “Yes! …Eh?” (Lime)


      “What’s your ex-cu-se?” (Mio)


      “R-Right! I wanted him to show up for a bit in the Weitz Orphanage! There’s a female childhood friend of mine working there, you see!” (Lime)


      “Is that the woman you want him to meet?” (Mio)


      “Yes! That’s right!” (Lime)


      “Then, what’s that about having a bath together, huh?” (Mio)


      “I have been thinking all the time that it would be nice to take a bath together with Boss if there was a chance -no, together with the men of Asora!” (Lime)


      “Getting to know each other between men?” (Mio)


      “That’s right!” (Lime)


      “Entering the bath together with people of the same gender is a type of socialization as well. Doesn’t sound like a lie… In that case…” (Mio)


      “…..” 


      “I forgive you.” (Mio)


      “I am sorry!!” (Lime)


      “…”


      “I will by no means…hm? Ah? Eh?” (Lime)


      “I said I forgive you. Return with Waka-sama by the time it is dinner.” (Mio)


      “Ah, uhm, I don’t really…” (Makoto)


      “Please! Please, just once, Boss! Right, since there’s the chance, how about going to the hot spring resort in the demonic mountains that Big Sis Tomoe spoke of! How about going for a bit with me?!” (Lime)


      “Going through the trouble of going all the way to Kaleneon?” (Makoto)


      We can teleport, so whether it is Tsige, Asora, or Kaleneon, it would be the same, but this is quite the proposal.


      Is he troubled in regards to the orphanage?


      I am leaving that matter to Tomoe, and the Forest Onis and Eldwas don’t seem like they would cause troubles about that.


      But well, he is giving an unusual air to him.


      “Okay, we have to return by dinner, so gotta go fast-ssu! Now now!” (Lime)


      “Y-Yeah, got it!” (Makoto)


      “Now now!” (Lime)


      And so, I came here to the hot spring resort of the demonic mountains pushed by Lime.


      And well, we are now having a naked talk as he suggested.


      Cleaning off the dirt of my body and soaking my body in the warm water really feels good.


      It makes it even more pleasant when the place is big.


      Spring is getting close in Kaleneon. The climate is beginning to get visibly calmer.


      The contrast of today’s vermillion sky of the evening and the snow is amazing.


      In time, flowers will bloom and the green will spread.


      You would be able to taste the finest of open air baths in the mountains then.


      Tomoe will get excited again.


      She has been trying to select a place in Asora for hot springs all the time, so that would come first, huh.


      There’s already a number of big baths in Asora, so the bathing in itself is already pretty decent there, but…it seems like she is troubled since the word hot springs has some kind of magic to it.


      There’s apparently a lot of ambitious people.


      “That way of saying it was completely bad, you know that, right?” (Makoto)


      “…Yes. Uhm, Boss…” (Lime)


      “Hm?” (Makoto)


      “Sis Mio is a bit…you know…” (Lime)


      “What?” (Makoto)


      “She has gotten a bit softer, don’t you think…?” (Lime)


      “Softer…? Hmm…” (Makoto)


      Her drastic emotional changes like an instantaneous kettle might have slightly decreased.


      It is true that Mio and Tomoe have changed a little. 


      “If it were the past Sis, who would have known what would have happened. And yet, she said ‘I forgive you’. And she didn’t show any kind of atmosphere to her after that.” (Lime)


      “It can’t be said for certain yet what changes they had, but the two of them do feel like they give a different air from before.” (Makoto)


      “On the other hand, I feel like Big Sis Tomoe has gotten stricter though…” (Lime)


      “That depends on what you say, Lime, right?” (Makoto)


      “…That’s in part true, but…” (Lime)


      “Well, you may be right. In the past, she would push away things without a care, but now there’s times when she would consider them. When it comes to Mio, it depends on the contents, but the moments when she would take one breath before taking action have increased. At least that’s what I feel.” (Makoto)


      This is simply my impressions of when Tomoe and Mio are with me.


      Just that, the statements of Lime this time around are from the time when he himself was desperate and Mio gave him a ‘wait’ for a little bit. 


      I have known Lime for long, and he is one of the few men who I can speak to familiarly.


      “Now then, we have washed off the soap and are now refreshed. We are also having a naked talk between men too here, but…what do we do now? Want to call Shiki, Mondo, or Beren as well? If you have something you want to talk to me about with just us two, I am listening.” (Makoto)


      Did Lime’s childhood friend in the orphanage get in some kind of trouble? 


      …I don’t think there would be a problem of that degree that would require me though.


      Maybe that woman and Lime are marrying?


      I have never acted as a matchmaker, and in the first place, I myself am not married, you know? 


      “Actually, my childhood friend was raised in the same orphanage as me, and she is currently looking after the children there. Her name’s Seina.” (Lime)


      “Okay?” (Makoto)


      An employee of an orphanage.


      There’s such a job route too for an orphan, huh.


      The adventurer path Lime chose is really impulsive, but I feel like that’s the main route people take.


      There’s also many who take jobs in companies.


      In Rembrandt-san’s place, there’s quite a lot of orphans employed.


      “She said she wanted to meet the representative of the Kuzunoha Company once.” (Lime)


      “Me? Why?” (Makoto)


      The…Weitz Orphanage, was it?


      I don’t know how much the other companies support the orphanages, but the kind of support the Rembrandt Company does should be a popular method.


      On top of that, it is the place Lime was raised, so it is kinda like his hometown. That’s why we have been giving them gifts every now and then.


      If she were to ask for even more support than what it is already being given, it is not like we can’t, but it would be troubling.


      It would be a pain if other companies were to suspect us helping them out so much.


      “She said it would be rude not to meet the representative even though they have been receiving such generous support. Uhm, I know you are busy. If you want, I can have Seina and the director  show up in the company.” (Lime)


      “…Hmm, Lime.” (Makoto)


      “Yes?” (Lime)


      “The Weitz Orphanage, right? I do think we have been giving them a generous amount of support.” (Makoto)


      “No doubt about it.” (Lime)


      “If they were to forcefully ask for even more, it would be troubling, you know?” (Makoto)


      “No, Boss. It is not like they are trying to ask for more money, or trying to show you the tragic state of the orphanage to pull even more support.” (Lime)


      “Okay.” (Makoto)


      That’s the only thing that comes to mind, though.


      And then, if I were to show up and were to see the situation of the children as well as the tattered (probably) building, I feel like I might end up promising to give them more support. 


      Don’t know yet though.


      It would be sad if they were to think of me as an easy representative.


      “It is actually the contrary.” (Lime)


      “Contrary?” (Makoto)


      Huh?


      …In other words, the support is too much?


      Then there’s not really any need to meet the representative, right?


      Cause you know, even if they stay silent, they would get plenty enough support and it would be from sponsors that don’t say much back, right?


      Isn’t that the best?


      “I once again confirmed the support of the Kuzunoha Company, and it is overwhelming. It is on a level where the Weitz Orphanage can sustain itself from just the support of the Kuzunoha Company.” (Lime)


      The orphanage is able to work without worrying about the eyes of the sponsor and the children won’t starve.


      Isn’t that ideal?


      …No, the moment I thought about ‘ideal’…my thoughts stopped for a moment.


      “…Could it be…” (Makoto)


      “……”


      “They are suspecting us? That there might be some sort of conspiracy, or ulterior motive?” (Makoto)


      “…I am truly sorry about this, but…that’s exactly right. Sorry.” (Lime)


      In other words, donating out of good will is impossible.


      Suspect support that doesn’t ask for anything back.


      There’s nothing as scary as something free.


      It must be that, right? 


      The lower the organization is in society, the more suspicious they get about the actions of others that don’t seek for anything in return.


      This is something I was taught by Rembrandt-san.


      Thank the donations given out of good will.


      Party to the support that asks nothing in return.


      Free is the best.


      It just doesn’t work that way.


      “In other words, having Tomoe vouch for you about your workplace ended up having a negative effect instead?” (Makoto)


      “…Yeah.” (Lime)


      “Using the excuse that it was your bonus to teach them cooking as well?” (Makoto)


      “…That was truly helpful, thank you very much.” (Lime)


      “It was our own decision to do so, so don’t mind it. I see. So the extra food and clothes was also a bad idea, huh. I thought that was decent though.” (Makoto)


      “…It was an incredibly helpful support. But fresh vegetables are not something that you just have extra of, you simply eat them if you have those. Dried food can be stored, so it is not stuff that you can have too much of. On top of that, the sizes of the clothes were varied and had no dirt. It can’t be helped that, even people aside from Seina, would hold slight suspicions from this.” (Lime)


      Since we were doing it, I thought it would be best if they were to last long, and fresh vegetables have more nutrients. 


      Children grow fast, so I thought that it would be better if the sizes were varied.


      Just that, we get a whole lot of fresh vegetables in Asora, so it really is on a level where we have more than we need.


      Even the dried food, we chose trial products that were mass-produced and could be eaten.


      The clothes were made when the Gorgons and Orcs were practicing.


      It is not like we bought them with a whole lot of money!


      Also, the Weitz Orphanage is useful to Asora as well.


      It is completely our convenience.


      We are having the demi-human employees purposely go there to check the reactions of the children and the employees.


      I have been properly getting reports from Tomoe about this every now and then.


      Most of them were happy reports about there practically being no signs of being looked down upon. 


      There was a decent amount at first though.


      Thinking about the relationship between the Kuzunoha Company and the Weitz Orphanage, this might be natural, but treating demi-humans as slaves and animals even if they are weaker than them is also a hyuman trait.


      “…”


      “As someone who has seen Boss personally, I understand that this isn’t much for Boss and the Kuzunoha Company. But in the eyes of the normal populace, what do you profit from doing this? The more estranged the people are, the more doubtful they end up being…” (Lime)


      Wait.


      Can’t we use that?


      The orphanage may have a similar perception, but it wouldn’t be strange, right?


      “…The base of it is about criminal rehabilitation though.” (Makoto)


      “Criminal? Boss?” (Lime)


      I feel like it could work.


      It could be applied.


      Also, if you say the support of the Kuzunoha Company is excessive, Seina-san and Direction-san, it would be easier for them to accept if I were to bring out a demand like this when I am meeting them.


      “It is about a matter that Tomoe brought out before.” (Makoto)


      “Big Sis?” (Lime)


      Edo and Onihei. <Onihei is about “Heizō the demon,”. He led a band of samurai police and cultivated reformed criminals as informants to solve difficult crimes.>


      Both of them are big favorites of Tomoe.


      She would happily do the modifications, no, she might even spearhead it.


      There wasn’t much use in Asora, and it was a system that there were no plans to be made.


      “More enemies might appear, but we will be able to pour more strength over to this side for a while. There’s room for consideration, huh…” (Makoto)


      “Uhm, Boss? What are you…” (Lime)


      I’ve decided.


      Time to leave the bath.


      If I end up getting a heat stroke when it is between men, I feel like I would get teased by those two.


      …Tamaki might join in on that, so it would be three, huh.


      Whichever the case, I wouldn’t want that.


      “Labourers…no, create a yoseba.” (Makoto) <Yoseba is a place where a large number of day laborers and job seekers gather. Also called a stop. In addition, it is a jail word used by the yakuza.>


      “Labourers? Yoseba?” (Lime)


      “Lime.” (Makoto)


      “Yes?” (Lime)


      “I will meet Seina-san tomorrow. I will be the one going to the orphanage.” (Makoto)


      “! R-Really?!” (Lime)


      “Of course. I will go together with Tomoe, so ask for times they are available.” (Makoto)


      “It would be best for it to be at a time Boss can. They can manage whatever convenience you need. You are doing work in the Dusk Street right now, Boss.” (Lime)


      “…No, you were the one who trespassed the Dusk Street, Lime.” (Makoto)


      “Ah, right… Sorry about that.” (Lime)


      “It is okay. It wasn’t something that we could work out in one or two days anyways. We spoke to the top there, but who knows how much of what he said we can trust. Since it is that kind of place, we are evaluating how to move before doing anything. In that case, I will match the convenience of the orphanage.” (Makoto)


      Also, the people this time are receiving our support.


      Our standing is originally higher.


      If we match the meeting time to their convenience, we can move the conversation to our advantage.


      I will take as much advantage as I can get.


      That Weitz Orphanage.


      If they had just silently received our support, as long as they didn’t speak ill of us or anything, they would have been able to operate as they were.


      You won’t be getting away from this, we are going to restructure you.


      “I will set things up by today!” (Lime)


      “Counting on you. Well then, let’s go back.” (Makoto)


      “Uhm…!” (Lime)


      “?” (Makoto)


      “It is okay if you were to tell me while we get dressed. There’s something I would like to talk about in regards to your secret technique!” (Lime)


      “You, asking me about a secret technique?” (Makoto)


      What is he talking about?


      The Lime today is a real mystery.


      “I have already looked at the goods a plenty lot, so please tell me to a degree that Big Sis won’t kill me-ssu!!” (Lime)


      Looked?


      He certainly did raise some sort of short scream and clapped his hands together at the time when I was washing my head.


      I really can’t understand him.


      “Talks involving Tomoe and Mio are truly landmines right now. So, please Lime, make sure not to slip anything from your mouth. Depending on the contents, not only your words will be slipping, but your life too! I bear no responsibility for resurrections, okay?!” (Makoto)


      “My lips are sealed!” (Lime)


      I feel like this won’t go well.


      The return to the Demonic Mountain’s hot spring resort.


      This time around, I finished bathing without collapsing from a heat stroke.

    

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 316: The enemy of my enemy


    
      “I am having Mio continue the investigation over there. Lime is running around with the adventurers.” (Makoto)


      “That guy, suddenly clinging to Waka in tears. Good grief.” (Tomoe) 


      “Even though I said I would be going with you, Tomoe, he didn’t show any signs of wanting to come too. Now that you mention it.” (Makoto)


      “He must be feeling bad about it. He must think of it as embarrassing to the point that he can’t meet face to face with me.” (Tomoe)


      Lime said something about it being inefficient if he were to be there, but it was probably in part that he found it hard to look Tomoe in the face. 


      After notifying us that he had gotten an arrangement with the Weitz Orphanage for just past noon, he said he would deal with the rumors we had, and is going around the city with adventurers.


      Judging from his state, he must be planning on running around quite energetically.


      “Isn’t it because you have been working him to the bone lately, Tomoe?” (Makoto)


      “…Haha, I thought I had been quite lenient with him though. Looks like I have been a bit too soft on him.” (Tomoe)


      “Answering your expectations continuously must be a hard path. I would say he is working hard.” (Makoto)


      He was originally an adventurer that didn’t have that much difference from Toa and the others. 


      When taking that into consideration, Lime has worked really desperately, and has obtained the ability.


      I try to be careful not to promote his difficulty to ultra hard lunatic mode with my words.


      If it still ends up increasing despite me trying to be careful…I am sorry.


      “Just the thought of asking for Waka to follow-up for him is already insolent, and yet, he was also bested by a mere childhood friend. Moreover, it was his former home, his former home.” (Tomoe)


      “Now now, thanks to that, we can try making a yoseba.” (Makoto)


      “That’s…! I am indeed looking forward to that though.” (Tomoe)


      “Right? There was no need for a labourer stop in Asora, but when thinking about the Tsige orphanage, there’s possible things that can be done.” (Makoto)


      “There’s no future for the orphanage at this rate after all. The adventurers, merchants, and the people with money just make babies without thinking about the future. It would be one thing if the parents died at a young age and the child ended up an orphan, but there’s a lot of children that were abandoned because they were a hindrance… Tsige may be a place where desires swirl, but this is just troubling.” (Tomoe)


      “That’s why I was thinking about changing a li~ttle bit the orphanage that has been receiving our support with the plan our company has. That’s if you are into it, Tomoe.” (Makoto)


      If I am the main player, I am confident in getting soft.


      In a lot of meanings.


      And it will probably end up in a result that won’t be beneficial for any side.


      I think the spider web of Futsu-sama is something that must not be cut. 


      It is exactly because it is cut heartlessly at times that there’s meaning to it. 


      Mio is a literal spider, but I feel like she would cut those up without hesitation.


      Shiki is busy in regards to the Academy, and I feel like he would show a similar softness as me. With children involved, I think Shiki would get weak too.


      If we are talking about fitting candidates, there’s Sari and Tamaki, but I have no intentions of bringing them out from Asora.


      Tomoe is a qualified one too…


      …Well, you could say that I am being dependent on Tomoe here.


      “You said that I would find it fun, Waka. Then there’s no way I would say no.” (Tomoe)


      “Thanks, it helps me out.” (Makoto)


      “…Did you think up that matter about the yoseba <labourer stop> when you were taking a bath with Lime?” (Tomoe)


      “Yeah. Now that I think about it, I have simply been receiving reports of the orphanage, it wouldn’t be strange at all to show my face once. But just going there to fix a misunderstanding would feel insufficient. Cause you know, there’s nothing that would trouble us from them investigating us.” (Makoto)


      “That’s exactly right.” (Tomoe)


      “Then, I was thinking about a way for them to know us well, and on top of that, give us something in return. If it were to work as a fancy harassment, it would be great.” (Makoto)


      “Fufufu, I see. I have seen a peek of something similar in your memories. Was it your father? In a childbirth celebration of your father, a friend of his gifted him a 2t truck worth of paper diapers.” (Tomoe)


      Truck…


      It was a small 2t truck, but even with that, they wouldn’t be able to use all of them up. 


      I feel like that was not the fancy kind of harassment, but the actual kind of harassment.


      If it is a memory of mine, is it at the time of my little sister, Mari’s birth?


      Can’t really call it a memory, huh…


      It is a memory that I have almost no recollection of. This is the first time I have heard of it.


      A friend, huh. My father didn’t give me the impression that he had many friends aside from the people at work.


      Who is it, I wonder. Someone I know too?


      “That’s way too many. Or more like, I am surprised that you properly remember things from my memories aside from period dramas, Edo, katanas, and history.” (Makoto)


      “…Really? Anyways, one whole room of the Misumi household was completely used up by those paper diapers, and it was amusing.” (Tomoe)


      “Must have been.” (Makoto)


      “The fact that they managed to use them all up speaks a lot about the plannings of the person that sent them.” (Tomoe)


      “None remained? Seriously?” (Makoto)


      “Seriously.” (Tomoe)


      “Ah, it is there, huh. The Weitz Orphanage.” (Makoto)


      “Looks like it.” (Tomoe)


      “By the way, Tomoe, about this…” (Makoto)


      I take out a bottle that fits perfectly in my hand and has an intricate design.


      “…A perfume bottle.” (Tomoe)


      Tomoe showed vigilance for a second, but she soon took the bottle from my hand with relief.


      “I don’t feel any magic power from it. It looks like it is just a simple perfume.” (Tomoe)


      “…Yeah. Just that, I received that from that Dusk Street Top. Before I departed, when I was with Mio.” (Makoto)


      “Fumu…” (Tomoe)


      “It is a perfume that has been popular in Tsige for a long time with men in the upper class, and he himself uses it, is what he said.” (Makoto)


      But it is perfume.


      I felt like it was strange he would give me the same thing he uses as a present.


      I tried smelling it right at that place to see what kind of smell it had, but I honestly felt like it wasn’t that good of a perfume.


      It was to an extent where I wondered if elves like this kind of scent.


      I don’t have a scent I am normally using, so since I got a present, I even wondered if I should try putting it on as much as possible to show that I am using it.


      But it is perfume.


      The magic tool that gave me the worst memory I had recently was a perfume.


      Even after understanding that it is an item with no magic power, my doubts still remained.


      Just in case, I removed the lingering scents of it before meeting with Tomoe, and was thinking about asking for her opinion on whether to use it or not.


      “Hmm, I don’t remember there being a story like that at all. It is certainly a scent I know of though… That Top was an elf, right?” (Tomoe)


      Tomoe confirms the scent.


      So she knows it.


      So it is not some original blend perfume. 


      “Yeah, by the way, it is a man.” (Makoto)


      I feel like gifting a perfume between men is strange.


      “It would enter in the expensive category, but I would say it is the kind that’s sold normally. But there’s no practice in Tsige of giving perfumes to others, and elves don’t like perfumes too much to begin with.” (Tomoe)


      “I see.” (Makoto)


      “I can’t tell what his objective is, but there might be some bad underlying reason for it.” (Tomoe)


      “Right? The Dusk Street did feel uncomfortable. It seems they do have different tastes and factions, but it disgusts me in foundation. It is the den where people who are even more crazy loyal to their desires in Tsige stay, so there…might be things that only you can do there though.” (Makoto)


      Like stealing, for example.


      It is clearly a crime, but it is one of the light ones in the Dusk Street.


      It is not that you steal because you don’t have money, you steal because it is fun to steal. They love to see the troubled person that got stolen from.


      Those kinds of people gather.


      It is a similar situation with deceiving, killing, and kidnapping.


      If it were on the vector of simply bettering their skills, I personally wouldn’t have felt that much disgust towards it.


      “Then, let’s move with the number one case in mind.” (Tomoe)


      Tomoe blows away the scent that was wafting around her and her surroundings.


      Being able to blow away the scent that’s on her in such a free manner like this, magic is more handy than modern science.


      There might actually be something that can eliminate scents with one push though.


      Like the powerful ones of the toilet—wait, that’s not important.


      “Number one?” (Makoto)


      “The case where there might be some kind of meaning to the people we are about to meet. The people may have had some bad memory towards a person that had this kind of scent.” (Tomoe)


      “I see…” (Makoto)


      From my perspective, Rio and Kanta are people that are temporary allies as guides of the Dusk Street.


      But the two of them must definitely have some sort of hidden special criminal lust. 


      There’s no way a person that’s the leader of those people is a normal person.


      A long-living elf has been hiding there for a long time on his own choice.


      It is certain that he is not a decent person.


      Kanta has blood seeped in his scent, so he is probably something like a thief, killer, or a torturer.


      I don’t know what Rio might be.


      At a glance, he doesn’t give the scent of a criminal.


      The easy to understand would be a scammer.


      If that’s the case, even a temporary alliance is dangerous.


      “Once the talk is settled, we could have a chief person of the orphanage smell it and see what they say.” (Tomoe)


      “If it brings about a bad memory, wonder if they will speak about it honestly…of course they would. If it is Tomoe, there’s not even the need to question that.” (Makoto)


      The sense of smell and taste are deeply linked to memory.


      The moment they smell it, if there’s something, it will surely surface in their mind.


      And Tomoe won’t miss that moment.


      It is a good move.


      “Oya, looks like they have come to welcome us.” (Tomoe)


      “The gazes of children have been piercing us for a while now though.” (Makoto)


      It really must be rare for there to be guests from outside.


      They probably have separated them in rooms and have been ordered to stay inside, so they don’t meet us directly.


      I hope there won’t be any escapees until the main talk is over.


      After we passed through the gates of the orphanage and walked on the stone pavings leading to the building, an adult that seemed to be a staff member hurriedly ran to where we were.


      One person.


      Deep inside, there’s also a pretty elderly man.


      There’s adults gathered around him, so he must be the director.


      I thought for sure they would be waiting in front of the gate, but they were all gathered at the entrance of the building.


      It slightly feels as if they are defensive here. Why?


      And the one who ran up to where we are is a young woman. 


      She is dressed in a proper and presentable manner.


      Or more like, it is the clothes made in Asora.


      The fact that she took the initiative to come here alone must mean that she is Seina?


      The childhood friend of Lime.


      “Is she Seina?” (Makoto)


      “Yes, I have met her a number of times.” (Tomoe)


      We conversed in a low voice, and confirmed this before Seina arrived.


      “Thank you for coming here! Kuzunoha Company’s Tomoe-sama, and the representative Raidou-sama! Nice to meet you, I am Seina!” (Seina)


      She lowered her head vigorously and a clear and nice-sounding voice resonated.


      ……


      Her feelings of wanting to give us a warm reception can be felt, but…yeah, it is clear as day that she is not used to this. 


      Now that I think about it, I don’t know how much support they are receiving from other places aside from us. Was this okay for the other places?


      Wait, maybe they knew beforehand that I look favorably at these types of people?


      “Waka, she is actually a bit more of a competent person than this.” (Tomoe)


      “Ah, I see.” (Makoto)


      Looks like that wasn’t the case.


      Tomoe was honestly amazed.


      Chestnut-color hair. Is that called a brunette?


      From what I can see, she looks like a model without make-up.


      A person from an orphanage wouldn’t have perfect make-up.


      Considering the circumstances, she wouldn’t lose to a well-off female receptionist of the Adventurer Guild in terms of look.


      “…Waka?” (Tomoe)


      “Hm?” (Makoto)


      “…Nothing.” (Tomoe)


      “Uhm, Raidou-sama.” (Seina)


      “Eh, aah. Nice to meet you, Seina-san. I am the representative of the Kuzunoha Company, Raidou. I apologize for not showing up. Chances to do so were not showing up.” (Makoto)


      “! Here as well! We apologize for suddenly calling you! I told Lime it wasn’t that urgent, but that guy, he suddenly came yesterday night and told us to make time tomorrow. Geez.” (Seina)


      “We are relying on him all the time in a variety of jobs in the company. Due to this connection, we learned about the Weitz Orphanage, and thought about providing some small support, but it looks like Seina-san and the people working here have ended up misunderstanding this.” (Makoto)


      “Seina-dono, this is a matter that I took in my hands and ended up with Waka simply being reported about it. To think this would bring forth a misunderstand in such a manner. I am truly sorry.” (Tomoe)


      Tomoe matches my words and lowers her head.


      Seina got visibly flustered.


      I can understand.


      She probably hasn’t seen Tomoe lower her head ever.


      Tomoe is evil, she is purposely doing it knowing this full well.


      But it is already too late.


      I will be having the Weitz Orphanage stand out. Fufufu.


      “E-E-Eh?! No no no, there’s no need to mind it!” (Seina)


      “Is the person there the one in charge?” (Makoto)


      I look at the man that seems to be the director, and ask Seina.


      “Yes! The director, Kimaro Hanza! Due to a distant connection with a big company, this orphanage also—” (Seina)


      “…Right, Seina-san. Since you have invited us here, we have brought a present.” (Makoto)


      I felt like the conversation would lengthen with a topic of no importance, so I had it cut.


      It is the instinct of a man that had two sisters in between.


      “A present?! No, we are always receiving gifts from Lime already.” (Seina)


      “That’s something that Lime-kun himself prepares. This is from the Kuzunoha Company. Tomoe.” (Makoto)


      “Yes. Here, Seina-dono.” (Tomoe)


      “Ah, thank you very much! Heavy!!” (Seina)


      Tomoe gives Seina a cloth bag.


      Tomoe was holding it up with one hand, but that’s just because it was Tomoe.


      Seina held her ground with both legs, and was somehow managing to hold it up with both hands.


      Now then, let’s go in.


      “Then, is it okay for us to intrude now?” (Makoto)


      I ask Seina with a nonchalant expression.


      “Y-Yes. I will guide you!” (Seina)


      “Yeah, we also thought it was about time to harvest. Your invitation came in good timing, so we are truly grateful.” (Makoto)


      I purposely mix in ominous words and follow her with a smile.


      By the way, this was the suggestion of Tomoe.


      She told me ‘let’s go with the slightly courteous but kinda evil type’.


      Thanks to this, Tomoe, who lowered her head to Seina and was using her as a present carrier, was in a good mood.


      On the other hand, Seina’s shoulders jumped at the word ‘harvest’.


      “Waka, that’s a nice Echigoya.” (Tomoe)


      With the voice of Tomoe at my back that I could even hear slight giggles from, we entered the Weitz Orphanage.


      Right right, there’s apparently 216 children here.


      This building feels cramped for that number of children…no, it is quite the coincidence that that number is double that of worldly desires. <108 worldly desires.>


      Tomoe told me ‘that’s just a technicality’ and kicked down that thought of mine.


      Now then, the remodelling of the orphanage into a yoseba by Echigoya, will begin.

    

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 317: Makoto nails a satisfying evade


    
      


      The Weitz Orphanage is currently operating with only the support of the Kuzunoha Company. 


      When we began to support them, their biggest supporter, the Rembrandt Company, pulled out.


      The other small and medium companies didn’t want to worsen their relationship with us through the orphanage, or didn’t want to get suspected in what relationship they have with us, so they slowly retreated.


      The Rembrandt Company pulled out most likely because they thought we were looking for talents here and they showed consideration. Investing in something without doing anything would be a minus for the company, so they must have judged that supporting the same orphanage as the Kuzunoha Company wouldn’t have merits for them or us.


      And in reality, the relationship between companies and orphanages in Tsige are pretty distorted.


      I learned about this recently, and I had almost no awareness of this at the time when I first started.


      “Honestly speaking, I think this orphanage wasn’t to my expectations.” (Makoto)


      ““!””


      After finishing our greetings and having some casual talk, a conference began between me and the chief people of this place.


      “Lime Latte. Since it was the place that raised such a great talent, I had high expectations so I gave you a warm support until now, and yet, aside from him, there has been no one that has caught the eye of my subordinate Tomoe.” (Makoto)


      Sorry. 


      I honestly don’t think that at all.


      In the first place, at the time when I began giving money to this place, I had absolutely no intentions of employing a hyuman at all.


      “Lime-kun is our number one most successful person here after all. A person like him wouldn’t appear often.” 


      That’s obvious too.


      The Weitz Orphanage…or more like, almost all the orphanages in Tsige are simply places to make children into adults. 


      A place to not let children die as children, would be the accurate way of putting it.


      I have studied the situation of the orphanages in preparation for this matter, but the current situation of the orphanages is that it is a harvesting place for companies and a hotspot for hyuman trafficking. 


      There’s people aiming for the support money, but it is not like the support money is that good of an amount.


      In other words, managing an orphanage with those expectations and hoping for the support of a company is practically impossible.


      There’s the need for deceiving or it won’t work.


      The gold given by Tsige, mostly provided by the Merchant Guild, is not the cost of management itself. You would have to pull the charity of a company on top of that, and somehow manage to survive with that, which is the current state of most orphanages.


      Only a few skilled orphanages get a net plus from pulling money.


      Then there’s the orphanages that are barely operating without much to feel guilty about, including this orphanage.


      And well, that was the clear layer. It may sound bad, but the remaining ones are basically evil pet shops or worse than that.


      Sadly to say, more than half of the orphanages fall into this terrible category.


      Even the Weitz Orphanage that is categorized in the decent ones only has the bare minimum education for the orphans.


      I understand that, unless you are the sons or daughters of a big company like Rembrandt-san, you won’t be able to enter Rotsgard.


      But there’s practically no chances to invite a teacher in Tsige with the limited amount there are. 


      The staff members can only teach the minimum they know of. The education of those staff members themselves is tragic, so you can easily imagine the results.


      “It seems like that’s the case. Looks like you can operate with our support alone now, but even with that, it is not easy to manage at all.” (Makoto)


      “We have been receiving excessive support. But for the staff members working here, each minute is their life here, this is their livelihood. We are aware that in this current state where we are only relying on the Kuzunoha Company, we have to better ourselves. Everyone is doing their best everyday, but…” 


      …About that…


      If this were the pattern where there was extra money and the director and staff members were wasting it in dressing themselves and partying, I wouldn’t have gone for a laborer stop, but something even harsher.


      However, the choice of these people was different. 


      They increased the amount of children. Just because they had more leeway in good clothes. 


      I can only call that a bad move.


      And so, they have accepted more people than the capacity they can take.


      Tomoe was amazed by this too.


      216 really is too many for this place.


      They are currently like an indian work-commuting train. 


      Instead of doing that, shouldn’t they have put money in the equipment of this place?


      Put money in their education?


      What’s most saddening is that the latter words were as if they were saying ‘I feel bad about it, but please understand this and continue supporting us’.


      I can clearly tell that, unless you are quite the eccentric person, you wouldn’t put money here without anything in return.


      Of course Seina-san would suspect us.


      “Impossible.” (Makoto)


      “Impossible indeed.” (Tomoe)


      Tomoe and I cut off the director’s words cleanly at the same time.


      A laborer stop was the first thing that surfaced in my mind, but it might turn into something closer to a temple school.


      There’s quite a lot of places in period dramas and in Edo that would turn into temple schools.


      Wonder why.


      Also, why is Tomoe getting all shy here.


      She certainly is showing changes too.


       It seems that, lately, she has stopped wrapping a sarashi around herself as a bra. 


      Her attire is as always like that of a man, but that’s probably already her personal taste.


      “First, you have increased the amount of children too much-ja. They might end up sticking out of the building at this rate.” (Tomoe)


      Tomoe made a short cough and spoke out the obvious.


      Even if you have gotten leeway in food and clothes, it would be troubling if you were to pick up one child after the other.


      It may sound bad, but it is impossible to increase without a limit.


      “Thanks to your support, we got a bit of leeway. We couldn’t drive away the children that were standing in front of the gate.” 


      “Drive them away, you idiot. They are simply sucking onto your softness. There are orphans within your staff members, right? As people who have been in the same environment, you should be able to understand the selfishness of the people looking from the outside-ja.” (Tomoe)


      “But that’s…” 


      “Listen well, director. What you are saying is not kind or correct. By bringing in so many, you are definitely worsening the situation inside your own place. At the very least, in finance terms, you have practically no breathing room, right?” (Tomoe)


      “…”


      “With the leeway you got, you could have made the life of the children that were already living here better. In other words, you took away the better life environment from the children that could have gotten it.” (Tomoe)


      “I by no means did that with such a thought in mind…” 


      “What we are saying is that, if you were to continue as it is each time you get leeway, it would go against our plans.” (Tomoe)


      Tomoe looks at me and passes me the baton.


      The main topic comes here.


      The staff members and the director were seated around the table. 


      Seina-san is sitting at the side of the director.


      Her eyes were overflowing with caution as to what we are going to be saying now.


      “…You said ‘plan’ just now. Me, the staff members, and everyone else want to know what it is that the Kuzunoha Company wants. Since we have the chance here, could you please tell us?” 


      The director asked me the exact question Tomoe guided him to ask.


      Well, it is pretty difficult, but I will have them do it.


      I don’t mind if we continue supporting you guys as we have until now -no, even more than before.


      “Understood. But I want to say this first. Lime Latte was simply lucky.” (Makoto)


      “!!” 


      My words that were as if mocking their hero made anger rise at the other side of the table.


      “What I am trying to say is, it is not like he became like that because he was raised here.” (Makoto)


      Yeah.


      No matter the orphanage he was raised in, he would have aimed to be an adventurer.


      As a result, he would have either given up and died, or succeeded again.


      But there wasn’t a single point the Weitz Orphanage contributed to towards the abilities of the current Lime.


      There will be children here who will aim to become adventurers now and into the future.


      There might be ones who will become successful like Lime.


      But what’s necessary there isn’t the Weitz Orphanage, but the number of attempts.


      It is merely a chance.


      There might be the need to have hundreds, maybe thousands to die before one diamond comes out.


      That’s all there is to it.


      Instead of putting money on increasing such a stupid number, I will have the orphans here become clearly better when brought out to society.


      “Raidou-sama, I don’t understand well the meaning of what you are saying.” 


      “I have spoken the root of my wish. A clear action would be to educate them.” (Makoto)


      “Edu…cation?” 


      “Yeah.” (Makoto)


      “At an orphanage? To children who are of different ages?” 


      “Yeah.” (Makoto)


      The director here is certainly a decent person.


      But at the root, they have the tendency to separate these children from the regular ones, thinking: “they are just orphans anyways”. That goes for the staff members here too.


      “Are you telling us to teach them as if it were a private school?” 


      “No.” (Makoto)


      That’s why talks like private schools suddenly come out.


      There’s no need for the education to be so splendid.


      You first have to begin it.


      If it is just that, it should be simple and the threshold should be low.


      “Eh?” 


      “I am not telling you to just have them study. There’s also the need to train them physically. Wouldn’t it be good to have them train in things that would directly be useful for them in their work? Children have their respective traits, so even if they don’t have the aptitude, it is by no means strange that training can bring fruit to their future… Yes, go ahead.” (Makoto)


      Seina-san was timidly raising her hand and looking at me.


      She must have something she wants to say, so I give her permission.


      “What will you be doing with the children by training them?” (Seina)


      “What will I be doing? I think that children, who have at least learned to a certain degree, will have a higher chance of getting a decent job though? Even if a company is harvesting, I feel like it would be more effective if they are choosing after they get more knowledge rather than by just their base talent alone.” (Makoto)


      “Are you telling us to give the most proficient children to the Kuzunoha Company?” (Seina)


      “Huh? No no, the minimum requirement for our company is Lime-kun. That would be an impossible level to demand from the orphans. What I am trying to say is that education is an abstract wealth, and providing it to the children is the best of presents. It is true that giving them food, clothes, and a roof to sleep in is the bare minimum requirement of an orphanage. But it would be troubling for us if you were to get soft after obtaining spare money.” (Makoto)


      “Troubling?” (Seina)


      “Of course it would be troubling. In the current state, the future of the orphans will stay dark.” (Makoto)


      “…”


      “So I say, but it would be difficult to suddenly make scholars or researchers out of them. Tsige isn’t a city that flourishes in science. However, the current situation where practically all the choices they have is either a merchant apprentice or adventurer isn’t that desirable. To provide them a variety of choices, wouldn’t it be good to train them as crafters, give them basic knowledge, and the ability to read?” (Makoto)


      Read common language.


      But writing it requires a certain degree of training. In Tsige, the demi-human language is used too, and in tribes, the level of communication is low. But I would say there’s plenty enough worth in learning it.


      “?”


      “Ah, sorry. Don’t you think their choices would expand a lot if they were to learn both writing and how to do basic maths… Want to say something?” (Makoto)


      This time, a male staff member raised his hand.


      I can feel ambition, not only from Seina-san and the director, but from the other people of this orphanage as well.


      It may not be Lime level, but I would say the quality is pretty good.


      More than half of the staff members are currently dumbfounded though.


      “Excuse me. This may be basic, but…uhm…what benefit would it have?” 


      “I have explained the merits for the orphans themselves, and if skilled children were to show up, it would make the management of the orphanage easier. There would obviously be children like Lime-kun who would care for the well-being of the orphanage after all.” (Makoto)


      It is not like all successful people from orphanages will be like that, but it isn’t rare for there to be people like Lime who would give money and things. It may be only a few right now, but once the laborer stop gets on its track, more people that came from here will bring money.


      This might become a business.


      It would be rough to expect the good will of people to be the main source of income, so if there’s some sort of contract that has them pay a certain amount of money if their job comes to fruition…


      “That’s not it.” 


      “?”


      “What benefit does it have for you? I can’t tell at all.” 


      “Aah. About that.” (Makoto)


      “…I feel like that’s really important.” 


      “We will have massive benefits.” (Makoto)


      “…Where are you even profiting? From what I am hearing here, I feel like there would only be more money coming out from you.” 


      “First, we will have the orphans become residents who are able to obtain a decent income. Residents that have jobs and have basic knowledge.” (Makoto)


      Until now, they have been dying as fast as they come after all.


      I am sure this will without doubt lead to an increase in population.


      Well, there’s a limit to how much that increase will be with only this place.


      What’s important right now isn’t a detailed number. 


      What’s most important is having them think that I am crazy and am proposing something bizarre. 


      “…..”


      “By doing that, the amount of people in the city increases.” (Makoto)


      “?”


      “If the population increases, customers buying things increases.” (Makoto)


      “…Huh?” 


      “If customers increase, our company will also liven up. It is a splendid positive circulation. Everyone will have smiles, and it will become a plus financially; an ideal circulation will be born.” (Makoto)


      “…A-Are you seriously saying that?” 


      “Of course. That’s why we will be providing even more money and goods to the orphanage from now on.” (Makoto)


      ““…..””


      Oh.


      The gazes of everyone have gotten more impressive than I thought they would be.


      Maybe I overdid it a little bit.


      It should be okay.


      Also, I don’t intend to let them ever escape.


      No problem.


      They will learn.


      At times, ideals are harsher than reality.


      When it has been realized, it is not settled that the place you arrive at will be as sweet of a thing as you thought.


      “Have you understood what I want, Director?” (Makoto)


      “…Y-Yeah. I think it is a splendid idea.” 


      “Good. Then, about the plan for the management of the education and training for the orphans from here on. I will be leaving it to Tomoe here, so I would like you to select a few in charge from your side, and begin the discussion at once.” (Makoto)


      Strike while the iron is hot.


      A plan of hitting while the opponent is still surprised.


      “R-Right now?!” 


      “Of course. We have seen a big problem this place has, and have concluded that this should be dealt with promptly.” (Makoto)


      “A big problem…” 


      No no, they seriously look like they would think there’s no problems as long as they have a little bit of leeway. 


      He is the type of person that would tread the red line and would say ‘it will work out somehow’ and do his best.


      “There’s way too many children.” (Makoto)


      “! No, Raidou-sama! We can’t. That alone, I refuse!” 


      “And so, I will expand the building. We will need a place to train anyways. I have an eye on around 5 people that can serve as teachers. One of them is Lime Latte. The others are Carol and Keema, a pair of sisters that one is a woodworker and the other is a cook. They apparently were from here. Also, we will be transferring, from our Kuzunoha Company, two competent demi-human employees that are specialized in forests, Aqua and Eris. I also have an idea for blacksmiths, carpenters, and accessory makers, but we will coordinate that at a later day.” (Makoto)


      “Wa, uhm…eh?” 


      “But, director, I will have you promise me this. Refuse any new orphans. Just because you can obtain as much money from us as necessary doesn’t mean you can increase the amount of children as much as you want. As I said before, that’s heavily distant to what we wish for. At the very least, until things have settled down, I will have you guys concentrate on this new path. Is that okay?” (Makoto)


      “O-Okay…” 


      “Negotiations have been settled then! I am truly happy that we were able to have such a fruitful talk. Thank you very much.” (Makoto)


      There’s not a single minus for the children currently here.


      Only plusses.


      Also, if there’s children who feel like this is a minus, I have no intention of stopping them, and don’t plan on keeping them here.


      For the staff members of the orphanage as well, the teachers will be coming from outside, so for now, they don’t have to worry about their own ability as they work.


      For now, that is.


      It will probably get really busy. 


      I will eventually have the basic teachings be done by the staff members here.


      “Eh, are you going to be reconstructing this place?” (Seina)


      Seina said boldly.


      I said expanding though.


      Well, fine.


      Let’s rebuild it. 


      It will simply be a job of half a day or a day.


      It will be done on the same day, so there’s no need to prepare temporary residences. 


      “Don’t like the idea of expanding, huh. Understood. Then let’s rebuild it.” (Makoto)


      “There’s no way I don’t like it! I am plenty fine with expanding. Thank you very much!!” (Seina)


      “Don’t mind it. It is a job that can be done in one or half a day anyways.” (Makoto)


      Magic is great.


      Having actual experience from that time at Rotsgard was big, and the eldwas have been continuously getting experience in construction at Asora.


      Even though it was mainly digging holes and making walls, at some point in time, they are now able to make such intricate things.


      I can only give my most heartfelt thanks.


      “One day?” (Seina)


      “Yeah, I will be bringing mages specialized in this area.” (Makoto)


      “There’s no need to do such bourgeois construction work for an orphanage.” (Seina)


      “It is not like we are bringing outside people, so don’t mind it… Ah, but…” (Makoto)


      “?”


      “In exchange for not paying the construction work, there’s a perfume I would like everyone to smell. This is a matter that’s completely separate from this, but I am currently gathering opinions about it. Could you participate in it?” (Makoto)


      At any rate, I have done what I had to here.


      I fabricated all this after Lime went haywire, so I would say I worked pretty hard. 


      I changed gears and took out the perfume.


      Everyone agreed, even if a bit dubious. I first gave it to the director and checked his reaction.


      Tomoe nodded with a satisfied expression.


      Once this is done, I will be going back…


      I need Tomoe to stay here for a bit more though.


      Then, maybe I should stay for a bit longer too. 


      Once we return, I can ask what she thinks.


      “!!” 


      Seriously? 


      I sprayed it once to have the director confirm the scent.


      We are at the same table, so the scent drifted around to a certain degree.


      When I did, the expression of Seina and a number of them visibly frowned.


      Looks like the guess of Tomoe hit the mark.


      This means Rio predicted that I would be coming here and set something.


      Well, Rembrandt-san did tell me beforehand that he would be introducing Rio to me, but I shouldn’t believe or trust him.


      I am impressed that he can pull something like this even though we have just barely put our hands in the matter of the Anti-God Cult.


      I am glad we had that terrible experience with perfume in Lorel beforehand.


      No, that wasn’t good either.


      It wasn’t, but it looks like we managed to not fall on the same pit.


      I glance at Tomoe to confirm.


      In the eyes of a beginner, she is close to expressionless here.


      But I can tell because I have known her for long. 


      That’s her reaction when she has seen something disagreeable.


      I seriously want to quickly have nothing to do with the Dusk Street anymore.

    

  


  


  
    Chapter 318: Acknowledge…he has the power to make that possible


    
      “You can make me your wife.” 


      …


      Don’t reheat the nightmare at Rotsgard, little girl! 


      “…If you are older and you don’t change your mind—no, sorry. Even if I look like this, I am going out with someone. How about Lime?” (Makoto)


      A girl around the age of a highschooler glared at me.


      How scary. 


      Even though I wanted to push it off as classic social courtesy. 


      “Lime-oniichan has way too high of a scaling factor.” 


      “I see, Lime is a hero after all.” (Makoto)


      Scaling factor.


      She knows quite the word.


      Because she looks at the roughness of the world the whole time, the amount of desensitized children like this one increases, maybe?


      Or is it because she is a girl that she is more mature?


      “That’s right. But rather than people that have a good face but bad attire, I prefer people that have ugly faces but have good attires.” 


      That’s pretty straight there, child.


      “Then, who would be nice aside from me?” (Makoto)


      “Hmm, Tomoe-chan!” 


      That’s a woman!


      Shouldn’t it be Komoe at the very least there?! 


      That girl is unexpectedly boyish. She even has a katana.


      “Nii-chan! Are you the disciple of Lime-san, Nii-chan?!” 


      “I am like the teacher of Lime’s teacher, I think?” (Makoto)


      “I am seducing him here! Don’t get in the way!” 


      “Lies! Lime-san is super strong, you know?!” 


      “Uwuh! You are in the way!” 


      “I am actually pretty strong, you know. Ah, search for a different husband, okay? This is for your sake.” (Makoto)


      Since it is Tomoe, it should be fine, but in the past, Mio would get cautious even towards Rinon. Reckless remarks like that wouldn’t be safe.


      “Then, are you super super super strong, Nii-chan?” 


      “…That’s right! Gaaoooh! Kueh!” (Makoto)


      I raised both of my hands like a bear doing the classic pose of a kaiju, and then raise one leg and spread my arms to both sides for the crane stance.


      I was completely aware that the boy that was talking to me persistently was giving eye signals to the child at my back, and he was approaching me stealthily with a wooden sword.


      I thought he would attack me when I was doing the bear, but he came at me when I did the crane.


      “An opening!” 


      There’s none though. 


      I thought that he would be coming at me with a downwards swing like a regular child, but the boy placed his weight down and went for a sweep like swinging an axe towards one of my legs.


      Holding it with both hands on top of that.


      Would you call this talent?


      *Pakin!*


      After making a really nice sound, the wooden sword breaks.


      It was as thin as a branch, so that’s not a surprise.


      “So hard!” 


      “Woah! Amazing!” 


      “So strong!!” 


      “Mischievous children…” (Makoto)


      ““Run~!!””


      “Get punished!” (Makoto)


      I li~ghtly chase after the children that dispersed like baby spiders.


      “Uhm, I don’t mind being your mistress!” 


      “It is definitely a lie that you are stronger than Lime-san!” 


      A boy and a girl around middle school and high school cut into the game of tag.


      A loop?! 


      I can’t tag along with this forever, you know!


      Damn, I messed up.


      I should have participated in the remodeling meeting.


      It was a mistake for me to wonder just what kind of children there were here.


      It is a hail of children with bottomless energy and pointlessly mature brats.


      The person herself must be thinking she is being ambitious here, but she is digging out the old wounds in the Academy Town! 


      I don’t need a mistress either! These girls are clearly saying this knowing full well that I am the representative of a company! 


      Also, you boy there! The rusted pipe you are holding, if you were to be pointing that thing at someone other than me, it would be assault, you know?! 


      ◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆


      Tomoe stood at the side of the window and was watching Raidou with the children.


      (Fumu, so he doesn’t hate children. That’s one worry gone-ja.) (Tomoe)


      It is true that Tomoe is the superior of Lime, and she knew his wish.


      But she is not so kind as to give the orphanage a chance just because of this.


      Now that Tomoe has gotten in a relationship with Makoto, she is obviously looking into the future now.


      Groundwork for the next step. Tomoe wanted to know how he felt towards children.


      And at the same time, she wanted to know just how the hyuman children acted, and what was the difference between them and the demi-human ones.


      On top of that, even if she were to bring them to Asora, would it bring a good influence to the children of Makoto that would certainly be born in the future?


      Tomoe has been looking at the memories of Makoto.


      She knows the growth of Makoto.


      She obviously knows about how weak he was in his childhood, so she also knows about the existence of kindergartens and elementary schools.


      The proposal of Lime about bringing hyumans to Asora matched -to a certain degree- with the wish of Tomoe.


      If you put the education component in the orphanage, the student component gets stronger.


      In order to match it with Asora, there’s the need to prepare something that has proper form for when it happens.


      Being able to enjoy the birth of a yoseba is certainly one part of its appeals, however, the current Tomoe is not a period drama edo freak, but a woman that dreams of a child. 


      It is actually pretty far away from the plan of Makoto about this serving as recreation for Tomoe.


      “Tomoe-sama.” 


      “Stop with the -sama. I am aware that I have the standing to don that, but considering the relationship we will be having from now on, you can relax and call me Tomoe-san. Or maybe even call me Big Sis like Lime does.” (Tomoe)


      A stiff relationship isn’t bad.


      But thinking about the fact that children are involved, it would be a pain if the relationship were to be stiff the whole time.


      The nervousness of adults will certainly transmit to the children.


      “Lime certainly does call you that, but what does Big Sis mean?” 


      “Something like a female boss, or the woman of the boss-ja. Fumu…fufufu.” (Tomoe)


      Thinking over the meaning of the latter one by herself, Tomoe laughs creepily.


      This would be quite the strange behaviour for people who know her usual self.


      “So, the ones who will be responsible for the reconstruction in the Weitz Orphanage will be you people, right?” (Tomoe)


      “Ah, yes! I, Seina, and the male staff member, Tigu, will be the ones responsible.” (Seina)


      “I see. Looking forward to working with you. I will be the one in charge most of the time, Tomoe-ja. Of course, I don’t mind if you were to talk with Waka directly, but…” (Tomoe)


      ““……””


      The words of Tomoe implied something.


      Seina and Tigu waited for what more she had to say.


      From what they have seen until now, they feel like it would be several times easier if it were with Raidou rather than Tomoe.


      If it is going to be easier with the superior, it would be more convenient to direct their requests to him instead.


      It can’t be helped that they would think like that.


      “If you were to do that, it would be incredibly displeasing for me. I figured…I should at least tell you that beforehand.” (Tomoe)


      ““……””


      The Weitz Orphanage hasn’t brought displeasure to Tomoe until now.


      Or more like, until this day, this place had practically no worth for Tomoe.


      If you have no interest, there’s close to no chances to get that angry.


      It was simply a relationship that had just the minimum amount of contact for work.


      However, a case where she would feel displeased has been pointed out to them.


      If they were to make a direct appeal to Raidou, their request might be easily passed, but Tomoe is telling them to be prepared for the penalty that comes with it.


      ‘I feel like I would get soft, so I will leave it to you, Tomoe’. 


      Tomoe properly understood the meaning of her master’s words.


      “Now then, the main topic here is the reconstruction, but…” (Tomoe)


      “Yes?” (Seina)


      “Before that, I would like to confirm that you guys properly understood what I said just now.” (Tomoe)


      “? Confirm?” (Tigu)


      Tigu tilted his head.


      By ‘just now’, is she referring to confirmation of the orphanage reconstruction and support, and also Raidou’s plan declaration about bringing teachers and beginning education?


      If that’s the case, there’s no need to confirm, they remember it clearly.


      Unable to understand Tomoe’s intention here, he ended up questioning it.


      “Umu, as long as you are going to be actively adopting the education policy, the adults should be able to answer the daily questions of the children, or there would be no point.” (Tomoe)


      “…Could that mean…us too?” (Seina)


      Tomoe nods to Seina.


      “Of course, I will have you participate in the lessons too. It goes without saying, but it is going to be unacceptable that you get lower scores than that of the children. You will be literally dedicating yourselves even if that means sacrificing sleep.” (Tomoe)


      “Is it okay to study when we are this old?” (Seina)


      “Seriously? That’s quite the demonstration.” (Tigu)


      Seina and Tigu were surprised and happy that they will have to study too.


      But the part that they not only have to take the lessons together with the children, but also always be one step ahead of them is pretty difficult of a task, which they still haven’t noticed.


      It is not like their work as staff members will be decreasing, and an adult learning would require quite the force of will and endurance.


      “As long as Waka says there’s the need to train in jobs, we would have to also add subjects to learn about crafting, which inevitably leads to requiring places to learn in.” (Tomoe)


      “…It is true that it would be impossible to learn about cooking in the current kitchen we have.” (Seina)


      “If it is woodworking, we could do that outside…no, there’s the risk of rain, and the sound would be an annoyance. It would be rough, huh.” (Tigu)


      “On top of that, at first it is okay, but we are dealing with children  of different ages, aptitudes, and knowledge, so there will be the need to set up a number of grades. This will also require division in locations.” (Tomoe)


      “Location division? I think everyone can do this together though.” (Seina)


      “Seina, as I said, if you are going to make children of different age, aptitude, and even abilities, take classes together, it would be inefficient.” (Tomoe)


      “Really?” (Seina)


      “At first, everyone will be together-ja. But the difference in abilities will show up as they learn. Then, it would be better to do class divisions as a step-up that would match their abilities and personal growth, don’t you think?” (Tomoe)


      More so, that’s the policy Asora runs when educating and training, but obviously Tomoe didn’t mention that part.


      Not yet.


      “It is like a race. Sounds interesting. Children, who would get bored repeating what they can already do, would certainly show up after all.” (Tigu)


      Tigu seemed to be in favor of the class divisions.


      It is in a sense a skipping grade system, but in this kind of start, it does show certain effectiveness.


      Of course, Tomoe is also aware of its demerits, but when pushing her own opinion, she won’t go out of her way to bring herself to a lower position.


      “Really? A race feels like we are having the children compete with each other, and I don’t like it that much. If possible, it would be better if we were to not have children fall or drop out…” (Seina)


      Seina brings out a negative response.


      “But living is exactly that, a competition, right? Training for that to a certain extent before going outside doesn’t sound bad, right? In the first place, they are living in an orphanage, they should already understand the harshness of society. Thinking about a system that won’t bring about drop outs will be a job for the future. If you don’t want to have drop outs, you can just support them properly.” (Tomoe)


      “I do understand, but…no, you are right. It is not about teaching the competent children, but to teach them about further beyond that. I get it. In the first place, we need the Kuzunoha Company to lead the teaching policy. There’s a lot of things we can’t think of.” (Seina)


      “Yeah. The start will be left completely in your hands. That can’t be helped.” (Tigu)


      The two understand clearly that this is outside their expertise.


      Tomoe had a better evaluation of the two of them compared to people who speak about ideals without being able to do it or knowing about it.


      “Well, you are right. We will be leading at first. We were the ones who suggested this, so we have to take responsibility. And so, the conversation jumped a bit too ahead, but what I want you to understand first is the important prerequisite. From today on, I prohibit the acceptance of any new child into the orphanage.” (Tomoe)


      ““?!””


      “As Waka has already explained, this place is full-ja. Even if we remodel the place, that part won’t change. I even feel like it surpasses a bit than what you can look after, but…I will look the other way on that part. Understand? Anymore is…unacceptable.” (Tomoe)


      “I think about 10 more should be okay.” (Seina)


      “Not a single one will be allowed. If you break this…” (Tomoe)


      She cuts off Seina in an instant.


      This is still a difficult way of doing things for Tomoe’s master. 


      “…”


      “The Kuzunoha Company will abandon the Weitz Orphanage. We will take our hands off completely. This has been discussed with Lime too-ja.” (Tomoe)


      This is the truth.


      Tomoe had placed this condition on him as a penalty for getting it over his head and relying on Makoto.


      Of course, she also told Lime that he can still assist them on his own accord though.


      She obviously isn’t telling them this part on purpose.


      “That’s too sudden!” (Seina)


      “As long as you keep the promise, there’s no problems. I also wouldn’t want to do anything horrible if possible. Thus, I am asking strictly here.” (Tomoe)


      ““……””


      Tomoe is serious.


      Her eyes and tone were transmitting this.


      The Kuzunoha Company will be cutting all support if even one is added.


      “However, the representative Raidou-san…” (Seina)


      “-sama. I didn’t say you can act familiar with Waka too.” (Tomoe)


      “! Raidou-sama didn’t say anything at all about cutting off the support.” (Seina)


      “Waka was terribly worried that he would be too soft on the Weitz Orphanage if he were to be in charge. Therefore, he said before that I would be the one in charge, didn’t he?” (Tomoe)


      “…So that’s what he meant…?” (Seina)


      Seina had finally noticed that she had poked into an unbelievable thing.


      Lime said he was okay with how things were currently. 


      That if they wanted to create a change, they should first raise their achievements, and then negotiate with Raidou.


      But the discussion is done now.


      The milk has been spilled.


      Regretting what has already occurred won’t make it turn back.


      “At this point in time, I won’t be asking for what purpose you wanted to know the true intentions of Waka. In the first place, the fact that you guys didn’t try to stop the reduction of the support from the other places…is the very definition of being spoiled by us, don’t you think?” (Tomoe)


      ““?!””


      The expression of Seina and Tigu stiffen.


      The Kuzunoha Company was providing great support without speaking out.


      A support good enough that could fulfill the necessities of the orphanage. 


      On the other hand, the other companies and rich people that would only put a few gold coins every few years would come appraise the children and demand things.


      There were actually many cases where they would take an attitude of cutting them off completely when the relationship got bad. 


      Seina and Tigu didn’t do this because of self-interest.


      However, there certainly were things they could have done if the support with those other people continued.


      The feelings of doubting the intentions of the Kuzunoha Company even though they were being spoiled by it were gravely present.


      (Well, the cut of the support was also the aim of Rembrandt. It is also true that they were relying on the gold of filthy companies. I won’t say it is solely their fault. Also, if I didn’t put this out strictly, they might have increased it to 300 or even 400. Seeing the memory that showed when they reacted to the perfume, I can’t say I don’t understand their feelings, but…thinking about the fact that we haven’t even finished the step of buying the land in the area, and the possibility of them joining Asora, we can’t be soft on them. Even if in foundation is going in a good route for Tamaki.) (Tomoe)


      Tomoe remembers a terrible memory. 


      It was in the memory of Seina and Tigu, and two other staff members.


      —


      Aah, you have a good face there. Then, I will be taking that boy. I will spare you. I will be coming again. I am looking forward to my most beloved expression.


      —Hey, I will let you choose. You or him. Who should I kidnap? Kufufu, right. You want to be spared, right? Since you asked, I will grant it for you. Fufufufu.


      —That’s no good. Screaming like that. See, the adults have woken up now. Aah, so pitiful. Because of you, everyone will die. Even though I don’t find killing as fun at all. Aah, what a shame. The time to kidnap you is gone now. I will come again.


      —What a good child. As long as you offer me the children that I like, no one dies. This is a necessary sacrifice. You are smart, so you understand. Oh? Even though you are doing the correct thing, why are you grinding your teeth? Is there a need to cry? You are saving the other children here, you know?


      It was the elf Makoto had informed her about, Rio.


      He has been kidnapping children regularly.


      He has been coming to the Weitz Orphanage over and over as well.


      He would always show up to a child or staff member and have them perpetrate it. 


      With that same smell, he would come alone, and kidnap children while enjoying a conversation.


      For the staff members, it was one of their worst memories.


      —This child will be becoming a slave. Even though they are a hyuman.


      —I sometimes sell hyuman slaves to demi-humans. Can you imagine what kind of treatment they get? 


      —If they aren’t sold in 1 year, they are disposed of. It means bye bye.


      If they had begun the meeting with a scent that brings back such memories, it could have turned into an even more terrible situation than just one or two insults.


      Tomoe sighs. 


      As always, the strange fate of her master was going strong.


      Then, she chuckled.


      But this time around, he is passing the situation while playing with the children.


      (It won’t be long before there’s a breakdown with that elf. Well, as for me, as long as I can secure hyuman children for the sake of my children…ah, no good no good. If I were to just line up what I am saying, there’s not much difference from that elf. Hmm…looks like those two are about to yield.) (Tomoe)


      “Uhm, Tomoe-san, if the support of the Kuzunoha Company is gone right now, the children won’t even be able to eat.” (Seina)


      Obviously.


      There’s too many after all.


      “Yeah.” (Tomoe)


      “We will do our best. We won’t increase the amount of children. So please…” (Seina)


      “There’s no need to do your best. Answer with results. If the children increase, it is over. Understood?” (Tomoe)


      “There’s even children who are sick and in pain that appear in front of us, you know?!” (Seina)


      “Then, you can accept them.” (Tomoe)


      “Eh?” (Seina)


      “In exchange, make one child leave.” (Tomoe)


      Tomoe says as if it was nothing.


      ““!!””


      “Hey, we are not in a relationship where we are trying to probe each other, right? If you take one step into the cliff, you fall. I don’t think there’s any further explanation for that.” (Tomoe)


      “But…there hasn’t been a single word about that until now…” (Seina)


      There’s no buts here. 


      Until now is until now.


      From now on is from now on.


      That’s how change is.


      More so, no matter if it was a miscalculation, Seina, who was the very person responsible for this change happening, shouldn’t have any right to object.


      “It felt bad that we didn’t say anything, right? From now on, we will be speaking out properly. That’s what we are saying. Doesn’t this give you peace of mind, Seina?” (Tomoe)


      Even Tomoe doesn’t find this amusing to a certain degree.


      Speaking all high-and-mighty about the world when they are being spoiled by her master.


      In a corner of her mind, she felt this way, even if she didn’t say it outright.


      “Uuuh…” (Seina)


      “Understood.” (Tigu)


      “Tigu?!” (Seina)


      “Seina, what Tomoe-san is saying isn’t wrong. And in reality, Raidou-sama came and is even remodeling the place. And yet, trying to let us do as we please as we have until now is just pushing it. We were the ones who came asking for the Kuzunoha Company because they didn’t say anything, right? Also, I just don’t feel like this has any benefit for the Kuzunoha Company. They are saying they will lend us a hand in making the children of our place have no trouble when leaving. For now, let’s introduce the children that come here to other orphanages.” (Tigu)


      “O-Okay… But how are we going to…?” (Seina)


      Make other places accept them?


      And a place that has a decent environment.


      Tigu understood how Seina felt even if she didn’t say it.


      “We can provide them with goods that we have leftover, or something like that. There’s a variety of ways we can deal with it. Tomoe-san hasn’t prohibited that much.” (Tigu)


      “…You’ve got wits, Tigu. It is true that we won’t interfere with that.” (Tomoe)


      “! Thank you very much!” (Seina)


      “It’s okay. In those parts, talk between yourselves, and decide how you will be dealing with that. I simply told you what must definitely be done for the future.” (Tomoe)


      “We will definitely keep it. I will also be telling the others clearly as well.” (Seina)


      “Well then, it is about time we move to the main topic of the remodeling. About the necessary facilities we have spoken about before, our side will be deciding the structure beforehand. So there’s no need for you guys to think about the design.” (Tomoe)


      After telling them the most important part, Tomoe advances the topic.


      Seina seemed to still have something bothering her, but from what Tomoe has seen, she isn’t an idiot.


      ‘After calming down for one night, she should be able to see a clear picture of the current situation’, is what Tomoe has judged.


      Then, there’s no need to waste time. It is more important to properly instruct them in what they should be doing right now.


      “…Then, what will we be doing?” (Seina)


      Seina switched gears and asked.


      “Umu, first would be the preparations to move. Would it take several days for the staff members and helping the relatively young children?” (Tomoe)


      “Why limit it to just the young children?” (Seina)


      “I will tell Lime the details tomorrow, but I wanted to request something. I thought this would serve as compensation for the expansion. For me, that is. In the end, it ended up with a simple job of just giving your opinions to a perfume though. See? Waka is soft, don’t you think?” (Tomoe)


      “Y-Yes.” (Seina)


      “We will be expanding the dwellings of the children with the work they themselves do. It would give them a sense of accomplishment. Well, that’s fine. Anyways, I will have you take that job. Think of it as repaying the debt. Also, I would like you to allocate a number of yours so that they will be okay even when going out. So I want you to make do with the other members aside from that for the moving preparations.” (Tomoe)


      “…Understood. We will think about it.” (Seina)


      “Of course, there won’t be any danger to the children that will be doing the job. Don’t worry.” (Tomoe)


      Tomoe goes ahead and resolves the worry of Seina.


      “! Thank you very much.” (Seina)


      Seina felt as if her mind had been read, but it was an actual worry of hers.


      It made her happy that she was promised there’s no danger.


      “216 is too many.” (Tomoe)


      “!” 


      “It is too many, but Waka said he would accept them. Then, we won’t reduce them. His will is absolute in the Kuzunoha Company.” (Tomoe)


      “…Okay.” (Seina)


      “So, how many days would you need?” (Tomoe)


      “What do you think, Tigu? If we are having them go out, I think it would take around 3 days maybe.” (Seina)


      “3 days, huh. Hmm, if we begin today, can’t we make it in 2 days?” (Tigu)


      “But we would also have to decide the arrangements of the rooms as well, so we wouldn’t have enough hands on our side.” (Seina)


      “I see, the arrangements as well. Then, 3 days, no 4 might be necessary.” (Tigu)


      “There’s a lot of heavy stuff after all. We could pull Lime into it?” (Seina)


      “No, he is doing work for the Kuzunoha Company, so that would be bad.” (Tigu)


      Tigu glances at Tomoe.


      “I don’t mind. I won’t complain about what Lime is doing where, when it is outside work hours.” (Tomoe)


      She is saying that as long as he does what he has to do, he is free.


      Tomoe suddenly got interested in what’s the actual image the Kuzunoha Company has.


      They should be decently known in Tsige. 


      She was musing about investigating how the residents in general see them. 


      “Then, in 4 days it will be certain, right?” (Tomoe)


      “Yeah.” (Tigu)


      “We will manage in 4 days, Tomoe-san.” (Seina)


      “Got it. Then, I will have Lime help you with the moving tomorrow. I will leave empty spaces for the areas you decide, so decide with everyone. I will also prepare a place to put the things that you have brought out for the moving. You can put those things there. I have decided it will be in 5 days. Even if it rains, no, I will make it so no matter what happens, it will happen that day. Do your best.” (Tomoe)


      “Uhm…” (Seina)


      “What-ja? I want to return with Waka already.” (Tomoe)


      Tomoe glances at the disastrous scene of Makoto.


      But her face said that, rather than saving him, she wanted to join in. 


      “Does that mean, after 5 days, at night, there will be new rooms?” (Seina)


      Seina just couldn’t feel this was possible yet.


      Of course, this was the same for Tigu.


      They couldn’t wrap their heads around how a building can be raised in the same day.


      It is obvious that this is a remodeling method that only a select number of royals and nobles can take even in this world.


      “Of course.” (Tomoe)


      Tomoe says this as if nothing.


      It looks like she really wants to just leave.


      They could tell she is itching to.


      They could even feel traces of childishness from it. 


      “Got it? Then, I will be passing you Lime tomorrow.” (Tomoe)


      “Alright. Thank you for your hard work.” (Seina)


      “We will be counting on you.” (Tigu)


      “Good.” (Tomoe)


      Tomoe passes by the side of the two, and leaves with quick steps outside.


      At the back of where she was, in other words, at the outside of the window, there’s a whole lot of children combined with Makoto. A combination of 10 bodies, making a full armor god Makoto.


      Seina and Tigu who were curious and got close to the window couldn’t hold back their laughter.

    

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 319: Developer T


    
      This is a single cell, right?


      This is the impression of Tomoe after seeing the arrangement of the room they will be living in while being guided by Seina and Tigu.


      The construction maniac professional eldwa that was given the drawing also chuckled at this.


      This certainly isn’t a space that people could live in.


      That’s how it looked.


      This was the result after the director, the staff members, and some opinions of the children were mixed into it, but now that they think about it, the opinion of a group of people who have no knowledge in construction is just put together haphazardly anyways. Tomoe didn’t take into consideration this.


      “This will be more difficult than expected.” (Tomoe)


      “Seems so. I would say Tomoe-sama or Komoe-sama can create an illusion that has pseudo-sensation to explain how it would look like.” 


      “…That would be quite the construction planification meeting the likes that no one in this world has experienced before.” (Tomoe)


      “But this Weitz Orphanage remodeling is a direct matter of Waka-sama, also it is in part related to Lime, so as someone that’s part of the construction department of the Kuzunoha Company, I don’t want to skimp any parts.” 


      “I know. This is in a sense a job that Waka ordered me. Well, the small ones can just sleep together in a huddle. For the children that are of a decent age, divide them between male and female… I would say rooms for 4 people?” (Tomoe)


      “Sounds about right. The size would be…fumu, I would say 4 tatami mats and a half.” 


      “Wait wait, 4 and a half? You are not thinking about making it a 4 story building, right?” (Tomoe)


      The eldwa thinks about the size of the rooms from the construction plan.


      After hearing the result of the calculations, she hesitated for an instant, and asked about the structure of the building. 


      “We are going to be handling it, so it must be a construction that shows the workmanship of the company.” 


      “So you say, but it is an orphanage, you know? Won’t it stand out in a bad way? Can’t you proceed with the current 2 story plan?” (Tomoe)


      “I feel like it would simply change from single cell to single cell(?).” 


      “Hmm…” (Tomoe)


      “Then, how about we compromise and go for a 3 story. Is there a need for the staff members to have their own rooms? Might as well just prepare a dormitory and…” 


      “No-ja. There’s more than 200 children. No matter how close it is, having them come from a different place is a no-ja.” (Tomoe)


      They will be preparing a director room that will be serving as a reception, and make it possible to sleep there, but that doesn’t mean the director alone will be able to care for the children.


      Tomoe thought that it would be best if, instead of preparing a night watch place, it would be better for the staff members to be living in the same place as it has been until now.


      “…Ah, right. There’s a whole lot of ruffians in Tsige.” 


      “That’s how it is-ja. Aside from the outward appearance, there’s also the need for it to be a practical facility in a variety of ways.” (Tomoe)


      Places that require water like the kitchen and bathrooms, as well as rooms for training will be on the first floor. 


      The sunlight reaches well in the upper area, so making a vegetable garden to deepen their understanding of plants might be a good idea.


      If this were their company store, they could use magic tools like they were common items, ignoring all theory and common sense, to overwhelm intruders, but this time around, it is a different matter.


      “But this is supposed to be a place that the orphanage hasn’t had before.” 


      “On the inside, that is.” (Tomoe)


      “Then there’s the need to show that it is new to a certain extent. If we make it so that any idiot can tell that the Kuzunoha Company was involved, it can serve as one barrier of sorts.” 


      “…Do you really want to make that 4 story building that much?” (Tomoe)


      “I want to!” 


      ‘Haah’, Tomoe lets out a deep sigh.


      So reliable. 


      And also amusing.


      “Got it got it. I will ask Waka for his approval…maybe we can try going that route.” (Tomoe)


      “Alright!! Thank you very much! Then, let’s go to the next point at once.” 


      “Hm?” (Tomoe)


      “We will set toilets on each floor, and the drainage will be like this and this.” 


      “…No. Settle it all on the first floor. It would reduce the pains if the water related stuff is on the low side on the second floor and up, right?” (Tomoe)


      “Then, I will set an automatic bath on the first floor that will take away the dirt in your body with small bubbles that I have been experimenting with recently.” 


      “Are you making a hotel here?! What are you doing putting experimental stuff from Asora into the new building of an orphanage?!” (Tomoe)


      “Eh? I can’t? Can’t it just barely make it? We want to do our best since we have a rare request directly from Waka-sama.” 


      “Even a big bathroom is a luxury-ja zo. As long as they have a place to bathe in, it should be okay.” (Tomoe)


      “…Got it. For the bathing, we will simply set a place that can put out hot or cold water on the regular.” 


      “…Wait. That’s a bit too luxurious, construction mania. You are supposed to be the boss here.” (Tomoe)


      “Waka-sama would be picky on bath related stuff!” 


      “Think about what’s fitting for the setting!” (Tomoe)


      Not only Seina and Tigu, to think that even the one in charge of the construction from their place would get strangely heated up. This was a complete miscalculation from Tomoe.


      Moreover, as she listens more and more, she would go ‘what’s with that, doesn’t it sound nice?’, which is the scary part.


      Well, they are currently drawing the plans as they adjust those suggestions.


      This may sound weird, but they weren’t expecting anything normal to be coming from this from the very beginning.


      And then, after one night…


      “Uhm, Tomoe-san.” 


      “…What-ja?” (Tomoe)


      Seina looks at Tomoe with a straight face. 


      Because Tomoe was accompanying the eldwas, she missed the time for dinner, and it was only until late at night that she was now able to return to her room, which made her be in an incredibly bad mood.


      Moreover, with the instructions of Tomoe as foundation, the eldwas were adjusting the blueprints the whole night as if it were natural.


      By the time they were called for breakfast, the blueprints had jumped into a completely different dimension, and Tomoe managed to somehow put common sense to it and adjusted it to a degree that they could compromise.


      If they were regular people, not sleeping a wink would make them have bags under their eyes, their bodies would be sluggish, and they would feel horrible, but Tomoe can go one or two weeks without sleeping. 


      That’s probably the only saving for her.


      “There’s 4 blueprints here.” (Seina)


      “By your proposal, it should have been a single cell for residence.” (Tomoe)


      “Uhu.” (Seina)


      “So we made it a 4 story building for convenience. Thus, 4 blueprints.” (Tomoe)


      “F-Four story, you say?! Are you really gonna be making something like that?!” (Seina)


      Seina hasn’t even heard about a building with 4 floors. 


      Or more like, most of the people in Tsige who face hardships almost on the daily have not seen a building like that.


      “We can. No problem.” (Tomoe)


      “…Uhm, Tomoe-san.” (Tigu)


      “What-ja, Tigu?” (Tomoe)


      “It looks like the garden is gone though.” (Tigu)


      “There’s one, on the 3rd floor.” (Tomoe)


      “3rd floor?!” (Tigu)


      The result after thinking (the eldwas) about the location and public order, it ended up with having the garden on the first floor being pointless.


      In this fantasy world where they associate direct contact with the ground as receiving the blessing of the earth and the influence of the Spirits, Seina and Tigu do have a point.


      But according to the workers, as long as you mix a ‘variety’ of things to the earth when adding it, it won’t be any inferior. 


      Even though she told them to not ignore the logic of the world.


      Tomoe felt a headache coming to her.


      But she decided to shut one eye to something of this degree.


      There’s also the justified great cause of showing the people of Tsige the construction skill of the Kuzunoha Company.


      On the day of the construction, Makoto will be in the Dusk Street.


      Tomoe pumped herself up thinking that she should think up a variety of things until then.


      “In that case, what will we do about the luggage placer that was made recently?” (Tigu)


      Tigu’s question was natural.


      The small hut that the dwarves made immediately when arriving had become the center of attention for the children.


      It was as if a small house had been made at the corner of the garden all of a sudden, so their tension being at max was to be expected.


      “The luggage carriers will be coming on the appointed day. Just as the dwarves of before, I am grateful that they didn’t hate or get scared of the demi-humans too much. You are raising them well.” (Tomoe)


      “I don’t know about other places, but there’s a lot of demi-human adventurers in this city, and for the orphans and us staff members, they are not people we can make fun of. Of course we would teach them that. Lime also said all the time that talking about this and that of demi-humans is something that only weaklings would do.” (Lime)


      “I see, so there was groundwork from Lime, huh. I can understand that.” (Tomoe)


      The place has been educated by Lime, so the orphans and staff members don’t show much opposition.


      This will make quite the good impression on Makoto. Tomoe praised the fine job of Lime internally.


      “Tomoe-san!!” (Seina)


      Seina flipped the blueprints and raised a loud voice.


      “I am listening one by one here, so can you be a little more quiet? What-ja?” (Tomoe)


      Feeling that the excitement of Seina and Tigu was increasing more and more, Tomoe warned them to keep it down before urging her to continue.


      “What’s this ascending device?” 


      “It is called an elevator. It is a box shaped container that can go up and down to transport to each floor which we use experimentally in the Kuzunoha Company.” (Tomoe)


      “How do you move something like that?” (Seina)


      “Magic power-ja.” (Tomoe)


      “Even if you tell me magic power, we don’t have a mage in our place.” (Seina)


      “Figures. In other words, if you want to use it, learn to use magic power.” (Tomoe)


      “…That’s unreasonable.” (Seina)


      “The main purpose is that we will be using it for convenience at the construction day and for maintenance. But if you want to use it, you can. Just think of it as not being there for now.” (Tomoe)


      “Also, about the garden on the third floor.” (Seina)


      “Yes?” (Tomoe)


      “There’s also a vegetable garden. Where are we going to get the water?” (Seina)


      “From the first floor, of course. Carry it. It will be a good workout.” (Tomoe)


      “Aah, I see. It was such a normal answer I am relieved. Got it, that will be okay.” (Seina)


      “What’s with that-ja.” (Tomoe)


      “No, it is just that the construction of the Kuzunoha Company is so incredible, I thought you would say something like the ground would be gushing water or something.” (Seina)


      “What’s with that? There’s no way you can make a water fountain garden on the third floor! Seina, you are reaching there!” (Tigu)


      “……” 


      Tomoe was silent at the exchange of the two.


      (There was actually one on the morning blueprints. A water fountain and sprinklers to water the vegetable garden. Of course I would eliminate those stuff!) (Tomoe)


      Tomoe decided to keep it shut that their crazy assumptions were actually there in the morning. 


      “Aah, also…” (Tomoe)


      ““?”” 


      “Sorry, but as you can see, there will be quite the changes, so…the schedule has changed a bit.” (Tomoe)


      “As in?” (Seina)


      Seina questions the effects it will have with the program.


      “…Let’s see. It would be faster to do it as the eldwas said, huh.” (Tomoe)


      “Eh?” (Seina)


      “I will have you two sleep for a bit.” (Tomoe)


      Tomoe had closed her eyes to ponder for a bit, and after nodding once, she suddenly said that to the two, and Seina and Tigu collapsed onto the table. 


      At some point in time, there was dense mist around them.


      “I am the one who has to explain it, so it is not like I can take it easy, but it would save me a bit of the trouble.” (Tomoe)


      Saying this, Tomoe leans her body on the bridge and closes her eyes.


      By the time Seina and Tigu opened their eyes, they were in the room of a building they have never seen before.


      “Eh? Eeh?!” (Seina)


      “W-What’s going on?!” (Tigu)


      “Don’t make so much noise. The explanation was going to become a pain, so I simply changed the method of explaining to an easier to understand one. This here will be the room on the second floor of the children that are decently aged.” (Tomoe)


      “Eeh?!” (Seina)


      “I am showing you the finished product using an illusion. Well, it may be slightly different from the result, but think of it as being close to it.” (Tomoe)


      “Wow, so this is how it works out there, huh…” (Tigu)


      Tigu was at a loss of words spaced-out while feeling the clear sense of touch from the wall. 


      Unfortunately, there’s no one here who can tell him: ‘It is okay, there’s certainly a lot of people out there who would think the same way as you’. 


      “The small ones will all be sleeping in another room together. It will also serve as a hall and many other things. And so, about this place.” (Tomoe)


      “……”


      “I will have you use one room per 4 people. The beds will look like this.” (Tomoe)


      Saying this, bunk beds appear at both ends of the room. 


      “Wah!” 


      “Uoh!” 


      “Well, you can make a partition to make it a pseudo room for two. Do as you please.” (Tomoe)


      The positioning of the beds was freely changing with the words of Tomoe.


      Seina and Tigu were flabbergasted the whole time and shocked.


      “So, these beds, I will make it so they are decently easy to put together, so I want you people to be the ones putting them together.” (Tomoe)


      “Eeh?! We can’t make a great bed like this!” (Seina)


      “Not make. I said put together.” (Tomoe)


      “…In other words, you will leave them in a state that even newbies can do it?” (Seina)


      “Umu. We also have to confirm the state and number of bed covers, there’s the chance there won’t be enough on that day. The workers got way too into it and it ended up in this kind of building after all. The workload is going to increase. Ain’t that funny?” (Tomoe)


      “Tigu, what do you think? Could we do it?” (Seina)


      “…Hmm, I don’t know. Tomoe-san, can we practice with an experimental one for future’s sake?” (Tigu)


      “I have already brought it. If you guys are enquiring about it, I don’t think there will be any problems. We have to push a bit of the work to you guys, or there will be no end, you see. Counting on you guys.” (Tomoe)


      “I feel like we are in an unbelievable vortex here.” (Seina)


      “You are feeling that just now? Well, it is okay to take several days putting the beds together. You can just sleep all together in the large room till then.” (Tomoe)


      “Uhm, Tomoe-san, since we have the chance here, I would like to see a recreation of the water facilities and the garden.” (Seina)


      Confirming the size of the bed, Seina, who was mumbling, raised her head and requests of Tomoe.


      “I know. I was going to show you all the main places from the very beginning anyways. We are making something this large of a scale after all.” (Tomoe)


      The two who saw the garden and vegetable garden opened their eyes wide and cheered. 


      When the two learned that there were showers to bathe in, the two were dumbfounded and delighted.


      They were pretty confused as to what they would be using such a big washing place for, so when they learned about it, they were pretty shocked.


      The gathering of water, the state of the lighting, the drainage channel, and the waterway of before.


      Tomoe drove her explanations into the heads of Seina and Tigu.


      (It really makes it clearer to understand when they have an image, even if it is an illusion. We have to hurry with the buying of the surrounding land. Twice the market price might not be enough…) (Tomoe)


      It was clear as day that there will be complaints from many places once a 4 story building suddenly appears close to them.


      It will be the worst reception.


      Tomoe, who judged that it would be a pain to have them all understand, thought it would be better to just shut them all up with money.


      Just buy it all.


      A site where there’s an orphanage is cheaper compared to the average of Tsige as a whole.


      But it is by no means cheap.


      Due to it being a large scope, it will be quite the expense.


      (Well, maybe we can make a fire prevention facility, parks, water purifiers, and company related facilities. Good grief, to think we would also end up having to manage the waning sections of Tsige at the same time. That’s quite the developer debut-ja na.) (Tomoe)


      A whole lot of problems appeared in her mind.


      Even so, this is a personal matter. 


      Tomoe didn’t feel at all that this was out of her hands.

    

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 320: The shocked Rembrandt


    
      When it comes to spider nests, there’s a lot of types.


      …Correction.


      The webs of Mio have a lot of types.


      All the Arkes use their own kind of thread, and their methods are varied.


      Their knowledge may be shared to a certain extent, but it is easy to show your peculiarities in your way of using the thread.


      Hokuto would train daily in polishing his twisted thread.


      When he began to learn knitting, I was wondering what was happening, but he must be walking forward in his own way.


      Minato is researching cocoons, and has a whole lot hanging around.


      It reminds me of a purse web spider nest and I felt pulled back by it. 


      Well, there’s also other uses like using it as armor or adding it to weapons. 


      If Mio wanted to, she could do practically all of them.


      When hearing about spider nests, most would imagine the ones where they would spread from the center like an emission and would get bigger the further outside it goes. That kind of net has been spread.


      …Taking around one day, and not removing it even after night came.


      The thread of Mio had been set in the whole Dusk Street without anyone noticing.


      Tomoe is planning on making a 4 story building and is currently buying the land. When she asked me permission for those two things, Mio had already made it so that we could get every single piece of information for incidents that occur in the Dusk Street.


      “So, how is it?” (Makoto)


      “If it is poisons, we could get quite a lot from here. There’s rarely any of those kinds of ingredients circulating, so it was a pain.” (Mio)


      Poison…ingredients.


      Mio is treating them as being the same thing, but they should normally be two different things, you know.


      There’s exceptions like the puffer fish, but it is rarely the case.


      Hearing Mio’s opinions of poisonous mushrooms and poison in general as being delicious was quite the experience.


      Because of reasons, most of the poisons I eat would get negated. 


      It is not like I can’t eat them, but the taste of poison is still in a dimension I can’t really get.


      But I was pretty happy to know there’s many varieties of poison.


      If we bring a new poison to Asora, there will also be medicines with a variety of effects showing up as well.


      “Hoh, that’s nice. I think people like Minato will be happy about that. We don’t know what might happen, so it would be better to secure as much variety as we can quickly. Together with people that might hold routes for them.” (Makoto)


      “Yeah, it was a good harvest.” (Mio)


      “What about the cult? Was there any specific moves to spread information about us?” (Makoto)


      The forces here are mostly tilted to one side or another, so they are dispersed.


      It would be the easiest if we could first get a grasp of the central spot, and finish them off all at once, but I wonder if it will go that well.


      “That’s…” (Mio)


      Mio falls silent.


      That’s rare.


      “There’s only enemies?” (Makoto)


      Like in, we are already surrounded kinda way?


      “No, Rio himself is spreading it.” (Mio)


      “……”


      That piece of shit.


      I thought he was done for after I heard from Tomoe about the regular kidnappings he did, but even though he talked about the Anti-God Cult as if he didn’t want anything to do with them, he had already fallen.


      Not only that, he is on the side that propagates it.


      “In other words, we were being set up from the very beginning?” (Makoto)


      “…I don’t know. In the people that are spreading the rumor about the Kuzunoha Company and the Anti-God Cult, there’s also spies of the Aion Kingdom side.” (Mio)


      …?


      The Aion Kingdom?


      If many believe in the information that’s being spread about us, the Kuzunoha Company would end up being seen as the ally of the Mist Town, and be comrades of the owners that are the Anti-God Cult.


      The cult is helping the revolutionary army.


      In other words, the Kuzunoha Company is on the revolutionary army side. That will be the understanding that will be going around.


      The Kingdom’s spies are involved in that?


      Why?


      I can tell Mio is also confused.


      It feels as if the more we know, the more we are sinking in a bottomless swamp.


      “Kingdom spies, huh. It certainly doesn’t make sense. There’s nothing they can gain from that.” (Makoto)


      “I thought it would be wrapped up immediately. I am sorry, Waka-sama. It seems like it will take a bit more time.” (Mio)


      “If not for you, Mio, I would be walking around here while feeling unpleasant, so I am grateful to you.” (Makoto)


      It is on the level where, just by walking lightly around here with the front that we are here to investigate, makes me want to have a flamethrower with me.


      After learning about Rio having a warped inclination to kidnapping, even more was put on the plate.


      Kanta is a torture freak.


      Say no to the Dusk Street.


      “Want to kidnap a few of the Kingdom?” (Mio)


      “…Yeah, let’s hear what they have to say.” (Makoto)


      It is not the same as Rio, okay?


      We are simply going to be hearing what they have to say.


      …I think it is different.


      People trafficking is obviously profitable. 


      But for him, money is just an extra, and he is just a super pervert that gets excitement from seeing the faces of hyumans, demi-humans, and especially children who are treated as slaves.


      What we are doing is information gathering.


      “By the way, about this room.” (Makoto)


      The out-of-place suite room provided by Rio.


      We are making it so it looks like we are sleeping and waking up from here, but we obviously don’t use it practically at all. 


      It is a room that there’s no knowing if it had something set in it and the suspicious gauge is at max.


      It is pink and the bed is round.


      There’s only a shower and no bathtub.  


      Since it is like that, I tried asking Mio implicitly if there’s anything set in it.


      “There’s odorless gas filling this place. It paralyses your reason, enhances your feelings, and it is highly addictive in both body and mind.” (Mio)


      “Woah.” (Makoto)


      The whole room, huh.


      “Even the food I tried asking for didn’t have much that was decent. It doesn’t have immediate effects, but if you were to continue eating it for several days, it would be harmful for your body.” (Mio)


      “Can’t trust a single thing, huh.” (Makoto)


      ‘We are having a trustworthy chef make the food, so there’s no worry of there being anything put in it by a third party’, is what he said.


      Since you would be the one putting the stuff in, it is not really a lie, huh.


      “The bugging has also been done skillfully.” (Mio)


      “The full-course.” (Makoto)


      “All of them are set in such a sly way that your regular adventurer wouldn’t be able to notice. A normal hyuman wouldn’t have anything remaining of themselves after this.” (Mio)


      Mio giggles.


      Meaning that there’s no problem for us.


      “Everything has been dealt with, is what you are saying then. I am counting on you, gracious deity Mio.” (Makoto)


      “I left the parts that there wasn’t any need to do anything to, and also put dummies for the ones that were to fake it. Also, the fact that we are being observed all the time including the time when we were outside. There’s no doubt they were called purposely.” (Mio)


      …


      Rio is a friend that negotiated with Rembrandt-san. 


      What is Rio trying to do to the point of turning Rembrandt-san and his company into enemies?


      I wanted to put an end to this in the time Tomoe and Lime were buying us time, but it looks like it won’t work that way.


      How considerate do we have to be? Just how much of our force should be okay to put?


      I met Rio through an invitation, so I can’t decide this by myself.


      “…Gotta talk to Rembrandt-san once. With both the Kingdom and the rebellion army being involved, I can’t tell what can happen.” (Makoto)


      “By the time you return, I will strip this place down. Have a safe trip.” (Mio)


      Mio isn’t exaggerating when she says that.


      The information gathering power of Mio who has finished setting her web is exceedingly powerful.


      Not only how to deal with the things set in this room, she probably could tell who is walking where, and even what kind of conversation they are having.


      It is like having security cameras, infrared sensors, and sound collecting mics everywhere bringing information to Mio. 


      Rio probably doesn’t even imagine that they are being one-sidedly listened to and looked at in their own territory.


      This is the result of Mio diligently appreciating great thief series. 


      “I will be leaving it to you for a bit.” (Makoto)


      “Yes.” (Mio)


      I teleport close to the Rembrandt Company.


      I will ask a messenger to tell him, and it would be great if I were to be able to meet him at night. 


      He is the type of person that’s rarer for him to not be absent when there’s no appointments after all.


      For Rembrandt-san and Morris-san.


      His wife can be contacted decently often, so I have left her messages for him a good number of times.


      But I can tell an employee and it is mostly resolved with that so I normally come here pretty carefreely.


      That’s no good.


      I should make appointments beforehand as much as possible.


      “Excuse me~.” (Makoto)


      “Isn’t that Raidou-sama?!” 


      “Hm? Ah, Morris-san. What’s the matter? You seem to be in a hurry.” (Makoto)


      It was rare for Morris-san to jump out from the front door in such a flustered fashion.


      I ended up meeting him while I was trying to enter.


      “Good timing. Danna-sama wants to meet you! I see that you have a bit of time. Please, come in! Over here!” (Morris)


      “Okay…excuse my intrusion?” (Makoto)


      Did something happen?


      I was going to leave a message, but I got lucky…is what I want to say, but I feel like it wasn’t lucky.


      The matter of the Dusk Street hasn’t been dealt with yet. Just what’s happening now?


      I was guided to Rembrandt-san’s office room urged by Morris-san.


      ◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆


      Misura!!


      ……


      The consultation about the Dusk Street and especially the way to deal with Rio ended up with no problem.


      Tsige is about to face another big change.


      That’s why there will eventually be a need to disassemble and reassemble dark sides like the current Dusk Street.


      He told me that ‘if it is a pain, you can leave the aftermath to us, and it is okay if the Kuzunoha Company takes care of it. Do whatever you want’.


      About the matter of Aion and the rebellion army’s spies, there’s no problems.


      Currently, the existence of spies from both sides in the negotiations is being tacitly accepted.


      If I learn something about them, he would want to be notified about it, but he wanted us to not interfere with the spies.


      There’s no problems with the Weitz Orphanage.


      He has no idea what kind of 4 story building it will turn out to be, but he said that it sounds interesting, so he wanted to check it out the day of the inauguration.


      I didn’t plan on going on that very day, but if Rembrandt-san is going, I gotta go too.


      Even though he should be busy, he is coming to the orphanage that he has already pulled his hand off, just because it is connected to us.


      He is like a father to me as a merchant and as a person, really.


      There’s no problem with buying the land around for both the Rembrandt Company and the Merchant Guild.


      Or more like, Morris-san had already heard about this, and was about to confirm our intentions.


      ……


      And so…


      The talk of Rembrandt-san is about that guy who I shouted in my heart about.


      This is only from my perspective, but I could only say this is so pointless at this damn busy time.


      I remember that time when the Rembrandt Company got hit with a new problem.


      “Hahaha, I am happy that you are moving actively, Raidou-kun.” (Rembrandt)


      “Thanks. We are doing business in Tsige as well, so this is not someone else’s problem after all.” (Makoto)


      “Yeah yeah, you really make me happy saying that… And so…” (Rembrandt)


      “…Yes?” (Makoto)


      “I told you before, but our Yuno has a man she is interested in.” (Rembrandt)


      She is interested in? 


      Wasn’t it ‘going out with’?


      Hm?


      I was trying to remember that pointless thing.


      “Ah, Misura, was it?” (Makoto)


      “! Yeah, that Misura hoodlum that’s trying to work at a temple.” (Rembrandt)


      “Danna-sama.” (Morris)


      “! Fuuh… About this guy, who is in a party with my daughters and the others, I was wondering if you had some information about him, Raidou-kun.” (Rembrandt)


      “Information. Right now they haven’t reached the main lectures yet, and I am currently putting importance on this side, so I am having my helper, Shiki, take charge there.” (Makoto)


      “And has Shiki-san told you about any developments—I mean, the state of my daughters in the lectures?” (Rembrandt)


      When it involves his daughters, Rembrandt-san really becomes a worrywart.


      Those two did their best in Kannaoi, and they already have plenty enough ability as daughters of the company.


      The girls themselves seem to not be satisfied with just that, so they continue the lectures.


      Shiki hasn’t given me any problematic reports.


      I was thinking about showing my face over there when things calmed down here… There’s already a countdown till Rotsgard returns to normal.


      “No, nothing special. About the contents of the lectures, honestly speaking, their abilities as company daughters are already… They are competent enough that there’s no problem if they were to graduate from my classes.” (Makoto)


      “You really haven’t heard anything from Shiki-san? Really?” (Rembrandt)


      “…Yeah, no real change.” (Makoto)


      *Pang!*


      “?!”


      Rembrandt-san suddenly hits the desk in front of him with both hands.


      “Sif implied that Yuno had fallen in love with that squirt—I mean, a nobody called Misura!” (Rembrandt)


      “Y-Yeah, you told me that before.” (Makoto)


      Squirt?!


      “Right, I did give you that information as well. I was truly in your care at that time.” (Rembrandt)


      “Don’t mind it…” (Makoto)


      “But!!” (Rembrandt)


      “……”


      “What is this about ‘maybe she has fallen in love’, Raidou-kun?!” (Rembrandt)


      “Hm?” (Makoto)


      “What does it mean?! Isn’t it weird?! The idiot Zara doesn’t bring the letters quickly! This is weird!!” (Rembrandt)


      ……


      Rembrandt-san has gone mad.


      Morris-san.


      When I look, the guy that should have a wry smile as he heads to calm down his master…is not doing that.


      He is hardening his face into a smile while his whole body is trembling.


      What’s this?! 


      “Raidou-kun!” (Rembrandt)


      “Yes?!” (Makoto)


      Rembrandt-san put a foot on the desk and jumped.


      He lands at my side.


      H-He is unexpectedly deft.


      “I have a request.” (Rembrandt)


      “Yes, what is it?” (Makoto)


      “I want to know the situation over there as fast as possible. Risa is telling me not to go. She told me not to move from Tsige right now. Even when I told her I would return in around 3 days, she didn’t let me. I thought about having Morris do it secretly, but she got me beforehand. She is saying we can’t go.” (Rembrandt)


      Obviously.


      Who knows how the situation will move if you were to leave this town.


      There isn’t even a need to think about it. 


      Even I can’t leave.


      Or more like, 2-3 days from here to Rotsgard with teleport?


      It is as crazy as saying you are going to Brazil for the weekend.


      The wife is completely correct.


      I was wondering what was getting Morris-san so heated up. It was about Rotsgard…?


      No, even if he did, what do you plan on doing about Misura?


      In the first place, I feel like I had a terrible experience before when you learned about Yuno having feelings for Misura.


      “I feel like that’s just natural. If you leave Tsige right now, it would be pretty bad. I heard before about Yuno having feelings for Misura, but what happened now? Did she confess or something?” (Makoto)


      Did they have any progress?


      I don’t think they have done any further than that after all.


      If it is something like holding hands or kissing, I do understand that it might affect his working mentality, but I can’t understand what it is he would want so much that he would need to call me.


      If he tells me to break them up, it would trouble me.


      “That’s not it!” (Rembrandt)


      “W-What?” (Makoto)


      “I said ‘she might have fallen in love’!” (Rembrandt)


      “……”


      I heard that before! 


      Even though we are sober here, the conversation is looping!


      “Sif has!” (Rembrandt)


      “Eh?” (Makoto)


      “Even Sif! She said that she might have fallen in love with that bastard too, Raidou-kun!!” (Rembrandt)


      Rembrandt-san is crying.


      Sif?


      Not only Yuno?


      Both sisters?


      Meaning that they are fighting for Misura?


      A whole lot of question marks appeared in my head.


      I don’t understand.


      Shiki didn’t tell me anything.


      …Ah, I see.


      It is not like the love matters of the students has anything to do with the lectures.


      It doesn’t matter who the Rembrandt sisters fall in love with, it wouldn’t have any effect in the classes.


      He might have omitted that part.


      “This is my first time hearing about this.” (Makoto)


      “That’s troubling, Raidou-kun! I was relaxing because I thought I had left it in your hands, ye know?!” (Rembrandt)


      “I-I’m sorry.” (Makoto)


      His speech pattern is getting weirder.


      “I want to know more details about this at once. Just pulverize that Dusk Dawn or whatever, and check the state of those two! Please please!” (Rembrandt)


      He is being unreasonable here.


      But Rembrandt-san probably won’t be returning to normal for a while now that he is like this.


      And if I don’t nod at this, he won’t be letting me go.


      My choice was only one.


      MISURAAA!

    

  


  


  
    Chapter 321: Raidou and Shiki’s love countermeasure


    
      “Ooi, Yuno, got a bit of time?” (Makoto)


      I feel like it has been a crazy while since I have been in Rotsgard.


      Tsige and here are the places where the Kuzunoha Company took root, and my notoriety is decently high.


      The sparks of war suddenly hit Rotsgard and a lot of deaths happened, and in that event, the Kuzunoha Company and I had our names known in an instant.


      1 or 2 months after a big disaster, storm, earthquake, fire or anything like that where there’s many victims, a city would normally be showing a pitiful appearance, and the people who took refuge would normally still be living in temporary residences.


      But this place is almost completely revived.


      The suppression of the people involved in the incident, the materials for the reconstruction, the support to the residents, and participating in the construction work; the Kuzunoha Company contributed in all those areas, and with that, the favorability points increased drastically, and it also applied to me since I am the representative.


      On the other hand, due to the Academy Festival, many guests from large countries came, and after the incident, I ended up in the surroundings of the major powers.


      The results of that are…well, decent.


      The number one result would be our favorable connection with the feudal lord family of Kannoi which is the 2nd biggest power of the Lorel Union.


      It was a country I didn’t originally have plans on going to though.


      “Delicious! Sensei, what store was this from?!” 


      I arrived at the Academy while feeling a lot of eyes as if looking at a rare creature (and a number of them that directed admiration and gratitude), and then, using the information I was given by Shiki beforehand about the whereabouts of the students, I made contact with the little sister from the Rembrandt sisters, Yuno.


      A call from a temporary teacher should be a normal thing, but the gazes of the other students were filled with curiosity.


      At this point in time, she has probably begun going out with Misura, so they won’t be assuming anything here with me…probably.


      I can only pray that’s the case.


      Now then, my temporary teacher room has become -to my surprise- a private room.


      More accurately speaking, Shiki and I, even more accurately, it is mostly Shiki using it.


      And what I have brought out is desserts.


      For girls, it is gotta be sweet stuff.


      This is effective when hearing them out. 


      My basis is my mother and sisters, and also my archery club in highschool.


      The Rembrandt sisters both love sweet stuff, so I had Mio prepare a good amount.


      “It is handmade from Mio.” (Makoto)


      “..Uwa, super rare stuff. Aah, even though it is a taste I have never tasted before, it is way too delicious! Mio-sama is a genius!” (Yuno)


      “I will tell her. If she is in a good mood, she might even prepare more and send them here.” (Makoto)


      “Definitely! Please do tell her! Haah…even though it is creamy, it is refreshing to the mouth, and there’s a peculiar taste to it. So wonderful…” (Yuno)


      Yeah, I do think it is tasty.


      But is it so tasty that it would give you ecstasy?


      Does sweetness have a different effect between men and women?


      What we have in today’s catalog is matcha bavarois, roasted green tea jelly, and two types of beans for accent. 


      We were eating from white plates, but we brought them here from transparent glass containers.


      They must have prepared plates that wouldn’t be weird to find in Rotsgard.


      …


      Mio has been influenced heavily by Lorel lately.


      She bought quite a lot of green tea and oolong tea, and quite a lot of it is used on the daily in Asora.


      Not only food, she even began entering the world of confectioneries.


      For beans, she would practice with black soy beans, making them sweet or salty. 


      She said she was investigating the compatibility of things like soybeans, adzuki beans, and red peas.


      Honestly speaking, I personally would have considered being able to make anmitsu <syrup-covered bean jam> as the goal.


      But if I were to thoughtlessly speak out the highest point I look for, I might end up reducing the possibilities for Mio.


      I think Mio going ‘this is delicious, that’s also delicious’ is her optimum shape.


      The derivation of salted bean rice cake was quite delicious, and Tomoe also enjoyed it. 


      By the way, Shiki likes the bavarois of today.


      Yeah, cream.


      And well, the roasted green tea jelly that serves as a supporting role is something that Tamaki and I like. As always, Tamaki suspiciously likes what I like.


      “What’s this? This is truly a mystery. It feels strangely familiar…but I can’t pinpoint what it is…” (Yuno)


      Familiar…is she referring to the green tea flavor?


      It is similar to regular tea, but I think it has a completely different taste though.


      Maybe there’s a common taste in their roots. 


      In that case, she is sharp.


      “And so, I think you already understand why I came here. It is about Misura. First of all, are you going out?” (Makoto)


      “Papa… I heard from Mama that he was looking cool doing his work… I am truly sorry for making you come in such a rush because of him.” (Yuno)


      “No, I understand the worries of your father…to a certain extent. It is about his important daughters after all. And so?” (Makoto)


      “Yes, I confessed to him and got an okay from him just recently. I am going out with Misura-senpai.” (Yuno)


      Maybe she finds it saddening to finish eating it, her spoon would sometimes get slower as she answers my question with her lips that have loosened thanks to the power of the sweets.


      The answer wasn’t ‘it was a misunderstanding’ which would have been the most peaceful of the answers…but it can’t be helped.


      The spoon didn’t stop and Yuno ate the final piece of jelly.


      Her spoon had been going up and down from plate to mouth all this time.


      There was no relax time for her.


      “I see, you are going out.” (Makoto)


      “Yeah, lovey dovey.” (Yuno)


      L-Lovey dovey.


      It is a word that only idiotic couples would say, but in Yuno’s case, there’s the chance that she said this after calculating it.


      It is because it is her that it looks as if she is cheerful and innocent. 


      She actually has a pretty calculative side to her.


      Did Misura win the lottery here? Or did he think about his future and decided to go for her?


      “It is good that you both feel the same way. That’s what’s most important. But why Misura? I feel like a comrade taking the same class as you is a way too close of a place.” (Makoto)


      “The trigger was at that time in Lorel. Misura-senpai is a person worthy of admiration.” (Yuno)


      …It was a more decent answer than I expected.


      I am sorry for selling it low.


      “So it is serious to a certain degree?” (Makoto)


      “Of course. Also, it is not ‘to a certain degree’ but serious serious.” (Yuno)


      “My bad. It is just that your father has asked me to investigate this seriously. Want to eat one more of what you had just now?” (Makoto)


      As if it were a sleight of hand, I summon one more.


      Sorry, Shiki.


      But Shiki has already eaten it, and he can eat them again in Asora.


      “That’s not fair, Sensei. If you add more, I am gonna end up forgiving you. Thanks for the meal!” (Yuno)


      “About that Misura, wasn’t he planning on working for the church? Because of family matters or something.” (Makoto)


      “Yeah, he did. But there’s no problem. When that time comes, I will bring him to Tsige.” (Yuno)


      The future plans of Misura don’t seem to match with being in a relationship with a daughter of the Rembrandt Company.


      Rembrandt-san calling Misura as a hoodlum or a squirt might have to do with that…I hope so.


      But Yuno said she would bring Misura to Tsige as if nothing.


      “H-How?” (Makoto)


      “I said before that I admire senpai, right?” (Yuno)


      “Yeah.” (Makoto)


      “It is not like I approve of everything about him. I do love him though. His career path is honestly him being dragged by the flow. It is not something you should be doing with feelings like that. For what sake did he work so hard in Rotsgard and reached to this point? That’s why I will be talking to him as many times as it takes, and I am thinking of instilling him the choice of coming to our place.” (Yuno)


      “…”


      “My sister and I have to think about the successor of the Rembrandt Company after all.” (Yuno)


      “…”


      “We clearly have no chance with sensei. This is the first time we see papa take a liking to a man aside from Morris, so if sensei had wished for it, my sister and I would have accepted you.” (Yuno)


      Ah, my second cup is empty now.


      But I have no words


      I am speechless.


      I thought they were passing their days in the Academy by just riding relaxedly with the flow through their talent, but they are properly thinking about the future.


      And she is thinking about her marriage in a dry manner.


      If I wanted to, I could take one of them.


      Whether it be her older sister or her.


      This must be the thought pattern of an incredibly rich person?


      “Rembrandt-shi is my benefactor. You two are my benefactor’s daughters, and that vision of mine towards you two doesn’t feel like it is going to be disappearing.” (Makoto)


      “Looks like it. That’s why I am interacting with Sensei as a benefactor too. I don’t want to trouble you.” (Yuno)


      “I am sorry for troubling you.” (Makoto)


      “No no, I have been presented with a splendid dessert, so we are even now.” (Yuno)


      “Now that we are even, I would like to ask you something. About Sif, what does this mean?” (Makoto)


      Without that, I would have originally come 2 weeks later to Rotsgard.


      “…Aah, so you came here after hearing that too.” (Yuno)


      “That’s right.” (Makoto)


      “That’s…according to my sister…” (Yuno)


      “Yes?” (Makoto)


      “Ah, I shouldn’t be talking about my sister and father. My position as a little sister would be in danger, so please spare me from this, Sensei.” (Yuno)


      “…And the truth is…?” (Makoto)


      “I want to talk about this crazy delicious dessert with my sister, so can you meet with my sister too?” (Yuno)


      “Got it. I will do that.” (Makoto)


      “Then, I will call my sister! Thanks for the meal!” (Yuno)


      The little sister that plays the contrasting personality of the elder sister, huh.


      You would normally end up warped by doing that, but for some reason, Yuno seems to be enjoying that.


      No…


      According to Jin, the Rembrandt sisters were really infamous before they were hit by the curse disease.


      Yeah, he said the two sisters were the worst.


      They warped because it was a sensitive time, but they got ill in that sensitive time and changed.


      Even now, I still really hate illnesses and curse diseases.


      But the fact that there’s people who can use this as a learning experience and grow is honestly something I am impressed about.


      “Growth, huh. Have I grown since coming here? I am looking at myself all the time no matter how far I go, so I can’t tell…” (Makoto)


      My eyes fall to the two plates that were left on the table.


      Even though she wasn’t showing any bad manners in her way of eating, she ate in such a clean manner as if she licked it up completely. There’s two of them on top of each other.


      Ah.


      Sif would most likely want to request seconds too.


      If there were my share, I would give it to her, but I already ate mine.


      Well, when that time comes…that means your share will be gone, Misura.


      I used my deft magic trick to clean up the two plates.


      ◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆


      “In other words, you are telling me it is a misunderstanding?” (Makoto)


      I was internally glad but confirmed this from Sif in a calm manner.


      The matcha bavarois and the other already mentioned things were showing great effect on Sif too.


      The elder sister went ‘could this possibly be tea?!’ and saw through the identity of the sweets.


      But when she learned that this is tea that’s different from black tea, she asked me for the production.


      You were a few days in Kannaoi, so you guys should have drank it too, is what I thought while I taught her it was from Lorel.


      She was surprised.


      It seems like they were pretty busy over there, and they were treated as foreign guests, so they were mostly given food that matched the taste of foreigners to be safe.


      The drinks were black tea, coffee, or juice, and there was one time they brought sake.


      I see.


      If they were thinking they were foreign guests that came for an urgent business, it is plausible.


      It seems she is pretty sad that she couldn’t drink the tea that served as the base of these sweets.


      “Father-sama only listened to the middle of what I was saying, and said ‘I get it, don’t say anymore!’ and didn’t listen at all. Probably what Father-sama said, only the beginning has been transmitted accurately. I received a response telling me that he has told everything to Mother, but to think that it would turn into a situation where Raidou-sensei would be coming hurriedly.” (Sif)


      “…I see. Because of the contents, he must have tried to protect his heart. But this is a relief. With this, I can return without worries.” (Makoto)


      “How about showing up once or twice in the class? The new ones are looking forward to your teachings, you know?” (Sif)


      “Don’t you mean they are just showing respect there? I heard from Shiki that they are already going ‘hooof hooof’ by your training and it was heartwarming to see.” (Makoto)


      Ah, Misura.


      Sorry.


      “Jin and Amelia are really into it after all. Daena is unexpectedly the one that is serving as their stopper. It seems like he also thought about things when in Lorel. Of course, that goes for Yuno and I too.” (Sif)


      “Yuno, too? Isn’t she lovey dovey after going out with Misura?” (Makoto)


      “Ah, it is about that, Sensei. That’s the misunderstanding of Father.” (Sif)


      …


      Amelia…no, Jin, sorry.


      “I am worried about Yuno as her sister. She may say that she is serious, but the trigger was at that night where we were face to face with death. You know, when you are together with someone in a dangerous situation, even a commoner can look splendid, you know? There’s scammers that use that method too.” (Sif)


      So there’s the concept of suspension bridge effect here, huh.


      It is known in this world, moreover, used as a technique in scams.


      That’s a bit unexpected.


      “And so, I was in that situation as well. I certainly did think that Misura was decently good as a relationship partner, and said that I do like Misura too.” (Sif)


      “Hm?” (Makoto)


      Wasn’t it a misunderstanding?


      “And so, I baited Misura by telling him: ‘would it trouble you if I liked you?’. If he were a person that would be fine on two-timing us sisters because of a misunderstanding of the moment, I would have had to deal with it to a certain extent.” (Sif)


      …


      What an evil nature!


      “And then, he said with a serious face that he wanted to go out seriously with my little sister.” (Sif)


      Well, that’s normal.


      Or more like, is there a situation where the other party would go ‘it would trouble me’ and go into the two-timing route aside from games and dramas?


      There’s times when girls would even bring out knives for that, you know?


      There was one game where they brought natas or saws.


      …Man, that’s nostalgic.


      There was one friend in my archery club that was like that.


      The kind that, rather than being the protagonist of a love game, he was more of a character you would try to conquer in a girl’s game.


      He was the kind of guy that would nonchalantly say ‘It doesn’t trouble me, and I won’t trouble you either. I will treasure the both of you’.


      In those two-timing scenes in games where the man is killed, he would go ‘why wasn’t he satisfied with only one when he is such a weakling?’. Or ‘Understand the characteristics of the woman first’.


      Aah, right.


      Now that I think about it, I haven’t encountered any gigolo-like people in this world.


      Only pieces of shit that deserve to be slaughtered.


      What would that guy say to Sif, I wonder.


      ‘You really treasure your little sister’.


      …No, that’s not it.


      He wouldn’t think it is distasteful like I do, and he would most likely spit out words I wouldn’t even be able to think up.


      I was reminded of that nostalgic past of mine.


      Ah, sorry, Amelia.


      “In other words, you are saying it was just a series of events to confirm the feelings of Misura.” (Makoto)


      “Yes, sorry for causing so much of a stir.” (Sif)


      “…Hey, what would have happened to Misura if he was into it?” (Makoto)


      “…Who knows.” (Sif)


      Don’t ‘who knows’ me! 


      Scary!


      The face you are making is scary, Sif! She feels like the stabbing kind!


      Rembrandt-san, this girl is a bit on the dangerous side.


      She is the type that would make her parents cry several times.


      I am not at fault in this time’s incident, so I would like to not be caught in them.


      Go ahead and resolve it between the family.


      “By the way, Sensei.” (Sif)


      “What is it?” (Makoto)


      “Can I ask for this again in the next lecture? I can pay for it.” (Sif)


      “…It is one of the things Mio is trying out from a variety of things, so I will try asking her, but if you are okay with something different from this, I could prepare it.” (Makoto)


      “Then, please. Next time, a share for everyone…for around 20 people. I will do my best to prepare the money.” (Sif)


      Hearing that it is from Mio, her expression changed slightly.


      But to think that she would remain stout-hearted and not worry for her wallet as she ordered for 20 people.


      She is courageous.


      Well, it is just sweets.


      Did she inherit that courage from her parents?


      Yeah, Daena as well. Sorry, everyone.


      The share of matcha bavarois and everything else has been wiped out by the Rembrandt sisters. 


      Next time, I will bring an amount matching the people…no, for 20 people.


      Looks like I was underestimating girls—no, the Rembrandt sisters.


      At any rate, this was tiring. 


      It is a bit of a saving that this isn’t as tiring as the time with the Dusk Street.


      At any rate…teacher mode, end!

    

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 322: I am here


    
      A woman named Muller.


      She is called a beauty by hyumans, and even when compared to the people that praise her to high heaven, she not only isn’t inferior but surpasses them in beauty. 


      She was a bit ambitious for a dark elf that lives peacefully.


      But well, that’s as an elf.


      For hyumans it would be regular in that regard.


      She simply has slightly longer ears than a hyuman, and lives longer.


      That’s probably why she is accepted in this society. 


      Having her beauty acknowledged by the favorites of this world, and be loved by the god too. That’s Muller’s modest dream.


      But for hyumans and the Goddess, a demi-human having that dream is excessive.


      Her dream didn’t become reality. 


      Even after 100 years or 200 years.


      A world where no matter if you push or pull, it won’t change a single thing.


      What does it have to change in order for hyumans to understand the beauty of demi-humans? 


      Even when thinking about it, it didn’t lead to many places.


      The result of those thoughts was…the Goddess.


      If something is done about the god, the people will change too.


      We just have to make her change. We can have her gone.


      Who is going to be troubled by her being gone?


      The Dragons or Spirits might be able to take her place.


      They surely can.


      And in this way…Muller met the Anti-Goddess Cult.


      A group of people that have many doubts towards the order of the Goddess.


      Comrades that challenge the rule of the god and don’t give up by any means.


      Muller obtained a new objective after meeting them.


      She obtained the answer for the question she has had for a long time.


      “That thing isn’t an all-powerful God. It is simply one more existence that has power.” 


      “Her power is overwhelming and gigantic, so she was able to rule over this world for a long time. You of the Anti-Goddess Cult also don’t know when to give up. You are finally even causing a war to overthrow a major power. Doesn’t look favorable though.” 


      “Yeah, it doesn’t.” 


      Muller agreed at what her conversation partner pointed out as if she didn’t care.


      “…You admitted it so easily. I thought you would complain a whole lot more.” 


      Rio didn’t seem to find it amusing.


      Muller and Rio.


      Aside from the part that they are living a spontaneous life in a hyuman settlement, these two have nothing in common, but are acquainted.


      For Rio, Muller is a VIP.


      Selling the kidnapped hyumans and demi-humans to the Anti-Goddess Cult brings out the best type of expressions from those kidnapped.


      The same goes for the other side.


      For Muller, Rio is a priceless asset to obtain slaves and comrades as well as special goods.


      “It is true that I got a bit hurried there in retrospect. I wanted to make a way too big of a step like creating a major power that doesn’t follow the will of the Goddess. We remained in obscurity for a specially good while this time around, so everyone had high fervour.” (Muller)


      “It definitely would be interesting if it were to come true. Well, we are talking about you here. Are you going to go into hiding again and play the long waiting game? I don’t understand your intentions, but I have fulfilled my part in the cooperation. We crossed a dangerous bridge here putting our public face in danger, so I am counting on you here, you know.” (Rio)


      ‘It would be interesting if it happened’, the words of Rio had dark expectations from it.


      A country that doesn’t look favorably towards the Goddess.


      Moreover, a major power. 


      There’s no doubt people would sell well there.


      It will most likely become a great country where many demi-humans that want hyumans as slaves, and many hyumans gather.


      If you take one step out of Tsige, that kind of society could expand. 


      Rio spread rumors as a request from his VIP customer and old acquaintance of his, and he found it worthy of helping out with that image in mind.


      “…About how we will be associating from now on?” (Muller)


      By the way, Muller has a number of hyuman slaves.


      The happiness and taste of it was of course something that Rio taught her.


      “Of course.” (Rio)


      “I will properly tell the successor about you. Don’t worry.” (Muller)


      “Successor?” (Rio)


      “I am currently the Top of the Anti-Goddess Cult. At the time when we fail after making a big move like this, there’s no point for the executives and I that made conspicuous moves to be able to escape, right?” (Muller)


      “…You are planning on dying?” (Rio)


      The woman that has been living for several centuries and was talking about the beauty of demi-humans all the time without giving up and moved according to it is going to choose death.


      Rio was honestly surprised.


      His face was fluently saying how unbelievable it was for him.


      “Of course. I can’t let the progress of the Anti-Goddess Cult stop. Also, there’s still the possibility that we could recruit the Devil-sama and make a comeback. That’s why this is not a definite decision but just a temporary plan.” (Muller)


      “There’s no point in a leader, you say. Even though you finally managed to climb to the top. You can just slowly advance from now on, you know.” (Muller)


      Elves have the weapon that is time.


      When the same person can look after an organization for a long time, there’s times when it is more convenient to do things slow and steady.


      “We are a colony, Rio. The Head is there to die when they fail and make the enemy lower their guards. There’s more and more hyumans as you go higher and higher in the influential powers of the Goddess. They will die soon. It is a repeat of replacing in a short span of time and they soon forget about things of the past, and their sense of danger also dims. That’s why us, the Anti-Goddess Cult, still exist.” (Muller)


      The era that has been experienced and the era that hasn’t been experienced.


      Personal experience and knowledge.


      There’s a slight divide between these two.


      From the eyes of a long-living elf, this is a decisive weakness of the short-living hyumans.


      It is a deep rooted problem that will be an eternal issue in hyumans and demi-humans with low lifespans.


      “…How tenacious. You hate the Goddess so much you are willing to melt your individuality for the sake of the swarm, huh.” (Rio)


      Rio directs eyes of pity towards Muller.


      If they were to just ignore the Goddess moderately, they could have lived peacefully. 


      Because they are bothered by things like the Goddess and beauty, they are going as far as forsaking their selves to fulfill their roles in the organization. It is something unthinkable for Rio.


      Even if you become the top, you are simply someone that serves the role of the top, but you are simply just a pawn with a different name.


      Rio has also been in something that’s similar to an organization for a long time, but for him, an organization is simply a tool to efficiently fulfill your own ambitions. 


      It is by no means something to sacrifice your own self for.


      “The Goddess is simply an existence that possesses overwhelming power. That’s why, as long as us, the Anti-Goddess Cult, doesn’t give up, we will one day win. We have already placed measures for that aim.” (Muller)


      Muller mutters in ecstasy.


      “Thinking that you can win as long as you are stronger is so simple.” (Rio)


      “And that day isn’t far. I do have a bit of desire to be alive to see that day come, but…” (Muller)


      “……” 


      “Speaking honestly, I want to bring the situation into more of a turmoil before the Devil-sama intervenes in this war.” (Muller)


      “The Devil. Is it really a being that’s related to the Kuzunoha Company? I think their relationship with the Mist Town is a complete stretch, you know?” (Rio)


      “At that time in Limia, there were also comrades of the Anti-Goddess Cult there. The power of the Devil-sama that charmed the people there completely without using brainwashing; I would also like to see what the people that left the Anti-Goddess Cult saw.” (Muller)


      “The matter of the Seiko Lake, huh. Even though there’s no knowing if the enemy of your enemy is your ally. I am surprised you can put your hopes in something unclear.” (Rio)


      “I have accumulated resentment prayers all this time for a long long long time in order to bring down that Goddess, since long before I joined this place. I feel something there that surpasses even the light of destruction that I have been concentrating to create for a mind boggling time.” (Muller)


      “Then?” (Rio)


      “I want to see it too. I want to see what kind of light, or darkness, or fire, or water…” (Muller)


      Muller had gone into her own world and was lightly tripping there.


      Her monologue continued, saying peculiar stuff like wind, earth, shadow, and stars.


      “Good grief. Now that she has gotten like this, it is impossible to talk to her. Even so, I am bothered by the fact that there’s no change in those two of the Kuzunoha Company even now, and it is a good time to talk to them, huh… But really, I don’t understand. The haven for your hearts that you took your time to prepare, for that to be surpassed by the sudden appearance of a personage -that’s just a crazy concept for me.” (Rio)


      “A difference in views, Rio.” (Muller)


      “Uh?!” (Rio)


      He already didn’t expect any reactions from Muller, so he was shocked at her normal response.


      “An immense power that can suddenly destroy everything can conquer the Goddess too. There’s no story more exhilarating than this! Because there’s a power that is higher than even the Goddess, and they can press her head down by force. Isn’t that funny?! It is the most amusing story of them all!!” (Muller)


      “……”


      Rio was wondering why she can get so happy just by the fact that a new ruler has appeared in the world.


      In the first place, there’s no assurance that the being that replaces the Goddess will be a better ruler.


      It is not a being that weeds out the unfairness of the Goddess, but an existence that overthrows the absolute of the Goddess. The direction it is taking to deny it is warped.


      Setting up several means to camouflage their meeting, there was no power in Tsige that knew about this meeting between Muller and Rio.


      It is because they are sure of this that Rio is able to look at the change of Muller as if it were someone else’s business.


      …Without knowing that there’s a person that has been sitting at a chair there from beginning to end.


      (I see, so they were acquainted. But their connection with the Aion Kingdom hasn’t shown up. Is there another scheme ongoing that the two of them don’t know about? What problematic noxious insects…) 


      It is Mio.


      Thinking that there would be things she could learn from their expressions and the state of the conversation, she went there herself. 


      Rio and Muller have no clue at all that there’s a third person in the room.


      Kanta, who is guarding outside, and the group watching the room where Raidou and Mio should be in, also don’t have an inkling of an idea that Mio is here.


      This is the result of Mio being into infiltration scenes.


      Just like how her threads melt into a variety of things making it incredibly hard to detect with magic, Mio has also learned techniques to make it so that the people can’t detect her even when she herself is there.


      Right, like the times when you suddenly look at the dark side of your room, and there’s a spider curling its body there. 


      Does that mean that it was never present until that moment?


      Is it really because they are more active at night so they show up at that time, or about prey and other stuff? There’s the chance that they just wanted to greet the owner of the place for a bit.


      That special move of Mio made Makoto go as far as to think in that way.


      Mio had obtained an advanced technique that could even be called one of the ultimate forms of  sneaking.


      You can create a web, create a nest, and even chase and erase your presence freely.


      There’s already no future for the prey. It is a nightmarish super spider.


      This is the new side that was created from the synergy of Mio and phantom thieves, and it was performing well on this chessboard.


      (We captured the people of the kingdom, but they killed themselves. I will have Tomoe-san revive them later. Anyways, I would like to confirm if the taste of the chicken meat has seeped before Waka-sama returns. I would rather be spared from things that are not related to cooking.) (Mio)


      Mio brings the teacup to her mouth.


      It is brown rice green tea <genmaicha tea>. 


      She was having cold barley tea just a while ago.


      “So, do you have an idea as to the reason for the powerful recovery of the kingdom? At this rate, it will just get worse and worse.” (Rio)


      “Of course. It is also one of the reasons why I am fine with even dying here.” (Muller)


      “Can I hear it? It would help me out a bit if you were to tell me.” (Rio)


      “The Apostles of the Goddess.” (Muller)


      “…Apostles. Those guys, huh. To think they would show up.” (Rio)


      “Yeah, it is proof that the Goddess is being cornered. The demon race is also doing well after all.” (Muller)


      “Instead of Limia or Gritonia where they have the Heroes, they are lending their strength to Aion? It is hard to believe.” (Rio)


      “There are two Apostles currently. The two of them were supposed to meet with the Limia Hero, but one of them saw the distress of Aion and helped the Kingdom out as a present before heading to Limia.” (Muller)


      “…..”


      “If we could crush one of the Apostles here, the war between hyumans and demons will fall into deeper chaos. It will turn into a favorable situation for the Anti-Goddess Cult.” (Muller)


      “If it is possible to crush the Apostle of the Goddess, that is. I feel like this is a fatal situation that doesn’t favor that scenario though.” (Rio)


      “Rio, you are also an elf, so you should also try getting a view that sees further into the future. The reason why I have judged that this is a time to act is because I am certain that I can fulfill our objective to move forward. Hey, Rio, how about you actually become a comrade of ours rather than just helping us propagate?” (Muller)


      “No intentions to.” (Rio)


      “What a pitiful person. Even though no matter the shine a person shows at a moment’s time, they are simply ephemeral things of that moment.” (Muller)


      This time around, Muller was the one pitying Rio.


      Mio was watching these two with half-open eyes and letting out a yawn thinking ‘what a comical duo’.


      Mio felt that Muller was a person that couldn’t be underestimated. 


      That’s because she could feel intentions here and there of trying to drag Makoto into the war.


      Mio had absolutely no interest in the desires of Rio and the wish of Muller.


      What she treasures even now…no, even more than ever before is only one thing alone.


      (It seems like they have spit all the information I could get from them. I guess I will be going back now.) (Mio)


      Mio places a hand on her mouth as she stands up.


      ‘Hwaah~’, another small yawn escapes.


      Mio passes by the side of the two, heading to the corner of the room, and she melts into the wall just like that and disappears.


      Rather than calling it the peak of sneaking skills, the dexterous technique of Mio was already on the level of a horror movie.


      There’s no way a criminal and a cult leader would be able to face that.

    

  


  Chapter 323: Rising curtains for the show


  


  “So you really did come, Waka.”


  “? I told you last night that I would be coming, right?” (Makoto)


  Tomoe made a blatant ‘he came’ reaction.


  Of course I would come.


  It is exactly as scheduled.


  Since it is a building that is rare even within the buildings of Tsige, Rembrandt-​san said he would make time to check it.


  Of course I, as someone from the Kuzunoha Company’s side, should also come.


  It would be another story if I had some other business and wasn’t in Tsige, but that’s not the case right now.


  I can go to Rotsgard a bit later. It will be on hold until the spies of Aion we captured in the Dusk Street have been revived can give some actual answers.


  About Rio…depending on the circumstances, it might be best to deal with him first, but I have already made preparations.


  That’s why I haven’t placed any plans for today and have come for the remodelling –that’s already on the level of restructuring– of the Weitz Orphanage.


  I feel like me being present is natural though.


  I properly told Tomoe yesterday.


  At that time she didn’t look too into it either, but well, I rejected the hot spring properly, so I don’t think they will be going that crazy on the building.


  ‘It is a construction matter that came after the company store, so it will be seen as a job from the Kuzunoha Company’, is what the eldwa said enthusiastically as he spoke about making it a four story building and developing the surroundings too to a certain extent.


  He said something about putting his experience in Rotsgard to use and his motivation was plenty.


  “Ooh, Tomoe-​sama.”


  ““?!!””


  The hut that showed up all of a sudden talked.


  There’s no talking hut in the company either, you know?


  Is what I thought, but it was a king crab from Asora.


  There’s apparently few in Tsige who are used to seeing that kind of strange body too, so most of the people watching were pulled away by his appearance, and the children were either crying or were at a loss of words.


  At any rate, this is impressive.


  He is picking up the hut with both of his claws.


  Yeah, even when looking at it in person, it is a pretty hard to believe sight.


  The two claws are closed and he is supporting the hut with only the two pointed tips.


  On top of that, he is waving a right hand that has the same shape as that of a person.


  The hut isn’t shaking at all.


  Mio’s sneaking skill is on the level of a horror movie, but this is close to that too.


  This feat is so far from reality.


  The hut…no, the king crab approaches us.


  “Waka-​sama! It has been a while!”


  “Hanasaki, it has been a while. It is rare for you to go outside.” (Makoto)


  There haven’t been many requests from the Neptune Kings to come out from Asora, so unless it is a job that they are really suited for, there’s only a few instances where they are selected to go outside.


  Serwhale alone seems to want to actively make me know more about them, so maybe due to his sense of responsibility as the representative of their race, he would request to accompany us in a variety of situations.


  When there’s not enough people, I would have them accompany us, but there’s a lot of times where I would refuse when it is in a settlement.


  As you can see, their looks and abilities are prodigious, so they are exposed to the curious eyes, and it ends up worrying me.


  It is a king crab with the limbs of a human after all.


  Well, it looks like that was an unnecessary worry though.


  At the very least in Tsige, if you put the banner of the Kuzunoha Company to them, there seems to be no issues.


  Most of the criticism can be blown away by a king crab tackle anyways, hahaha.


  “I heard from the dwarves at the bar that there was a great outside job for the company. I ended up joining that table with them, and they said that there’s a job to carry luggage. And so, I thought about putting this body of mine to use.”


  “This is my first time seeing you carrying stuff, Hanasaki. That’s impressive. More impressive than I thought.” (Makoto)


  “This is nothing! This is simply the gift of being a crab! It seems like Tuna has been doing quite a lot in this city, so I ended up unintentionally trying to compete! I can only do manual labor, but even so, as you can see, Waka-​sama and Tomoe-​sama, I have a lot of energy for it. Well then…!”


  …Crab?


  You look like a hermit crab carrying that hut there…


  The king crab followed the instructions of the dwarf and lowered the hut at a vacant land.


  The land around has been bought, so there’s a lot of vacant lots.


  Especially the places that seemed like they would affect the orphanage this time around.


  Anyways…it feels like the work is proceeding pretty attentively.


  The general framework will be done with magic like boom, so wouldn’t the main core of the work be the interior design?


  Even within the earth magic, the spells categorized as earth control are used in a variety of ways for constructions.


  These element researchers and students that normally don’t see the light of the sun even in Rotsgard were doing a lot of work here.


  They were being treated terribly before like: they look plain when fighting, the uses are plain, it gains money in a plain speed, and because it is plain they don’t get popular.


  Because of the reconstruction and the alchemy stuff, the view they had on the earth element made a sudden turn.


  Now they have a better opinion of them, and there’s requests from the countries to raise specialists in the Academy, so there’s plans of increasing classes and teachers for those areas.


  “Ooi, excavation unit!!”


  “Ex…cavation?” (Makoto)


  What are they going to do by digging holes?


  Aren’t they going to use magic to progress this instantly…?


  I am beginning to feel uneasy about this.


  “Waka, since there’s the chance here, I want to tell you something clearly.” (Tomoe)


  “W-​What?” (Makoto)


  Tomoe-​san?


  You didn’t touch on this matter at all yesterday.


  “The eldwas are a group of craftsmen.” (Tomoe)


  “I know that already.” (Makoto)


  “They were all really motivated about this job. I was watching while somehow serving as a stopper, but…their motivation was like 150%. Now that I think about it, this is a direct job from Waka, so if we consider Kaleneon…there’s no way this would proceed in a moderate manner.” (Tomoe)


  “Wa?!” (Makoto)


  “I told them to at least make the appearance normal, so it will probably just look like a big building from the outside. I am really sorry.” (Tomoe)


  “…Just what in the world is going to be made?” (Makoto)


  “‘A hybrid of magic and the construction techniques of ‘that side’, is what they said proudly.” (Tomoe)


  Ain’t nothing to be proud about that!


  “Ooh, looks like it hasn’t begun yet huh, Raidou-​kun.”


  “R-​Rembrandt-​san. Thanks for coming, and welcome.” (Makoto)


  “Sorry about before. It was because of Misusquirt, I mean, squirt that I ended up asking for an uncomposed request.” (Rembrandt)


  Misusquirt.


  I thought he would correct it to Misura, but it was squirt.


  It is that huh, Misura entering a thorny path.


  At the very least, Rembrandt-​san has recovered to a level where he can do his job.


  Actually, I told everyone while having a meal that Sif was dangerous.


  Mio said ‘I see’ and nodded.


  Shiki went ‘really?’ and was despairing at his gone bavarois.


  Tomoe was silent for a while, and then gave me a common warning ‘you must not underestimate women’.


  Then, Tamaki said something even more scary.


  ‘Isn’t it just that she tried testing that Misura because he was not into it?’.


  Tomoe had a face that said ‘don’t say unnecessary stuff’.


  Sif tried to seduce Misura who loves Yuno.


  This is the truth.


  But what’s underlying in all of that is not clear.


  It is not certain that what I said was the reason was the actual reason.


  I can’t tell with magic if Sif was lying or not, so Tamaki said this with a teasing face.


  Yeah, that’s right.


  As if I would use magic for something like that.


  It is Sif we are talking about here, so I don’t think it is necessary.


  In other words, I don’t know what Sif was really thinking when she did that. That’s what Tamaki is implying there.


  But Sif told me her reason, and since she explained that to me, she will be treating Misura as her little sister’s boyfriend, and I won’t be trying to confirm it again unless I have to forcefully get it out with magic.


  This matter is already over after all.


  Tamaki just giggled and the topic ended.


  …


  This woman is just…no, forget it.


  “Don’t mind it. At any rate, it seems like your wife has prohibited you to have thought transmissions with your daughter for a while, right? My condolences.” (Makoto)


  “It is okay. It is just until Tsige gains its independence. It will be done soon.” (Rembrandt)


  The face of a merchant suddenly appears on him.


  If you were always like this, your family would respect you a lot more, you know.


  Or maybe, if he were to always stay like that, he would become a business monster that wouldn’t even show any care for his own family?


  “As expected of you. Also, about our rumors and the matter of the Dusk Street.” (Makoto)


  “Ooh, going well, right?” (Rembrandt)


  “Yeah, thanks to you. Well, I think it will be calming down soon. The rumors will remain for a while, but the source itself…” (Makoto)


  “You guys are truly fast.” (Rembrandt)


  “And so, I have gotten a few pieces of information that would be better for you to hear about.” (Makoto)


  “Information from the Dusk Street? How reliable is that information?” (Rembrandt)


  He really understands.


  “There’s nothing fake in the information we get. Especially when reporting it to you, Rembrandt-​san.” (Makoto)


  If we weren’t sure to a certain extent, we wouldn’t report it.


  More so for a benefactor.


  “…Aah, right. Thanks.” (Rembrandt)


  “?”


  “I will hear about it after we finish watching. I have opened a day to spectate this after all. This will be a show of the century brought by magic, so I have even prepared for lunch!” (Rembrandt)


  A day.


  When I consider how much money he can earn in a single day, this is crazy.


  Even Morris-​san is here.


  “Lunch? But it doesn’t look like you brought anything?” (Makoto)


  “Lisa said she will be bringing it here later. Was it at the time when you went to Rotsgard? There’s a restaurant we are familiar with that has begun to do delivery services, you see.” (Rembrandt)


  His wife is coming too.


  Is work okay?


  The fact that he is here must mean that work is running without him.


  The Rembrandt Company is full of talented people after all.


  …I personally think that the Kuzunoha Company isn’t losing to them in that alone though.


  However, there’s also people like Tomoe this time around that would get a bit out of control sometimes, and also Eris who gets completely unhinged if you lower your guard.


  The difference between Rembrandt-​san and I is wide.


  “Delivery service, there’s even something like that, huh.” (Makoto)


  “Umu! It is a place called Armly and the owner is called Bilky. It is a restaurant that is fixated on Limia dishes. If you make a reservation, you can get a tour on the restaurant’s ingredients, tablewares, and cooking utensils. The taste is good too. I wanted the Kuzunoha Company and the people of the orphanage to enjoy it, so I ordered food there.” (Rembrandt)


  In just a few days?


  That place sounds like a place that would get a lot of reservations though.


  I certainly do remember Limia gave me a strong impression that it was tasty.


  That country is flourishing a whole lot and there’s a lot of ingredients.


  It is on a level where they can crush dishes from other countries through the sheer force of their ingredients alone. The mother of cooking.


  If there were a contest to choose the three biggest cuisines in this world, it would definitely be in it.


  Not as the third place that would always switch every now and then, but the certain number one.


  I feel like lunch is gonna be incredibly extravagant.


  Also, Rembrandt-​san, that’s not food delivery anymore, I feel like catering is a better term.


  The one that I only know of its existence but haven’t experienced.


  To think it won’t be only us but he will be treating the orphanage people too, how generous.


  “Thank you very much. Everyone will surely be happy about it.” (Makoto)


  “Don’t worry. Compared to the money you paid, this is like a sparrow tear. I was also thinking about placing a clear prospect for the orphanages instead of leaving them as they are now. But I have been slumped by busy work, and couldn’t think up a clear idea. Even though I resolved myself that I would think about the city as a whole rather than thinking only about my company. How pathetic of me.” (Rembrandt)


  “The Rembrandt Company supports a number of orphanages, right? If this one becomes a good precedent, it would make me happy if you were to do the same, and if it doesn’t work, you can use them as classrooms.” (Makoto)


  “Alriiight!! You guys, time to shovel!!”


  “Ah, we ended up deep in talk. Now then, look forward to—?!” (Makoto)


  The moment my talk with Rembrandt-​san finished.


  The shout of the dwarf and the ‘understood’ to answer it rang.


  And then, the Weitz Orphanage that was completely empty from people now…disappeared.


  Chapter 324: Magic Construction happens


  


  “Pillar!!”


  With a voice that felt as if a cannon was going to be shot, a thick and long pillar extends together with a tremor.


  The ground trembling was a peculiar sensation.


  Now that I think about it, this world doesn’t have that many earthquakes.


  This amount of shaking doesn’t bother me, but the children, staff members, and most of the spectators were flustered by the unfamiliar sensation.


  With no talk and only eye contact, several craftsmen were moving in coordination, and were making smaller pillars than the first one, one after the other.


  “Hurry with the setting of the floor materials!”


  “Done, chief!”


  Square shaped materials were being placed out noisily.


  Those are the pieces that were made from dismantling the orphanage.


  Hanasaki was entertaining everyone with his wondrous juggling while he was carrying those to the place they are supposed to go. It is a sight to behold.


  One of those is heavy enough to easily crush someone, you know.


  It was so unreal that the children were getting excited as if they were watching a circus trope.


  Thanks to that, Hanasaki-​kun was popular with the children.


  Maybe I should learn some sort of tricks in the future…?


  “Compaction confirmation!”


  “Arranged soil, geographical features improved, and all necessary compactions finished!”


  “Okay! Deploy the flooring!!”


  ““Deploying!!””


  After a brief space of time, all the flooring material liquified on the whole site. The pillars seemed to be working on some sort of criteria as they moved apart in an unnatural manner sometimes…and a glittery tiled floor was created.


  Yeah.


  This is that, huh.


  They use magic to make the building foundation themselves, utilizing the best of both worlds.


  Truly a hybrid.


  “Outer wall Team! Don’t mess up the thickness!”


  “Alright! Wall material’s position, ready!”


  “Light Team, you got the construction arrangement and ceiling, right?!”


  “Let’s begin!!”


  …Alright, I don’t even understand what they are saying anymore.


  After shining for a bit, a wall rises up from the ground.


  They cover it in a light metal that’s similar to aluminium, and so something that looks like a partition for the rooms according to the building design(?) was being created.


  The floor had already been finished, and they were not showing a single sign of doing something like waiting for it to dry.


  If I had to point out something that piqued my interest, it would be that when the dwarves were walking on top of the floor, they would be wearing cute bunny slippers.


  Why rabbit?


  Is there no danger with their footing because of those slippers?


  “Bunnies!”


  One of the children noticed the feet of the dwarves and raised that loud cheer.


  “Tomoe, isn’t that dangerous?” (Makoto)


  “If it is about their footwear, it is made by Akina, so it shouldn’t be a problem. Putting aside the fact that it is filled with that person’s taste.” (Tomoe)


  Ah, the Arke.


  That’s an unexpected taste.


  Well, if they can handle construction work, the design doesn’t matter, huh.


  I should stop thinking too deeply about it.


  “First round over! Hey, the Greenhorn team! Hurry with the jewel wool! You are getting time to shine aside from carrying luggage, you know?!”


  “Half shift to stuffing! The remaining ones set the materials for the next job!”


  ““Osu!””


  Jewel wool?


  The walls and the gaps of the walls were being stuffed with something glittery and shaggy that looks like a blanket.


  “Buh!”


  “?!!”


  Rembrandt-​san and Morris-​san saw that and were about to spew out, but managed to endure it.


  “Tomoe?” (Makoto)


  “It seems they got the idea from glass wool. It is apparently a material that’s used for soundproofing and insulation, but that’s like the gem waste after being used as a catalyst in magic that has been manufactured into fibres. We have named it jewel wool.” (Tomoe)


  “…Hooh. Then that’s for insulation and soundproofing as well?” (Makoto)


  They are putting something like that in the gaps of the walls?


  They are being really thorough.


  “It also slightly increases magic resistance and physical resistance.” (Tomoe)


  “…That’s quite the extravagant material then.” (Makoto)


  “It is made from gem waste that’s originally thrown away anyways. In our place we have Shiki, the Arkes, and others who are enthusiastic about the research of magic and doing experiments after all.” (Tomoe)


  “Waste, huh.” (Makoto)


  “For example, it would be like what you get after you fail enhancing your armor and it is now unusable.” (Tomoe)


  “That’s trash. I get it. It is great to see that use has been found for it then.” (Makoto)


  That example hurt me on a personal level.


  But I now know what kind of item that is pretty well.


  It is vexing, but at the same time promising.


  “Hah!”


  “Ah, Raidou-​kun.” (Rembrandt)


  “Yes, what is it?” (Makoto)


  Rembrandt-​san nervously speaks to me.


  10 minutes have passed since it began.


  They didn’t say anything at all until now, but do they have a question?


  If possible, it would be great if it is something I know.


  “Is this construction method Kuzunoha Company Style?” (Rembrandt)


  “Our dwarves are really enthusiastic in their learning, you see. They took the better parts of doing it directly as craftsmen and the parts where it is better to do it with magic quickly.”


  “So it ended with the result of craftsmen using magic to build at high speed? I can’t believe what I am seeing.” (Rembrandt)


  “Ahahaa…” (Makoto)


  Actually, me too.


  I am being shown something completely different from what I imagined.


  “I am in awe by this splendid construction department, but I was also surprised by the fact that you have these many dwarves employed.” (Rembrandt)


  “Aah, about that…” (Makoto)


  “?”


  “I have employed a number of dwarf settlements whole. Our construction department is three times bigger than what you see here.” (Makoto)


  “T-​Three times…huh.” (Rembrandt)


  There were quite a lot of people who migrated from Lorel, you see.


  With just the people passionate about construction alone, it has already turned into quite the big family.


  “The raw materials being used like water for a while now, especially the jewel wool that’s similar to wool, do you plan on selling them as goods in your store?” (Morris)


  It is rare for Morris-​san to speak.


  He is the type of person to just stay silent and just serve as the person to calm down Rembrandt-​san when he goes berserk.


  “They are currently not on shelves, but…if today serves as publicity for them as construction materials, I think it would be okay to sell them little by little to special customers.” (Makoto)


  It is a recycled material from gem waste after all.


  If we can sell it, it would be a total win.


  Since it is jewels, it depends on the type, but we can get a whole lot of those in Asora anyways.


  Certain special gems, we have to wait until they are raised in the ocean first, so I don’t have any intentions of bringing those out to this side though.


  If it is in the shape of jewel wool, I don’t mind though.


  “For now, let’s have an official contract made later. I will have that jewel wool.” (Rembrandt)


  Ooh.


  It was sold to the Rembrandt Company.


  Maybe I should have gathered more merchants and made it something like a performance?


  “Thanks for your patronage! Looks like it has worked as publicity already. Gotta praise the craftsmen too later.” (Makoto)


  “…Yeah. You have to treasure them. They are so talented I am at a loss of words.” (Rembrandt)


  “Thanks!” (Makoto)


  There was no heavy machinery noise like the ones you would usually hear in construction sites.


  Instead of that, there’s the shouting of instructions from the chief and the craftsmen that were flying around orderly.


  And the building was steadily being made matching their moves and voice.


  It is faster than a fast forward.


  The comparison is a bit weird to describe, but it is fast.


  The interior plumbing is also being arranged steadily and finished.


  “Alright! You guys are the best! Waka-​sama is watching our work from beginning to end today! We are going to answer that with our fastest and best work! Do you understand?!”


  ““Bring it on!””


  “We are beginning inspection of the first floor! Inspection team, can you do it?!”


  “Leave it to us! We will also do the elevator and stairs while at it!”


  “Don’t break your back getting too ahead of yourselves, okay?! Alright! Bring the parts for the elevator and the stairs!”


  ““Osu!””


  “Right on schedule! Outer wall scaffold manufacturing preparation! We are beginning the second floor!”


  “We can do this!”


  The outer walls had stair and ladder-​like gimmicks jump out from them.


  A number of the dwarves climb up and give the signal. Then, Hanazaki threw the flooring cubes at them.


  Catch.


  Throw.


  Catch.


  I was wondering if this method would be enough to construct it in one day, but it looks like it is completely fine.


  They have powered up drastically since the time at Rotsgard.


  “Flooring deployment, ready!”


  The wife of Rembrandt-​san and the restaurant chefs arrive.


  The third floor began construction.


  The children and staff members were bringing in the parts of the furniture, and began to assemble the beds and desks.


  They were wearing the rabbit slippers.


  There’s no garden in sight, is what I was thinking, and then an extravagant garden was made in the third floor space.


  ‘A sky garden, huh’, is what I wanted to retort with.


  I was invited by Rembrandt-​san to have afternoon tea with them, so I tagged along.


  It was finished.


  Just before evening.


  They really did it.


  I really had to tip my hat at the craftsmen.


  “The same degree of freedom as when requesting from a carpenter, sturdiness that lasts the years, and astounding shortening of time by the use of magic. To think that both magic and science that were said to be antithetic to each other would work so well in conjunction… It is splendid.”


  Whether it be making a craftsman into a mage,or a mage into a craftsman, it is by no means easy.


  As someone who has seen the studies of this world at Rotsgard, I understand this to a painful extent.


  Unless a magic construction study or something like that is established, the hard headed people won’t move. And if they don’t move, the common sense of the world won’t change either.


  Rotsgard is the highest academic centre for the hyumans of this world after all.


  Their influence is big.


  Also, a construction specialist who can also use magic; just how much time would it take to raise such a special talent like that?


  If there were such talents, they would be taken away by the large countries promptly.


  That’s how treasured of an existence they are.


  …There’s actually one such existence in Rotsgard though.


  One elite-​kun of Lorel that’s in my class.


  Izumo who is currently on the highway of happiness.


  He has the spirit though. Maybe I should give him an edited memory of this. It might serve as good motivation.


  “You would have to settle into that path really adamantly, and there’s no knowing if they could even make it. Tsige has competent raw talents in its adventurers, so I would say there’s no problems in finding the right people though.” (Makoto)


  “True! It won’t be easy. It won’t, but…what a vivid light.” (Rembrandt)


  Rembrandt-​san was looking far into the future, and then slowly closed his eyes.


  “Rembrandt-​san?” (Makoto)


  “I see it, Morris! We can do it. We can do it with this! Tsige will become a one of a kind in this world!” (Rembrandt)


  “…Congratulations, Danna-​sama.” (Morris)


  “You thought I should have been sharing my happiness with you first, didn’t you, Raidou-​sama?” (Rembrandt)


  “N-​No.” (Makoto)


  I certainly did think that after I saw Rembrandt-​san hugging Morris-​san tightly.


  His wife giggled and then spoke to me with them at the corner of her eyes.


  “When it is about work, he gets like that, as you can see. He goes into his own world. Looks like he has gotten some big revelation.”


  “I-​Is that so…” (Makoto)


  Like a partner, huh.


  I don’t have anything like that.


  I don’t, but I understand that feeling of his.


  “At times, the eyes of a gentleman can see far away to a future that I can’t even begin to imagine. What will he be showing me this time? Fufufu, I am looking forward to it. On the other hand, I cover for him on his footsteps that he now has a narrowed vision on. Division of work.”


  “…”


  “Anyways, to think you would be able to make a building in just one day, moreover, from take down to completion. Even I as someone who isn’t that interested in construction can tell that I have seen something unbelievable. You have once again increased those unique weapons of yours, Raidou-​sama.”


  “Thank you. I am glad to hear you enjoyed it.” (Makoto)


  “Will you be doing a celebration for the new building later? With me and him there, I don’t think the children can enjoy themselves to their fullest, so…I would like to just send some small gifts at a later date. Is that okay?”


  “I am sure everyone would be happy.” (Makoto)


  “Well then, Raidou-​sama, I will be taking these two men with me.”


  “Thanks for your hard work.” (Makoto)


  The wife calms down Rembrandt-​san as she speaks to the director and the others before leaving.


  “I am impressed that that man is trying to replicate this. Not only Echigoya, he is even aiming for the Kinokuniya. He is capable.” (Tomoe)


  Tomoe returns to my side.


  “…That…” (Makoto)


  “…You really help out that man a lot in making him have revelations. If we were to trail its origins, you would be the trigger, Waka, you know?” (Tomoe)


  “…What’s that?” (Makoto)


  “Good grief, it was good that we increased our personnel with the dwarves of Lorel, right, Waka?” (Tomoe)


  “…Oi.” (Makoto)


  “He definitely will be coming sometime for advice, you know. He definitely would want to see the surprised face of Waka, so I would say it is okay to look forward to it.” (Tomoe)


  “Like this orphanage?” (Makoto)


  This even looks like a fortress.


  It barely gets the image of an orphanage thanks to the noise of children.


  “It is a good dwelling, don’t you think!” (Tomoe)


  “I will just consider myself fortunate that I don’t know what was the initial design. Good work, Tomoe.” (Makoto)


  “…To think I would receive such joyous words… Don’t worry, this is nothing! We are gonna be making this into a fitting yoseba!” (Tomoe)


  Tomoe enters the orphanage in a jolly mood.


  The dwarves are still moving around busily, but their work in itself is done.


  They are basically doing the clean-​up now.


  They were dealing with the minute questions and adjustment requests.


  “I see. The model room of the Kuzunoha Company’s construction department, huh. I should consult the director later.” (Makoto)


  The Weitz Orphanage disassembly, start of the construction, and completion of it, has all been finished today!


  


  
    Chapter 325: Under the moonlight


    
      Aah.


      I wanted to be spared from this type of stuff today.


      Can’t they endure for a little bit?


      If you had self-control on the level of an average person, you wouldn’t have to hide in a dumpster place like the Dusk Street.


      And in reality, there seems to be a worker-like system in Tsige, and there will always be a light and dark in it.


      The dirt that Rembrandt-san has placed a lit on and has fermented slightly, I guess I should put a hand on it.


      Up and down.


      From both sides.


      There’s around 6-7 surrounding this place, I guess?


      A while after finishing a dream-like dinner that there’s no knowing of when we could have something like this again, the children, who have their eyes shining bright towards their future, and the staff members supporting them have gone to sleep in the Weitz Orphanage.


      I thought it might happen.


      We stepped forward, and Rembrandt-san came to spectate.


      Today, at this time, there’s no idiot who would come to abduct children.


      I thought such a silly thing in my mind for a moment, so I scattered some nice bait–ah, I mean, just in case, I set people around and remained in the orphanage.


      You could consider this still early, it has only been a bit since the day has changed.


      An orphanage is about children, so of course they will be sleeping early. 


      I normally would also be in bed at Asora at this hour.


      If there had been no movements soon, I would have been going back. 


      I noticed the intrusion of some big idiots.


      Close to 10 people.


      Only 2 have infiltrated.


      Kanta is below, and Rio is up.


      A giant pervert that loves to see the expressions of the slaves, and the maniac that loves to do deathless torture.


      (Mondo.) (Makoto)


      (Yes!) (Mondo)


      (One each up and down. 7 in the surroundings. Have you gotten a grasp of their locations?) (Makoto)


      (Yes. I have already sent my subordinates to capture them. Is there no problem with that?) (Mondo)


      (That’s fine. After that, you or Lime, go for the one up or below, I will take care of the remaining one. Is there any you would want to deal with?) (Makoto)


      Mondo and Lime are on standby inside.


      There’s several Forest Onis positioned outside that can move freely.


      I had Mondo take command of them since the Forest Onis are familiar with each other.


      (…If it is okay with you, I would like to deal with the repudiating elf above.) (Mondo)


      (Okay. Then I will deal with the one below. Let’s meet at the garden. If something happens, make sure to report.) (Makoto)


      (Understood.) (Mondo)


      I thought he would give an answer like ‘I don’t mind which’, but it looks like he had one.


      I confirm the position of Kanta and think about a place to face him at.


      I want to avoid having the people here make contact with him.


      It may not be on the level of Rio, but there might be people with a trauma here.


      ‘Repudiating elf’, huh.


      The Forest Onis call themselves the ancestors of elves. The oldest forest people, was it?


      There’s also Lime. 


      Since he is from here, it wouldn’t be strange if he had some sort of emotions towards Rio.


      “The enclosure was wiped out in an instant, huh. The undercover prowess of the Forest Onis is admirable.” (Makoto)


      I mutter.


      There’s no worries of being heard yet, but when thinking about how I am moving in the darkness, I end up speaking in a low voice.


      The ghost stories of schools probably have an atmosphere like this.


      The ones who have come are a kidnapper that’s stronger than your average adventurer, and a torturer fetishist. It is hard to say which one is scarier.


      “!” 


      Someone is moving.


      Two.


      A child and an adult.


      Crap, a child and a staff member.


      There’s a lot of people after all.


      Even if the 3rd and 4th floor are the main floors, days like today where things haven’t been set up yet, there are quite a lot of young ones sleeping on the 2nd floor.


      It is one of the young ones, who is sleeping together with all the children in one room, and a staff member.


      They are going to the 1st floor. They are gonna go down the stairs.


      Even though it is so late…ah, the toilet! 


      All things water related are concentrated in the 1st floor, is what I heard from Tomoe.


      She had them correct it, telling them that ‘what kind of orphanage has showers and toilets in all of their floors?’.


      She is right.


      Tomoe was right, she was, but not good today!


      Kanta must be searching for the presence of people on the first floor as he goes higher.


      Tch.


      I dash.


      I then use magic to fly on without landing.


      There’s no need to give the other party any piece of information.


      I rush right onto the stairs. 


      No matter how I tell the two, there’s no assurance that they won’t raise their voices.


      Then…I just need to make it so they can’t.


      I don’t remember the name of the child, but the staff member is the girl named Seina.


      Woah, that was close! 


      Isn’t that the friend of Lime?


      “Seina-san, listen silently.” (Makoto)


      ““?!?!””


      Seina and the child shook greatly at me suddenly landing right in front of them.


      I am sorry for scaring you. 


      But they didn’t let out a sound. Because I erased their voice for a bit.


      “Going to the toilet with that child?” (Makoto)


      When Seina saw that it was me, she relaxed, and then, with a strong glare as if in protest, she nodded up and down.


      “Got it. Because of reasons, you two can’t speak currently, but it will be fixed soon, so don’t worry. Okay, stay inside the toilet closeby, and don’t come out until I say it is alright to, okay?” (Makoto)


      “??”


      “It seems like there’s evil kidnappers here, so I am going to be chasing them away.” (Makoto)


      “!”


      Seina reacts fluently at the word ‘kidnappers’.


      She nodded with a serious expression, then carried the child that was on the verge of panicking, and disappeared into the toilet.


      Alright. 


      Trouble avoided.


      Good job, me.


      Not long after, Kanta arrived at the stairs while whistling.


      It would be troubling if he were to contact Rio once I show up, so I am going to…test this.


      I want to use the hard work of the dwarves to defeat them.


      Kanta was walking up the stairs in a good mood.


      I tap a pillar two times with my finger.


      After that, a part of the pillar slides open soundlessly to the size of a household switch.


      A red button appears.


      Press.


      “Wa?!” 


      Oh my, how mysterious.


      The stairs became a slide.


      Slippy slip.


      Kanta-shi had his footing taken, and he rolled down past me who was at a side of the stairs and hit a wall face first.


      “Kaha!” 


      A contraption that had been in standby when the stair mechanism had been activated detected the impact and activated as well.


      A heavy washing basin falls from above Kanta and hits him straight on the head.


      “?!?!…….” 


      Kanta lost consciousness.


      Don’t think you can clear the Neo Weitz Orphanage so easily.


      Too bad.


      There’s actually a lot of uses for torture.


      Even I myself understand this.


      But the one you do is no good.


      Whether it is a hobby or for actual profit, those points don’t matter. What’s no good is that you can’t endure it.


      You could have been of more use compared to Rio.


      Torture is useful after all.


      Resurrection is magic that has gotten decently familiar in Asora now, but torturing someone to the point of wanting to die from the bottom of their hearts, compared to killing them and reviving them after, actually has a crazy difference in success rates. With the latter being really low.


      In other words, if done well, there would be no need for resurrection.


      That’s why I thought that maybe the skills of this guy could be of use to Asora.


      Well, due to various reasons, that idea has been dismissed though.


      Mostly because I realized I had been thinking while throwing away all sense of ethics. When I placed all points together, I returned to my senses.


      Now then!


      “Seina-san, it is okay now.” (Makoto)


      I went to the people hiding in the toilet while dragging Kanta who I wrapped up.


      “Uhm, is it safe now?” (Seina)


      “Yes, it is over now.” (Makoto)


      The door opened slowly, and a child, who seemed sleepy, and Seina, who was now completely woken up, hesitantly came out.


      “Hiih!” 


      “What?” 


      The two direct their eyes at Kanta.


      Okay, looks like they can talk now. 


      “It is okay, he won’t be waking up.” (Makoto)


      “O-Okay…” (Seina)


      “What’s the matter, Onee-chan?” 


      “Seina-san?” (Makoto)


      “Raidou-sama, this man is supposed to be here in order to make it so that the prey doesn’t get away….” (Seina) 


      “Ah, yeah, I know.” (Makoto)


      “There should be another one!” (Seina)


      “Please calm down, Seina-san. People from my place are dealing with it.” (Makoto)


      “…Eh?” (Seina)


      “They should be finishing soon. Go ahead and sleep. This won’t be happening again.” (Makoto)


      “N-No! There’s an elf. One who is like a fiend that no one can win against!” (Seina)


      “……”


      “He has come again…again…! We will be taken away…all of us…!” (Seina)


      “Onee-chan, it hurts. It hurts!” 


      Looks like Seina has seen Kanta before.


      Even when she normally has a smile on her face, she becomes like this when her wound opens. It is a pretty serious scar.


      She is holding the hand of the child too tightly.


      Even though I dealt with him in a pretty funny manner.


      Ah, I was the only one who saw that.


      “That nightmare will be over by tonight, Seina-san. Lime has dealt with Rio.” (Makoto)


      I was contacted by him just a few moments ago about how they were done.


      Guess I will bring Kanta to the garden now.


      “…?”


      “Lime Latte has put an end to everything.” (Makoto)


      “Lies. Lime has always been hiding together with me.” (Seina)


      “You two were still children when you were hiding, right?” (Makoto)


      “But Rio will always stay an adult! He said that when I give birth to a child, he would come take it. That when I become a granny, he would take my grandchild from in front of my face! A hyuman like me will be made a toy for the rest of my life to an elf like Rio!” (Seina)


      …That bastard really has a terrible personality.


      Even though this world is run in a society where hyumans are on the advantage, there’s obviously points where demi-humans surpass hyumans.


      There are individual differences in magic and their magic power, and blessings are cheating to a certain extent, so those don’t count.


      Elves have their lifespan.


      Rio uses even the fact that demi-humans are scorned in order to use and enjoy the expressions of his prey.


      It is such an inborn nature that I am troubled in how to comment on that.


      …Well, there’s no need to hold back or feel guilty towards them. That’s for certain.


      “Then, do you want to return the child, and then come with me?” (Makoto)


      “…To where?” (Seina)


      “To the garden. A finished fiend will be lying there.” (Makoto)


      “…I will. I’m going.” (Seina)


      “Got it.” (Makoto)


      I sent a thought transmission to Mondo, and have him refrain from finishing him off for now.


      Fortunately, they didn’t do it yet.


      It seems like Lime got pretty heated up there, and Rio couldn’t do much and was defeated.


      For Seina, Lime, and the Weitz Orphanage, this must be quite the heart burning situation.


      The toilet child returned with the sleeping children in the big room, and this matter is settled now.


      I bring Seina, who is still clattering her teeth, to the garden.


      Lime and Mondo were on their knees.


      In front of them…uwah, there’s Rio still alive, but in a pretty bad state.


      This is what they must mean by beaten like a rag.


      Even though I cleanly dealt with Kanta.


      “Good job.” (Makoto)


      “My katana slit more smoothly than normal due to the lowlife it was cutting.” (Lime)


      Lime answers me as if satisfied.


      He soon noticed Seina by my side, but it looks like he understood the situation, it seems he left the worrying for later.


      Good.


      I gotta finish this soon or I am gonna be scolded at Asora.


      “Thanks to that, it ended up with me doing almost nothing aside from watching. The 7 outside have been captured.” (Mondo)


      “Thanks for your hard work, Mondo. Also, I think you have already heard about it from the eldwas, but…” (Makoto)


      “Yes, I have. Is it okay to begin now?” (Mondo)


      “Right, let’s go.” (Makoto)


      “Is the person there coming with us?” (Mondo)


      Mondo proceeded with the conversation knowingly of what I am talking about.


      Then, he asked me about what I would be doing with Kanta who I am still dragging.


      “I will be dealing with him at the park.” (Makoto)


      “Understood. Then…” (Mondo)


      Lime, Mondo, and the two of us go through the 4th floor and onto the rooftop. 


      There was a circular patch of exposed earth. Even though this is the rooftop of a building. 


      Obviously there’s a reason for it.


      There’s stone pavings minutely set around, and it was a space that looked like a sideroad. 


      And that would be somewhat correct.


      “What are you going to do?” (Seina)


      Seina seemed like she can’t even imagine what is going to happen on this rooftop.


      Well, she will understand once she sees it.


      In reality, I intended to find a good area around the wasteland instead of a place like this though.


      “Atonement.” (Makoto)


      “Atonement?” (Seina)


      “Rio has been spreading misfortune all around. I was thinking about having him watch over the orphanage for a while.” (Makoto)


      “This guy would never do something like that even in death!” (Seina)


      “You might feel conflicted at first, but you will eventually get used to it. Mondo, Lime…” (Makoto)


      ““Yes!””


      “…..”


      Looks like Seina has decided to silently watch.


      Then, let’s begin.


      Tree Punishment.


      Rio is placed on top of the earth.


      Lime unsheathes his katana and concentrates.


      Mondo, who is by the side of Lime, is reinforcing the magic power of Lime. The right hand of Mondo is shining a light green.


      “Fiend that has fallen from the path as a person and an elf, you will watch over this building as its guardian until the day you wither to atone for your sins.” (Lime)


      “!!!!!”


      Rio’s body slowly turns into a tree.


      It is very different to that of a hyuman. It is like the time when the variants were turned into trees.


      The trunk rose steadily, branches spread, and leaves grew.


      It was a speed that you would mistakenly think that the tree was growing drastically thanks to the light of the moon.


      To think he would turn into one of this size. Is it because of how old he is, or the amount of mana he has?


      Even if we are now able to cure the Tree Punishment, it is still a technique that we can’t just readily test.


      And so, with this…the Weitz Orphanage is now complete.


      Probably only a few select staff members will know the truth about the functions of this Neo Weitz Orphanage.


      “He really grew big.” (Makoto)


      “With a trunk this reliable, it will definitely become a splendid tree that can take any grudge.” (Mondo)


      “Grudge? Oh well, let’s go back, Mondo.” (Makoto)


      Tomoe and Mio are waiting.


      “Yes.” (Mondo)


      “Lime, you stay here for a night.” (Makoto)


      “Understood.” (Lime)


      “Good work. Seina-san, have a good night.” (Makoto)


      “…Have a good night.” (Seina)


      With Seina, who has her mouth open wide at the giant tree, and Lime, who nodded lightly, at a corner of my eye, we went to the park nearby that we made, and then returned to Asora.


      What’s left now is to exterminate the believers, and after crushing the leader, we will control the rumors.


      I also wanted to crush the head of the Anti-Goddess Cult, Muller, but we can just drive her away from Tsige for now.


      The problem will be what will happen tomorrow with the construction requests and the estimations.


      I can’t predict this.


      The Dusk Street matter is pretty simple even though it makes me want to puke, and yet, running a proper business is a lot more difficult, geez.

    

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 326: Morning and Bonding


    
      “Good grief, it is because you said something like let me meet Boss that things ended up like this.” 


      “…”


      “Look, here. Who would see this and think it is an orphanage?” 


      “…..”


      “And can you guys say ‘this is the Weitz Orphanage’?” 


      “…..”


      “The surroundings have cleanly changed too. Haaaah…” 


      A long sigh from Lime Latte.


      Rooftop of the Weitz Orphanage.


      The sky still isn’t bright, but it will soon be.


      It is that hour of the day where there’s still slight darkness of the night.


      “…What? Don’t you like that the orphanage is pretty now?” 


      A staff member of the orphanage and the childhood friend of Lime pouts.


      “With the Boss moving the Kuzunoha Company in such a flashy manner, you are already residents of hell, you know?” (Lime)


      “I understand that this can’t be considered a small remodeling… Are they going to be asking for money later?” (Seina)


      “As if we would do such a trite thing.” (Lime)


      “Then what’s this ‘hell’ you are talking about?” (Seina)


      “Big Sis Tomoe has told you a variety of things, right? The demands of that woman are rough, you know.” (Lime)


      “A ‘yoseba’, was it? It is something about having children get jobs and have them study.” (Seina)


      “That’s right. You won’t be able to just simply look after the children as you have until now.” (Lime)


      “…? Teachers will be brought from outside by the Kuzunoha Company, right? Including you.” (Seina)


      “You are one happy-go-lucky person… There’s no way a teacher can look after their studies and their training, right? You guys will be studying like crazy too from now on. You probably don’t understand the implications of that yet though, Seina.” (Lime)


      “What’s with that.” (Seina)


      ‘Isn’t the fact that we can learn stuff a really good thing?’, is what Seina’s face was saying.


      “All the people of the Weitz Orphanage have been pushed from a damn crazy high cliff.” (Lime)


      A cliff called the Kuzunoha Company.


      Lime Latte is a person that experienced this from a pretty early stage as a hyuman.


      He was a person ranked at the top of the tops. His resilience is on another level.


      There’s also Toa and her group who are on the tops of Tsige, but even with Lime getting the blood of a dragon and not being hyuman anymore, he was still falling.


      The difference between falling and climbing was truly clear.


      “Don’t say silly stuff. I would say the orphanage as a whole is climbing up from the very bottom. It has been like that since the time we began receiving the support of your place.” (Seina)


      “Listen here, Seina.” (Lime)


      “?”


      “Climbing is something that you can stop by yourself. But there’s normally no way for the person themself to stop from falling.” (Lime)


      That’s right, the difference is whether you can stop by your own will or not.


      The end of a fall is crashing.


      The Weitz Orphanage can do their best to make it a hard landing or a soft landing, but the choice to turn back doesn’t exist.


      “…”


      “There’s already no choice but to go as far as it will be taking you. You might be learning a spell or two after three months.” (Lime)


      “Stop that. There’s no way that’s true. You are right that Tomoe is a strict person, but isn’t Raidou a kind person?” (Seina)


      Seina looks at the big tree.


      The tree that suddenly grew at the rooftop of the orphanage.


      The children will most definitely grow noisy at this surprise once morning comes.


      She doesn’t acknowledge that action of Raidou. Rather than calling it kind, it is more soft. She didn’t even try to hide that dissatisfaction in her face.


      “…It is true that he is kind, I can testify to that. But…he is far more dangerous of a person than you can ever imagine.” (Lime)


      Lime looks at the tree that Seina was looking at, and gets close to it.


      He lightly kicks the trunk, but the big tree doesn’t budge at all.


      By the way, Seina has already punched and kicked it several times.


      “What part of not killing Rio is scary?” (Seina)


      “It is because he doesn’t allow him death that makes him scary.” (Lime)


      “?”


      “You know, even when he has become a tree, he is still conscious, you know?” (Lime)


      “?!” 


      “Rio can tell that you are punching and kicking him.” (Lime)


      “Being turned into a tree while still retaining your self might be a bit creepy.” (Seina)


      “Fuh!” (Lime)


      “! Why are you laughing?!” (Seina)


      “Because it is deviated. Rio is an elf. His way of viewing time is different from us.” (Lime)


      “…Yeah.” (Seina)


      She has been threatened plenty of times.


      When she becomes a parent, when she becomes a grandma.


      It is true that the elves and hyumans have completely different views of time.


      “That’s why, even if he may be slightly inconvenienced in movement, for Rio, just becoming a tree isn’t that much of a pain.” (Lime)


      “…I see.” (Seina)


      “Aah, you have heard about it, right? There’s apparently something like a secret elf ceremony where you become a tree out of your own will, and pass the rest of your life as a member of the forest.” (Lime)


      The original of that secret ceremony and the one in the highest of spots is the Tree Punishment.


      An ability that turns, not the caster, but other people into trees.


      It is a secret special technique of the Forest Onis that they are proud of. The ones who can use this get impartial admiration.


      “…Then, it doesn’t work well with this guy.” (Seina)


      “The thing is, that’s not the case. It is the location.” (Lime)


      “Location, as in here? Putting it bluntly from my point of view, having to be together with Rio forever feels the worst, you know?” (Seina)


      If this is Raidou’s way of punishing her, he truly is a fearsome man, is what Seina thought from the bottom of her heart.


      “Rio is the kind of piece of shit that loves seeing the face of the people being sold as slaves regardless if it is hyuman or demi-human. Despair and frustration, and at times he would also mix forgiveness and hope as spices as he enjoyed playing the slaves like toys.” (Lime)


      “……”


      “That Rio will have to watch over this place for the rest of his life…the face of the children.” (Lime)


      “…Ah.” (Seina)


      “It will depend on you guys, but for Rio, the sight of children standing back up and trying to grasp happiness with great joy would be a stomach churning sight that he would have to watch forever.” (Lime)


      “That damn elf…” (Seina)


      “Yeah, moreover, Rio’s strength will be continuously used by the orphanage through his roots. There’s no need to ask for his opinion or his approval at all. Rio will automatically continue protecting the Weitz Orphanage.” (Lime)


      “H-Haha…what’s with that? That sounds awesome.” (Seina)


      “There should have been many who have faced hardships because of him just like you. But, from now on, the closer you get to the children, the more pain he will be tasting. Till the day he withers. You guys will have happiness, Rio despair. Do you think he is soft? …In my eyes, Boss, who was able to decide on a punishment for Rio immediately…looked dangerous.” (Lime)


      Revenge and atonement at the same time; term undefined.


      “The harder we work, the more Rio suffers.” (Seina)


      “Yeah. The other torturer maniac has been planted in the big park. It is spacious, so when the time requires, you can use it to take refuge. When you have the chance, check it out. He is a normal hyuman, so he won’t be as big as this one though.” (Lime)


      The man that tortured people to their very limits and enjoyed their pain will be watching the happy people at the park. 


      Since he is a hyuman, he will be tasting the pain of time to the fullest extent.


      Or maybe…Kanta will, in the middle of it, begin to feel pleasure at that horrible torture.


      “Lime.” (Seina)


      “Hm?” (Lime)


      “Raidou-sama isn’t scary at all then. Isn’t he an amazing person?!” (Seina)


      “…Well, that’s one part of it but…no, that’s okay. You are right.” (Lime)


      ‘Doesn’t it have style?’, is what she said.


      Lime had many other things in his mind as well, but he decided there was no need to speak those out in this peaceful darkness.


      “Aah, it has been a while since I have seen dawn. Isn’t it beautiful?” (Seina)


      “You simply didn’t sleep at all. I am already tired of looking at it.” (Lime)


      “Tomorrow…no, from today on, I will work really hard. There’s rarely any job that fulfills both my dreams and my revenge after all!” (Seina)


      “For me, the fact that this place has gotten this splendid and the Kuzunoha Company’s influence has gotten stronger makes my dream get further away…” (Lime)


      “Eh, what?” (Seina)


      The low mumble of Lime didn’t reach the ears of Seina.


      If this place gets too famous and it gets connected to the Kuzunoha Company, the objective of Lime about moving this place to Asora might change in direction.


      Lime should have shown his own desires about the orphanage to Raidou. He felt slight regret about it.


      But it is not like everything has gone down the drain.


      The staff and children of the orphanage will definitely take a deeper interest in the Kuzunoha Company now. 


      If that happens, it might be possible to move around half of the children to Asora, is what he thinks.


      Fortunately, Seina, the director, and the others want to increase the number of children. With a building this great, there’s no doubt that will come true in a not so far future.


      Right now it is good that they have gotten their favor.


      Lime refocused.


      “It is nothing. Seina, you owe us a big one now, okay? Don’t go forgetting it.” (Lime)


      “…Yeah. If there’s anything I can help you guys in, tell me. I can’t do much, but I will cooperate with everything I have.” (Seina)


      “You promised.” (Lime)


      “Indeed I did. I, Seina, am not the kind of ungrateful person who would do nothing after being given so much!” (Seina)


      “Right. I am relieved to hear that. Then, I will be giving you a piece of advice.” (Lime)


      “?” 


      “Expand your connections. Best if it is from the same trade. Get along with as many as possible.” (Lime)


      “Why?” (Seina)


      “Because you will be lacking in manpower instantly. Just warning you here again but, you can’t increase the amount of people without the permission of Big Sis, got it?” (Lime)


      “Hm?” (Seina)


      “What I am saying is that you should get people you can trust in for when the time requires it.” (Lime)


      Lime has analyzed his superior Tomoe in his own way.


      She wouldn’t trust a person that someone suddenly introduced to her, and it is rare for her to hire them immediately.


      Depending on the job, there might be times like that, but that’s the extent of it.


      On the other hand, if it is people that Lime has been acquainted with for long and she knows their nature to a certain degree, she would be pretty generous, and would have a good relationship with them.


      Of course, there’s cases where she would cut them off even with those conditions. 


      But the inclination is important.


      Lime is the subordinate of Tomoe and the senior of Seina, so there’s no doubt it is positive advice.


      “T-That’s true. I have heard of almost no person who has passed the interviews of Tomoe-san…” (Seina)


      “Even with a rough estimate of mine, I say your work will increase by 3 times in amount. You might be able to manage somehow with motivation for now, but motivation won’t get you far. Tell that to the people around as well.” (Lime)


      “…Thanks, Lime.” (Seina)


      “Don’t mind it. I will have you guys return the favor one day.” (Lime)


      By coming to Asora.


      The details of his favor were spoken only in his mi.


      There was no romantic mood at all between the two childhood friends as they welcomed the morning.

    

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 327: Raid of the Appraisal Team


    
      “Appraisal?” 


      Regarding the matter of our false rumors coming from the Dusk Street, we have decided to steadily bring them out and buy some time to see what happens.


      In other words, it has been wrapped up.


      And yet, it looks like there’s new problems coming out from the woodwork as if natural.


      It has been around 3 days since the Weitz Orphanage was built from the ground up. It is now after dinner.


      In the report of Tomoe and Shiki, there was the word ‘Appraisal’ under the category of strange movements.


      “What’s that-ja, Shiki? In Rotsgard, too?” (Tomoe)


      “…To think it would be the same in Tsige. Is this a coincidence?” (Shiki)


      Shiki and Tomoe were surprised as well.


      When talking about appraisals in this world, it isn’t the kind of appraisal of knowledge and experience.


      It is a Skill that exposes the abilities, origins, and nature of the goods. Just that, different from the Appraisal Skill and Items of games, it is not as all-powerful. 


      By the way, all of us can use it to a certain extent. In my case, I can do it with [Sakai].


      Yeah, I can’t use the Skill itself.


      Cause the Appraisal Skill is special in the way that adventurers who have reached a certain class learn as they gain experience. 


      There’s no detailed way of obtaining it, but it is a pretty important and rare Skill, and owners of it are pretty proud of it.


      For example; Shiki can get detailed information with an Appraisal from things like medicines and monsters, but when it comes to weapons and foodstuff, he only gets rough results.


      Mio can obtain pretty detailed information on ingredient related stuff, but when it comes to construction materials, minerals, equipment, and miscellaneous goods for daily life, it turns into an extremely tragic result.


      There was one time when we had Mio appraise a whole bunch of cheap long swords in a barrel for sale, and an amusing appraisal result came out that said ‘Unappetizing, I want at least a hundred’ which completely ignored their actual function.


      ‘If it tastes bad, I want quantity’, is basically what it was saying.


      When I looked at Mio with a deadpan expression, Mio’s cheeks were red in embarrassment.


      In Asora, only Sari can use it…no, Tamaki can too.


      In other words, all my followers, and the demon Sari can use it.


      It seems like it is based on the person’s own subjective opinion, experiences, and knowledge, so I feel bad for putting it this way, but the reliability of the Appraisal is completely different depending on the person’s track record and job.


      That’s why we didn’t feel much danger towards the Appraisal Skill.


      “It seems they are gathering people with the Appraisal Skill to sniff out the origins of our goods.” (Shiki)


      “From Tsige’s side, it is a parting gift from Rio. I would say it is around the area of ‘if our relationship fails, trouble him a bit’.” (Tomoe)


      Even though Rio is gone.


      But that’s possible. 


      He isn’t the type to give up, or be upright anyways.


      It might also be because the Anti-Goddess Cult blew up the heritage of Rio before running away.


      But to think even in Rotsgard it is happening.


      I thought our friendship meter was pretty high over there.


      Did the timings overlap unluckily because of me?


      “Then, there’s no real need to do much for the Tsige one. The products from Asora can’t be pinpointed accurately with Appraisal, right?” (Makoto)


      I don’t think even a specialist in Appraisal could be able to tell the place of origin.


      We have tested with the adventurers that have come to the Mirage Town, but there hasn’t been a case where they have been able to properly appraise the ceramics and ingredients.


      The only information it shows is a bit about the taste and the material properties.


      “…Right. It depends on the people Rio has gathered, but it most likely won’t show up that it originates from Asora. If it shows up, it would be as Mirage Town Origin…or Parallel World Origin?” (Tomoe)


      I see.


      From their point of view, Japan is a parallel world after all.


      Even so, things from Asora won’t show up as originating from Japan. Even with my Sakai, it doesn’t show up as Asora Origin.


      It shows as Made in Kaleneon.


      Sakai and Appraisal are different, so it doesn’t serve much as reference though.


      In the past, it showed Made in the Border of the World.


      It probably changes here and there depending on the tie of Asora to this world, or like, where the print of it was left.


      “About the adventurer test…” (Makoto)


      “From the ones that went to Mirage Town and were made to use Appraisal, only one showed up as Mirage Town Origin. The remaining ones had ‘unknown’.” (Tomoe) 


      “Right. It doesn’t show the environments it can grow in either, right?” (Makoto)


      “It seems they can only appraise if it is edible, and its taste. The one who managed to appraise it as Mirage Town apparently had some weird text in it, but well, it isn’t a problem.” (Tomoe)


      “Text?” (Makoto)


      “It was like filling in the blank spaces with generic stuff. To summarize it, it was something like: ‘If you want to get more skilled, you should eat this’.” (Tomoe)


      That sounds like the text of a bonus item in an RPG.


      But at the time when I used Sakai to check them all, there was no such stuff showing up.


      What does that mean?


      “By the way, what was the food appraised?” (Makoto)


      “Dried persimmons.” (Tomoe)


      “Do you have them right now?” (Makoto)


      “Of course. I hide some for pastries after all.” (Tomoe)


      “…You really love it. At first, you said it was a waste of time to air them, and Komoe and you were against it.” (Makoto)


      “If you had said it was astringent persimmons, we wouldn’t have complained.” (Tomoe)


      “And yet, you seem to be experimenting ways to make sweets and other stuff with the astringent persimmons.” (Makoto)


      “…Cause they are a delicacy-ja. Muuh.” (Tomoe)


      Even if Tomoe tries to say it cutely, Tomoe is still Tomoe, huh.


      “I am fine with that. The koshu persimmon is like the representative of the astringent persimmons. Airing them and making them into dried persimmons is a natural practice. In Asora, those koshu persimmons for some reason have some that are sweet persimmons, so we have to check them individually at times though.” (Makoto)


      I thought the kaki persimmons were astringent, and the fuyu persimmon and jiro persimmon are sweet, so we ended up getting tricked quite a lot in Asora. 


      Persimmons were the first thing I checked the nature of with Sakai.


      It is a nostalgic memory.


      Tomoe and Komoe coming to give me their reports about astringent persimmons with their tongues out and a bitter expression was a pretty fun experience too.


      I was wondering why the first thing they did was eat it.


      For people, astringent persimmons are closely treated as poisonous.


      While I was relishing those past memories, Mio came with dried persimmons.


      I use [Sakai] to imitate appraisal. 


      “Hmm, there’s no such weird text in mine. ‘An aired persimmon. It has been dried well’… Hm? Made in Mirage Town? That’s strange. Last time I checked, it was ‘Originated from Kaleneon’.” (Makoto)


      By the way, the first [Sakai] said Originated in Wasteland.


      “Probably because it has been processed. The dried persimmons were made here after all. About the text, it is most likely because the ingredients of Asora have effects on the body. I tried it out with fruits before, and it is true that it increases certain abilities.” (Shiki)


      An understandable explanation from Shiki.


      I see.


      I also recognize this place as the Mirage Town. I do see it as Asora as well, but how to tell the difference between them?


      Also, the food experiments.


      We tried it out with Jin and the others, and it does increase their abilities. 


      In that case, persimmons increase abilities particularly well.


      That appraiser must have been quite the skilled one.


      But with just plain text like that as information, there shouldn’t be that many people who would believe it.


      It will probably be washed away as an unlikely possibility.


      “I see, that does sound plausible.” (Makoto)


      “It is quite the ambiguous Skill even among Skills after all. Unless there’s matching information by several people, the credibility of it is low. It doesn’t seem there’s a need to worry, Waka.” (Tomoe)


      “In Tsige, that is. Even if it said it is from the Mirage Town, they would just go ‘I see’ and just accept it.” (Makoto)


      “If we are asked the route we used to acquire it?” (Tomoe)


      “Of course, we will say that we used money to become their intermediaries.” (Makoto)


      “Right.” (Tomoe)


      I feel like I was taking a test here.


      Tomoe’s satisfied expression at that is pretty amusing.


      “I think the Rotsgard case is just a vain struggle from a minority of the teachers. That said, Izumo is going to be returning to the Academy soon, so I would like you to come to the lectures to pump some spirit into the students, Waka-sama.” (Shiki)


      I see, Izumo is coming back, huh.


      I do have an interesting construction video.


      Also, according to Shiki, Jin and the others are working hard.


      I consulted with Shiki and we decided to have them train their juniors, and it seems like it has progressed in a favorable direction.


      I guess I will pass the matter of the Goddess’s Apostles to Rembrandt-san and the others for now, and head to the Rotsgard Academy.


      Our store there has newcomers that have lower teamwork than in Tsige, so I want to check out how they are doing too.


      “Shiki, Waka-sama is working on a lot of things, you know? And yet, you are telling him to come to Rotsgard just for the minuscule growth of the chicks? Is that what you are saying?” (Mio)


      Shiki told me he wanted me to come to Rotsgard, even when in the presence of Tomoe and Mio.


      Mio doesn’t seem to find this agreeable at all.


      She is pretty much speaking out her true feelings here.


      However, saying that I have worked a whole lot from just moving a bit here and there makes my back feel itchy. It is not like I have done any big job or anything! 


      I know Mio has no ill-intent at all.


      I can easily imagine her doing something similar to a wife scolding someone saying ‘my husband is a really hard working man!’. 


      Yeah, let’s work a bit at the Academy.


      “T-That’s by no means what I meant!” (Shiki)


      “Right. I have been absent from the Academy for quite a long time. Zara-san has been adjusting for us quite a lot too, so let’s go to the Academy. Are there any issues with going tomorrow?” (Makoto)


      “Of course not! The next lecture plans and reports of their current state are already prepared.” (Shiki)


      “Uuh…Waka-sama, don’t push yourself.” (Mio)


      “I will be eating and sleeping here at night as always. It won’t be as different as usual. I will be leaving the investigation of the war and the matters of the company to you two though.” (Makoto)


      “Yes, leave it to us!” (Mio)


      “Count on us.” (Tomoe)


      In that case…


      Shiki said it is okay to go there tomorrow, but I should read the documents a little bit, especially the ones about the new students. 


      I will do that after eating, and I will probably be done by the time I have to take a bath.


      I may have said all that, but I am looking forward to it.


      From what I have heard, it seems like Daena has become interesting. 


      What has become of that guy with a wife and a child, I wonder?

    

  


  


  
    Chapter 328: Interlude - What I saw at that day


    
      He thought that he was the type to be easily washed by the flow of things. 


      He thought that he had a pretty decent understanding of the world.


      He thought that he was on the rails of success with leeway to spare.


      That day, at that night, when he made a party with his friends to challenge a tough lecture —his world changed.


      More accurately, the way he saw the world changed bit by bit.


      The gears creaked, switched the way they were connected, and the meaning of the things showing in his eyes changed.


      The obvious had stopped being the obvious.


      The unreasonable stopped being on the other side of the shore.


      Strength is infinite, it continues on endlessly.


      Even so, weakness still continues being meaningless.


      That person is Daena.


      He struggled with his own limits to the point of desperation, and noticed many things.


      The experience in Kannaoi that surpassed the limits of their own vision became a trigger for irreplaceable growth in them.


      “Your pattern hasn’t changed from the time you were defeated by Jin!” 


      A commanding voice resonated in the practice field.


      The owner of the voice is Daena.


      His usual aloof attitude was not there, and his eyes were the very definition of serious.


      The one that was sent flying and was collapsed there was one of the new students that had joined the class of the temporary teacher Raidou.


      By some strange work of fate, that male student was the branch school student that caused a ruckus with Jin and the others in the summer vacation.


      Due to the incident with the variant attack in Rotsgard, the students were reorganized, and as a result, there were a good number of students that were promoted from the branch school to the main school, and he is one of those.


      “Damn it! Just because you are strong, you are wringing us out as you please. Is this bullying?! You petty bastard that still drags what happened in the past.” 


      There were several other students in a similar state by the side of the blown away student.


      The complaint of the recently defeated student reached their ears.


      They agreed completely with him.


      The strength of Daena whose age isn’t that apart from them was terrifying, and they acknowledge that too.


      But they are here to take the lessons of the temporary teacher, Raidou, who raised that Daena, and yet, the ones doing the teaching are the students Daena, Jin, and Amelia. 


      The assistant Shiki would sometimes come to give advice and make programs for basic training, but that’s all it was.


      There hasn’t been a single time where they have taken actual special lessons to be on the level of Daena.


      It was clear that the new students were accumulating dissatisfaction.


      Within them, Daena was specially strict.


      No, he suddenly became strict.


      The male student remembered the time when he messed with him in the branch school days, and he thought that was the reason, which made that sudden change of attitude more the bitter.


      The actual reason was completely different though.


      “I am not petty, former Rubbish! No, it was  Ropa, right. Sorry, you were so insignificant, I made a mistake. The guys that were sleeping should be up now, and their bodies should be able to move already! You can all come at me together, you know?! Try hitting me once!!” (Daena)


      “Don’t purposely mistake it! How many combat specialists do you think the Ropa has dispatched?!” 


      The male student doesn’t seem to have broken yet. 


      He confirmed his equipment and took a stance with his sword.


      The branch schools that surround the Rotsgard main school have their respective specialized areas.


      Ropa is a branch school that excels in warriors.


      Elemental magic is Mazul.


      Summoning related is Britto.


      Different from the main school that raises all abilities, the branch schools have a defined teaching direction.


      The Rotsgard main school and branch schools originally didn’t have a higher and lower standing, and it was simply divided depending on specialties, which was the intended form of it.


      But after a long passage of time, the main school began to slowly get better in all sides, and the branch schools became the inferior product. There’s some who surpassed the main school when it came to their specialties, but it ended up with the skewed view of ‘that’s all they are good at’.


      “Then, you, a lone light armored warrior, should be able to manage somehow, right?!” (Daena)


      “?!” 


      Daena was right in front of his eyes.


      The blade of Daena’s dagger is smashed.


      It is wasted even more than the ones provided for training by the Academy.


      A number of dull sounds resonated, and the students stood back up and surrounded Daena, but they were soon sent flying away again.


      “Please give us a break already. What grudge do you have with us, Daena…-senpai.” 


      A different student complains.


      There wasn’t even time to chant.


      The frontlines are even more worthless than paper.


      There’s no way a mage would find such a beat-up as an amusing situation.


      It can’t be helped that they would think this is not serving them at all.


      They still haven’t noticed that this combat lecture is to change that exact notion of them. 


      “I have no grudge. I am simply training you guys with all I have as someone that’s standing ahead of you guys.” (Daena)


      If possible, he wanted his juniors to get a sense of solidarity by their own efforts, but, sadly, it looks like that wish of his won’t be coming true yet.


      Daena internally sighs as he begins to speak, while thinking about the time when they themselves were cornered a lot by Raidou and Shiki.


      “Tormenting us mindlessly like this? Don’t joke around. I don’t know who pissed you off, but really, don’t mess around.” 


      “I swear I am not pissed or have a grudge on anyone. In the first place, it is true that the Ropa school messed with us, but the one who dealt with you was Jin.” 


      “……”


      “On top of that, you guys were one-sidedly beat up by Jin, you know? Why would I be pissed by you guys about that?” (Daena)


      He made sense.


      It would have been one thing if they were messed with and faced a painful experience, but for Daena, it wasn’t an obstacle, or a trouble of import.


      This is how Jin and the others feel as well. But there were students that were promoted from the branch school to the main school that were from that time, and it was etched in them as quite the bitter memory.


      “Then what’s your objective?!” 


      “Is your brain working? I am telling you the objective is to make you guys stronger.” (Daena)


      “You don’t even let us shoot magic! How is that gonna make us stronger?!” 


      “…Really, that head you have there must be for decoration.” (Daena)


      “Wa?!” 


      “Shoot.” (Daena)


      “?”


      “Your magic. The magic you are so good at. Go ahead and shoot it.” (Daena)


      “You…!” 


      The moment the mage that was angered and quarrelling began to chant…


      Daena used his dagger to send the staff in his hand flying.


      “…Wa?” 


      “Stop messin—!” 


      “The ones who should stop messing around are you guys.” (Daena)


      “!” 


      Anger overflows from Daena.


      This anger was mixed in his voice as well and reached the students, and they trembled.


      “You repeat the same things over and over.” (Daena)


      “Eh?” 


      “If you can’t use your magic because your enemy acts faster than you, why don’t you take more distance? Why don’t you aim to shorten your chants? Why don’t you ask for your comrades to cover for you? Why are you not trying to test out anything?” (Daena)


      “…..”


      “When taking the class, pay attention to the details of the one guiding you. I told you guys from the very beginning to consider this as actual combat, right? If in real combat, you were barraging complaints to your opponent like you are doing just now, and they don’t let you do as you please, you would be dead. Do you plan on doing that?” (Daena)


      “…That’s sophistry!” 


      “Then the world is filled with sophism.” (Daena)


      “!” 


      “It is not only you. That goes the same for the people around. You would have died several times if this were real combat. How much time did you have to observe me? How many battle strategies and patterns did you try in this lesson?” (Daena)


      “……”


      “Every single time with the same attack, same defense, ending beat up just like always. I am not tormenting you here, you guys are tormenting yourselves!” (Daena)


      “…But you seniors have gotten the lessons of Raidou-sensei.” 


      “Huh?” (Daena)


      “You are clearly ahead of us. If we got the lessons from the teacher, even you would…!” 


      “If you guys were to take the lessons of our teacher as you are, you would be cornered to the verge of death, and the lesson would end with you guys losing consciousness. It wouldn’t be any different.” (Daena)


      They wouldn’t be able to learn anything.


      Daena implied this.


      “Even so, repeating this over and over without any explanations is simply violence!” 


      “Explanation? Didn’t we tell you guys that today would be actual combat training?” (Daena)


      “We weren’t told to think and test out a lot of stuff!” 


      It seemed like the students around were of the same opinion as him.


      The former Ropa student also nodded at this.


      “…Haaah. Just how used did you guys get to the lessons of the buffoon teachers here?” (Daena)


      ““?””


      “I was also like you guys in the beginning, so it is weird for me to say this, but in the lessons of Raidou-sensei, the ones who can’t do anything will just be left behind, you know?” (Daena)


      ““?!””


      “There’s no way there would be lectures where you are trained in a kind and gentle manner and get crazy strong.” (Daena)


      ““…..””


      “In our case, he summoned damn crazy strong lizardmen, and no matter how many times we were on the verge of death, we would be brought back by healing magic, and were made to fight endlessly. We brainstormed, tested, and repeated and repeated till we could manage to have a good fight.” (Daena)


      “D-Do you mean…that?” 


      A female student with a spear in her hand points with a trembling finger at Jin and the others who are having a high level battle with two Mist Lizards. 


      “Yeah. In the beginning, it was amusing just how little we could do even against one of them. You are even weaker than that, you know? I am serving as a substitute.” (Daena)


      “Even so, I feel like there’s a fatal lack of words…” 


      “No, it is just that you people lack imagination. Then, this time, at least hammer into your mind the notion of thinking, testing, and not giving up. If you do, next time you might be able to endure for longer.” (Daena)


      “?!” 


      “What are you getting surprised for? There’s no way your lecture is going to advance with this pathetic display here, right? In the next one, and the one that follows; if you guys don’t change, we will stay like this forever, you know?” (Daena)


      ““You fiend!””


      “If you can talk nonsense like that, you must still have energy left. Then, let’s go for one last round. I will give you two minutes, so think about what to do with everyone.” (Daena)


      Daena, who had become a drill sergeant, said what he had to say and took distance from the students. 


      ‘I miss learning in a classroom’, ‘please let our kind senior come back’; those kinds of mortified gazes were flying around.


      But Daena didn’t pay attention to any of those.


      (That night we got stronger again. But that was after we were conscious about death all the time, desperately struggled with our all, and luckily survived.) (Daena)


      Including their fortune of being able to witness a battle where the peaks of the world clashed. That’s how Daena thought of it.


      And by thinking in that way, it served as a trigger for him to change.


      (That’s not something you can do several times. I will probably die if there’s a next time. It would all be over. Seeking growth from such an experience is reckless beyond belief. Then, how do you have a powerful growth without being in the embrace of death?) (Daena)


      Daena noticed the blessing that he himself already had. 


      Daena trembled.


      He realized just how blessed of a place and environment he was in.


      (There’s no experience that surpasses actual combat. That’s the unquestionable truth. But just how many deaths would that create before you grow? That’s right…that’s what training exists for. That’s why we study. That’s why there’s lectures.) (Daena)


      Even if the time efficiency doesn’t rival that of actual combat, you can obtain knowledge and experience in a relatively safe environment. 


      And Daena is in the Rotsgard Academy as a scholarship student.


      The highest academic centre of the world.


      There’s a massive amount of knowledge and experience clearly stacked in this place from their predecessors.


      Great discoveries, and also frustrating and buried failures.


      For the people that are trying to learn everything from now on, this is a dazzling treasure trove.


      Daena touched the origin of people’s growth, and he learned the root meaning of the Academy and the lectures.


      ‘Rotsgard?’.


      ‘Aah, the place where you go to study, right?’.


      ‘It is the best place. I am awesome for being called to such a place’.


      ‘I feel like they are going to make me do real boring stuff. I can understand most of anything if I am taught, but it is such a pain’.


      That was Daena’s way of thinking before joining, and before he took the lectures of Raidou.


      Thinking back on those memories would make Daena blush in embarrassment.


      (The Academy is truly an amazing place. But the current Academy is somewhat…different. I feel like Rotsgard shouldn’t be this kind of place. It is strange that the lessons and the desire to learn are not overflowing with energy. I prefer a school where you can answer to the people that desire knowledge and power, and do their best to obtain it.) (Daena)


      That was the resolve of Daena.


      The turning point of one of the students that had long been thinking that he would just pass his days within the slightly higher than average, or somewhat below that point, doing minimum effort.


      Within this space where Jin, Amelia, and Izumo are getting more distinct goals for their future, the current Daena has gotten a clear distinct goal for his own future.


      The day Raidou comes back to the Academy is soon approaching.


      Daena was looking forward to that day while working hard in leading the students.

    

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 329: The rampage of youth


    
      One young woman appeared in front of me while I was trying to head to the class.


      She doesn’t seem to be a student.


      She is looking at us with a serious expression.


      Maybe she intends to confess to Shiki?


      Or does she plan to reignite my nightmare?


      I wouldn’t want either of those. 


      “If you are going to confess, we refuse. Excuse us.” (Makoto)


      I promptly express myself.


      I don’t need a 2nd, 3rd, or 4th.


      “?” 


      “Looking for Shiki? He is currently busy. Come back some other time.” (Makoto)


      Specifically, at a time when I am not around.


      “Uhm, I am married.” 


      “…”


      “You are the temporary teacher, Raidou-sensei, and the assistant, Shiki-san, right?” 


      “…Yeah.” (Makoto)


      So there’s this pattern too.


      It is very embarrassing that I thought I had cut her off ahead of time.


      I want to writhe in shame for a bit.


      Damn it, Rotsgard!


      How many traumas is this place going to etch in me before it is satisfied?! 


      “I apologize for my late introduction. I am Daena’s wife, Kuria. I am currently taking a leave of absence, but I am a student in this Academy.” 


      “I should be the one apologizing for my rudeness. Sorry.” (Makoto)


      To top it off, the wife of a student I am looking after?!


      Of course I would instantly apologize.


      Please don’t think ‘What kind of misunderstanding is this temporary teacher having?’.


      It was a paltry mind guard of mine…


      “No, I have heard a lot of things about you from my husband, Raidou-sensei. Please don’t mind it.” 


      ……


      Heard a lot about me?


      Don’t mind it?


      This error of mine that’s making me explode in embarrassment?


      What does Daena say about me with his family? 


      There were a whole lot of questions I couldn’t digest and were floating around me.


      Like algae filling up the surface of a lake.


      My brain also had algae floating around.


      “*Cough*. So, what business brings you here at the Academy, wife of Daena-kun that’s supposed to be on a leave of absence? Is it something we can help you with?” (Shiki)


      Shiki takes my place while I was collecting myself, and asks for the business of the wife.


      Thanks.


      “Yes, about that, my husband has been acting weird recently.” (Kuria)


      Daena…


      I heard that you have become interesting, so I was looking forward to it…


      I hope you are not being suddenly suspected of cheating on your wife.


      Weren’t you the type that would be frivolous and aloof?


      “He has been coming back home late too.” (Kuria)


      Oi oi.


      “He said that he is reading through books at the library till late.” (Kuria)


      That Daena?


      From my eyes, aside from the fact that he is married, he is the closest to the image of a modern japanese student.


      In other words, he is not that motivated, and isn’t the type who would be studying.


      “That he is training together with the students that are taking your class.” (Kuria)


      “…”


      Honestly, I have no intention of tagging along with a matter of cheating from my students, so I can only say do something yourselves.


      “Now that I think about it, it happened after he had left for a short term training camp, so I thought that maybe you two would know something about this.” (Kuria)


      Short term training camp.


      The matter about being sent to Kannaoi that I didn’t concern myself with at first.


      It happened after that, huh.


      On that event, Misura and Yuno ended up going out and Rembrandt-san went slightly crazy from it.


      Izumo also had a sudden growth from it too.


      I even think that he might return with him having already married Iroha-chan.


      With that, I would have two married people within my students.


      I don’t think Izumo would be doing something like cheating in that frame of time though.


      With how flirty they both were, even if he were to return to the Academy, he wouldn’t be playing around with other girls.


      “Aah, about that matter.” (Shiki)


      Hm?


      Shiki?


      “Do you know something?!” (Kuria)


      “It seems like he had a lot of things to reflect about after returning from that training camp. He wanted to consult about his career path with Raidou-sama. I think it is most likely related to that.” (Shiki)


      “Career path? He was saying things like he would just do his best in a place that gives him the most salary though.” (Kuria)


      “Yeah, he had been giving that sort of air until now, that’s for sure.” (Shiki)


      He also said jokingly that he would live in a way that doesn’t bring any disputes with the Kuzunoha Company.


      “And so, he began to return late, study, and train even more than before? Does he plan on remaining in the Academy?” (Kuria)


      Hm? 


      His wife, Kuria-san, doesn’t seem like she was suspecting him of cheating?


      …It is not like I have been watching too many morning dramas, but I always end up assuming it goes in that way.


      I should be careful about that.


      I did hear about him wanting to consult about his career path, but the details are not clear at all, so I don’t know exactly what it is he wants to ask me.


      “…”


      I am in teacher mode, so I just go ‘umu umu’ and nod randomly a few times as if knowingly.


      “Since you are here already, Kuria-san, how about checking the class?” (Shiki)


      Shiki proposes.


      Well, she is the wife of Daena after all.


      There’s no real problem in having her watch the lecture.


      She could even tag along in the career path consultation.


      They are husband and wife, so obviously talks regarding his career and future involve her as well.


      “That’s a good idea. If you wish to, how about being present in his career path consultation too?” (Makoto)


      “Is that okay?” (Kuria)


      “If it is about his career path, it is something that would impact the two of you… If I remember correctly, you two have a child, right? Are you okay in time?” (Makoto)


      “Yes. My parents are currently present after all.” (Kuria)


      “Your parents, huh. That’s indeed reliable then.” (Makoto)


      Meaning that the parents of his wife have come to Rotsgard?


      Daena, I’m surprised you can stay in the Academy and return late at night everyday in a situation like that.


      I do understand that it is a stressing situation though.


      “A gruesome incident like that happened at the Rotsgard Academy that was thought to be completely safe, so they got worried. It brings peace to my heart, but it might have been suffocating for my husband. The city has already been restored and it is about to launch back into form, so my parents said that once their worries are gone, they will be going back. Just that, it looks like they are pretty fond of their grandchild, so…” (Kuria)


      I feel like the story is going to get really long.


      I glance at Shiki and we both nod.


      If we press Kuria-san and head to the class, there should be no worries in lost time.


      If the flames of war suddenly fall into the school of your daughter that’s supposed to be completely safe, of course your parents would want to come check out for themselves whether you are okay or not.


      And if there’s a grandchild in the equation and they look after it together…I now feel like it can’t be helped that they would end up staying for long. 


      Well, if that’s the case, if the parents of Kuria-san don’t think her husband is coming back home late because he is cheating, then I guess they would instead actually welcome him coming back late.


      Now that I think about it, what kind of student is this girl?


      From what I can see, she is a mage?


      She doesn’t look like the close combat type… Yeah, I can’t really picture her in combat.


      Is she a researcher?


      It doesn’t feel like she could become a student in my class.


      Now then, let’s check the class, and then have this so-called career path consultation of Daena.


      ◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆


      OUT!!


      Just when I was about to use the Magic Armor to deal a hearty chop on Daena’s head to make him sleep, Shiki was one move faster.


      He used his black staff to deal bludgeoning damage into his head.


      ‘That’s why…I’m sorry. I was made to marry and I just went with the flow, so—’, we didn’t let him say anymore than that.


      There’s no doubt the room reserved by Shiki would be submerged in a heavy atmosphere like that of the deep sea! 


      Putting it bluntly, Daena currently has an illness.


      The illness that all people that talk about ideals and have decided on what to challenge with their whole life on the line have.


      It is the kind that is hard to know how to deal with because it is not exactly something bad.


      You could call it a rampage of conviction.


      They end up being unable to see anything else, and their vision tunnels completely.


      They would suddenly lose sleep, pour every part of themselves to it, and get reckless.


      It seems like he has awakened into the greatness of teaching.


      He was teaching the students in a hot-blooded manner.


      Not only that, it seemed like Daena himself had polished himself up and had become a lot stronger than before.


      He is clearly pushing himself and it made me a bit anxious.


      The impressive thing is that he said passionately with a straight face: ‘I want to become the Academy Principal in the future and change this place’.


      He has gotten pretty high in this state.


      Academy Principal?


      Daena who doesn’t have any connections and is simply a scholarship student?


      He is not even a temporary teacher or a full-time teacher, and yet, he is suddenly going for the very top of the chain, huh.


      You are definitely going to remember this night and writhe in shame in the future, you know?


      On top of that, he began a fervent speech about the plans for the future lectures and the current state of things, and by the time I began feeling a headache…he was about to speak out a monumental problematic statement.


      With how things have been flowing until now, there’s no doubt it would have been a bad statement.


      You went with the flow of things and ended up marrying. I found a dream, so please break up with me. I don’t care about the child. I will give you the money.


      I am sure he was about to say something in that vein.


      It is good that you found an objective. 


      I also have archery.


      No matter what kind of relationship I have with anyone in the future, I won’t throw away the bow.


      But dashing off and completely ignoring your surroundings in your high state is questionable. 


      There’s no doubt there’s the need to cool down your head for a little bit.


      For now, we should calm down Kuria-san somehow, and have Daena understand that they need each other, no, that the three including his child need some time to think things thoroughly.


      A big dispute because of this is a no, a definite no.


      ““……””


      Shiki and I check the state of Kuria-san.


      More precisely, we watch over how she will react.


      “So he has decided to become a teacher, huh.” (Kuria)


      “?”


      Uhm.


      Kuria-san said in a tone different from that of her carefree image, and she had a smile on her face.


      I don’t know how this will develop.


      “……”


      I look at Shiki.


      It seems even Shiki can’t predict what’s going to happen. He is shaking his head to the sides.


      “Sensei.” (Kuria)


      “Yes?” (Makoto)


      I ended up straightening my back and asking back.


      “Daena is someone that can do it if he tries.” (Kuria)


      “Y-Yeah.” (Makoto)


      He got a scholarship for the peak school that is Rotsgard, so he is far more competent than your average ‘people that can do it if they try’.


      The fact that she is strangely all smiles is abnormally scary.


      Ooh, could it be that it is already too late?


      “‘That child can do it if they try’ is a praise that’s mostly used for people that you can’t find something to praise them about, so they just say that to hide it.” (Kuria)


      “……”


      Well, that’s true.


      This is something I understood after standing in the teaching side, but the ‘that child can do it if they try’ is normally not used as an actual praise most of the time. 


      It is harsh, but just as Kuria-san said, that’s just a convenient phrase for the times you can’t find anything praiseworthy aside from what they could possibly accomplish.


      “But Daena is the real deal.” (Kuria)


      “Yeah, he is a competent person after all.” (Shiki)


      Shiki is doing hard work, trying to bring out as many words from her as possible.


      “At first, I was observing him thinking ‘what kind of monkey lost its way into the Academy?’ and was wondering when he would quit.” (Kuria)


      Kuria-san is so ruthless. A monkey. 


      “But he passed me in an instant. I was shocked. It would be one thing if it were a barbaric fighting lecture, but a monkey that didn’t even know any decent manners had passed me even in the classes of knowledge. It seems like he eventually got bored of it, all classroom lectures returned to average grades though.” (Kuria)


      “That’s his weak point. He is fixing that now, but he is the type to get bored of things fast. He likes to tackle only the things he is good at.” (Shiki)


      “Yeah, and that Daena is saying he wants to become a teacher? Ufufufu.” (Kuria)


      She is laughing, but I can’t tell what is the meaning behind it.


      She doesn’t seem to be drunk or anything.


      “Are you happy?” (Shiki)


      “Of course! That Daena that’s so skilled and has unlimited potential is aiming for something seriously! It is the very sight that I wanted to watch from the front seats!” (Kuria)


      “Daena as of recent has been working hard indeed.” (Shiki)


      “A teacher, to top it off! He is aiming to become the same thing as I am. Can you believe that miracle?!” (Kuria)


      Sa…me?


      The wife of Daena aims to become a teacher too?


      That’s quite the coincidence, yeah.


      It feels incredibly ominous here, but I feel like the flow of things isn’t bad…


      “Me, who truly fell in love with him because I wanted to watch that amusing creature, having the same dream as that creature! Isn’t that the best?!” (Kuria)


      Well, students marrying each other is something that doesn’t normally happen unless it is pushed forcefully after all.


      So she was the one who pushed it, huh.


      Also, she fell in love because it was so amusing?


      I don’t understand even a single millimeter of that.


      She is not gonna be saying that she will be observing the child and the amusing Daena from outside the cage, right?


      “If you become the Principal of the Rotsgard Academy…it will definitely remain in history.” (Kuria)


      “Yeah.” (Shiki)


      Shiki, I understand how you feel.


      It must be exhausting, right?


      But a divorce end would be sad, don’t you think?


      Endure for a bit longer.


      Somewhere in her heart, she seriously believes that Daena can do it.


      You have married an incredible person, Daena.


      “Daena as a teacher, and the Academy Principal. Then, I will have to work hard in becoming the Vice-Principal! I am different from him, I am a normal person after all!” (Kuria)


      …


      Doesn’t look like there will be a divorce here.


      She is an incredible wife, no, an incredible married couple.


      What part of you is a normal person? You are plenty crazy yourself.


      I regret worrying.


      These two are birds of the same feather.


      There’s no problem in them dashing off with their delusion.


      Even if Daena tells her to break up with him, Kuria-san would answer with ‘let’s work hard together as a family’ and smile.


      And then, it will go full circle and end up with Daena just giving it up.


      He already has a past record of being pushed into marriage after all.


      All’s well that ends well. 


      It is to the point that I am slightly worried about the future of the child that’s being raised by this couple. 


      Daena becoming a teacher and changing the Rotsgard Academy, huh.


      I don’t think I can do much for him even if I were consulted about it. 


      Because we forcefully broke the statement of Daena that would normally be fatal, he is currently ‘sleeping’.


      Jin and Amelia at our store, Izumo hasn’t given up on the construction work side even when at Kannaoi, Misura is going out with Yuno; the first generation is slowly changing and growing.


      Even though things haven’t changed much, it makes me feel like work is certainly progressing.


      But Daena, don’t go saying ‘it was all due to youth’ in the future, okay?


      I will definitely laugh. 

    

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 330: Forbidden special concentration


    
      Nechikitos Appraisal Team are famous appraisal specialists that have made a name around the world.


      This is bad, no matter how famous something is, when it is a topic that I have little interest in, it makes my information gathering lack.


      I kind of understand why they would send an appraisal team to us in Tsige since there’s the Anti-Goddess Cult and all of that involved over there, but…what’s their objective in appraising our goods in the Academy Town? 


      I don’t know their objective.


      Also, an appraisal team. 


      When the word ‘team’ is in it, it just feels like they are amazing.


      There’s like a strange pressure in that word. 


      Honestly speaking, if most of the appraisal results say ‘Kaleneon Origin’, I think it would make for a good chance to make that country more widely known, so it might be a thankful opportunity.


      Even if they were to know there’s actually a country like that, it is not like they can make contact with it immediately anyways.


      It goes without saying that it would be difficult to reach that country that’s in the demon territory.


      Even if Limia and Gritonia were to mobilize, who knows when they would reach Kaleneon.


      “I now understand that you people are a well-known appraisal organization. And so, what’s the reason for appraising our goods?” (Makoto)


      “…Oh? Is there something you want to hide?” 


      “No, none at all. I am simply interested in why the people of Rotsgard nominated us, the Kuzunoha Company.” (Makoto)


      “I can’t divulge information about our employer.” 


      “Is that so. That’s a shame.” (Makoto)


      Y-You have an employer? 


      Uhm…is it okay for you to tell me that?


      It means that you came under the orders of an individual to appraise us, right?


      “I ask once again. There’s no problems with these products, right?” 


      “Of course not. We are always confirming their quality. Rather, if there’s a faulty product that doesn’t perform well or there’s a wrong description, you people will be telling us, so I am instead grateful and won’t hold a grudge.” (Makoto)


      “Hoh, that’s quite the confidence there. Then, show us the ambrosia first.” 


      “……”


      The Nechikitos Appraisal Team’s middle aged man that seemed like the leader, for some reason, designated a product that’s not in our normal lineup.


      See? Jin and Amelia who are working part-time here have their mouths wide open.


      Of course they would react like that. We haven’t dealt with that medicine in front of them after all.


      Who is the one here who could know about the ambrosia?


      Is this actually connected to Tsige in some way?


      I would like to be spared from that already.


      The possibility that they might be aiming to attack all our stores.


      That Rio is such a pain.


      “What’s the matter? You have that medicine in your catalogue, right? Show it. We will confirm if it is the real deal or not.” 


      “….I am sorry, but we don’t have it.” (Makoto)


      “You ‘don’t have it’?” 


      “That’s right. We did have in stock before though. I am truly impressed that you have such a splendid information network. But that’s medicine that has special ingredients and has even disappeared from the annals of history for a long time.” (Makoto)


      “…”


      “If you request for it, we could try to prepare it, but it is not something that we can readily make and bring out. Please understand this.” (Makoto)


      Obviously.


      It is such an obvious thing that I can easily say this with extreme confidence.


      There’s no way we would just have those readily with the medicines around here.


      “None in stock? I learned from hearsay that you immediately provided the required ambrosia to that certain merchant.” 


      “I had a request for it in the past and managed to obtain


      the ingredients 

      for it, but…it looks like you have heard the story in a warped manner.” (Makoto)


      Good grief.


      He seems to know about Rembrandt-san, but at that time, the request was to obtain the raw ingredients of it.


      The information seems to have leaked, but does he know that it was a request to obtain the ingredients for the ambrosia?


      Is this a sad case of the information from the source being accurate, but the messenger messing up and relaying it inaccurately?


      “There’s no assurance that you are not just hiding it.” 


      “Proof that I don’t have it? You are taking this joke too far.” (Makoto)


      He is being quite forceful.


      “Then, we will have every single thing in this store appraised!” 


      “I refuse.” (Makoto)


      “Why?!” 


      “It goes without saying. Because it would be a hassle for our customers.” (Makoto)


      All of you would be going around my whole store using your Skill, right?


      If you were like Rembrandt-san or the merchants of Tsige just doing pure appraisals, it wouldn’t take too much time.


      But even if our store in Rotsgard isn’t as big as the one in Tsige, it still has a decent amount of merchandise. There’s no doubt the other customers won’t be able to do their shopping properly if they did.


      A bunch of people that came without an appointment from early morning, as if I would just let them go ahead and get in the way of my business.


      Even if you are famous, there’s things you can and can’t do.


      …Or more like, I would like you to understand simple manners the more famous someone is. 


      “Are you refusing us, the Nechikitos Appraisal Team, Kuzunoha Company?!” 


      “I am simply telling you that we won’t allow you to interfere in our business operations. If you want to appraise all of our products, go ahead and do so after purchasing each of those products.” (Makoto)


      “Guh!” 


      “It seems like you know about the ambrosia, but do you have the money? Of course, even if we of the Kuzunoha Company know that it is a rare product, we won’t be placing an unreasonable price tag that surpasses the worth of it. There’s patients who require it after all. But as long as we are preparing it, we will be taking the required pay. Even if it is for appraisal, the price will be the same.” (Makoto)


      If…and just if…this person or the people surrounding him did all this stuff as a roundabout way because they needed the medicine, I don’t have any issues with selling it.


      It would have to be quite the terrible disease or curse disease after all.


      “…How much?” 


      Oh?


      He must have noticed that I won’t be budging, he asked me the price with a bitter face.


      Or did they really have a patient and they resorted to something similar to blackmail?


      Haaah…if that’s the case, I am truly amazed…


      “…Let’s see. Acquirement of the ingredients, securing a mage, safe transport; putting all those together…” (Makoto)


      “…”


      “1 ambrosia would be around 400 gold coins.” (Makoto)


      “Huh?! Cheap!”


      ““?!””


      Maybe because, even if rotten, he is the leader of the appraisal team, he was shocked about how cheap the price I spoke out was.


      Jin and Amelia were most likely purely surprised by the high number.


      At times, medicines are unmatched.


      With it, you can cure illnesses; and at times, it is the only way to cure them.


      There’s a whole lot of people that would desire a medicine even if it were to cost several millions.


      Well, it is true that I gave it a price that is really close to the cost.


      When thinking that there might be the chance that it is for someone that probably needs it no matter what, I just ended up doing it.


      I get soft when it comes to illnesses. It is a bad habit of mine.


      “N-Not 4,000?” 


      ““?!””


      I simply nod at his confirmation.


      4,000 isn’t that strange of a number.


      If it were to be sold in Tsige, it could go for 5,000 depending on the merchant. They might even see it as an opportunity and go for 10,000.


      “…Potions, fruits, and a number of equipment.” 


      “Hm?” (Makoto)


      “I want to purchase them for appraisal. I was pushy on the ambrosia. I will come another day.” 


      “…Jin, Amelia.” (Makoto)


      ““Yes!””


      “Procure the items at your discretion.” (Makoto)


      ““Yes!””


      Another day, huh.


      There really might be a patient.


      Jin and Amelia begin to serve a number of the people in the appraisal team.


      Instead of the employees that know about the things, it would be better for those two to do it. They would be showing the merchandise without any hidden feelings after all.


      Well, with that one act over, the Kuzunoha Company managed to get many customers to buy a lot of merchandise.


      There wasn’t any big problem with the appraisal team…no, it is actually not a sure thing yet.


      “By the way, why are you two here?” (Makoto)


      Sif and Yuno.


      Misura is not here.


      “I thought that maybe those delicious sweets would be showing up today.” (Sif)


      The little sister nods to the older sister’s words.


      Around the time when classes ended, a bit before night, the Rembrandt sisters came to the store. I don’t want to say the word dawn for a while in my life.


      The response I got from them was an amusing one of wanting something sweet and delicious.


      How troublesome these two are. 


      Did they take such a liking to the tea and sweets of Mio?


      The selection of Mio today was syrup covered anko and red bean soup, so there was no stuff for a tea party. 


      We do have cold green tea.


      The first time we had red bean soup, Shiki placed cream as topping without restraint and was smacked by Mio.


      Cream red bean soup exists, so it is not like that’s completely bad, but the fact that you went and poured cream all over it without even having a taste first was grounds for a slapping, Shiki.


      Can’t you just have the cream on a different plate to taste them separately?


      “If possible, use that tea…!” (Sif)


      In the end, Sif ate like a beast, but the little sister seems to have liked it quite a lot too.


      Is it to the taste of the girls in the Rembrandt household? Then, maybe I should try sending a number of them to Rembrandt-san’s wife, Lisa-san.


      Even so, the two of them are making slightly dangerous eyes.


      Is it okay to give them more tea parties?


      There should be no addictive substances to it, and yet, my back has chills running.


      I should trick my way out with fruits—


      “Waka-sama, good work today. How about partaking in my new creation, green tea ice cream and parfait, together with me?” (Shiki)


      “R-Right now?!” (Makoto)


      Shiki! 


      You had cream red bean soup at lunch, right?!


      You are going for creamy stuff again.


      Why is it that that’s the only type of cooking you make, and yet, you do something as blasphemous as putting topping to things you haven’t even tasted first?! 


      But that was quite the timing…the worst kind of timing…


      I knew the result already, but I still look at Sif and Yuno.


      They were already not looking at me.


      Their eyes were sparkling at the things that Shiki had in both of his hands.


      They are barely managing to not drool.


      That’s a relief. They are managing to keep their lady-like manners.


      “? Rembrandt sisters? W-What are you looking at?” (Shiki)


      They were pressing their hands in prayer.


      Right now it felt like the sisters had the guardian angel Rembrandt-san showing at their backs, so even Shiki and I are finding it hard to oppose.


      So I gave them the wrong food at that time, huh.


      Reminds me of the reason why we are told not to feed the animals at the zoos…


      In an instant, Sif secures the parfait, and Yuno the ice cream.


      The moment they take a bite of it, they both made blissful faces and travelled to a much better world together.


      …You react way too much to the word tea.


      Even though it is a dessert, it is a vivid green, and yet, they ate it without a single shred of hesitation.


      They are quite the challengers.


      “Ah, sensei, thanks for the hard work!” 


      “Thanks for the hard work!” 


      Jin and Amelia appear there.


      They end up seeing the Rembrandt sisters eating a green something while they were tired.


      “…Haaah, Shiki, can you prepare shares for Jin and Amelia? I don’t need any today.” (Makoto)


      “Ah, yes, of course.” (Shiki)


      “Then, provide them with a fulfilling meal.” (Makoto)


      I don’t want to watch them greedily devour those and get a second-hand heartburn from it.


      Shiki must have a massive amount of cream stocked, so he must have plenty enough for 10 each person.


      I leave the rest to you!

    

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 331: At that silent night


    
      It has been a while since I have been here.


      The outside still has light remaining.


      In the past, I would come here when the night deepened more than this.


      “It has been quite a while, Raidou-sensei. Today you came on your own, at an unusually earlier time.” 


      “Yes, I finally got the time to. I thought that I should come by here at least once since I am here.” (Makoto)


      “Thanks. I am happy to have become one of the stores that Raidou-sensei remembers in this Rotsgard.” 


      “Haha, please bring me one drink and fish for a side dish. I will be taking my leave at the second glass, so no need to be too thorough.” (Makoto)


      “Oh?” 


      “I have been trying to finish up work as fast as possible lately. My number one objective today was to check up on you, Master.” (Makoto)


      “…It is an honor.” 


      In reality, dinners and the time after that, I would pass them all in Asora recently.


      After coming to the Academy Town, I remembered the bar Shiki and I would come to every so often, Rabidoll.


      I have already gone to the Gotetsu restaurant a number of times at noon to greet them.


      Just as the Master said, it is still pretty early to come to a bar.


      Rabidoll has quite the dense menu, so it can be used as a place to have a meal in, but right now there’s no other customers aside from me.


      Or more like, I am the only one here aside from the Master.


      The small glass prepared for me…ooh, looks like he plans on having me drink a pretty thick one today.


      He had already prepared a dish and nuts, and the glass that had already been poured with transparent liquor had been placed in front of me.


      I had a chat with the Master, and was told about the things that have happened recently in Rotsgard as well as Jin and the others who have become regulars recently. 


      I don’t think this is the type of establishment that would be the talk of people though.


      The Master seems to be happy, so that’s good I guess.


      They have also become regulars in Gotetsu.


      Luria has gotten completely into her job lately. 


      The Boss seems to think she is dead already which pained my heart a little.


      She has been missing since then, and it was almost at the time of that incident after all.


      “This is the first time I have this.” (Makoto)


      It has a soft taste, but it feels hot once it passes down my throat.


      The aftertaste isn’t bad either.


      I’ve had mostly sweet liquor lately, so this feels fresh. 


      It is tasty.


      “Yes. It seems like you have some other business this night, so I have prepared a lot of things to lighten your mood.” 


      …


      Because I am leaving soon, huh.


      This is his way of saying ‘you will be having fun tonight, right?’, isn’t it?! 


      “Thanks for the consideration.” (Makoto)


      “Someone like you, Raidou-sensei, must be free to choose whoever, right? I am jealous.” 


      Coming from the mouth of a person that, when he and I are lined up, the women would gather more at his side…


      The Master of a bar or a restaurant have their own charm. 


      I wonder why.


      “No way. I don’t have the ability for that.” (Makoto)


      But maybe that wasn’t the right answer.


      What kind of response one should make while having a drink?


      In my case, I feel like those kinds of topics don’t relate much to me. 


      Even so, giving out the mood of someone reaching for higher than what they can get might be more fitting for a drunkard…?


      “…..”


      “What’s the matter, Master?” (Makoto)


      “Raidou-sensei, I may be a bit rude here, but I will be asking something out of line.” 


      “? Go ahead.” (Makoto)


      The Master suddenly made a serious expression.


      “I have been told that you have been confessed to in a special way by a lot of girls in the Academy for a period of time.” 


      “…Ah, yes.” (Makoto)


      Must be that.


      The one event that has left a scar on me and deals damage to my mind every now and then.


      I am sure that this is the one event that has caused me the most constant damage in this world. 


      “But…” 


      “?”


      “It seems like you have confessed to someone in that popular phase of yours.” 


      “Eh?” (Makoto)


      Me, confessing?


      That’s far pass like or dislike.


      It was no popular phase at all either.


      I had no such brave soul to confess to someone in that traumatic past of mine!


      “Do you know about a girl called Seiren Garmena?” 


      “Seiren…? No, it is a name I have no recollection of. I was being pushed quite a lot, with girls saying ‘I don’t mind being your 2nd or 3rd’ and stuff like that, so my memory might be a bit fuzzy…” (Makoto)


      “You had it rough, huh. Sorry for bringing out this topic.” 


      The Master was truly apologetic.


      “No, I don’t mind. And so, what’s the matter about that Seiren-san person?” (Makoto)


      “You really don’t remember? That’s surprising. Even though it is the girl that you apparently told her that you would grant anything she wishes for for one night with her.” 


      ……


      Who was the idiot who spread that shitty lie?


      Lies, rumors.


      Hasn’t it been all about that lately?! 


      Who would make such a simp-like advance?! 


      Grant anything she wishes for one night?! 


      There’s a limit to messing around…!


      …?


      One night?


      Wish?


      ……


      …


      Ah.


      “…Looks like you remembered. That’s a relief. Yeah, it is truly a relief.” 


      “If I remember correctly, that girl is a researcher in the Academy…and her name is Seiren-san?” (Makoto)


      There is one.


      No, it is not like I did something like using a roll of money to slap the girl in the face and have her listen to me with that money.


      That’s definitely not it.


      But…one night.


      I remembered those words.


      Every single one of them was pressing me so much to become a mistress or something similar for my money and power, so one time, I tried doing the exact opposite and went the piece of shit route. 


      I told one of them that if they do anything I wish for one night, I would grant any wish she wanted.


      If I remember correctly…she darted off in an instant.


      The sight of her lab coat waving side to side surfaced fuzzily in my mind.


      Aah, so that girl was Seiren-san.


      It happened, it did happen, it so happened.


      “Here. A fizz arc.” 


      “Oh, I love this one.” (Makoto)


      “Actually…Seiren-san is a customer that comes here often. She is one of the few customers that orders this drink.” 


      “…I see. Maybe we have missed each other pretty often then?” (Makoto)


      “It is a miracle that you two have not met here once.” 


      That’s…just like me.


      And at the same time, not like me.


      “…I see.” (Makoto)


      I don’t know how to respond to that, so I just nod.


      In the first place, I haven’t heard about this girl Seiren till now.


      I don’t even know if she survived the variant incident.


      “Actually, she has been in a rough spot since then. If you have no issues with her, Raidou-sensei, can you help her out? Is what she asked me to tell you.” 


      “I don’t really mind it. No, acting like that after she confessed is questionable in itself though.” (Makoto)


      Rough spot?


      Why?


      I really have no issues with her. 


      But if that Seiren person is suffering because of that confession, I do feel I am somewhat responsible.


      I also feel like the Master led the conversation in a way that it would feel that way.


      He does give out that sad atmosphere of pitying Seiren after all.


      “You were exactly the type of person I thought you were, Raidou-sensei. Please help her feel better even if for a little bit more.” 


      “Is it such a big deal that you would have to lower your head, Master? Also, about Seiren…-san, what happened to her?” (Makoto)


      “She is being treated as an idiot that is using the excuse of being confessed by you, and she is facing quite the stressing experience outside the Academy. To the point that the alcohol here tastes more bitter…” 


      An idiot that is using…


      My…


      Confession…


      I don’t understand the meaning of those lines of words.


      “You have might, assets, connections; you are a high catch that has everything aside from looks.” 


      “…Oooh.” (Makoto)


      Even though I only had two glasses, I feel like puking.


      “Not only did you take the initiative when assisting the Academy in suppressing the variants, you also used your own funds to help out greatly in the reconstruction of Rotsgard. If you weren’t in front of me right now, I would doubt if you actually exist. Thinking a person like that couldn’t even be real.” 


      Yeah, that was out of my own convenience.


      So that’s what it meant when I was told to keep the good acts to a minimum?! 


      That’s why Seiren-san is being made fun by the others as a top class failure of a gold digger, huh.


      Then, the more light is shone on the Kuzunoha Company and I, the heavier it must have been for her.


      …That’s sad.


      I kinda feel bad about it.


      “Seiren-san was sulking a whole lot. She is wise, and she is a girl that researched mainly magic. She did her best in it.” 


      …Master, please don’t stimulate my guilt any further.


      Seriously?


      There’s a lot of companies that don’t look favorably at the Kuzunoha Company that have been cornered quite a lot or have been crushed altogether.


      My impression in Rotsgard is scarily good.


      Way too good.


      If you are suspected of being an enemy of the Kuzunoha Company, you end up having a terrible experience.


      In those days, I worried quite a lot as a merchant too…no, my field of vision was so narrow that I couldn’t see at all the things that I should have looked at.


      I didn’t have any leeway in my heart.


      “To think that I made her have such a bitter experience… I didn’t notice at all. Looks like it has turned into a pitiful situation.” (Makoto)


      “It is a person that you don’t get involved with directly, so it is not your fault, Sensei. I am sure she also understands this.” 


      Really?


      I feel like that girl should be having a real big grudge on me.


      I didn’t even know her name after all.


      “Got it. I will think of a way to regain her honor.” (Makoto)


      “Please do. She is an important regular customer.” 


      He bowed splendidly at me as he asked. 


      Maybe I should ask the cooperation of the staff of the school, Jin and the others, and the Academy Principal. 


      The Academy Principal owes me big from that incident, so I gotta ask him to pay me back properly or he will get the wrong idea that we are the type of people that do favors because we like and can be used as he wishes.


      Even if he already thinks like that, this is a chance to clearly define our relationship.


      It seems like she is from the research department, and since it is affecting her work there, the power of the Academy Principal should be effective.


      I should also investigate how exactly she is being treated…


      What should I do about the matters outside school?


      Zara-san, maybe?


      I don’t think Ester-san from the brothel and the demi-human leader Bor can be of much help here.


      Also, maybe the customers that regularly come to our store?


      “I may be lacking, but I will try. Thanks for the meal.” (Makoto)


      “No need to be modest. I look forward to your next visit.” 


      Right. 


      I forgot one other important name.


      Even though it was a complete misunderstanding, there’s no doubt I messed up.


      I should confess to Tomoe and Mio tonight and explain to them.


      I see…


      I don’t want to count that. I really don’t, but…that’s probably my first confession in my whole life…?


      I have a lot of scarring experiences in this world, but this ranks pretty high within those.


      Once I wrap this up politely, I should seal this memory and put it into the deepest corner of my mind.

    

  


  


  
    Chapter 332: Atonement must be fast and plentiful (1)


    
      “Eh…ah, W-Waka-sama?!” 


      Hm?


      I turn towards the direction of the person that suddenly called me in the way that only I am called with.


      Several women in sensational dresses were standing there.


      Oh?


      “Hatsuharu, huh. You came to Rotsgard?” (Makoto)


      “Yes! Are you doing your teacher work, Waka-sama?” (Hatsuharu) 


      One of the girls in the group lightly walks to where I am.


      It was one of the Gorgons that came to this side from Asora.


      These girls are working both at the brothels and the store in this town.


      “Something like that. You are not causing trouble to Ester-san, right?” (Makoto)


      It is not only Hatsuharu, the Gorgons in general are doing well in this hyuman settlement.


      In the past, they had no choice but to stay cooped up because of their ability, so now that they have obtained permission to go out, they are mostly social and curious, and are enjoying their life over here as well.


      I am happy that they are fitting in properly.


      They are also getting better at taking care of the animals in the Asora side.


      “No problem!” (Hatsuharu) 


      “As expected of you, Hatsuharu. I am relieved.” (Makoto)


      “Won’t you go play, Waka-sama?” (Hatsuharu) 


      “Here? Don’t plan to. Looks like my free pass will be going solely to your income.” (Makoto)


      “Too bad! Eventually when Tomoe-sama and the others give the permission, please please come!” (Hatsuharu) 


      “Don’t say something ridiculous as if nothing. I am glad to see you are having fun.” (Makoto)


      “Ehehe.” (Hatsuharu) 


      The little sister of the Gorgon’s Matriarch.


      This girl that I named Hatsuharu for when she went outside is a cheerful girl.


      But it is a bit different from being wholly naive. Her words, expressions, and gestures properly have their allure.


      I don’t know if it is a racial trait, or  her own personal trait though.


      Ester-san says the Gorgons are terribly popular.


      Of course, as hyuman girls.


      It seems no one has seen through their race yet, and they would sometimes nonchalantly speak badly about demi-humans and mamonos, and the Gorgons would chuckle internally at that.


      They think that Hatsuharu and the other purple haired girls are a group of beauties that came to these lands from faraway to earn money. 


      As if there would be such an unnatural trope of beauties.


      There’s even hyumans that would carefreely say they would want to check out their village.


      It is deep in the wasteland. Go ahead and pay a visit.


      “…Right, Hatsuharu, do you know a girl called Seiren?” (Makoto)


      “Seiren?” 


      “Yeah. A hyuman woman of the Academy.” (Makoto)


      “Seiren Garmena?” 


      “Why full name? Do you know her, Hatsuharu?” (Makoto)


      “I heard that she is the girl you confessed to, Waka-sama.” 


      “That’s a complete misunderstanding. Well, it is not wrong.” (Makoto)


      Tomoe and Mio gave me quite the straight stares and I suffered a pretty intense questioning. 


      Saying they would go finish her off.


      “I am not acquainted with her personally, but is it a job that we can help with?” (Hatsuharu) 


      Hatsuharu’s eyes narrowed, and a ghastly aura flowed out from her.


      ‘Help’.


      Erase, or end; these girls must be thinking along those lines.


      They are completely taking it the wrong way.


      “Sadly to say…ah, right.” (Makoto)


      “Waka-sama?” (Hatsuharu) 


      I ponder for a bit.


      If they know her name, maybe we could have them move like we are doing with the rumors of Tsige.


      “About that Seiren, it seems like she isn’t in a good spot in Rotsgard.” (Makoto)


      “Right. She rejected Waka-sama after all. She is being pointed at behind her back in all places.” 


      Hatsuharu nods as if it were a matter of fact.


      It troubles me that she thinks that’s just the natural conclusion.


      Alright, I will have her help out.


      “And so, I am troubled by this. The confession is a misunderstanding, and I have no intentions of hurting that girl. I don’t mind if it is at the time when you are working and taking a break in Rotsgard, can you spread the word that Seiren and I are simply in a healthy friendship?” (Makoto)


      “You are helping her?” 


      “Of course.” (Makoto)


      Please don’t look at me with that surprised face.


      Of course, if I didn’t know about it, I wouldn’t have minded just leaving it be. But I know about it now.


      We are just going to be moving a bit anyways.


      “Understood. If it is Waka-sama’s order. Right, about participating as a guest in the lectures of the students that was requested of before, will it be possible to do so in the time you are still here, Waka-sama? Shiki-sama said he wanted to do it when you are here if possible, Waka-sama.” (Hatsuharu)


      “Right. It is about time…they learn how scary it is to fight an enemy that has a special fighting style… I haven’t decided who will come yet, but I will have one come soon. I will notify about this as soon as that happens.” (Makoto)


      “I will go~! Together with Kuro-chan!” (Hatsuharu)


      “Hatsuharu and Kuro? …The opponents will be students, so if that happens, make sure not to bully them too much.” (Makoto)


      A Saber Cat and a Gorgon.


      I immediately understood what Hatsuharu wanted to do. 


      Even at the illusion experience not that long ago, many retired, so I wonder if it will be okay?


      I heard that a number of people have retired because of the hot-blooded teachings of Daena, too.


      It wouldn’t be funny to have the second generation wiped out.


      “Okay! Then, Waka-sama, take care!” (Hatsuharu)


      “Thanks. You too, Hatsuharu.” (Makoto)


      That was an unexpected meeting.


      But that’s impressive.


      They have pretty much mastered their control of their petrification ability.


      She did have her glasses in her pocket just in case.


      But from what I saw just now, those glasses are already simply serving as a good-luck charm of sorts.


      I should check out how the other girls are doing as well.


      And so, I hurried.


      There’s no harm in finishing this matter as soon as possible.


      “That’s unexpected.” 


      “Izumo.” (Makoto)


      “You are a man too, huh, Sensei.” (Izumo)


      “Nice timing. Give me a bit of your time.” (Makoto)


      I drag Izumo to one of the establishments closeby.


      “Are those kinds of girls your type?” (Izumo)


      “As if. I do think Hatsuharu is an attractive girl, but we are not in a customer and prostitute relationship.” (Makoto)


      “…Really?” (Izumo)


      “That girl is an employee of the Kuzunoha Company. In other words, a female subordinate.” (Makoto)


      “The Company. I see. She is a different type from Seiren after all.” (Izumo)


      Oi.


      Why is it that even you know about Seiren and can easily mention her name in this situation?


      Could it be that she is more famous than I thought?


      It can be wrapped up by today, right?


      I don’t want to take several days for something like this.


      “Seiren… I see, you also know about her.” (Makoto)


      “Probably everyone related to the Academy knows about her. The fact that the type of Sensei is Seiren Garmena.” (Izumo)


      “…”


      No way…


      No one said anything to me. 


      And yet, everyone knows her full name as if it were common knowledge.


      It feels like a nightmare.


      “A hobbyist noble daughter of the Empire that has remained in the Academy specializing in the basic foundations of arias. Well, she is a bit old to be called a daughter though. She is unmarried and is unrelated to her family. She is an uninteresting woman whose sole purpose is research and has no additional points of interest.” (Izumo)


      Izumo, even if you talk about age when you are a lolicon yourself…


      It is Iroha-chan, you know?


      Anyways, from what I hear of Izumo, I can see some malice towards the girl.


      I thought that there wouldn’t be any inconveniences in having the impression of the Kuzunoha Company and mine get better, but it looks like that was shallow.


      I learned that, as a result, many minute problematic things and situations can unfold because of us without being aware.


      “I think she is plenty beautiful though. Well, I do admit that she would look old compared to your fiance though.” (Makoto)


      “…Sensei.” (Izumo)


      “What?” (Makoto)


      “I am not a lolicon.” (Izumo)


      He read my mind.


      “…You know that excuse won’t work on me.” (Makoto)


      Just how many people do you think would be convinced by that statement of yours after being introduced to Iroha-chan?


      “It is just that the girl I fell in love with was by chance young!” (Izumo)


      “……”


      But you know, when you two are lined up side by side, there’s definitely a lot of people who would think you are brother and sister —and ones that are pretty far apart in age. 


      “Also!” (Izumo)


      “Hm?” (Makoto)


      “It was privately wrapped up, but we have finished with the engagement gift and the ceremony! Iroha is already my wife!” (Izumo)


      “…Eh? It hasn’t even been 1 week since you two met in person though. Seriously?” (Makoto)


      “If you meet your fated woman, you would want to be together with her as fast as possible, don’t you think?” (Izumo)


      “But the Ikusabe and the Osakabe are pretty influential households, right? Is it something that can be wrapped up in such a short span of time?” (Makoto)


      It is an unbelievable speed even for normal households. 


      “I served the Empress of Lorel, Sairitz-sama. Because of that connection, she moved strings to help me out.” (Izumo)


      “Sairitz-san did?” (Makoto)


      “Yes. Thanks to that, Iroha-chan and I are officially married. However, a public announcement of it will be left for a while later, and I was thinking about telling Jin and the others to celebrate somewhere, but we might have to leave that for a while later too.” (Izumo)


      “I-I see. No matter the case, congratulations. May you two be happy.” (Makoto)


      “Thank you very much. Iroha and I are also grateful to you.” (Izumo)


      Helping out in the marriage of a subordinate, huh.


      Sairitz-san is a pretty chivalrous superior. 


      I want to be like that too.


      “You and Iroha, huh. Thanks for that wholesome remark. Despite your way of saying it, what you did was pretty devoted though.” (Makoto)


      “?”


      “You acted as an agent at that execution, right?” (Makoto)


      “!!”


      “Secretly, silently, sharply; Tomoe and I were impressed about how skilful you were.” (Makoto)


      “…Even my father saw through it, so I was sure that if you were watching, you would have seen through it too.” (Izumo)


      “You were good. The aria that you made a weapon of yours in the Academy, you have completely mastered it now.” (Makoto)


      Motion aria, was it?


      A method to reutilize the fleeting remaining fragments of aria that have just fulfilled their role. 


      It shortens the time of an aria, and the longer the fight, the more spells you can shoot with reduced cost. 


      Even though he began developing that technique because he wanted to maintain his arias while he was moving, there’s an even broader horizon in long battles. 


      It seems like it has served in a good amount of short battles just as Izumo wanted which is amusing.


      It is no doubt a useful technique and that’s the important part.


      “Yes. I could use it as if it were a part of my body even at Kannaoi. That battle changed me in a lot of ways.” (Izumo)


      “…Be sure to thank Shiki. I personally didn’t want you guys to come along after all.” (Makoto)


      “No, if Sensei hadn’t been there, we may have grown, but we would have died. You saved our lives, Raidou-sensei.” (Izumo)


      …


      I could somewhat tell that his ‘we’ referred to him and Iroha-chan. 


      How passionate of him.


      Well, fine.


      I request Izumo for his help with Seiren-san and…


      Ooh.


      Today is a day of good encounters and ideas.


      I thought of something nice.


      “Hey, Izumo.” (Makoto)


      “What is it?” (Izumo)


      “You said you have already made motion aria your own, right?” (Makoto)


      “Yes!” (Izumo)


      “Then, it wouldn’t be a hidden trump card, but a regular technique of yours now.” (Makoto)


      “…? Yeah?” (Izumo)


      “This may sound sly right after being told I am your life savior, but…” (Makoto)


      “…”


      “If I were to ask you to explain in detail about motion aria to a certain girl, would you be able to do it?” (Makoto)


      Seiren-san is a researcher, and she specializes in the basic foundations of arias. 


      That’s what I heard from Izumo.


      I heard from the Master of Rabidoll that she specializes in something about magic, so the information should be right. 


      Then, the motion aria of Izumo should be of use to her research in some way.


      Something that isn’t as abnormal as Shiki, Mio, and the researches of Asora should serve just right.


      “Sensei, do you have lingering affection for Seiren or something?” (Izumo)


      “None! In the first place…no, it is nothing. I heard that she is in a painful position because of me. That’s why I wanted to help her out for all the troubles.” (Makoto) 


      “How praiseworthy. But…that’s an important technique of mine, so disclosing it all of a sudden for study is a bit troubling. Also, I am not as kind hearted as you, Sensei. I honestly hate her for how terrible she was to the teacher I respect.” (Izumo)


      “Everything is a tragic misunderstanding. I understand that you have an attachment to the technique you yourself thought up, but please think of it as saving someone.” (Makoto)


      I lower my head to Izumo who is at the other side of the table.


      “…Well, damn. I can’t refuse after you have lowered your head. Fine, it is the request of Sensei. Also, I already have an idea for a new trump card anyways.” (Izumo)


      “Sorry about that. But I can’t allow that soul shaving technique you have thought up in your head. Think of something else.” (Makoto)


      “?!” 


      Before Izumo and I met, he was trying to put his hands on magic that would cost the caster their life. 


      Izumo was trying to forcefully activate several life-risking spells at the same time.


      It is an act that’s clearly to try and surpass one’s own limits.


      Of course it would come with a price.


      A day may come where that power might be of use, but it would be a one-time thing.


      It isn’t something to be perfecting right now.


      “Even if you manage to use that, I can’t advise you to concentrate on a technique you can’t confirm its viability of.” (Makoto)


      “Got exposed, huh.” (Izumo)


      “Of course. I don’t mind if you get to the point of being able to do it, but you finally managed to marry. It might be the time when you begin moving in ways to protect the person you want to protect.” (Makoto)


      “…Right. It is a point of view that I didn’t have not that long ago.” (Izumo)


      “But I had no intentions of just having you one-sidedly help me. Accept this as payment for the motion aria request.” (Makoto)


      “…A video? Can I watch it?” (Izumo)


      Minerals with carved seals for video watching are spread around more prominently in Rotsgard than in other places.


      Izumo could tell in one glance what was the thing I brought out.


      It is actually pretty rare for people to be able to tell immediately what this is, aside from here and Tsige.


      “Yeah. It is not something that would help you out in battle, but I am sure you will be able to enjoy it.” (Makoto)


      “Hoh, I wonder what it is. Well then…!” (Izumo)


      “…”


      “Eh?! Uooooh? What’s that? I didn’t know that was possible! You can do the plumbing in this phase?! The material division is crazy!!” (Izumo)


      I would expect nothing less from the work of Elder Dwarves.


      Izumo was spellbound by them in an instant. 


      It seems there’s something in it that pulls like-minded people.


      Izumo must understand more of the good parts than me who can’t even understand more than half of it.


      He is a bit noisy though.


      We are in an establishment here, you know?


      In the middle of it, he was watching the video while letting out weird ‘hoa hoa’ sounds as it safely ended.


      The attention we are getting from the surroundings is painful.


      “Sensei, are there anymore of this?! As in, a series!” (Izumo)


      “This is the only one in existence for now.” (Makoto)


      “This is Tsige, right?” (Izumo)


      “Yeah. As you can see, it is an orphanage.” (Makoto)


      “Orphanage? …Not a fortress?” (Izumo)


      “There was a subtitle at the beginning that said this is the reconstruction of the Weitz Orphanage, right? Well, there’s actually one last element added to it, but that one isn’t recorded.” (Makoto)


      “The completed product is in Tsige… I want to see it.” (Izumo)


      “Once you have the time to, go ahead. On your honeymoon, maybe?” (Makoto)


      “I have decided. We will go to Tsige on our honeymoon.” (Izumo)


      …I wonder if Iroha-chan will be fine with that.


      I was wondering if to retort to that, but I was the one who said it in the first place, even if it was just a random thought.


      I should have stayed silent, huh.


      I don’t think that’s a pretty romantic place to be going to on a honeymoon.


      But there’s married couples like Daena.


      I pity their child.


      I pray that its grandfather and grandmother are good people.


      “Sensei, if there’s a 2nd part to this, please show it to me. I am willing to sell another trump card for it!” (Izumo)


      2nd part.


      Trump card.


      …Why do you assume that’s how it is going to be working from now on?


      Even though I asked something unreasonable of Izumo as exposing a battle technique of his, he left the place in a merry mood with ore in hand.


      What’s left is Zara-san and the staff members of the Academy.


      I would also like to ask Zara-san about the appraisal matter if he has any information about it.


      Let’s hurry.


      I want to finish all of this while the sun is still up.
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      “Aah, Seiren Garmena, huh.” 


      “Y-You know her?” (Makoto)


      “It is the type of girl that you would end up confessing without realizing, right? Most people in Academy Town know about this.” 


      Even merchants.


      Not only people related to the Rotsgard Academy, but also the general populace and merchants know about it. In that case, it must have been quite suffocating for her.


      The motion aria of Izumo, support for her research, and explaining that our relationship isn’t bad might not be enough…


      “I recently heard she has been facing quite the hardships because of her episode with me.” (Makoto)


      “Kinda. The savior of Academy Town with a saint-like personality, an admirable merchant with many major powers at a young age. A person that, as long as you close your eyes and don’t look at his appearance, you wouldn’t find any faults. I would say she is being seen as the top fool and target of hatred for darting off when given the chance of being with the most successful gold digging target.” 


      “…”


      How can this be?


      If Zara-san says so, it is most likely the truth.


      On top of that, listening to their own evaluation of me is making my back feel itchy, and it is even being taken as an ‘it can’t be helped’ situation.


      There’s only one truth, but it is not certain that the people who hear about it or see it will be able to perceive it correctly.


      I had Tomoe, Mio, and Shiki move in order to thoroughly increase our profits at that time, so their impression must have been manipulated to our convenience to an even higher extent.


      “Even so, Seiren must have given you quite the bitter experience too. Running away full-throttle after being confessed to, your position as a man, and maybe even as a temporary teacher, might have been at risk. It is not like you were the one who spread this rumor. Worrying about it is a waste, you know.” (Zara)


      “That ‘confession’ had a lot of circumstances to it, so I don’t want to count it either, but even if I wasn’t the one who spread it, I do feel a certain degree of responsibility.” (Makoto)


      I don’t know who ordered it, but it was probably one or several of our employees spreading that rumor so that it wouldn’t be harmful to us.


      “…No, the one who spread that was Seiren herself, saying: ‘I was confessed to, but I ran away’, because she didn’t want others to misunderstand the relationship between you and her, you know?” (Zara)


      …Seiren.


      No, thanks.


      I was feeling pretty heavy due to the guilt, but that’s how it was, huh. Seiren-san was the one who spread that herself.


      Then, I feel a bit better.


      The Variant Incident and the growth of Jin and the others because of my lectures ended up bringing a strong tailwin onto me.


      So it is lightly her just self-destroying.


      For some mysterious reason, that self-destroying part of hers reminds me of myself in some way.


      Even though I feel no love for her at all, my affection points towards Seiren rose a little bit.


      “…”


      “Raidou?” (Zara)


      “I thought for sure it was one of our employees that spread that.” (Makoto)


      “Like Eris-san? No way. Her loyalty towards you, in foundation, is pretty sturdy, you know? You should trust your subordinates more.” (Zara)


      “Yeah, I will. And so, Zara-san, I am thinking about assisting her a bit as an apology. What’s the best way to go about things when a merchant wants to provide assistance to a researcher in the Academy?” (Makoto)


      “…Apology. You are the one who should be given an apology…is what I want to say, but let’s leave that aside for now. You can just go through the normal staff member channel. In this case, there’s no technique for profit or finding loopholes, it is simply an act that you are performing as an apology, right? Then just be straight about it. You don’t even need to meet her face to face.” (Zara)


      Normally, when receiving support, money, or things, showing your face is the standard, but it seems like there’s no need for me to show up personally. Just giving the things to the staff members by using the name of the company is enough to deal with it without any problems.


      Zara-san explained to me politely.


      “Oh, so there’s no problem with that, huh. I had no intentions of making it a trade or anything, but I thought that there would be some sort of etiquette as a merchant.” (Makoto)


      “In joint research, when you get a profitable result, you have to make the profit division and the details of the research rights clear from the very beginning or it will surely be troublesome later. It is an incredible pain, and it is almost always the Academy. Unless you properly know the faction, research cost, research time, to the point of perfection, you will definitely end up regretting it later. In those kinds of matters, the guild can provide support by making a contract.” (Zara)


      “I will keep that in mind for the future.” (Makoto)


      “But…are you really going to support Seiren? You would be putting money on her research, you know?” (Zara)


      ?


      “Uhm, that was my intention. Is there a problem with that?” (Makoto)


      Seiren-san’s specialization is aria foundation. 


      It sounds pretty normal for magic research, and I don’t think it is connected to dangerous experiments and mad scientist thoughts.


      “Don’t you know her field of study?” (Zara)


      “I have an idea of it. Basic foundation of arias.” (Makoto)


      “That’s right. It won’t turn into a single coin.” (Zara)


      I did think I wouldn’t be able to get big money from basic field research.


      Judging from the tone of Zara-san, that’s a hard reality.


      “I see…” (Makoto)


      “It is still in the magic field that’s connected to money, but -in my opinion- digging out old pieces of literature and poems from the library, and running a background check on the author and what their expressions meant; researching those kinds of pointless stuff in detail won’t change anything. What everyone is looking for is the recreation of those outstanding works, not the analysis of them. And yet, they don’t listen at all! Even when the sponsors tell them to quickly work on the project, they get way too concentrated in just poking each part of the pages!” (Zara)


      He got pretty heated there.


      He must have had an experience like that before.


      “…You had that same painful experience in the past, huh.” (Makoto)


      “It was the worst! I am not putting money on those guys so that they can indulge in their hobbies. They are the type of people to immediately forget such a basic thing. The type of people that offer themselves to research that doesn’t make money.” (Zara)


      “By the way, what research did you put money on?” (Makoto)


      “It may not look like it, but I like books. There was a time when I wanted to preserve the work of a certain past literary master.” (Zara)


      T-That’s way too unexpected.


      This is like a critical ‘I may not look like it’ case.


      Zara-san likes books.


      Since he mentioned literary master, is he the type to read novels?


      I am interested in the genre!


      “You like novels?” (Makoto)


      “Hm, yeah. At first, I read through things that were centered around travelling journals, since I thought it would help me out in my work. As an extension of that, I passed my eyes through the most popular work of a famous author that I was reading to get acquainted to the culture of other places, and ended up completely into it.” (Zara)


      “I see.” (Makoto)


      “And so, for my hobby and to contribute to that field, as well as a slight expectation of selling, I proposed to some researchers to make a whole series.” (Zara)


      “But it didn’t sell.” (Makoto)


      “Even though it was supposed to be a complete series, just as I told you before, it didn’t progress properly. In the end, we just released the first volume that was half the planned thickness, and it finished with that.” (Zara)


      “…”


      That’s a terrible result.


      “Well, it was from a person of a long time ago, and it is doubted if she even existed. Just trying to pinpoint which ones were her works was really difficult, was one of the excuses.” (Zara)


      “You were expecting specialized researchers would be able to identify all of her works, and yet, that was the result. It certainly sounds rage inducing.” (Makoto)


      “That’s how it is.” (Zara)


      “Can you tell me the name of that author for future reference? When I have the time to, I might try giving those books a read.” (Makoto)


      “…You read books?” (Zara)


      “The hell?” (Makoto) 


      “Hm?” (Zara)


      “Ah, no, sorry about that.” (Makoto)


      It was completely opposite to what I was expecting, so I ended up retorting reflexively.


      I certainly haven’t read a lot lately.


      But before coming to this world, I read quite a whole lot! 


      That’s why Tomoe can dig out book contents that even I have forgotten about! 


      “Well, that’s fine. I am happy even if it is flattery. Some say she is the first priestess of Lorel. She is like a legend.” (Zara)


      Lorel?


      Hmm?


      First…priestess?


      “Her name is Hitsuna.” (Zara)


      “Hitsuna…” (Makoto)


      “Is something the matter? Making that weird face.” (Zara)


      “Aah…actually, I recently went to Kannaoi in Lorel by the invitation of the Empress-sama.” (Makoto)


      She is alive.


      Like, really lively.


      That long past literary master of yours.


      “Yeah, I heard about that. Also that you are allowed to come and go from Kannaoi whenever you please by the feudal lord household.” (Zara)


      “As expected of Zara-san. I have been given the permission to freely transit Naoi and Kannaoi.” (Makoto)


      “…Naoi. Even the capital? I didn’t know that. Looks like you have done quite the impressive business job there.” (Zara)


      Rather than calling it business, it was more like stopping a coup.


      The supporting role of the tomboyish princess and her husband in a boy-meets-girl romance?


      Let’s stop that.


      I am already being called sad nicknames like the merchant of destruction and the landmine merchant. 


      There’s no need to widen my wounds myself.


      “I was helped out by my surroundings.” (Makoto)


      “I wonder about that. I am beginning to feel like you have been born below a star that turns meetings into your own strength.” (Zara)


      “I hope that’s the case.” (Makoto)


      “By the way.” (Zara)


      “Yes?” (Makoto)


      “About that damn researcher I was referring to before.” (Zara)


      “Ah, yeah?” (Makoto)


      “He was called Pence Garmena.” (Zara)


      “…Garmena.” (Makoto)


      “Yeah, a Garmena.” (Zara)


      “Uhm, could it be…” (Makoto)


      “Seiren Garmena is his niece.” (Zara)


      “…What a small world.” (Makoto)


      “Totally. This must be fate. I will give detailed instructions regarding the apology and the support matter.” (Zara)


      “That would help me out a lot. I will be counting on you!” (Makoto)


      “Ooh?!” (Zara)


      “Zara-san?” (Makoto)


      Zara-san suddenly made an X with his hands in front of his face while sitting behind his desk.


      Ah, he did it again.


      What is it? Is he going to hit me with a cross chop all of a sudden?


      I haven’t messed up anywhere, so I would rather not.


      “Sorry about that, ran into some issues with the person that I was having a thought transmission with.” (Zara)


      “Thought transmission? Zara-san, you can directly use thought transmission?!” (Makoto)


      Meaning that Zara-san is a mage and merchant?! 


      That’s an impressive track record then.


      “Ah, no…well, a relay, kinda thing? Uhm, anyways! Keep it a secret.” (Zara)


      “? Got it.” (Makoto)


      Zara-san was weird there.


      We managed to wrap one matter up, so it is fine though.


      “R-Right! What kind of support will you be giving Seiren? Have you already decided?” (Zara)


      “Yes, I have. My subordinate Shiki has knowledge about the money it takes for aria foundation research, so after plenty enough calculations, 500 gold coins would be enough to push any topic she would want. Also, one of my students knows an interesting aria application…no, it would be more of a technique. I got his approval that, if we confirm with her if it serves in her research, he will explain it to her in detail…” (Makoto)


      “Really?!” (Zara)


      “Yeah?” (Makoto)


      “…You idiot. Making all of my pains pointless…” (Zara)


      I explained to Zara about the support I would be giving, and then, a closet at my left opened up with a bang.


      At the same time as that, a lab coat woman jumped out from it. 


      Eh?


      I returned my gaze to Zara-san, and he had a bitter expression.


      Eh?


      “??”


      Wait.


      Wait a bit here.


      A lab coat woman jumped out from Zara-san’s closet?


      “Aah, Raidou.” 


      “S-Sorry! Could it be that I came at an incredibly bad time?!” (Makoto)


      “…You are wholly wrong. Hm? If you are trying to be considerate on that front, does that mean…Raidou, could it be that you…with a woman…” (Zara)


      “Eh, ah, no no! Then, who is this woman?” (Makoto)


      Why is it that his intuition works that well?! 


      “Huh?!” 


      This time, the lab coat woman shouts.


      W-W-What’s the matter?! 


      “Aah, Raidou.” (Zara)


      “Yes, yes?” (Makoto)


      “This is Seiren. Seiren Garmena.” (Zara)


      This…is Seiren?


      …Ooh!!


      “Aah…about this time’s…uhm, painful experience…my condolences.” (Makoto)


      For now, let’s sympathize with her.


      We are in a strange position to introduce ourselves here anyways.


      “Thanks for the hospitality!” (Seiren)


      “Raidou, you really forgot the face of Seiren, didn’t you? …In a sense…no, you really are impressive.” (Zara)


      Leaving aside the reason why, it seems like Seiren-san had come to Zara-san’s place before I came here.


      I managed to meet the person I should meet, so I guess that’s fine.


      “My deepest apologies for making you suffer with that confession matter. I am truly sorry. It may not be much, but I would be grateful as well if you were to accept my apology.” (Makoto)


      I go straight to the topic.


      “Uhm…it is about that!” (Seiren)


      “Yes?” (Makoto)


      I was prepared for her to be in hysteric anger and become a machine gun of insults, but Seiren-san was looking at me with a strange mood.


      “The aria that Izumo Ikusabe is using, are you telling me I will be able to get a…thorough…explanation of it from him?” (Seiren)


      She speaks slowly as if confirming every word she said.


      “Ah, yeah. I requested that of him just recently. The person himself has accepted.” (Makoto)


      “Even though he snorted at me when I asked him?” (Seiren)


      “So that happened.” (Makoto)


      “Also, you will be providing 500 gold coins to my research? Is that true?” (Seiren)


      “Yeah, if this helps you out in your research. About your surroundings, it may not be immediate, but I will do my best to return it to the state of before the confession at least.” (Makoto)


      “I can’t believe it… You are going so far? You, for me? Why?” (Seiren)


      Mostly because it doesn’t sit right for me.


      But I have learned to not say that out loud.


      I honestly don’t know how to respond to that though.


      I am fine with her just continuing her aria research as she has until now. 


      That’s all there’s to it.


      “…Even if it is hard to believe, Raidou is the type of merchant that can pull that off, Seiren. Now that it has come to this, don’t you also have something to say to him?” (Zara)


      “Uuh.” (Seiren)


      “The victim lowered his head and is showing you his hospitality, you know? I have told you several times already, but regardless of who suffered the most out of it, Raidou is actually the victim here in this matter, and you are the perpetrator.” (Zara)


      “…Yes. Raidou-sensei, I should be the one apologizing. I am sorry.” (Seiren)


      Seiren lowered her head to me, and then, apologized for the matters regarding the confession.


      It seems like Zara-san has served as the intermediary, and so we have mollified things in a pretty smooth manner.


      Agh, mollified! 


      A word of Tomoe I have been contaminated with has smoothly come out of my mind again! 


      Her way of speaking is sometimes like that of an old man from the edo era or chivalrous, so it is scary to get infected by it.


      Good thing I have at least noticed it.


      “And so, Zara-san, I have one more thing I would like to ask about. It is regarding the appraisal team.” (Makoto)


      “Nechikitos, huh.” (Zara)


      He obviously knows this too.


      “R-Raidou-sensei, if you don’t mind, can you tell me in more detail about the research funding and the aria…no, about Ikusabe-kun in detail…?” (Seiren)


      Seiren-san also plans on staying?


      Hm?


      Izumo has married and entered the family of Iroha-chan, so…he isn’t Ikusabe right now, but Osakabe, I think?


      Or will he be running with Ikusabe when at school?


      Ah, should have asked him beforehand.

    

  


  
    
      Chapter 334: A new wall


    

  


  
    
      I heard from Shiki that the second generation was unexpectedly doing their best.


      It seems like there’s around 10 who are still coming to the class.


      He chose a number of good ones and had them fight the Blue Lizard-san.


      The result wasn’t that much different from the time with Jin and the others, but Shiki said happily that Jin and the others got motivated after seeing that.


      Praising the growth of your underclassmen and motivating your seniors.


      Shiki is a good teacher, really.


      I have been asked to give some rough treatment to the second generation today though.


      “And so, I am thinking about showing you guys a new world today.” (Makoto)


      ““!!””


      I say that, but it is not Asora.


      Jin’s group had fought the Blue Lizard-sans and, at one time, a Highland Orc.


      It was to teach them that, even though Mist Lizards are normally mamonos underestimated by hyumans, there are some who are clearly superior to that.


      To teach them that there are battle strategists like Ema and Agares who can utilize tactics on the level of hyumans or even better.


      And most of all, had them hold back plenty enough so that Jin’s group could properly obtain experience and could connect it to growth. 


      We will be adding one extra point to that.


      That’s what I mean by ‘new world’.


      The moment I said ‘new’, Jin and the others from the first generation got tense.


      The second generation were more like children who were looking forward to seeing something interesting like a sleight of hand.


      I see. 


      Leaving aside their ability, they still have the impression of being guests here, huh.


      “The opponent of today is completely different in disposition from the Blue Lizard-san and the Orc that came here before as an exhibition match.” (Makoto)


      Thanks to Zara-san, I have a general view in regards to the matter of the appraisal team in Rotsgard -as well as the matter with Seiren Garmena.


      Since the day we exchanged apologies, it seems like her treatment in the Academy and the town has been slowly getting better.


      On the first day I brought Izumo to her place, she directed happiness and gratitude towards me and I was able to breathe a sigh of relief.


      Before entering the talk about motion aria, she gave me a simple explanation of her research. Honestly speaking, it didn’t have much meaning to me.


      Izumo who was present there too seemed to have found meaning in her research, and saw Seiren in a different light now.


      Because of the jumbled power that the Goddess pushed onto me, I can understand most effects of spells by just looking at them, and I can also form them decently easily, so I am normally told a lot of things like: my Bridd is already not a Bridd anymore, or that even though it is chantless, the firepower of it defies that logic.


      Modifying the arias of a spell is a field that only specialists within mages can even touch upon.


      I got confirmation of that in the Rotsgard Academy.


      Izumo probably got influenced slightly by me and began to think that arias are not some form of inviolable territory, and as a result, the motion aria was born.


      And with that, the three of us had a lively talk about arias, and the things regarding the Academy were already resolved.


      As such, I thought that it should be about time to have the first generation experience a powerful opponent that has special skills which I discussed with Shiki before.


      “And so, I will have you watch me fight them once. After that, Jin’s group will be having a mock battle…no, you will be introducing yourselves.” (Makoto)


      “Introducing ourselves?” (Jin)


      Jin was bothered by my way of saying it and asked.


      “Yeah. You guys will most likely be wiped out before being able to do anything after all. It wouldn’t even be considered a mock battle. It won’t even be a fight.” (Makoto)


      ““?!””


      “Is what Shiki and I think. But well, that in itself will be a learning experience.” (Makoto)


      “But Sensei, you will let us watch one match first, right? In other words, strictly speaking, we would be able to see their moves beforehand.” (Sif)


      “Yeah.” (Makoto)


      Sif, it is true that I will be showing you a fight once.


      You will be able to find some patterns and form counter-plans in that short time. 


      But the opponent this time around…the Saber Cat and Gorgon are not opponents that you can deal with just by doing that.


      “And yet, it won’t be a fight?” (Sif)


      “That’s right. It is not that you are lacking in ability. It is just that there’s special fighting styles that won’t be merciful to their opponents and will slaughter them all. Etch that fear properly in your body.” (Makoto)


      “…Understood. But is it okay for us to do our best, and if that ends up with us winning…” (Sif)


      “I don’t mind. But that’s harder than even defeating a serious Blue Lizard-san on your first time.” (Makoto)


      ““!””


      The first generation understood what my example meant and opened their eyes wide.


      “You of the second generation, watch for a bit. I will personally teach you after that.” (Makoto)


      It must have been unexpected for the second generation, they also opened their eyes wide.


      “Well then, Hatsuharu, Kuro!” (Makoto)


      When I called out, the two girls came out from the Mist Gate into the field forest for practical training we are in after just a few seconds.


      As fast as always, Kuro.


      Nothing less from the one that has been properly training with the Gorgons.


      The ones I see are mostly sleeping, basking in the sun, or walking around the city as if they owned the place, so I was a bit moved by that.


      Kuro is working hard too.


      “Due to circumstances, I can’t give any details, but the girl is Hatsuharu, and the cat is Kuro.” (Makoto)


      “Looking forward to working with you, Students~.” (Hatsuharu)


      Hatsuharu gets down from Kuro and greets the students with a whole lot of affection.


      Kuro is yawning.


      The two long tails waving around that don’t fit her body are nice.


      Cats really are great.


      While I was thinking that, Jin nervously raises his hand.


      A question, huh.


      “What is it, Jin?” (Makoto)


      “Cats are not that big.” (Jin)


      “Kuro is the boss after all. They get around this big. She also has 2 tails. Cute, right?” (Makoto)


      “…Uhm…” (Misura)


      “What is it, Misura?” (Makoto)


      “That girl there, Hatsuharu, is a prostitute, right? I remember seeing her at a brothel in a certain street.” (Misura)


      Prostitute, brothel; when those words came out from Misura, the Rembrandt sisters twitched in reaction.


      Yeah, I can imagine what will happen to Misura after this lecture.


      “You are right. I -Hatsuharu- am an employee of the Kuzunoha Company, but I also work at a brothel on the side. Come if you want, okay?” (Hatsuharu)


      “Try to restrain yourself from pulling students into your business. Well, the person herself is like this, so even if it is not something that can be hidden, it is not something to talk about either. There’s no highs and lows in jobs. Whether you are a priest or an assassin, all jobs exist because they are necessary. Make sure not to look down on it.” (Makoto)


      Even so, it is clear that Jin and the others have gotten more relaxed now, and I could tell from the slight motion of Shiki that he is dejected by that.


      The only ones who have not lowered their guards are…Amelia and Daena.


      Good grief. Jin, you have experienced a whole lot of painful experiences in Kaleneon, so you have a lot more near death experiences than the others. Be more cautious. 


      “Well then, let’s begin. Hatsuharu, Kuro, no need to hold back.” (Makoto)


      “Waka-sama being a teacher is also lovely~. Ah, yes, of course. It is incredibly rare to have the chance of clashing with Waka-sama full force after all.” (Hatsuharu)


      Kuro is slightly not into it, but it she seems to have agreed.


      “Everyone, analyze to the best of your abilities. Second generation, make sure not to only spectate the battle, but also do your best in gathering as much information about Hatsuharu and Kuro. After the class, you can meet up with your seniors and begin to learn about the awareness and ways of gathering information.” (Shiki)


      Shiki takes my place in instructing them.


      And so, a mock battle of Hatsuharu and Kuro against me.


      But well, I won’t be attacking them.


      I will simply deal with the attacks of Hatsuharu and Kuro.


      If those two mess up real big somewhere, I do plan on lightly counterattacking, but there was no need for that. 


      Gorgons use a variety of weapons, but what they originally specialize in is blunt weapons and poles.


      …There’s others, but they mostly use weapons that can be useful even when turned into stone.


      It was when they came to Asora that Gorgons who used swords, spears, axes, and bows began to appear.


      Hatsuharu is the traditional type. She specializes in the pole.


      However, her ability in it has elevated greatly through the mock battles with other races, so her technique along with things like her movements have grown to an extent that cannot be comparable to her old self.


      And proof of it is how deftly she is swinging around her pole that has a design that was copied from the black staff of Shiki.


      It is actually pretty heavy. 


      The heavier a weapon is, the stronger it hits. Though that’s only if you can freely utilize such a weapon, that is.


      Heavy weapons are in a sense the basics of the basics.


      “Kuro being able to fly in the sky was pretty unexpected, and her speed is also quite high, but…” (Jin)


      “Yeah, regardless of Hatsuharu being a prostitute, I can tell she is strong. But is it to the point that we can’t fight her?” (Misura)


      Jin and Misura seem to have taken this mock battle as slightly peaceful.


      Alright, you fail.


      Your score isn’t even 0, it has already gone to the negatives.


      Even though the two are warriors, they don’t notice the weight of Hatsuharu’s pole.


      They don’t seem to have noticed the racial special ability of a Gorgon at all.


      Even though I am showing that I am using magic in a noticeable manner so that they can tell I am dealing with it though.


      “I think she is holding back a lot of her speed. Her speed when she first appeared was nasty. No one of us managed to notice her presence, so if she were to do a surprise attack when we are in that state, we would have been wiped out at least once for sure.” (Amelia)


      “Yeah, also, the moves of Sensei get strange here and there. Hatsuharu and Kuro must be doing something. In terms of speed, I can barely catch them with my eye, but the second generation can’t keep up at all. It would be bad to think of our opponent as just a rider.” (Daena)


      Amelia and Daena get a slightly passing grade.


      The speed she appeared with was one of the things we did to have them gather information.


      However, even though Amelia uses mainly magic, she hasn’t noticed an important thing.


      If we gauge the plus and minus of their evaluation, I would give her a 0.


      Daena gets plus points.


      “That Hatsuharu-san somehow resembles me. Her body movements will really help me improve a whole lot. Being able to move like that despite riding that cat-like animal, she is really skilled.” (Yuno)


      “I feel like Sensei is keeping up some sort of spell at all times… From what I see, it is not Kuro. In that case, that girl is doing something continuously? She is not just your warrior type? Maybe we should deploy a barrier for illusions and abnormal effects just in case…” (Sif)


      Sif gets a whole lot of plus points.


      “There’s no aria at all. Is Hatsuharu the same as Sensei? The type that always has something activated? The tail attacks of Kuro are standing out a whole lot, but the number of slash-looking attacks are not matching. In that case…is that pole a disguise? With that technique?” (Izumo) 


      Izumo noticed the strangeness of the number of moves, and maybe because he has been in that area lately, he began by talking about the aria.


      Hatsuharu at a glance looks like a cheerful short haired girl, but Gorgons have the natural ability to freely control their hair.


      They would sometimes pass magic power into their hair, and if it can be useful in battle, they would release magic power from the tips of their hair, and use it as invincible hair.


      Hatsuharu is the one that’s trying to pioneer this new path of the Gorgons.


      That’s why she is dedicating herself daily to train in her weapons, mounted skills, and everything related to it.


      I heard that cutting her hair short was also to train until she could manage to fight as if she had long hair. 


      I was truly sorry when I casually told her that she looked good with short hair without knowing the circumstances behind it. 


      She is a warrior and a woman, so when I praise one side, I feel like I am looking down on the other, which is why it is difficult to praise Hatsuharu.


      She gets happy whichever is praised, so I might simply be overthinking it though.


      I am still not skilled enough to read how much of that amiability is just her being considerate. 


      Now then, Izumo…barely gets a passing grade.


      It seems like he has noticed the slashes of her hair extensions after all.


      Okay, this should be enough.


      “Alright, that’s enough!” 


      “Aah, didn’t get a single hit in!!” (Hatsuharu)


      Hatsuharu with light armor that doesn’t lack in fashion sense says vexed at the side of Kuro.


      This is a lecture, you know?


      I did say ‘do our best’, but at least have a bit of awareness that you are on the teaching side, okay?


      The mock battle that at times was in the air, and at times on ground jumping around -which at a glance looked like a high speed battle- has ended.


      “Now then, Jin’s group, you go over there. After you have finished getting into formation, we will begin the mock battle.” (Makoto) 


      “First generation, move back a little. Let’s try to properly check the current situation and your current objectives.” (Shiki) 


      I divide the students into 2 groups. 


      “Shiki, I leave that side to you.” (Makoto) 


      “Understood.” (Shiki) 


      And so, the current ability of the second generation and the style they should be aiming for, the magic and physical balance, as well reconfirming the elements they can use.


      It seems there’s quite a lot of students here who have come from branch schools of Rotsgard that are specialized in one area, so a lot were tilting to one side in their strengths. 


      And there, I told them about the importance of having different elements just as I taught Jin’s group in the past, and that it would be a waste to just stick to one element exactly because they are in this Academy…and they were all petrified.


      Aah, it has begun.


      And it has ended.


      When I look back, I could see that everyone in Jin’s group has been petrified, too.


      Aah…


      The barrier that Sif deployed was of no use, huh.


      “Oh well, I expected this to happen. I did have a bit of hope that they might suddenly be able to put up a fight.” (Makoto)


      Shiki was also shrugging his shoulders.


      Hatsuharu and Kuro have not moved at all.


      But Hatsuharu might have been sure this would happen, she waved her hand here as if saying she finished baptizing them.


      I undo the petrification of one of the second generation.


      …Only neck up.


      “…Sensei? What happened?” 


      It seems like she hasn’t registered what has happened to herself.


      If I remember correctly…this girl is from the summoning specialization branch school.


      Her name is Samilla.


      “Samilla, calm down and try to confirm the situation.” (Makoto)


      “? Okay. Uhm…?!!” (Samilla)


      “…”


      “S-Stone. I-I have turned into s-s-s-stone!! E-Eeeh?! I…no, everyone?! Eeeeeh?!” (Samilla)


      Aah, even though I told her to calm down.


      She has fallen into complete panic.


      I don’t know what she learned in the branch schools, but she should have been taught by Shiki and Daena here…


      No matter the role, a mage should not lose their composure or they are done for, you know?


      “It is okay, Samilla. You are currently alive, right? You can also talk.” (Makoto)


      “But…but…eh? Wa?” (Samilla)


      Yup, she is done for.


      In this situation, is treatment for panic attacks the correct measure?


      Wait, I unintentionally was thinking individually. Must be because I was listening to talks about arias from Seiren-san for an eternity.


      Pacify, calm, and fix their mind disarray; I should just do all of those at once.


      “…Have you returned to your senses?” (Makoto)


      “Yes… Uhm, did you do something there, Sensei? Even though anxiety and fear are welling up like crazy, they are all being crushed the moment I actually connect to them.” (Samilla)


      “That’s right. You were panicking plenty there after all.” (Makoto)


      “Thank you very much. Uhm, so…what’s going on here?” (Samilla)


      “You must be referring to the petrification, right?” (Makoto)


      “Yes. I can somewhat understand that part of me is healed thanks to Sensei.” (Samilla)


      “I see. This petrification is a special skill from the girl you saw in the mock battle just a moment ago, Hatsuharu. She can petrify everything around when she fights.” (Makoto)


      “…Is that so. Aah, so that’s why Jin-senpai’s group have all been…and even us who are far away. Ah, and even the ground?” (Samilla)


      Samilla who can’t fall into panic is analyzing the situation bluntly. 


      Even if she has a calming effect on her, it is simply forcefully restraining a part of her emotions, so the person herself must be feeling really weird right now.


      Oh well, wait for a bit more.


      You can shout as much as you want once this is over.


      “This is the scary part of an enemy with a special skill. There’s no knowing what will happen one second in the future, so even if you think it is pointless to always be on guard, you need to put your greatest guard and countermeasures.” (Makoto)


      “I have experienced it myself now.” (Samilla)


      “Shiki over there must be explaining the same thing to only a portion of the seniors he has undone the petrification of.” (Makoto)


      “? That seems to be the case.” (Samilla)


      “Can you tell who has had their petrification undone?” (Makoto)


      “Sif-senpai and Amelia-senpai.” (Samilla)


      “Correct. And?” (Makoto)


      “? And…what?” (Samilla)


      “From that side, it is those two; and from this side, it is you. From here on, I will be waking up one more…with Yunker-kun being the next.” (Makoto)


      “…”


      “Can you tell why you were the one chosen?” (Makoto)


      “Me and Yunker.” (Samilla)


      Yunker-kun is a name that just by hearing it, you would get energetic, and he is a healer and support mage, mostly leaning to healing.


      In my opinion, he brings shame to his name.


      “Well then, one more hint. Hatsuharu’s petrification skill is more powerful and on the level of a curse, but it is currently quite suppressed. To an extent that even an average adventurer might be able to deal with it.” (Makoto)


      “C-Could it be…” (Samilla)


      “Hm?” (Makoto)


      “You are telling us to undo the rest of this ourselves?” (Samilla)


      “Samilla…” (Makoto)


      “…”


      “Well done. I am impressed you could reach the answer.” (Makoto)


      “Im—” (Samilla)


      “It is not impossible.” (Makoto)


      “…”


      “Shiki and I won’t push you guys. We won’t ask for anything that you won’t be able to do. Don’t assume your own limits. That’s a bad habit of you Rotsgard students that has spread like a disease. ‘The higher I go, the more I notice there’s even higher heights. This is all I amount to. I am just an ordinary person’, those kinds of words fly around on the daily.” (Makoto)


      “…”


      “You can do it. That’s why I chose you and Yunker-kun. It is fine for your limits to be known by me and Shiki. If you wish to be stronger, train, encourage each other, learn, and think. You will be reborn today. That’s what I have to say today to you of the second generation. Tell that to your comrades that will be learning together with you from now on, the both of you.” (Makoto)


      By ‘the both of you’, I am talking about Yunker-kun who has been cured from neck up too.


      “…Sen…sei.” (Samilla)


      “Hm? I will have to explain the situation to Yunker-kun too, so make it short.” (Makoto)


      “…I will get stronger. To the point I would be able to pass as someone from the main school.” (Samilla)


      “That’s a low bar, Samilla. I wanted you to say something strong like ‘I will defeat Jin’s group’ there. I pray that you don’t betray the expectation of Shiki and I.” (Makoto)


      After saying that, I went to Yunker-kun’s place. 


      I had to say almost the same thing.


      I should have just carried the stone statue to where Samilla is and had her explain for me.


      And so, with this, the baptism that Shiki-sensei asked for ‘Raidou-sensei’ to hit on them and what had to be said has been done. It was troublesome in a way. 


      If they still come to the lectures of Shiki and I, they will be the real deal. 


      They probably won’t break by just anything, and if they have some reason in them that makes them want to become stronger…they will stay. 


      Jin’s group will most likely be racking their brains thinking of ways to conquer this Hatsuharu battle. 


      Growing stronger in this way is also a privilege of the students in the Rotsgard Academy.


      Work hard, young uns. 


      Kuro can run freely through land and air, Hatsuharu scatters petrifications; if they can conquer this, they will finally be able to get slightly stronger and will have an easier time with the Blue Lizard-sans. 


      That path is still incredibly far though.

    

  


  


  
    Chapter 335: Misunderstanding


    
      “Sensei, we understand now!” (Jin)


      Jin.


      Today is not a part-time job day. 


      That’s why, I won’t nag you about this or that…but I have to find it questionable that you would suddenly come crashing into my place shouting out loud.


      This is a store! 


      “…Come up. With how many people are you planning on coming with?” (Makoto)


      Even the second generation is here, so…hm? There’s a few missing?


      So there’s some who endured the petrification the other day, huh.


      There were some who noticed that they would have died if they were left as it was, and those that were sketchy have also left, which helps me out though.


      “Eris!” (Makoto)


      “Wassup, Waka.” (Eris)


      The mysterious Eris that appears whenever I call her.


      Her voice rang within the group of students and she came out in front of me.


      Even though she was attending a customer just a while ago…


      Her actual vocation might be a store clerk. 


      “As you can see, these students that don’t understand the space of a store have pushed their way in. I will be dealing with these ones, so I am counting on you with the store.” (Makoto)


      “E-Even though there will be a whole lot of customers coming and that’s why you are here too, Waka?” (Eris)


      “Damn right. Have Jin and Amelia treat you to something with their pay later.” (Makoto)


      ““?!””


      “…Prepare yourselves, newbies. I won’t be fooled by a place like Gotetsu anymore!! Welcome~~!!” (Eris)


      The exasperated Eris disappears into the customer section.


      Yeah, have them treat you to some good food.


      Please get rid of your banana addiction if only for a little bit.


      Jin and Amelia who were bending dejected ended up being at the tail of the group as the students went up the 2nd floor.


      As if taking their place, a whole lot of customers were in the store now.


      Eris’s forecast of customers is quite accurate.


      Sorry.


      I will try my best to return as fast as possible.


      I followed them and went to the biggest room on the 2nd floor.


      …I said big, but…with more than 10 students in it, it doesn’t feel as spacious.


      This is mostly used as a reception room for negotiations, so it is natural though.


      “Aah, Jin, I can tell that you are itching to say something, but wait for a bit.” (Makoto)


      “…Yes.” (Jin)


      I have to confirm who from the second generation are here once more or I won’t be able to calm down.


      I sit at my desk that’s slightly smaller compared to the one of Rembrandt-san and Zara-san, and take out the information of the students, flipping the pages.


      Not the one that was provided to me by the Academy, but the Kuzunoha Company’s version that was given to me by Shiki.


      It has the background and environment of the students as well.


      In other words, the ones that might be problematic or could bring problems in the future.


      We had someone like Rona before after all.


      “Samilla Tolstoi.” (Makoto)


      The girl that struggled hard in undoing the petrification.


      She is not from a branch school.


      Hmm, a scholarship student.


      She has a similar environment to Jin.


      “Y-Yes?!” (Samilla)


      “I am simply confirming if you are present or not. It seems like there’s some that are not from the 2nd generation after all. Next, Yunker Stendhal.” (Makoto)


      The young man that has an energetic name.


      He is from Gritonia…and was born in Robin.


      The son of the lord there.


      But the third son.


      He is probably here to survive with his own strength.


      Even so, for him to be specialized in support even though he is a mage, that’s interesting.


      So it is not like he is trying to solve everything through his own strength.


      He is literally trying to obtain the strength to live on, to earn a living.


      An interesting boy.


      “Here.” (Yunker)


      “Ainim Isyu.” (Makoto)


      “Here!” (Ainim)


      Oh, from the branch school.


      Uhm, the warrior branch…Ropa. 


      The one that was beaten up by Jin and the others at the vacation before the Academy Festival. 


      Aah, so the ones who created the grudge were the 1st generation, huh.


      “Lido Seitan.” (Makoto)


      …


      “Lido Seitan is not here?” (Makoto)


      “I think the girl that looked like she couldn’t keep on had that name.” (Sif)


      Sif answered instead.


      Today I brought out drinks, but no desserts. 


      Even if you peek at the kitchen, I won’t be giving you any, okay?


      Hmm, a noble from Limia.


      The one that was suspicious, huh.


      I don’t know from what faction she was, but she seemed like she entered my class to investigate us or something.


      The Limia Kingdom…is not only a wealthy land but also way too vast.


      Just looking at the distribution of land by nobles in the map made my head hurt, yet, on top of that, there’s a complicated noble faction situation there.


      I went there once and understood this, but honestly speaking, Hibiki-senpai trying to reform that place while doing war made me think she might be a heavy masochist.


      It is definitely more difficult than winning the war and unifying the world.


      “Next, Rasei Akagi…Akagi is not here either.” (Makoto)


      Transfer student of Lorel. 


      This one was also suspicious.


      Did Sairitz-san want to send someone here too?


      But there’s Izumo here.


      You said that you would be supporting his marriage, so isn’t that similar to having a go-between already?


      What a greedy person.


      “Touma Stram.” (Makoto)


      “Yes.” (Touma)


      Second one of Ropa.


      He was also beaten up by Jin’s group though.


      The mage that was together with them at that time…hm? He is not here.


      He didn’t stay, huh. Or maybe he didn’t come to the main school in the first place.


      Well, he is not here so who cares.


      “Nerin Mandy.” (Makoto)


      “Here!” (Nerin)


      This girl is…ah, from the branch schools.


      Ropa, Mazul, Britto…not any of those?


      Achaa…


      This is the first time I have heard of this one.


      What branch school was this one specialized in?


      Scholarship…major field: history. 


      …


      History?


      “Nerin Mandy.” (Makoto)


      “? Yes!” (Nerin)


      “You were brought from the branch school to the main school, and you entered my class?” (Makoto)


      “That’s right.” (Nerin)


      ‘That’s right’, she says.


      Even though you came to this Academy because of your grades in history and your written exams…


      “My lectures are, uhm…related to battle. You entered my class knowing this…right?” (Makoto)


      “Yes.” (Nerin)


      Instant reply.


      A girl that is studying history -which has nothing to do with battle- is taking my classes?


      Begs the question of how she has come out fine until now.


      Rather than suspicious, this is scary.


      Does she have battle experience, or is her family situation dangerous… There’s nothing?


      “I will ask you a simple question here but…do you need to be in my class?” (Makoto)


      “Actually, I found out I had aptitude in battle and magic since coming to the main school.” (Neire)


      “Fumu.” (Makoto)


      “‘It seems like you are decently good on both sides, so if you are interested in battles, how about trying it out?’, is what I was told. And so, I thought about taking the class of Raidou-sensei that’s said to be strict, but is famous for showing good results. I didn’t expect to experience turning into stone though!” (Neire)


      Yeah…


      You are pretty cheerful there.


      “I see.” (Makoto)


      “I’m looking forward to future classes!” (Neire)


      “Ah, yeah.” (Makoto)


      I was overwhelmed there.


      What’s with this girl?


      “…Right. What did you understand now? What compelled you to suddenly come to my store and shout?” (Makoto)


      Shiki passed her, and it is kinda like I have given her an okay after confirming her papers, so…yeah, if the person herself is fine with it, then it is alright.


      It is as if she properly studied and entered a prominent university, but suddenly entered a club named Battle Champions…


      And so, back to the matter with Jin’s group, I have learned that when they are like this, it is mostly them missing the target, so I will just listen to what they have to say and comfort them.


      “It is about Hatsuharu-san the other day!” (Jin)


      “Aah, you were wiped out real good there.” (Makoto)


      I was 90% sure that would happen, and it went exactly like that.


      Even though in a corner of my mind I thought they might be able to pull off a battle.


      “Guh!” (Jin)


      “And so, what did you learn about Hatsuharu?” (Makoto)


      “She is our graduation test, right?!” (Jin)


      Haah.


      So endearing. 


      Nice, Jin.


      “There’s no way that’s the case.” (Makoto)


      “…Eh?” (Jin)


      “If Hatsuharu and Kuro were to team up, depending on how they do it, they would be able to bring down a country. I am not so heartless as to tell you to win against someone like that.” (Makoto)


      Like, seriously. 


      If Hatsuharu were to activate her ability at full power while utilizing the speed of Kuro, it would be a massacre. 


      Even if you were to know beforehand, you would probably be wiped out.


      Also…in the case of that girl, even without petrification…


      “Is that…so?” (Jin)


      “Yeah. Also, Shiki and I reduced the effects of the petrification a whole lot, and yet, not a single one of you managed to endure it.” (Makoto)


      I had slight expectations for Amelia who has unexpectedly high magic resistance, but it was no good.


      We had them undo the petrification with Yunker and Samilla on the 2nd Generation, and Amelia and Sif on the 1st Generation, but even that, Shiki and I tested it out who knows how many times beforehand with the Gorgons in order to make it easy on them. 


      It was in those testings that we adjusted the petrification output suitable for the 1st Generation and the 2nd Generation.


      Your Sensei has been working hard too in the background, you know?


      “That was subdued…?” (Daena)


      “…That’s right, Daena. Holding back is truly important. We adjusted it to a degree where students could properly treat it; one for Amelia’s group, and the other for Samilla’s group. You probably don’t understand the extent yet, but that girl can petrify magic power and your very soul too, so if you can’t endure it at that very moment, it is already too late for anything, no treatment will bring you back from that.” (Makoto)


      “No one could endure it in the first place anyways. Wiped out without any means to treat each other.” (Jin)


      “Sif alone seemed to have been on guard for abnormal status effects, but with a countermeasure on the level of insurance only, it didn’t serve you for anything.” (Makoto)


      Sif was happy that she was praised, but was soon shot down, so she was vexed by it. 


      If Sif and Amelia had placed strong countermeasures for petrification, I think they could have resisted it.


      But that would be a gamble. 


      Putting up a defense for abnormal status effects while fighting against an opponent with that speed is a do-or-die move.


      You would be quite good if you were to properly observe and reach that conclusion, but that’s a tough thing to do.


      “The classes of Sensei are really good experiences, but at times, I feel like the dangers surpass that of a class.” (Daena)


      Daena is biting onto that.


      I have actually made it as safe as possible for the students, but if that were to be discovered, it would reduce the effectiveness.


      It is because you struggle hard that you grow more.


      I will continue keeping the safety matters vague, so good luck with that.


      “Daena.” (Makoto)


      “What is it, Sensei?” (Daena)


      “It is good that you have awakened to teaching, but if you get too heated into it, you might end up attracting the eyes of Shiki or a pervert somewhere, so you gotta be careful.” (Makoto)


      “?” 


      To be specific, the name’s Root.


      That guy came over with a smile saying ‘there seems to be a student that has awakened to teaching and has had his eyes change’. Where did he even hear about it?


      He is the type of guy that doesn’t care about gender, so I think he wouldn’t even care if the family of the person in question was present. 


      You seriously have to be careful, Daena.


      “Hatsuharu’s petrification is originally far more dangerous than you think it is. As long as you have etched into your body how dangerous of a weapon abnormal status effects are, I would say the base objective has been fulfilled.” (Makoto)


      “We indeed have all been traumatized.” (Daena)


      I am saying ‘dangerous’ here.


      There’s no need to rephrase it as ‘trauma’.


      “…Fumu, you most likely assumed Hatsuharu would be partnering with some other mock battle enemies you’ve had.” (Makoto)


      The reason why they thought Hatsuharu would be a graduation  task was most likely that.


      ““?!”” 


      Bullseye, huh.


      “You guys have been making only one countermeasure for each individual race. If you had been trying to deal with the ability of Hatsuharu while fighting the Blue Lizard-san, Agares, or Ema, it would have only brought out a despairing result.” (Makoto)


      “…”


      I am not thinking too much about making them have a mock battle with mixed races.


      The difficulty would spike, and it would be too difficult to adjust it.


      I honestly have no intentions of having Agares and Ema fight in pairs.


      Even when I had them hold back, it was still way too overkill.


      I should have made them have a gallant battle with the new techniques they thought up. I have reflected on that.


      “You couldn’t bring out their full power at all, right?” (Makoto)


      “…Yeah.” (Jin)


      Everyone from the 1st Generation groans as if affirming this.


      The 2nd Generation is most likely desperately thinking about a countermeasure to begin with.


      “I actually wanted you guys to notice by now. That’s the environment adventurers live in.” (Makoto)


      “Adventurers…” (Jin)


      “They prepare themselves for a variety of situations, and they make sure to never fail in their observations in order to survive.” (Makoto)


      “…”


      That’s actually something recent in Tsige, and before that, they would drop like flies from carelessness.


      “Ring any bells? That’s one of the first things I taught you guys in my class. This was an incredibly effective attitude to elevate the strength of an individual, so I have implemented it here. And so, it is not like I called her as a graduation task or anything. I simply had her come as one of the many outstanding threats.” (Makoto)


      “Then, Hatsuharu-san won’t be coming to our classes anymore?” (Yuno)


      Yuno? 


      Hm, I don’t think there’s much reason to be so taken into her though.


      “For a while.” (Makoto)


      “I have taken quite a liking to her movements. I feel like I can learn a lot from her! That’s just my instincts speaking though!” (Yuno)


      So that’s where she is taking it, huh.


      Instinct.


      Impressive.


      Actually, there’s a point in common between Yuno and Hatsuharu that makes my head hurt.


      The fact that they are users of a certain equipment.


      It is that, the ‘suit’.


      Against opponents that can’t be finished with petrification, Hatsuharu would use that dangerous full body equipment to fight. It is only her for now. 


      She is strong to begin with, and there’s practically no restrictions in the use of magic on Hatsuharu. Rather, she has her magic power hair that is similar to the Arke Hokuto and also pretty different. 


      That technique still works even when using the suit, so maybe she is a compatible partner for Yuno.


      Also, what Yuno has is a prototype.


      Hatsuharu’s one is a mass produced one.


      The one with the better performance is of course the latter one.


      The prototype may have more care put into it, but in base terms, the mass produced one ends up having a better performance.


      Leaving aside the cases where the pilot is just way too incredible though.


      Like certain Aura Battlers. <Ref. To Aura Battler Dunbine>


      Fighting at the endgame with early prototypes…no, let’s stop that.


      Once Yuno grows a bit more, she could change into the Mk II that Mio adjusted, but who knows how much of a fight she could put up against Hatsuharu.


      “…Well, aside from the petrification and mounted combat, you could say her battle style is similar to yours.” (Makoto)


      “Right?! I would like to have a mock battle with her again without the petrification, Sensei.” (Yuno)


      The suit equipment of Kuro is pretty cool, but Kuro herself doesn’t really like it, so she dislikes having it on for too long.


      Some saw the potential of it, and a number of the eldwas began actual production of suits for Saber Cats.


      Since it couldn’t be helped, Kuro kept them company in it.


      I personally think saber cats would fit better with something that doesn’t cover the whole body -something like armor that covers some parts of the body.


      “…I don’t mind, but that’s hell you’re walking into, you know? Like, seriously.” (Makoto)


      Suit versus suit.


      Yeah, a hellscape.


      But now that they mention it…a graduation task, huh.


      It is bad that they had to tell me to remember it, but it certainly will be necessary.


      Hm?


      Does Rotsgard have training excursions?


      Or a custom of doing graduation excursions?


      “I want to do it! I have received the okay from everyone!” (Yuno)


      …That sounds suicidal. 


      Well, fine.


      I won’t let them die.


      It may be hard to believe, but my class is safe, Daena.


      Even if you bite off your tongue or drink poison, we won’t let you di…I mean, you won’t die.


      ◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆


      A hellscape like straight out from a bootcamp. 


      Jin’s group had a mock battle with Hatsuharu again without petrification, but…


      “Yuno’s—DOAGH?!” (Jin)


      The shout of Jin resonated.


      Even though he was in the middle of shouting, a metallic purple leg smashed into the side of his face.


      He was sent flying like a soccer ball.


      The third breakdown has begun.


      “That’s not the Power Suit I know!!” (Yuno)


      Yuno, who was distracted by Kuro with her dance of slashes and couldn’t move, was hit by the pole of Hatsuharu 3 times.


      A speed combo.


      However, the accumulated damage must have been quite high already, Yuno’s red power suit broke and her transformation was undone.


      “They are too fast, and coming from too many directi—!” (Misura)


      Misura’s defense had been crushed by the number of attacks, and then, a backhand blow hit him in the back of his head.


      Does his technique have a limit to how many attacks it can take?


      Or is it that the effect doesn’t activate on attacks the person himself is not aware of?


      Against Hatsuharu, Misura has no good points.


      It was clear that he is currently being treated as ‘a shield that can be crushed anytime’.


      Affinity, huh.


      But with the personality of Misura, I doubt he will be giving up.


      I am looking forward to what countermeasure he will be making for that.


      “What are you telling us to do against an opponent that magic doesn’t work against?!” (Izumo)


      “Seriously! We can only provide support, but with the frontlines always like this…!” (Sif)


      Izumo and Sif were trying to put up a fight, but the attack spells that they shot to Hatsuharu were obviously repelled.


      Their faces were as if praying, but they were mercilessly sunk.


      “My trump card…what horrible treatment!” (Daena)


      Daena. 


      He multiplied.


      Buffing and clones.


      What a skillful and high general purpose frontline he has become.


      He has quite the high attack power.


      Kuro and Hatsuharu crushed the clones, so I couldn’t see much of its good points though.


      It is still lacking precision against strong opponents, huh.


      However, the 2nd Generation that was watching this were dumbfounded.


      They must have suffered quite a lot from the buffing and cloning of Daena.


      It is an incredible skill, but there’s a good amount of holes in it, so I would like the 2nd Generation to be able to deal with something of that level at least.


      “That pole is several times heavier than it looks! Even when deflecting it or blocking it, the inside of my body makes strange noises!! Aah geez—” (Amelia)


      Amelia was hit by an unavoidable sweep attack, and became the number 2 soccer ball.


      Yeah, she swings it as if it is really light.


      The 1st Generation is fighting Hatsuharu.


      The 2nd Generation is fighting Blue Lizard-kun.


      An afternoon of being beaten up to a pulp.


      A peaceful day today as well.

    

  


  
    
      Chapter 336: The work of people is deep


    

  


  
    
      “Then, are you going to be ordering an ambrosia?” (Makoto)


      “Please.” 


      “Okay. I think you’ve already been told by the Guild Master, but I will be receiving the 400 gold payment in advance.” (Makoto)


      “I have also been told that the usual process is to pay half first then half later though.” 


      “…You are a first time customer and also tried something akin to threatening us, so in terms of trust between us, you are unfortunately on the negatives. If we don’t receive the payment for the acquirement of the ingredients and the manufacturing of the medicine, it will trouble us greatly. Please understand.” (Makoto)


      “We used Zara as an intermediary to clear the interests in that matter.” 


      “Hahaha, that’s only a formality. This is a matter of trust. Please think of the Guild Master accepting this method of advance payment as us having explained everything to him.” (Makoto)


      “…”


      “…”


      “If you had properly listened to our conditions and moved, we wouldn’t have had to bring out the Appraisal Team.” 


      “It seems like you guys were suspected as being window shoppers since you were even hiding the matter about the ambrosia.” (Makoto)


      A conversation that had sparks flying.


      I was facing the man that seems to be the top of the Nechikitos Appraisal Team at the reception room of the Kuzunoha Company. 


      A business discussion.


      I tried asking about the matter regarding the Appraisal Team to Zara-san, and it seems this person did moves here and there extensively, but he ended up misfiring.


      Trying to be stealthy, and then utilizing his most powerful card that is the Appraisal Team to create a connection with us to drag me out, was it? 


      That’s stupid.


      Why do the hyuman big shots have so many nutcases like this one?


      If he had come to ask us straight without hiding anything, depending on the importance, it would have reached me properly.


      And yet, within all those ‘extensive moves’ he did, not a single one entailed him telling us the details of his situation.


      He intended to tell me everything though.


      If he doesn’t trust my employees, I have no obligation of listening to his request. 


      It seems Zara-san actually pointed that out to him too.


      That if he had business with our place, he shouldn’t hide stuff.


      He even said that if he doesn’t, he wouldn’t be his intermediary.


      And so, he went and did this and that by his own effort, and ended up resorting to threats.


      How would I be able to do a normal transaction with a person like that?


      I feel like there’s the possibility that, when we give him the medicine, he will complain and shirk on paying the remaining amount. 


      That’s why I won’t take a single step back.


      “And so, Chiback-san, we have taken your request in this manner. Isn’t it about time you tell me the details?” (Makoto)


      “There’s one other thing I want to ask you.” (Chiback)


      “…”


      He said it is to provide medical treatment to a certain aristocrat. 


      I wanted to shout ‘what part of that is detailed?!’.


      I told him calmly ‘whether you tell me everything, or leave’, and he told me that if I were to accept, he would tell me.


      This guy, that’s supposed to want to save the patient, was acting as if he were taking that very same person as a hostage.


      He is annoying me a whole lot.


      In other words, it is not a person he wants to save from the bottom of his heart, but a person that he wants to save because of the benefits. 


      “When will it be ready?” (Chiback)


      “…1 week.” (Makoto)


      When I said this, he made a vulgar smile.


      “I see!” (Chiback)


      “Yes. Also, there’s the need for transportation, so if you wait for 10 days to 2 weeks, it will have arrived.” (Makoto)


      “10 days please.” (Chiback)


      “We will try.” (Makoto)


      “…”


      “…”


      “…Got it.” (Chiback)


      You have a patient that needs it, right?! 


      Damn it, shall I bring out Tomoe?! 


      Should I make Tomoe peek in his mind?! 


      I already don’t care at all about this guy, but I am worried about the patient! 


      I rarely hear about people with incurable diseases and curse diseases, so it bothers me even more! 


      “Once it arrives, I will contact you. Where should I notify you?” (Makoto)


      “…At the church.” (Chiback)


      “Church, huh.” (Makoto)


      So he was from the Goddess’s side.


      …No no, an ill person is an ill person, regardless of faction.


      “Right. I heard that the Kuzunoha Company had connections with the church before. I will have a person serve as the messenger as soon as tomorrow.” (Chiback)


      The potion matter, huh.


      I certainly did go there together with Shiki before.


      I remember that the person with the highest position there was a woman with a husky voice.


      I properly told them the manufacturing method as they asked, and wrapped it up in a relatively peaceful manner.


      The church hasn’t harassed us or anything.


      “Understood. Then, the ambrosia will be delivered, and the transaction will be over, right?” (Makoto)


      I will get proper confirmation. 


      Of course, I have no intentions of bringing out a fake.


      However, with his objective being medical treatment, if the ambrosia doesn’t work, there’s the chance that he might continue demanding our cooperation.


      We have to properly delineate the specifics of the transaction.


      “? Of course. On that day, me and a number of appraisers will be present, and after we have appraised it, the request will be completed.” (Chiback)


      “…”


      “What is it, Raidou?” (Chiback)


      “No, I understand. Now then, tell me all the details regarding this time’s matter.” (Makoto)


      “…That was part of the deal, right. Alright. I will have you promise not to disclose this.” (Chiback)


      “I will keep the secrets of a customer. Please don’t worry.” (Makoto)


      “…Fuuh. The one who needs the ambrosia is a certain old family of Gritonia…” (Chiback)


      “Tell me everything…that was the deal, Chiback-san.” (Makoto)


      ‘A certain old family’, he says. Are you messing with me?


      “As long as you understand the circumstances, there should be no problems. And so…” (Chiback)


      “…It seems like proper conversation is impossible with you. Go ahead and leave. Please bring your business somewhere else. Of course, I won’t be divulging the little you have disclosed here. Now, godspeed.” (Makoto)


      “Wait.” (Chiback)


      “I won’t. I myself have been enduring quite a lot of your beating around the bush as I wasted my time with you.” (Makoto)


      “There’s some national secrets that can’t be disclosed to a single merchant!” (Chiback)


      “Then…!” (Makoto)


      “?!” 


      “Don’t rely on that one merchant. It looks like you are good friends with the church, so lower your head there, and I am sure they will be glad to waste their time with you.” (Makoto)


      He acts like he is above others, and yet, he is just a proxy through and through.


      I don’t feel like it, but…let’s step forward a little bit.


      Let’s go with the feeling of being in the front lines.


      This person, who came to the Kuzunoha Company because he knew nothing would come out from the church, will most likely come again if the situation gets truly dire.


      It pains me to have Tomoe come every single time, but I am worried about the patient. 


      However, I don’t want to make a deal with a brick wall.


      If at times of need, a guy like this is the only person who would move for their sake, I am sorry, but I will just consider that person’s lifespan over.


      “You bastard…I even came forward with you, and yet, who do you think you are?” (Chiback)


      “Right back at you. Even though you are a mere errand boy, what high horse do you think you are riding on? I don’t know who is at your back, but the Kuzunoha Company has no intentions of undertaking important matters that we don’t have a full grasp of. If things can be resolved with the normal products of the store, then I won’t say anything regarding that, but going through the trouble of making a rare elixir when you are a stranger, that’s a different story.” (Makoto)


      “So you will be greedily chewing every piece of meat you can get out of it, huh?! That’s a merchant for you!” (Chiback)


      “Sorry to say, but you are the greedy one here.” (Makoto)


      “Spitting nonsense now!” (Chiback)


      “Chew on every piece of meat possible? I am saying that you as the person who managed to reach such a disgusting thought is the greedy one.” (Makoto)


      “You…! Just because you are being fawned over by the people of the town a little bit, you let it get over your head! I will definitely make you regret it! Remember this!” (Chiback)


      “Yeah, I will remember.” (Makoto)


      He got angry real nicely there.


      The one at his back will most likely move with this.


      As if I would sign a contract with a bunch of holes.


      I don’t want to be connected to a political influence somewhere without even noticing it. 


      In this time when we are putting our efforts in Tsige and are busy, geez.


      I watch the retreating back of Chiback who spits out curses, and I sigh at that.


      Now then, an ambrosia alone might not be enough.


      A situation that requires a powerful elixir must mean they are pretty cornered.


      If the church is involved, it must be quite the big deal.


      “…Shiki and I should see if we can do something about it.” (Makoto)


      I will list a number of elixirs and magic medicines that excel against a variety of symptoms, and then add them into the production requests.


      We will make as many of those as we can within the 10 days.


      There will most likely be a move from them before that time.


      “Excuse me.”


      “Ah, Beren. Weren’t you in Tsige?” (Makoto)


      The eldwa Beren entered the reception room. 


      I heard that he was in Tsige for the matter of the magic constructions.


      “I had some business here, you see. That man just now was visibly angry.” (Beren)


      “Yeah, if you are going to ask for something, no secrets. Looks like he didn’t like our rule.” (Makoto)


      “…He is definitely gonna be coming again.” (Beren)


      “I think so too… I am surprised you could tell.” (Makoto)


      “There were signs of desperation in his face as well.” (Beren)


      I see.


      “I think he doesn’t have a personality suitable for this kind of work.” (Makoto)


      “Wahaha! If Waka can see through him so much, there’s no doubt that’s the case.” (Beren)


      “And so, what brings you here, Beren?” (Makoto)


      “Oh, right. I had a meeting with the dwarf group here. But I came here as a messenger.” (Beren)


      “Tell me.” (Makoto)


      “Seiren and Hatsuharu have come and are waiting below. Akua asked if it is okay to let them through.” (Beren)


      “…That’s a peculiar pairing there. Okay, let them through.” (Makoto)


      “Then, I will be taking my leave now.” (Beren)


      “Thanks for your hard work.” (Makoto)


      “Everyday is so fun that it just doesn’t feel like hard work.” (Beren)


      The heart of an artisan.


      He says that, but there’s days when he would suddenly run out of battery and collapse.


      Mostly at the bar.


      I have been receiving complaints.


      “Ah, thanks for the hard work, Waka-sama.” (Hatsuharu)


      “Sorry for the intrusion.” (Seiren)


      It really is Hatsuharu and Seiren-san.


      How are they connected?


      I don’t think that Seiren-san is working on the side as a prostitute after all.


      “This is a pretty strange pairing I gotta say.” (Makoto)


      “We coincidentally met at the store front.” (Hatsuharu)


      “I was invited to come together with her if I had business with Sensei.” (Seiren)


      So it isn’t that the world is small, huh.


      “Uhm, then, let’s hear what you have to say first, Seiren-san. What brings you here?” (Makoto)


      “Why only Izumo-kun?” (Seiren)


      “Huh?” (Makoto)


      I have spoken with Seiren-san a number of times, and I gotta say, she is a straight person in the bad sense. 


      She thinks a lot in her mind, and in that one point, she is considerate to the other party, and yet, after endlessly running simulations in her mind, there are times when she would say something that makes no sense. 


      Right, like just now.


      “At first, you two came together, and yet, lately, only Izumo-kun alone has been coming to my lab. Why?” (Seiren)


      Even if you ask me why, explanations about motion aria can be done with just Izumo. 


      Since I introduced them, I was present with them a number of times, and participated in the talks. 


      I felt like it was enough, and so I had Izumo go alone now.


      Was there a problem with that?


      I have already given the money to the Academy on the pretext of supporting her research.


      “Why, you ask… The motion aria is something that Izumo himself made practical on his own from zero, and I myself wasn’t that involved in it. I think him alone will be plenty enough in your research.” (Makoto)


      “That was truly impressive. The more I heard about it, the more ground-breaking it was. I have felt that with my advice as well, his motion aria has been brushed up, and we have formed a really good relationship!” (Seiren)


      Then, isn’t that a win-win?


      Since my plan worked out, you could say it is a win-win-win.


      “That’s good.” (Makoto)


      “But! You are not coming, Sensei!” (Seiren)


      “I was just a tag-along for Izumo after all.” (Makoto)


      “If you are there as well! We will be able! To go! Even further beyond!” (Seiren)


      What?


      What’s even further beyond?


      I don’t understand scientists…


      “Even if you tell me that, I may be somehow going to my classes, but I am a pretty busy person.” (Makoto)


      No lies at all there.


      Since the moment I came to Rotsgard, I have been hit with an outrageous amount of paperwork, meetings, and classes. 


      Also, there was the group of students with unknown objectives, and the matter of the appraisal team, so I had no time to be sitting there and listening to the research talk of Seiren-san.


      “Please, one time! It is okay if it is just one more time! Come to the lab! Please!!” (Seiren)


      “…”


      “Sensei!” (Seiren)


      Shiki is in a sense busier than me.


      If it is only one time, I could try.


      “Then, I will go with Izumo sometime.” (Makoto)


      “Thank you very much! Sorry for intruding!” (Seiren)


      As if saying she was definitely gonna make me nod, she said what she wanted to say, and after getting my agreement, she left. 


      What was that?


      “…Ah, what’s the matter, Hatsuharu?” (Makoto)


      “Kufufufu, that girl just now was Seiren-san? She likes Waka-sama. Real into you.” (Hatsuharu)


      “There’s no way. The misunderstanding is slowly being cleared, but I would say we are acquaintances.” (Makoto)


      “I wonder about that. A woman that secludes herself in the depths of the Academy doing research all the time came all the way to the Company to complain about you not coming.” (Hatsuharu)


      “Yeah, she would. She did just now. If she were in love with me, she wouldn’t say ‘just one more time’, right?” (Makoto)


      “…Be careful about getting attacked and tying the knot so you can’t escape, Waka-sama.” (Hatsuharu)


      “You are saying that fully aware of the meaning, right, Hatsuharu?” (Makoto)


      I am not trying to brag here, but I am sure there’s no realistic way to forcefully do something to me.


      Is she saying that I myself would tear off my clothes? 


      Nope nope.


      “Ehehe.” (Hatsuharu)


      “Geez, give me a break.” (Makoto)


      “Sorry~.” (Hatsuharu)


      “And so, today is not your turn to work in the company, right? What’s the matter?” (Makoto)


      “Actually, I am a bit troubled by something.” (Hatsuharu)


      “What?” (Makoto)


      “I am working at the brothel of Ester-san, and after the mock battle the other day, the students have been roaming around there since then.” (Hatsuharu)


      …Seriously?


      What are they thinking?


      Did they take a liking to Hatsuharu after being beaten up that much?


      …Really?


      “At a time when the sun is still up, a large number of students wandering around the vicinity of the establishment would be a minus to business.” (Hatsuharu)


      In large numbers?! 


      I don’t know if it is Jin, Daena, Misura, Izumo, or someone from the 2nd Generation, but…these Rotsgard students got balls.


      In a variety of meanings.


      “There’s ladies of high standing mixed in the group after all… There’s a lot of men who get conscious about the gazes of women in places like that.” (Hatsuharu)


      Ladies.


      Eh?


      It is already not on the level of being courageous. They have even gone and opened the closet to a new path too?


      Have they gone astray that much?


      “Men and women in great numbers… Prostitutes and students. It must be quite the situation over there.” (Makoto)


      “Eh?” (Hatsuharu)


      “Eh?” (Makoto)


      “…”


      “…”


      Time stopped for a moment.


      “Waka-sama.” (Hatsuharu)


      “Yeah?” (Makoto)


      “They are not coming as customers. It seems they are thinking of me as one of their teachers, and it is troubling me.” (Hatsuharu)


      “R-Right! Yeah, I had that other possibility in mind too. Looks like I cranked it up a few levels too high there. Sorry!” (Makoto)


      “Different from the others, I am working at Rotsgard after all.” (Hatsuharu)


      “True. The Lizard Team and Ema were summoned, and they have no relation with them aside from classes. Damn, that was a bit of a blind spot.” (Makoto)


      Right.


      Hatsuharu is the only one they can meet in the town.


      And so, they are looking for opportunities to make contact with her by walking around the brothel street. 


      What a pain in the ass of a thing to do, you students.


      And if this situation were to be warped from mouth to mouth and reached the ears of Rembrandt-san…there will be trouble again! 


      Mainly me! 


      And Misura too! 


      You are also in a pretty dangerous standing yourself, I will have you know! 


      “It is the students that Waka-sama and Shiki-sama are training, so I can’t ignore them. But if I were to train them, I would feel bad for the Mist Lizards who were training them first.” (Hatsuharu)


      “…Got it. I will consult with Shiki and do something about it. Sorry about that.” (Makoto)


      “It is okay. My lifestyle in this town has gotten more interesting in its own way thanks to that. That’s all I have to report!” (Hatsuharu)


      “Thanks. Ah, Hatsuharu.” (Makoto)


      “Yes?” (Hatsuharu)


      “Do you know something about a person named Chiback?” (Makoto)


      “Chiback… Ah, the appraiser Chiback?” (Hatsuharu)


      “That’s right. What kind of person is he?” (Makoto)


      Does she have some sort of information? 


      “…I don’t have much details, but is it okay if I tell you what I have heard from other people?” (Hatsuharu)


      “Of course.” (Makoto)


      “He is a capable appraiser that leads a famous appraisal team. He was originally a merchant, but after becoming an authority in appraisals, he was given peerage and land in Aion, and he has made a name as a noble of Aion.” (Hatsuharu)


      Aion?


      …That bastard.


      He said it was a certain old family of Gritonia. Was even the country a lie?! 


      “I heard that he has been going to the church lately. I saw him being baffled at a close female friend of his having done something that was uncharacteristic of her.” (Hatsuharu)


      “Hmm, Aion. Going to the church lately, huh.” (Makoto)


      “That’s all I know. Is that going to help you out?” (Hatsuharu)


      “It helps me out a lot. I am sorry for bothering you about matters of the Academy when you are in the middle of work. You can go back now.” (Makoto)


      “I am always waiting for your orders. Use me as you please.” (Hatsuharu)


      When Hatsuharu says it, it feels like there’s a lewd meaning to it. 


      Those girls like to act like kunoichis after all. <Female ninjas.>


      Hmmm.


      Work just keeps falling onto my lap.


      I should moderately wrap things up here and return to Tsige. After dealing with the roots here to a certain degree. 


      How troubling.

    

  


  Chapter 337: White remains


  “Bishop…-sama.”


  “You have regained the ability to speak on your own, huh. I am glad to see you are healthy.”


  10 days after driving Chiback off, I received a report of a long line of people heading to our store, so I hurried there and waited for them, and it seems I pulled a bigger fish than I thought.


  I wondered for a moment who it was, and it seems it was the Bishop-​sama that’s the top of the Rotsgard church.


  Even when going out, she keeps a veil on top of her face, huh.


  No one from the people that came with her are hiding their faces, so I think it has nothing to do with their religion.


  “It seems there was a silly misunderstanding the other day and we displeased you. We came here to apologize and once again ask for your favor.”


  “The Bishop-​sama herself?” (Makoto)


  “It was the least we could do to show our sincerity. I actually wanted to come alone, but that wasn’t allowed –as expected– so I came here with a big group. I apologize for the inconvenience.”


  …Chiback-​san was going to the church and was acquainted with the Bishop, huh.


  I was assuming he was connected with someone of a lower seat.


  For example…that…who was it…Ah, right! Shinai-​san.


  “No, more importantly, by misunderstanding, is it okay for me to think that you are referring to Chiback-​san who leads the famed Appraisal Team?” (Makoto)


  “Yes. It seems he has been moving lately for a certain matter, but I heard that he acted impolitely towards the Kuzunoha Company.”


  “A certain matter, huh. Rather than calling it impolite, it was more like a rule was broken, and the talk just wasn’t matching. That’s all it was. It is something that happens often between merchants, so don’t worry.” (Makoto)


  Ah, Shinai-​san is here as well.


  There’s a lot of other people that I can recognize from that time when I went to the church once.


  The variant incident didn’t deal too many casualties on the side of the church, it seems.


  “A broken rule? I heard from him that the negotiation couldn’t even proceed properly because of your arrogant attitude. Can I hear your side?”


  The Bishop-​sama doesn’t show any anger, and simply seems to be confirming the facts.


  Arrogant, huh.


  Well, it is true that, when thinking about the positions, our attitude might be arrogant.


  But there’s rules we can’t bend.


  Especially when they are to protect our own family.


  If it is a rule like letting people of the church lower than the Bishop-​sama change the designs of their white clothes, those can be changed anytime.


  We also are pretty flexible when it comes to the change of uniforms, and if there’s suggestions, we would consider them.


  “Yeah, of course. We of the Kuzunoha Company are still newcomers who lack a lot compared to the other famous big companies.” (Makoto)


  “I don’t know if to call you humble, but maybe I should listen more of what you have to say before that.”


  The Bishop urges me to continue.


  “Thanks. Therefore, we have a number of rules in order to protect our company. One of those is to make the transaction clear.” (Makoto)


  “…”


  “Chiback-​san and I couldn’t reach an agreement in that part. He returned angry, but once I checked from another source, I discovered that the hidden information as well as the information he disclosed were all lies.” (Makoto)


  “…”


  “The Kuzunoha Company doesn’t allow lies or secrets in our transactions. Whether it be a ‘certain matter’, a ‘certain personage’, the Aion Kingdom, or the Gritonia Empire; there’s no exceptions. That’s all we have to say about this.” (Makoto)


  “…I see. Who knows what kind of grudge you might cause later, or in what political strife you would be involved with. You won’t be able to relax unless all risks are disclosed and safety is secured.”


  The Bishop shows a decent understanding of my point while her tone turned slightly more peaceful.


  But it is a bit different.


  The first half is one thing, but especially the latter half.


  “I am happy that you understood. But let me add something. We simply want to have a complete grasp of the circumstances. We have no intention of seeking safety in the requests.” (Makoto)


  “…Then, would there be any need to have a grasp of the situation?”


  Why is that your conclusion?


  Knowing the situation is absolutely necessary to decide our actions.


  It is not as if the circumstances are of no importance if there’s no risks.


  Hm? Now that I say it myself, I feel like I thought like that not too long ago.


  My way of thinking might have changed little by little at some point in time.


  “We don’t care about the risks. We just have to decide whether we want to shoulder it or not. Knowing the situation allows us to know what meaning our actions will hold, what kind of intention they expect our next move to have; we properly want to know about it. That’s all there is to it.” (Makoto)


  Even so, I am sure there will be a case in the future where we will judge the risks are too heavy to accept.


  …And at that same time, in the cases where we think that there’s a point in accepting that amount of risk, we will accept it.


  That’s why, thinking that the risk is the only deciding factor could bring about misunderstandings.


  I have to properly explain that to her.


  “‘I have no intention of being conveniently used by any political powers’, it sounds like quite the obstinate opinion though.”


  “In the sense of ‘conveniently used’, you are correct. Depending on the circumstances, you could even take it as ‘arrogant’ just as Chiback-​san reported.” (Makoto)


  I smile and tell her the truth upfront.


  It would be a pain to have them beat around the bush on the circumstances any more than this and try to bargain for it.


  “…”


  “…”


  A strange tension and silence pressure fills up the room.


  By the way, I think I know the reason why this Bishop-​san has a veil on.


  She has a wound on her face.


  It is not a special wound that can’t be erased by the church –it is a plain old regular wound.


  And yet, she is keeping it there.


  She must have her circumstances.


  I’ve heard that being in the Rotsgard church means they are in the promotion course, but a female bishop that doesn’t erase a wound that can be erased even though she is a believer of that Goddess, isn’t that way too suspicious?


  That Bishop-​san sighs lightly.


  Has she decided on her next move?


  “You possess a strong conviction, Raidou-​dono.”


  ‘-dono’, huh.


  I think she didn’t use honorifics before.


  Well, there’s nothing bad in being held with a decent amount of respect.


  Also, she didn’t call me arrogant, but someone with strong conviction.


  Looks like she will accept our reasoning to a certain degree.


  “That’s around the few things we can take pride on after all.” (Makoto)


  “That’s why you would even do things like disclosing the production method of your medicines, and devote yourselves for the town without caring for the profits?”


  “…”


  Our actions in the variant incident and after.


  Especially in the after part, at a glance, we were acting with more compassion than even the church.


  “I see. I do feel arrogance for a mere single company, but you could also say that the actions of Raidou-​dono and the Kuzunoha Company are under a strong belief.”


  “I am honored.” (Makoto)


  “There’s parts that deviate from the teachings of the church, but your stance of assisting as many people in their livelihood as possible is truly sincere, and praiseworthy. And in reality, there’s no organization as revered as the Kuzunoha Company in Rotsgard.”


  “…”


  I had a bad feeling run down my back.


  I have to be on guard when praised.


  I am sure that the church as a whole doesn’t think positively of us after all.


  I can’t read this Bishop-​san at all, but lowering my guard is bad.


  “However…”


  “…”


  Here it comes.


  “At the same time, I think, as someone that’s not a God, that kind of selflessness and altruistic spirit like that of the Goddess, who holds only compassion, rarely exists. People may be kind at times, but are also creatures that would occasionally only see themselves.”


  “…”


  “The actions of the Kuzunoha Company are dazzling and divine. I personally am deeply moved by that. And yet, on the other hand, you drove away Chiback-​san who held a torment. What could this mean—”


  “Yeah, it is as you say. I am not a god. Our actions for the town are, in the end, to better our company’s image. We are not as compassionate as you think, Bishop-​sama.” (Makoto)


  I delineate this before she jumps into a weird direction.


  It is not like I am throwing the company down to help out people.


  ‘Compassion is finite’, if I point this out, it will also serve as a deterrent for people who call out our feelings.


  That’s what Shiki has taught me.


  “…”


  “…”


  The Bishop-​san falls silent.


  She probably was going to move towards that direction.


  …That’s a bad flow.


  It reminds me a bit of that time when Zara-​san cornered me.


  It was also in Rotsgard.


  Right now we are in the Kuzunoha Company’s reception room which calms me down a bit though.


  “You have…”


  “?”


  “Gained a lot more experience since the time I first met you. You are hard to deal with, Raidou-​dono.”


  “…Thank you very much.” (Makoto)


  “By the way…do you know why I am the only one speaking?”


  “? No idea. Isn’t it because you are the one with the highest position here, Bishop-​sama?” (Makoto)


  “It is because they are utilizing a secret skill that the church prides itself on. They are concentrating, they are being careful, and they are putting their all.”


  ““?!””


  “…Hooh.” (Makoto)


  Everyone aside from the Bishop-​san showed clear signs of agitation.


  That must mean she began talking about something that was outside their plans.


  “It is called thought stealing, you see. You can think of it as a skill that allows one to peek on the thoughts of someone.”


  “I feel like you have disclosed quite the terrible thing though?” (Makoto)


  “Yeah. At the same time, we tried to measure your magic power amount as well, but…it was a failure. Not only you, but every single personnel.”


  “We managed to get a general understanding of the magic power amount of the personnel!!”


  “…So they say.”


  One of the people that were sitting corrected the mistake of the Bishop-​san.


  No, even if you correct that part…


  It doesn’t change the fact that that’s a hostile move.


  But they were trying to read my mind, huh.


  There were proposals in regards to those areas at the time when we finished making countermeasures for thought transmission eavesdropping at Asora.


  It was something from quite a while ago.


  Well, figures.


  The church can’t be trusted.


  That’s basically all it is.


  “I don’t understand the reason why you are suddenly disclosing that secret though.” (Makoto)


  “You don’t allow secrets in the Kuzunoha Company, right?”


  “Of course.” (Makoto)


  “That’s why I disclosed it. It seems there’s no need for an apology, so I wanted to try requesting you again.”


  “…”


  “We require the ambrosia urgently. Our investigations have led us to believe that we can see results if we perform treatment with it.”


  “Shima-​sama!! You must not!!”


  So the Bishop-san’s name is Shima.


  I didn’t know that.


  Also, Shinai-​san, you finally spoke.


  “Is it about the medical treatment of a ‘certain personage’ that Chiback-​san mentioned before?” (Makoto)


  Of a ‘certain matter’.


  “…Yeah. The church was made to shoulder…would be a lie. Under the orders of the Limia Great Church, we have sheltered and somehow managed to keep alive an important person of the Aion Kingdom…” (Shima)


  “…”


  This time it is an ‘important person’, huh.


  Well, there’s a lot of words that hide stuff after all.


  “The patient would be Dio-​sama. The son of the General Morgan Igroad, who has lost his life in the Stella Fort war.” (Shima)


  “Shima-​sama!!” (Shinai)


  The son of an Aion general.


  They are literally having a dispute with Tsige presently.


  But a patient, huh.


  Even if his father has died, he is still someone from the Aion Kingdom’s side.


  She has told me the situation, but it is a person in a complicated situation himself.


  Shinai-​san is going full shouting.


  Looks like they really wanted to keep it a secret.


  He is glaring at the Bishop Shima-​san as if cursing her to death.


  “Hmm…” (Makoto)


  “As a merchant of Tsige that’s fighting against the Aion Kingdom for the sake of independence, this doesn’t sound like a favorable job to undertake?” (Shima)


  …I see.


  That’s why they tried to obtain the medicine without revealing the details.


  Hmm…


  “This is something that I confirmed with Chiback-​san as well, but…” (Makoto)


  “?”


  “Is what you need only the ambrosia?” (Makoto)


  Or the complete recovery of that Dio person.


  Of course, their complete recovery must be their number one objective, but how much do they seek from us?


  “…”


  “…”


  “Obviously, Raidou-​dono. We need that elixir no matter what!” (Shinai)


  Shinai-​san says they require the ambrosia, but Shima-​san is looking at me silently.


  It really does seem like the chances are high that just the medicine alone won’t be enough.


  “No.” (Shima)


  “?!”


  “As the Bishop in charge of this place, I would like Dio-sama’s full recovery.” (Shima)


  …It is as if she is saying ‘it is my duty’.


  Looks like there’s the intentions of someone higher than her, an incredibly important person in the Limia Great Church.


  I can see that Shima-​san herself doesn’t want to get too involved in it.


  “In other words, in the case where the ambrosia is not enough, another request might be added?” (Makoto)


  “Yes. It is simply that the ambrosia is currently the medical treatment with the highest prospects, but it isn’t certain.” (Shima)


  “…”


  “Raidou-​dono?” (Shima)


  A patient, huh.


  I won’t be able to tell any further unless I hear about the disease in detail, but whether it is a strange disease, an incurable disease, or a curse disease, I honestly want to save him from his disease.


  If it is possible, that is.


  The problem is his standing.


  He is the son of a general, so if we were to cure him, he might head to war.


  When that happens, even when we went through the trouble of curing him, he would just be dying.


  …?


  Hm?


  That doesn’t really matter, huh.


  The decisions he does and how he lives after being cured have nothing to do with us.


  Right.


  Now then, just what it is that I…


  No, there’s no real problem.


  Sorry to say but, if he is going to show up in the battlefield, it will just happen.


  If he doesn’t want to throw away his life, he will be treasuring it after all.


  “What’s important is what I think, right?” (Makoto)


  “?”


  “By the way, in regards to the disease, I would like to see it personally…together with a specialist.” (Makoto)


  Oops. I almost said I would be going alone.


  Let’s bring Shiki along.


  “Does that mean you are taking the job?” (Shima)


  She seems to be a bit…no, quite surprised.


  “Well, there’s no doubt a patient exists, and it seems it is true that it is a situation that doesn’t allow for much speculation.” (Makoto)


  “I can’t speak of the disease here. How about you go see it on a day that’s most convenient to you?” (Shima)


  She won’t say it, but will show it, huh.


  That’s fine with me.


  She doesn’t intend to hide it after all.


  “Then, how about today?” (Makoto)


  “?! That would help us out.” (Shima)


  “I will prepare at once. Bishop Shima-​sama, everyone, please make preparations to return.” (Makoto)


  If the patient is in Rotsgard, faster is better.


  I wonder what disease it is.


  If it is a disease we know of, it would be easier to make countermeasures for it.


  I would like that to be the case.


  It instead turned into a situation where I was the one who hurried Shima-​san and her group.


  And so, Shiki and I headed to the church.


  ◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆


  Seeing the one there, I lost my words.


  Shiki seemed to be surprised after seeing something unexpected too.


  “…This is Dio-​sama. He seems to be a bit calm today.” (Shima)


  I heard they needed the ambrosia, so I thought at worst it would be the curse disease that cornered the Rembrandt household, but this was unexpected.


  Within a bulky cage with several tens of spells set on it, there was him.


  His congested eyes were bright red; his stomach and left arm were white and swollen; this is the thing that we thought we wiped out…


  “A variant…no, about to become one…? To think you would keep him alive in this state. Man, the church is cruel. It has been a while since I have shivered. Even though he must be in quite a lot of pain, not even being able to turn into a variant.” (Shiki)


  A person on the verge of becoming a variant.


  A person, yet not one.


  Seeing the young man called Dio that is bound by chains and has lost his sanity, drooling all over, I ended up frowning.


  What are they trying to accomplish by keeping this alive?


  I felt like I was peeking at the ugliness of the church, the hyumans, no…the people.


  Chapter 338: Internal Conditions of the Church


  The Variant Incident that the Demon General, Rona, caused in Rotsgard.


  The incident where hyumans were mutated into unsightly abnormal monsters and attacked the very place they lived in, Rotsgard.


  Not only students and staff members of the Academy became variants, but also merchants, craftsmen, and even manual laborers; the range of people was wide. There were even beastkin who had become variants.


  The variants, that all uniformly had white skin and demonic beast-​like bodies, possessed high battle power, and a lot of casualties were suffered.


  That wound still remains deeply and lively in Rotsgard, and for the residents, it will be an incident that they won’t ever forget.


  “I didn’t expect the church would be secretly keeping them stored.”


  According to the story of the Bishop-​san, it is not like they are going to be doing medical treatment to an ill person.


  I hope they are not thinking about utilizing unsightly monsters like the variants in the hyuman side as a fighting force.


  …Once Tomoki and Hibiki-​senpai completely have a grasp of their countries, they might do it though.


  This time around, the related county is Limia, but it looks like the ‘will of the Gods’ from Elysion that they were allied with is at work here, so it should be safe to assume that the heroes are unrelated to this, I think.


  But, keeping them alive.


  Just what is the church trying to learn from a sample of a variant that has been suppressed in a way so that it doesn’t transform completely?


  “The church is treating him solely as an ill person. I understand your sentiments, but…I would like you to stop treating him as a thing.” (Shima)


  Shima-​san guided us deep into the church, and let us in this room.


  And then, after leaving a number of people here, she raised the veil of her face and showed us a patient called Dio on the verge of becoming a variant.


  There’s a big wound below the veil of Shima-san’s face, and yet, no one touched on that topic, and they weren’t showing signs of surprise either.


  Aah, magic, huh.


  When I looked at Shiki, he nodded as if saying I am right.


  …Even with that wound, she still has beautiful skin, but a wound in the face of a woman is not something pleasant to see.


  The person herself seems to not mind it, but on this occasion, we saw through the magic on our own and saw it, so it makes it more discomforting.


  I should tell her later and apologize even if she gets angry about it.


  “Just how many residents have become like this, and then rampaged and killed in Rotsgard? It is not like everyone doesn’t know. My master as well has special emotions towards these white monsters. I would like you to understand that even if you tell us to treat them as just patients, we won’t be able to follow on those words immediately.” (Shiki)


  While I was trying to choose my words, Shiki took my place in speaking.


  Special emotions, huh.


  That’s an exaggeration, but…well, you could put it like that.


  That event was a turning point in a lot of meanings, and it has been used by the Kuzunoha Company to a high extent.


  “…Right. But regarding the variants, there’s a lot that we don’t know with just the corpses the Academy has stored. The church is putting their all in researching them in order to make it so that the demons won’t be able to pull such a crafty move on us again.” (Shima)


  “And, fortunately, there was one that was conveniently an Aion noble?” (Shiki)


  “Putting it bluntly, yeah.” (Shima)


  “From what I can see…” (Shiki)


  Shiki looks around.


  He is faking it.


  Shiki doesn’t need to do that. He has already finished gathering information of what the church has been doing and must have a pretty good grasp of things here now.


  “This guinea pig that’s called Dio looks like the last remaining one though.” (Shiki)


  …


  Yeah.


  He conveniently was the only one who they managed to find in this state, and even after thoroughly treating and nursing him, it didn’t turn into the miracle of him being saved.


  The research was progressing with a guy like him who is on the verge of turning and is a weakened variant, and also the corpses of the variants gathered by the church just as the Academy did.


  And so, just as Shiki said, they are doing their best to do medical treatment on him and see if it is truly treatable.


  That’s about the gist of it.


  They obviously have interest in their nature, their battle ability, and the individual traits, but the important part is whether it can be cured.


  In other words, the church still doesn’t know if it can be treated or not.


  “…Shinai.” (Shima)


  “Yes?!”


  “Have everyone leave. Of course, you as well. With how much you have shown us, the Kuzunoha Company should probably take the request or the church would be facing a complete loss here after all. I will take responsibility in the negotiations.” (Shima)


  “But that’s…!”


  “I will act in a way that it doesn’t affect you. I will take all responsibility.” (Shima)


  “…Understood.”


  Hmm.


  She wants to negotiate us alone?


  Or is what’s going to be discussed something that other people shouldn’t hear about?


  Or maybe, even after saying all that, the truth is that it is a talk that is inconvenient for Shinai-​san?


  I don’t care which it is, so I will just silently listen.


  Cause you know, I have the reliable Shiki with me right now.


  There’s no chance he would mess up.


  After everyone aside from us three left the room…


  “Now then, from here on, let’s go on without any formalities. Raidou, Shiki, can you cure this person?” (Shima)


  “…”


  How should we answer this?


  Honestly speaking, it would be impossible with an ambrosia.


  I think we can somehow deal with the seizures of the transformation, the destruction of the body, and the side-​effects.


  But when it comes to treating the root problem…


  “The ambrosia wouldn’t cut it. But if it is curing him, it is not impossible.” (Shiki)


  ?


  The tone Shiki used when saying ‘curing’ was different from usual.


  “! You are saying treatment is possible? That you are versed in regards to the variants?”


  “After that incident, we also investigated the variants as much as possible on our side. The result was that it was a cocktail of being forcefully turned frenetic and having their body altered in such a way that you could tell they had no intentions of having them turn back to their original forms. If I were to put it in a simpler to understand way, I would say they are a mix juice of hyuman and emotions.” (Shiki)


  He says ‘simpler’, but it is still complicated.


  This time’s emotion that was cut off from the human heart was…impulse.


  They forcefully fused that with the body… And well, yeah, there’s no doubt it is an ugly result.


  “…”


  “I don’t know how much you of the church have a grasp on, but I have a general understanding of how much you know from the fact that you have passed the medical treatment to someone else. If you want us to treat him, we will properly take the mantle. However, I will have you answer a number of our questions in exchange.” (Shiki)


  “…Go ahead.” (Shima) *


  “Is this a guinea pig that coincidentally survived, or…is it a guinea pig that you purposely kept alive?” (Shiki)


  “Oh, you are asking pretty bluntly there.”


  “You did say there won’t be any formalities between us here, so I will have you answer us without worries about your words. Is there a problem?” (Shiki)


  “No.”


  “Then, your answer.” (Shiki)


  “…The former. Under the orders of the Great Church, we captured as many variants as possible, kept as many alive as we could, and carried out a variety of experiments. He is the one that managed to survive till the very end without transforming. Him being someone of the Aion Kingdom is mere coincidence.” (Shima)


  And Shima-​san was apparently personally against it.


  Her tone was clear.


  “Second question. Was there a plan to bring down the Kuzunoha Company with the results of the experiments until now?” (Shiki)


  “…Yeah, there were. It is in part because you didn’t give us favorable responses to our scouting, Shiki. The position of the Kuzunoha Company in Rotsgard has become extremely undesirable after all. However, I have also been given the order that, if this request succeeds, we will judge you as useful pharmacists, and will reward you constantly so that we can utilize you.”


  The Great Church of Limia, huh.


  In the end, even at the time when we went to the Limia Kingdom, we didn’t have direct contact with that place.


  With not only the nobles but even the church acting all big, Hibiki-​senpai must be having it tough.


  Honestly speaking, just hearing how they are dealing with us is already a pain.


  Also, Shiki, you were scouted by the church?


  I knew that you were scouted by the Academy to become a full-​time teacher, but not this one. You are getting invitations from many places, huh.


  No, even Akua and Eris are getting scouted on the regular, so Shiki getting that is even less weird.


  “Third question. Even if this Dio returns to normal, what will happen to him?” (Shiki)


  “We will continue experimenting on him on the pretext of a health diagnosis for a while. After that, we will return him to the Academy, or return him to the Aion Kingdom. I think it will be him who will be deciding that.” (Shima)


  “Last question. Why are you hiding your face with a veil?” (Shiki)


  Wait, Shiki. That’s because she has a wound on her face, right?


  “…I think it is not related at all with the medical treatment, but if you have taken an interest in me, will you be more into the idea of being scouted by us if I were to be added to the conditions?” (Shima)


  Shima-​san is making sound arguments.


  Also, sadly to say, but I don’t think Shiki has an interest in you in that way.


  He has Amelia after all.


  “Having a veil on, yet you hide the wound of your face with magic. I was just wondering what was the reason for that.” (Shiki)


  “! So you can see it. In that case, you too, Raidou?” (Shima)


  “…Well, I am Shiki’s master after all.” (Makoto)


  “It is not a kind of curse, and it doesn’t look like a wound that can’t be erased. My master is an incredibly generous person towards illnesses and wounds. I simply thought of asking your circumstances if there were any. Why are you not erasing it?” (Shiki)


  “It hasn’t been seen through by anyone aside from the Hero Hibiki until now though… I see, it doesn’t work on the Kuzunoha Company, huh. I could have used this as a sympathizing point to invite the Raidou of the past, but it won’t prove much merit for me now since you have seen the wound and are still speaking in such a calm manner, huh. Even though I prepared a lot of good episodes for when it was seen through though. What a shame.” (Shima)


  “…No no, if you want to erase it, I will help you.” (Makoto)


  “I am fine.” (Shima)


  Figures.


  It is a wound that she can erase without relying on us after all.


  Anyways, she is acquainted with Hibiki-​senpai, huh.


  She is the person that came after the previous one in Rotsgard died, so she was in Limia before?


  Hm? If Limia is the last objective for promotion, does that mean that this person got demoted?


  “If you are acquainted with the Hero, that must mean you came from Limia to Rotsgard, huh. That career route as a bishop is a slight demotion, right? A political strife?” (Shiki)


  “Shiki, you are so blunt. But yeah, something like that. I was close to being a top in the Great Church, but I made a mediocre mistake. I dealt quite the amount of damage to the other party as well though. We were told to clear our minds a bit. I was sent to Rotsgard, and they were sent to the Gritonia Empire. Just that…I at first wanted to harden my position here as well and made strong efforts for it, but after observing from a slightly faraway position, I ended up losing a bit of interest in the church.” (Shima)


  “I don’t think your desire for revenge and your ambition would wane just because you were sent to a slight countryside though.” (Shiki)


  “I received a letter from the person I wanted to get my revenge on.” (Shima)


  Eeh…


  Even though you were in a hostile relationship that would create such a wound on your face?


  A believer of the Goddess having a wound on their face is quite the big deal, right?


  She definitely would look down on you just for having a scar on your face, you know.


  I am impressed by her mental fortitude in keeping such a wound, but I can’t understand at all how her desire for revenge would wither just from a letter.


  “…That sounds like something that would make a person burn even more though.” (Shiki)


  Looks like Shiki was thinking the same thing as me.


  “The Empire’s Hero actually spreads Charms to his surroundings. He is quite the problematic man, you see.” (Shima)


  “…”


  Hoh, they know.


  “That letter had been sprayed to the brim with a perfume that has a whole lot of that charm power in it. Seeing that, I just felt stupid.” (Shima)


  The charm perfume, huh.


  In other words, her revenge target has been hit by Tomoki’s charm.


  And so, the target wanted to clear their past up, and wrote a letter to Shima-​san to teach her about how wonderful Tomoki is, and invite her.


  So his perfume has been going around since the variant incident?


  It might have already spread quite a lot.


  The inside of the Empire sounds pretty done for.


  “Princess Lily is working her hands on our front as well, and we are keeping her in check. The Great Church has also ordered us to move aggressively. And yet, the hateful woman that wounded my face has fallen from the race on her own. Not only that, a part of the idiots in the church began to experiment on the variants that were captured…and that order was apparently from someone outside of the Great Church… Seriously, this is just stupid.” (Shima)


  “And so, since you know about all this, you had no choice but to take command. The only place you could request the assistance of was the Kuzunoha Company. And yet, the last remaining guinea pig was a person that has a deep connection to Aion.” (Shiki)


  “That’s right. That’s exactly right! Just trying to get in contact with Raidou, who jumps around from country to country or suddenly goes missing, was a nightmare, but on top of that, Chiback, who said he could get in contact with the Merchant Guild, ended up trying to threaten you poorly and failed. What’s with that? It may be hard to tell, but I actually worked pretty diligently in the church to get promoted, you know?” (Shima)


  “My condolences.” (Makoto)


  “Raidou.” (Shima)


  “Yes?” (Makoto)


  “You don’t have to give me those kinds of common words of comfort.” (Shima)


  “…R-​Right.” (Makoto)


  The Bishop-​san stares straight at me with slightly dangerous eyes that shouldn’t belong to a bishop.


  Shiki was about to cut in with even more dangerous eyes than that, but I had him wait.


  She seems to still be keeping something up.


  If the church wanted someone to quit, they could have sent them to Kaleneon or Tsige.


  From what I have heard until now, she seems to have a negative view of the church and the heroes.


  “If it is you, Raidou, who saved Rotsgard and is being worshipped by both the residents and the students as if you were a God, how would you save this pitiful woman? Or will you run away because my body is insulting and unfitting of a holy profession?” (Shima)


  Even though Shima-​san isn’t drunk, she is talking as if she is.


  But she is managing to reach that sweet spot of not giving out an atmosphere that irritates the other party.


  In that case, this might also be a negotiation technique of hers.


  The kind where you act loose in order to bring out information?


  One part of me thinks that’s weird, but another is thinking that’s interesting.


  “Right. For now, Shiki.” (Makoto)


  “Yes.” (Shiki)


  “Let’s cure Dio-​san. His state is pretty good, right?” (Makoto)


  “Yeah. Compared to someone completely transformed, that is. Instead of being a full blown operation, it would be more of a plastic surgery. The difficulty is pretty low. It is possible to do it right here.” (Shiki)


  “Then, please do.” (Makoto)


  “Raidou? You plan on treating him right here?” (Shima)


  “First will be his medical treatment. And after that, it will be your way of acting from now on. The reason why you opened up so much in a lot of things is because you are already in a truly desperate state, right? Cause what you have told us is not only reason enough for a demotion, but exile.” (Makoto)


  “…”


  “I will introduce you to a good place to change jobs to. There will be an interview though. A place where the church and the heroes have no relation to. A new land that’s worth working on, or you could make a comeback as a merchant with your own ability if you want to. We can surely help you out a lot. If it is a direction that moves away from the church, that is.” (Makoto)


  “Fu…fufu. ‘If it is a direction that moves away from the church’, huh. I see. My hunch wasn’t wrong.” (Shima)


  “Hunch?” (Makoto)


  “Yeah. Raidou, I thought for sure you were a fiend or a deathgod. I wasn’t expecting you to help me to fall out, but also to recover. I want to choose a path where I can live relaxed. I will gladly take your of—eh?” (Shima)


  *Busha!*


  Shiki tore open the neck of Dio that’s inside a cage.


  Quite a lot of blood and a crazed laugh fly around.


  Both were coming from Dio-​san.


  “Wa, what are you killing him for?!” (Shima)


  “He is not dead. He left the parts that are still hyuman and cut off the rest.” (Makoto)


  “Cut off, you say, but that was the neck!” (Shima)


  Shiki holds the chin of Dio and pulls it out… His spine was smoothly pulled out from his body.


  It was quite the hellish sight.


  The calm in Shima-san’s expression disappears, and her face turns pale.


  She couldn’t understand what was happening in front of her eyes, and it seems like she can see that something abnormal is occurring.


  “Woah there.” (Shiki)


  Everything below the neck of Dio-​san turned white, swelled up, and was trying to change into a variant.


  But Shiki is used to this.


  He restrained him with a spell that he formed with one hand, and then broke the core that was around his shoulder and finished it.


  “Heh…ehi…hifu…”


  Dio-​san was letting sounds without any meaning, but his eyes had tears coming out.


  Not the tears that were viscous like drool, but the kind of tears that properly have emotions in it.


  “Dying just like this would be a sort of happiness in itself, but sadly to say, it seems like your fate is to live. Regardless of whether that is fortunate or not.” (Shiki)


  Shiki concentrates and completes his aria, and then one ring appears in his finger.


  “5th Step, Keto: Silver Arm, Airgetlam…Supplement healing.” (Shiki)


  Dio-san’s body begins to regenerate at blinding speed from the neck below beginning with his spine.


  He is still alive.


  The regeneration began from the parts that haven’t been tainted by the transformation.


  How did Shiki describe it?


  It is like mixing several types of fruits together, crushing them, and from there, grab the ones that still retain a semblance of their form, and then regenerate the fruit from those pieces.


  He said that if this method of treatment is viable, it makes things easy.


  Even in my eyes, I could tell that Dio-san’s body wasn’t completely mixed with the variant.


  That’s why, he just needs to take the part that’s okay, and regenerate him from there, and the operation is over.


  It looks incredibly violent, but when trying to bring back a variant to a person, they would mostly have to go through a worse process than this.


  Even with Shiki, if he wants to bring back a patient that has completely changed into a variant, he would have to bring out his full power, and that would still be a 50–50 of whether the patient can retain their sanity.


  Tomoe now has a new healing ability of that fashion, so the success rate would most likely increase.


  In the cases when the variant regains their sanity, I think it would make it a lot easier to bring them back.


  I haven’t seen a single case like that though.


  “Uuh…” (Shima)


  “Shima-​san, are you okay? Need to puke?” (Makoto)


  “I-I’m fine. I am not a bishop for show.” (Shima)


  “There’s no need to act tough.” (Makoto)


  “I am done, Waka-​sama.” (Shiki)


  “Good job. Around when will Dio-​san wake up? Tomorrow?” (Makoto)


  “Yeah, I think it will be around tomorrow.” (Shiki)


  “So he says. Then, Shima-​san, we succeeded in the treatment of Dio-​san. We provided the ambrosia and also operated on him. Ah, Shiki, have him drink the ambrosia as service.” (Makoto)


  “Right. There’s the need to show proof that we have used it.” (Shiki)


  Shiki pours the ambrosia into the mouth of Dio-​san who is lying there naked.


  It does have the label of being an all-​purpose elixir.


  It won’t be bad for the body in this kind of case.


  “I will leave the rest to you. Well then, let’s have a talk later in the near future. We will be taking our leave now, Bishop-​sama.” (Makoto)


  There was no response.


  But her story probably wasn’t only something to try to bring out sympathy from us.


  She is actually walking a dangerous tightrope. Even today, for the church, this is most likely not a pleasing result.


  They don’t know what we did to treat him after all.


  It all depends on how much Shima-​san will be telling them, but it will be impossible for them to reproduce it.


  She knows the inner workings of the church well, is somewhat tired of the Goddess and the Heroes, and is searching for a path.


  If we have a good relationship, we might be able to have her work in Tsige or Kaleneon for healing magic or matters regarding the production of make-​up related products.


  It might be a good idea to introduce her to Rembrandt-​san.


  Aah, now that I think about it, I was told that he wanted me to bring him to the hot springs.


  Maybe I can have someone guide Shima-​san, and have her make some sort of hot spring make-​up product?


  That sounds like a good idea.


  Chapter 339: Hot Spring Trap


  


  “And that’s how it is.”


  Due to the elevation, the hot spring resort in the demonic mountains still had snow here and there.


  I heard a few days ago that Tomoe and Mio invited Lisa-​san.


  But I didn’t expect that even Rembrandt-​san would want to come to the hot springs.


  Even Morris-​san was with him, and he looked pretty excited about it.


  We didn’t really have any plans to advertise this place as a resort spot, so this wasn’t in the schedule.


  Even though there’s this much abundance in hot water, the ones currently using it are 4 men.


  It really feels like it is reserved for us.


  There’s the need for people to work here in order to maintain its functions as a facility, so we currently have people from Asora.


  It is in essence an exclusive health preservation facility for Asora (super bathhouse), and it pained me a bit that we had them open it at a slightly earlier time than usual.


  “Hnn! It feels as if my fatigue is all melting away… This is splendid…” (Rembrandt)


  “…No wonder Lisa-​sama praised it greatly. I feel like the poisons accumulated inside my body for years are being purified.” (Morris)


  Morris-​san is saying something slightly scary.


  However, I feel like even our words are being melted by the hot water.


  Shiki sent me a look of ‘let’s watch their state for a little bit’.


  The first hot spring today is green…no, a light green that’s slightly creamy.


  There’s no sweet scent.


  I personally would be fine with just warming up here and ending it like this.


  But this is the first time in a hot spring for Rembrandt-​san and the others.


  In that case, I am sure they will be going around a variety of hot springs.


  It is not that I am against it, but…there’s hot, warm, waterfall hot spring, sauna, cold bath…hinoki cypress bathtub, rock hot spring, jar bathtub…people can get tired even if it is just taking a bath…


  I have experienced this before in the demonic mountains, but my body is attacked by a crazy amount of fatigue after tagging along on that for half a day.


  It is on the level where there’s no way I would be able to do paperwork after that, and the day would end.


  I can at least practice with my bow, but if it is work, I wouldn’t be able to…


  Can’t be helped, I should prepare myself.


  We have a wide variety of ways to rehydrate. Let’s be careful of getting dizzy from the heat.


  “It is our first time in hot springs. It can’t be helped that we would want to soak in the pleasure.” (Rembrandt)


  “Even after we finish our talk, you will still continue to bath, right?” (Makoto)


  “Yes, first…” (Rembrandt)


  “Let’s get properly rehydrated. Hot springs can get unexpectedly dangerous if you don’t after all.” (Makoto)


  “That’s true. Waka-​sama has gotten dizzy from the heat a number of times already. He understands that it is a good thing to keep this in mind so it doesn’t reach a bad situation.” (Shiki)


  “…That was the fault of Tomoe and Mio. It is not like I love hot springs so much that I show no control and end up constantly dizzy, okay?” (Makoto)


  “…If it is drinks to keep you hydrated, we have: coffee milk, strawberry milk, banana milk, and cola. A perfect battle formation.” (Shiki)


  Kuh! Shiki just can’t deal with topics about Tomoe and Mio.


  Also, that line-​up of drinks is terrible.


  “No, uhm, we have water, barley tea, and normal milk, right? We do, right?” (Makoto)


  “What’s ‘normal milk’?” (Shiki)


  “The plain one that’s not sweet!” (Makoto)


  “…Well, we do have that, but isn’t coffee milk the staple?” (Shiki)


  “The females aside from the forest onis would get all giddy saying that it beautified them and would often order it, right?” (Makoto)


  The forest onis –regardless of age and gender– would all go for banana milk after coming out from the hot springs.


  I don’t know if they come here to use the hot springs, or come to drink banana milk.


  “Aah…diluted fruit extract, drinkable yogurt, the carbonated energy drink that’s even on shelves in the store, and the regular carbonated water… Good grief, such an evil course.” (Shiki)


  Shiki spits that out from the bottom of his heart.


  Evil course, he says.


  Your line-​up that was basically just milk with one carbonated beverage slipped in was plenty evil of a course too.


  Barley tea is the staple!


  “No no, to be able to make a facility of this scale for the sake of entertaining your employees, the Kuzunoha Company truly knows no bounds. I can’t read you at all.” (Rembrandt)


  Ah.


  Rembrandt-​san has regained his senses.


  Morris-​san seems to still be melting there a bit.


  “When you suddenly told me you wanted to go to a hot spring with a straight face, I was wondering what was going on, Rembrandt-​san.” (Makoto)


  Like, seriously.


  At the time when I was thinking what to do for the job change of Shima-​san, I thought I would consult with Rembrandt-​san about it, and he came out with that which doubled my surprise.


  “My wife was praising it to high heavens after all. She was talking about how to permanently commute to this place. I wanted to experience it at least once, but because you were way too busy, you wouldn’t invite me at all. I thought, at this point, I should just plunge in myself.” (Rembrandt)


  Permanently.


  It sounds fine to let her come here every now and then.


  But men and women look for different things from hot springs.


  I am fine with taking away my fatigue like this, but it seems like it is different for women.


  Maybe I should have Shima-​san change her job to this place.


  I was thinking that she could also fit the bill of being the make-​up queen of Tsige though…


  “Well, it is also because of the location, but you are even busier than I, Rembrandt-​san, so it is pretty hard to invite you to take a bath with me, you know…” (Makoto)


  It isn’t something I can say.


  We are in the middle of a war right now.


  I thought he would get angry at me for even proposing the idea.


  “The comfort and even the effects are different depending on the color of the water and the types, right?” (Rembrandt)


  “Yeah. There’s ones that are good for your skin, ones that relieve stiff shoulders, ones that maintain the heat of your body.” (Makoto)


  Even though the source of the hot springs is only one… I wonder why?


  It is not like we are putting any bath additives.


  “! Nice! Isn’t that nice?! I am looking forward to enjoying them. Right, Morris?” (Rembrandt)


  “…Yeah, I even feel like I am getting younger here.” (Morris)


  This is not the fountain of youth, Morris-​san.


  “Umu, it has been a while since Morris and I have taken time to relax. Staying for several days doesn’t sound bad!” (Rembrandt)


  “It is true that it would be a shame to let this bliss go for just one day. Thank you very much, Danna-​sama.” (Morris)


  “Eh?!” (Makoto)


  Is that okay?!


  “…That was a joke.” (Rembrandt)


  “Phew!” (Makoto)


  “It isn’t just a ‘doesn’t sound bad’, I am actually going to stay.” (Rembrandt)


  “Of co—eh?” (Makoto)


  That was the part that was a joke?!


  “It seems like our movements are being hindered. It is frustrating, but it seems like there’s still one or several spies still in hiding. I have secured a group of people that are certainly on the green, but…that state of being listened to from a pretty central part still doesn’t disappear. You could say that’s to be expected from Aion.” (Rembrandt)


  “…”


  “At these kinds of times, the best move is to set a trap. ‘We hurriedly left the city because of an unexpected situation, and for several days to top it off’, when that’s known, they will definitely make a move. Of course, I will not allow them to eat more than just the bait… Now then, I wonder what big fish we will be pulling out this time around. I left announcing that I will be taking a vacation of several days in an arrogant way like that of a rich person.” (Rembrandt)


  “I think there was a report about Aion getting the assistance of the Goddess. Is that okay? Even if it is a bait, isn’t it way too bold of a move?” (Makoto)


  That’s right, we captured a spy from the Aion Kingdom in the event at the Dusk Street.


  We finally finished our interrogation.


  Looks like the biggest reason why the Aion Kingdom managed to make a big comeback from their numerical inferiority was mostly because of the assistance of the Goddess.


  It wasn’t the heroes, but reinforcements from the Goddess.


  But it seems like the spies that came here didn’t know the details of it, so the only thing we could learn was that it was one woman.


  There haven’t been any movements at all from the church in Tsige, so we still have no idea if that woman is a genius strategist, a one-​man army, or a stealthy enemy.


  We have also confirmed that, sadly, the Kingdom has no intentions at all in allowing the independence of Tsige.


  “We were slightly anxious about it, you know. Just a bit ago, that is. But the magic construction that I saw at the Weitz Orphanage, the building materials that held special endurance, the ability of the mercenaries you brought, the favorable relationship with the adventurers; the result of the newly obtained information has led me to believe that this is the time to make our move.” (Rembrandt)


  “The time to make your move? Right now?” (Makoto)


  “Yeah. I don’t think the demons will be staying silent for long. They will most likely begin their advance in a not so far future. But well, the ones in the frontlines of the war are Limia and Gritonia. It is not like Aion and Tsige will be hit with the flames of war today or tomorrow. But…the demons and hyumans are waging war with a long history of hatred as its foundation. In other words, as long as the demons are on the superior side, they will eventually reach us. At the very least, I see them doing war with that intention.” (Rembrandt)


  This person is talking about an unseen far off future, even so, he is sure that this time’s war with the demons and hyumans won’t be ending with an agreement.


  That if their momentum doesn’t fall, they will reach all the way to us.


  “That might be possible.” (Makoto)


  “When that happens, once they restart, we will be turned into the bad guys in an instant. We are the ones who are going against customs and aiming for independence after all. It will turn into a situation where the Aion Kingdom will brandish over their heads that their cause is just and will one-sidedly blame the coup d’etat side and us. But it is not like they actually have justice on their side, but if they were to say we are taking advantage of the chaos, we won’t be able to say anything back. That’s why we have to achieve our independence in the time the war with the demons has ceased temporarily. I was thinking about putting an end to this with only negotiations, but now that it has come to this, we might have to actually bring out the blades. Meaning that the deciding moment of the war will begin.” (Rembrandt)


  “…”


  “This is a war between a country and merchants, and at the same time, it is also a war to have the world learn just how much we from the Border of the World can raise our voices. The best and unique materials, extraordinary unexplored lands, demonic beasts… Tsige is the place where weirdos and incarnations of greed gather. Now then, what will the response of the world be?” (Rembrandt)


  “The voice of Tsige, huh. The response of the countries seemed to be more of a ‘do as you please’ though?” (Makoto)


  “Yeah, now it is only the Aion Kingdom. We don’t need a master that can’t take control properly. But we have shown our will to the countries, to the major powers. Just as you say, Raidou-kun, they have mostly shown a positive reaction to our independence. It is only Aion who is getting their territory directly chipped away, so of course there will be opposition from them. That’s what led to this war. If it is in terms of economic power, we won’t lose to anyone, and we can manage negotiations. Then…what’s left is to prove our military power. Even so, it will end up being the fighting style of a merchant though.” (Rembrandt)


  “Violence at the end. It really did turn out that way, huh.” (Makoto)


  “There’s still the unknown factor of what the coup d’etat force will be doing, but they will be clashing with the Kingdom. If they get serious, they will have to suppress them with a large army. When that happens, the battle will reach the walls.” (Rembrandt)


  “…Yeah.” (Makoto)


  Resources are power.


  In the current state of things, it wouldn’t be strange for the Aion Kingdom to concentrate their forces on Tsige first to shut them up.


  The pressure of a large army heading in mass to one place is quite big, and if the residents of Tsige learned of this, it would also burden them.


  It might turn into a complicated battle.


  “We have planned a number of strategies, and we have also consulted with the tacticians of the mercenary group. We got pretty good responses.” (Rembrandt)


  “Eh?” (Makoto)


  Already?


  Or more like, Rembrandt-​san did?


  “The other day –in an unexpected way– a basic direction was decided between the big companies, you see. Picnic Rose Garden was also surprised. Saying that that sounds interesting and that this would turn into an experience they didn’t expect. They were pretty into it. Raidou-kun, this may sound a bit uncouth, but my blood is boiling a bit here. This isn’t a game for the Aion Kingdom either, but I have been putting my life on the line till now in my merchant path, and I have decided to bury my bones in that town. I already think of Tsige itself as my second company.” (Rembrandt)


  “Rembrandt-​san…” (Makoto)


  My city…my second company, huh.


  His eyes have ambition…no, it is a bit different from ambition, but I could see that they were shining with youthfulness that’s on the same degree as that.


  There’s rarely a chance to clash with a country as a merchant.


  The idea of getting independence for a city and creating a country for merchants is unbelievable.


  It makes me think that this person is without a doubt the favorite child of this era.


  The fact that we have a connection was truly lucky.


  If Rembrandt-​san has judged that the time has come, things must be moving exactly like that.


  There’s people like Hibiki-​senpai and Rembrandt-​san who have special eyes that can see the future pretty accurately by using information.


  It really is impressive.


  “Excuse me.”


  The door to the hot spring, where I was soaking half of my body in and the other three were already enjoying soaking their whole body in, had been opened.


  The forest oni, Mondo.


  I had him stay on standby as our contact to the outside.


  Did something happen?


  “A call for us?” (Shiki)


  Shiki asks and Mondo confirms.


  “Yes, Aion has dispatched troops. 20,000 mounted troops are advancing from several directions, and the foot soldiers have begun their march orderly. It would be a report to Patrick Rembrandt-​sama.” (Mondo)


  They really made a move.


  The scale could be considered large.


  I don’t know the reason why the mounted troops are going ahead, but it must be a strategy of Aion.


  “What about the tactician of Picnic Rose Garden, Nomad-​dono?” (Rembrandt)


  “He said that until the joker doesn’t show up, they will be going with the basic plan.” (Mondo)


  “Tell him that I got it. What about Ginebia-​dono?” (Rembrandt)


  “She said that she won’t be taking part in any underhanded means like this next time.” (Mondo)


  “Understood. What about the cooperation of Alpine and the other rankers?” (Rembrandt)


  “No problems in that. Alpine is already moving according to request.” (Mondo)


  Alpine.


  The party of Toa-​san.


  So they are also making their move against the Aion Kingdom.


  But to be confirming this after the report of the army moving, it is incredible that Tsige is already playing their hand.


  “Got it. Thanks for your report.” (Rembrandt)


  “No problem. I will be taking my leave now.” (Mondo)


  Mondo leaves.


  In terms of spies on our side, it would be Lime and Mondo who would fit the bill the most.


  “Now then, Raidou-kun, I don’t mind providing support to this bishop called Shima as a merchant in Tsige, but if you are thinking about having her work here, I think that would be for the best. You can make the best of these hot springs by shaping it into a facility for relaxation and esthetics, and if she was a central figure in the church, there should be no problems with her knowledge, foundation, and abilities. A specialist in these hot springs being born would personally be really desirable. There’s no way I can just ask Tomoe-dono or Mio-dono to explain to me, right?” (Rembrandt)


  “Yeah, I do get your point.” (Makoto)


  So he properly heard what I said at first, huh.


  Then, I should bring Shima-​san here and check her reaction, and then, I will think about what to do about it.


  This would in essence mean that she would be joining Kaleneon.


  I feel like Eva-​san will be holding her head in pain at this again.


  Telling her that she is a former bishop and that she will now be a hot spring manager apprentice.


  That’s quite the resume.


  “Now then, let’s enjoy the hot springs to our heart’s content! While at it, I will also have to use around 2 days to persuade you!” (Rembrandt)


  “Persuade? Me?” (Makoto)


  “Of course! If Aion has obtained the assistance of the Goddess, we should also play our ace. That’s right, the guardian deity of Tsige, Raidou-​kun of the Kuzunoha Company.” (Rembrandt)


  “…Eh? No, I…” (Makoto)


  “Fufu, I know. You don’t find it agreeable to get directly involved in the war, right?” (Rembrandt)


  “…”


  “But if an Apostle of the Goddess is showing up, that means this is not your regular war. They were the ones who stopped making this into a war between people. In that part, I want to rely on you guys without restraint. And…” (Rembrandt)


  “…”


  “In parts aside from that, we will win against Aion with the power of Tsige.” (Rembrandt)


  “!”


  “But well, the current Tsige has been influenced quite a lot by the Kuzunoha Company, so I don’t know how much is purely our strength though… At the very least, we intend to surely win even in a situation where we can’t expect the backing of you guys. That’s the kind of battle we plan on doing.” (Rembrandt)


  …It seems he saw through the fact that I am not into the idea of participating in the war against Aion.


  I see.


  If Rembrandt-​san is going with that intention in mind…it relieves me a little bit.


  After the matter of Shima-​san and the matter of Seiren-​san are wrapped up, I will decide with Shiki the direction of the classes.


  And then, settle things with Aion, huh.


  If I were asked whether I am interested in the Apostle of the Goddess, I would say…I do.


  I did think that if she is assisting Aion…I would side a bit more with Tsige.


  “So you want us to hold back the Apostle of the Goddess.” (Makoto)


  “Yeah. I will be laying everything bare as I try to persuade you, Raidou-​kun!” (Rembrandt)


  “Okay, we will take care of that Apostle.” (Makoto)


  “No.” (Rembrandt)


  “Eh?” (Makoto)


  “I will properly convince you in 2 days. If I don’t, I would have to leave these hot springs tomorrow!!” (Rembrandt)


  “Please read the mood.” (Makoto)


  Rembrandt-​san and Morris-​san made an unreasonable objection.


  Even though I accepted his request in a pretty nice timing too…


  This guy is the real deal…


  


  
    Chapter 340: Learning about how big the fish that was let go actually was


    
      Finally there will be a big move towards the independence of Tsige.


      I was thinking about wrapping up the problematic matters that were left in the Academy first.


      After a talk with Shiki, we have once again decided the direction of the classes, and the new students have a sense of unity if we leave out their family circumstances.


      The only one who I can match their name with their face is Yunker-kun as of now.


      I can just remember them as I go.


      What’s left is my promise with Seiren-san, and the matter with Shima-san, but I will go with Seiren-san first.


      I will be troubling Izumo for a while more, but we assisted him quite a bit on his wedding business, so I want him to endure for a bit. 


      Cause you know, he is really full of energy in a different sense from Daena.


      He passes his school days as if saying he is enjoying life.


      He is completely absorbed in magic construction as if it is the most natural thing, and he is now reading through a whole ton of books in the library about magic and architecture as of late. 


      If Seiren-san’s specialty was related to architecture magic, I could have asked him for help without worrying as much.


      “Today will be my last day…I will be leaving the rest to you, Izumo. I am sorry, but please cooperate with her research for a bit.” (Makoto)


      “Okay. You are unexpectedly weak at requests given to you upfront, Sensei.” 


      “But I still refused her this time around. There’s no way I would be able to come help out in the research constantly.” (Makoto)


      “…But I was honestly surprised too. To think that you were so versed in aria language and magic power modification.” (Izumo)


      “About that…to tell you the truth, it is simply a difference in my stance in the arias.” (Makoto)


      “Difference in stance?” (Izumo)


      “Yeah. I think you have somewhat noticed it when you created your motion aria. Arias aren’t something you memorize, but something that you understand their meaning and compose. It is that kind of way of thinking.” (Makoto)


      “…”


      “Even without understanding the meaning, as long as you put magic power in it, you can activate magic with your aria. However, with that, you would need perfect memorization of all the activations for the spells.” (Makoto)


      “That’s common knowledge.” (Izumo)


      “It seems so. But arias obviously have meaning. This is something I learned about in detail at the Academy regarding aria language, but there’s something called chants and there’s a variety of them. ‘Something something’ chant, and ‘something something’ chant.” (Makoto)


      “Common, graph, noble, weird, and forka. You are lying, right, Sensei? You actually know that, right?” (Izumo)


      …Of course, I knew. 


      I read the theses at the library when I learned Magic Armor… I normally left the choosing to Eva-san though.


      But the one I am normally using is not any of those, and there wasn’t much point in me remembering them…probably.


      Don’t look at me with a face that says ‘you don’t even know the basics of the basics?’.


      “Well, I do know their existence. They are just terms I don’t use often, so I pushed them under the rug. Well, about that ‘chant’ thing, it isn’t that different from the language we normally use.” (Makoto)


      “…No, it is completely different. It is true that I am ‘understanding the meaning’ a little bit lately through instinct though.” (Izumo)


      “That, Izumo-kun. For example; the common language greetings, demi-humans have their own different ways of greeting depending on their mother tongue, right?” (Makoto)


      “Well, yeah.” (Izumo)


      “Even elves, dwarfs, the Blue Lizard-kuns, that orc, and even Kuro and Hatsuharu that beat you up the other day have their own greetings. In other words, the aria language is similar to that. Depending on what kind of magic power the individual possesses, the aria that matches them changes. The reason why it is different from common language is simply related to the magic power of the user.” (Makoto)


      “…With that logic, the common chant would be the best one. I am kinda not convinced…” (Izumo)


      The one most used in Rotsgard is the common chant.


      There’s only a few select exemplar students who would touch upon the graph and noble chants.


      Well, Izumo is one of those exemplar students.


      That’s just how much students try to tiptoe their way out from the common chant.


      Most of them would get weaker instead and return to common.


      “In the cases of aria language, it would depend on who is using it. For people who have low affinity to magic power, and people who have low magic power, forming your spells with common chant would be best. Even graph and noble, you would need to have understanding in common chant or you wouldn’t be able to…oops, any further and it would turn into a topic that enters the research area of Seiren. I should stop.” (Makoto)


      “It was on the verge of turning into a really interesting talk!” 


      Ooh.


      Even though we are still at a pretty good distance from her laboratory, for some reason, Seiren is already here with us, moreover, at our backs.


      “I heard that you are a person that rarely eats outside… That’s surprising.” (Makoto)


      “I thought it would be nice to go to the cafeteria to eat every now and then. On my way back, I saw you two.” (Seiren)


      “I see.” (Makoto)


      Researchers can also use the Academy facilities. 


      Damn it, so our research talk is gonna begin from here on, huh.


      “…”


      “What is it? Is there a point that bothered you in our talk?” (Makoto)


      There must be, right? 


      And then, we will be talking about something that will make us advance at a snail’s pace and go nowhere…


      “Yeah, a mountain of things! But…go ahead, please think of me as air and continue talking about what you were talking about.” (Seiren)


      “Eh?” (Izumo)


      That was Izumo.


      I felt the same way.


      When she is interested in something, she would question it at that place and at that time. Questions that would ignore the flow of the conversation, that would then be followed by another question in the middle of it. That’s how this person works. 


      She has no ill intent. It is just that she just can’t leave be the things that are bothering her mind -for good or for bad.


      “Even though you are here now?” (Makoto)


      “Yes! Go ahead!” (Seiren)


      Don’t give me that ‘yes, go ahead’.


      She is really hard to deal with! 


      But we can’t just stop here.


      It can’t be helped, so while we head to the laboratory, I try to remember what we were talking about.


      “Aah…about the common chant, right?” (Makoto)


      “Yeah. That depending on the user, the common is the most optimal language. In terms of feeling, I can understand. With graph and noble, the balance of the power and magic power use worsens, and there’s times when you could end up not being able to master it.” (Izumo)


      “The feeling of it is important too. I personally think the aria language you choose should be a point that should be given more attention. Leaving noble aside, I think that graph and common should be used in conjunction more often to find a variety of points of compromise.” (Makoto)


      You could say common is hiragana and graph is kanji. 


      I would say that’s about right if I were to compare it to the japanese language. 


      As a person who can understand most of everything if I listen to it and hear it as static if there’s any inconsistencies, it makes me feel a bit embarrassed to lecture the people who are seriously researching about it. 


      But they request for my input fervently, so I at least answer what’s asked.


      This is the result of that.


      I don’t know what was the right choice. 


      “In between common and graph, huh. Is that necessary?” (Izumo)


      “If everyone were as exemplar as you, Izumo, they wouldn’t need to, but it is not like everyone’s a genius or can form arias by feeling alone. There needs to be a point of view from the practical and the research side. Normally, it is because of heavy research supporting it that the repertoire of spells that can be made practical increases.” (Makoto)


      “…Is that the point of view of a mage?” (Izumo)


      “No, the point of view of a merchant. A person that connects several ideas and inspirations into demand; it is when these two exist that new products are created. Research and marketing may look close yet far, far yet unexpectedly close.” (Makoto)


      “Sensei is a mage, merchant, and teacher after all. Of course your thoughts would be novel.” (Izumo)


      “By the way, returning to the topic at hand, when the Blue Lizard-kuns get serious on their arias, it turns into weird chants.” (Makoto)


      “?! Seriously?!” (Izumo)


      “Seriously.” (Makoto)


      While we were having that talk, we arrived at the laboratory. 


      Seiren-san really didn’t say a single word on the way, and it felt really creepy.


      ◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆


      Izumo Osakabe was lying on the sofa completely exhausted. 


      The laboratory isn’t of such good quality, so quite the hard uncomfortable sofa was supporting his body.


      There’s stars shining in the sky. 


      …Since a long while ago.


      “Then, here! Language understanding! From what I heard there, Raidou-sensei can understand the meaning of the aria language when he forms it, right?! Is that possible?! With the feeling as if he is translating the complicated aria languages like graph, noble, and weird into common language! The pronunciation and rhyme are completely different! No wonder it turns into a language that the receiver can’t understand!” (Seiren)


      “…I think he can do it. In the first place, Sensei uses magic with a monster language like the lost chant, and he mostly goes chantless.” (Izumo)


      “?! A new aria language?!” (Seiren)


      “?! Shit, I did it again…!” (Izumo)


      “Aah, what a relief. I am glad I endured so hard in asking questions in the middle of it and concentrated on writing it down. Raidou-sensei was only coming for today, but there were a mountain of things I wanted to ask him. And so, I asked myself what I should do. Then, I thought I should just have Sensei talk as much as he wants and question Osakabe-kun later! That was a revolutionizing idea. I should have thought of that sooner…!” (Seiren)


      Seiren seemed like she was praising herself, but she was just worrying and worrying about it, and as a result, one of the few friends of hers that invited her to lunch and proposed that idea.


      Each and every time she spoke with Raidou, she felt like the knowledge of Raidou regarding arias was somewhat crooked, or more like it pierced through all understanding. When Seiren noticed this, she would barrage him with questions every time, and suffered in regret afterwards that the questions and discussion of the important topics about the research itself didn’t advance at all.


      For her, both were important. So important that she couldn’t neglect either.


      In the last meeting that finally came, she put her all in just listening as advised, and would flail her legs around or spin her seat desperately pushing down her desires and concentrated fully on writing it down.


      And so, after Raidou left…


      The dam in her heart that was overflowing to the brim broke down grandly, and Izumo who was right below that damn was being rained down by questions. He was currently cornered to the point that his spirit has died.


      If Raidou were to see this state of things, he would have compared this to an otaku that just watched attentively to the last episode of an anime, and then, after it finished, they wouldn’t be able to restraint themselves anymore and their social media would explode right in the middle of the night. 


      The tragic part of this is that the water isn’t flowing into the sea of the internet, but suffocating Izumo alone. 


      There’s most likely no one who would blame him for cursing once or twice here.


      (At this rate, it will just gradually worsen. No matter what I say, it will bring me back to the starting point. And she doesn’t care about the time at all. These kinds of people don’t have a notion of night and day. The only thing they have is punctuations between their subjects and research. It is unbelievable, but this talk was the result of deviating from my explanation about motion aria. It may have been a request from my esteemed teacher, but I have been thrown into an outrageous hell!) (Izumo)


      At this rate, who knows how many times he would have to tag along with this researcher?


      Izumo was rotting away.


      “T-Then then! About the summoning of the monsters that apparently can use weird chant, could it be that Raidou-sensei uses that lost chant to…” (Seiren)


      “Wait! Let’s return to the topic. In the first place, I am here because I was asked by Sensei to help you out in your research. My job is to explain to you about the general idea of motion aria, right?” (Izumo)


      “…Well, yeah…” (Seiren)


      Seiren clearly had her enthusiasm deflated and seemed like she didn’t find it amusing.


      But Izumo wasn’t going to bend here. 


      He didn’t want to do an all-nighter for something as pointless as this.


      Forming a structure for his own fighting style, analyzing the video of the magic constructions; he also has a lot of things he wants to do.


      “Then, let’s advance that first.” (Izumo)


      “No, motion aria is a technique to reuse the word used after the aria finished. To understand that, I need to understand the way of thinking you have when choosing which parts of the aria you use and how much understanding you have of that aria’s meaning.” (Seiren)


      “Y-Yeah…” (Izumo)


      “In other words, there’s the need to understand the thoughts of Raidou-sensei who was the influence for everything and led you to the idea of that technique.” (Seiren)


      “Why did it reach that conclusion? You are twisting it too much!” (Izumo)


      “It makes sense!! If Sensei is not going to come anymore, I have no choice but to get it out from you!” (Seiren)


      “No! Don’t take out your anger on me! In the first place, you are the one who rejected that very same Raidou-sensei! If you had accepted, you could have asked him about arias in meals, dates, at the bed, anytime you wanted as much as you wanted, right?! I don’t wanna be the middleman here after you were the one who messed up, you know?!” (Izumo)


      “…”


      “Haaah…haaaah…” (Izumo)


      “…I already know that!! It can’t be helped. I didn’t know he was such a superhyuman like that! In the first place, I heard, you know?! I heard that you guys also looked down on the lectures of Raidou-sensei quite a lot at first!” (Seiren)


      “That has nothing to do with this! In the first place, a researcher that doesn’t know about lost chants wouldn’t be able to even reach the tips of Sensei’s toes even if she were to shut herself in for the rest of her life! He is seriously in a different place of existence at this point!” (Izumo)


      “Something like that, I already knew the moment he first came here and said ‘Imni is the word to make fire, right? Then, for Seiren-san, it would be better to use Ignore’! The efficiency and power took a drastic jump, but I don’t understand the logic of that change!!” (Seiren)


      Seiren is relatively docile when in front of Raidou, but she is the complete opposite in front of Izumo.


      There’s times when her words turn violent.


      “Huh?! It is because with Imnu you would have just wasted your magic power pointlessly, right? When you change it to Ignore you…probably…can feel that you can get even more fire! Don’t know the logic though!” (Izumo)


      “It is that! That! I still don’t get this ‘feeling’ yet! I will change the topic of research! Tell me in more detail about what you felt from Raidou-sensei!” (Seiren)


      Seiren was completely ready to write everything down.


      Izumo stands up reflexively.


      “As if! As I said, if only you had gone out with—” (Izumo)


      “Don’t say it!! Don’t say that anymore!!” (Seiren)


      Seiren also stands up and cuts the words of Izumo with all her strength.


      The fact that she let go of such a big fish.


      Seiren would drown in alcohol at the bar, Rabidoll, she frequents, and the master there would tilt his head at the unexpected development.


      The relationship between these two -no, these four, was far longer than what Raidou thought at first, and it would unexpectedly continue to go on. 


      Numerous achievements and discoveries will be born from this and bring forth great profits for Lorel, but…the present Izumo was still treating it as if it is none of his business.


      For now, a distasteful rumor about Izumo having already put his hands on a mature woman even though he is already married had been born anew. And so, the suffering Seiren had to face from her relationship with Raidou lessened. 

    

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 341: WALL


    
      In the cases where a large army is dispatched, being approached till the outer walls is unavoidable. 


      That’s what Patrick Rembrandt said in his first hot spring experience.


      Makoto who is the owner and was together with him there heard this as well, but there was a terrifying difference in what those two were imagining.


      The people gathered by the main leaders of the Rembrandt Company, mostly mages that are adventurers and carpenters from Tsige and the surrounding settlements, were grouped up in a plain.


      The location is somewhere that can be reached in two days from Tsige.


      If you look at the back, on the left side, you would be able to see the Golden Highway that extends from the left all the way to the right. 


      “When coming to the actual place, it makes the craziness of that merchant more prominent.” 


      The one who muttered this was the man that supervises the worker unit and is a member of the mercenary group, Picnic Rose Garden (PRG), called frequently as Big Bro. 


      “Don’t just suddenly call that frightening client crazy from the very beginning.” 


      The vice-captain Yamato, who is in that same worker unit, reprimands his superior.


      The one nodding by his side is Shibaf whose nickname is fist mage which is apparently still classified as a mage.


      The three of them are executive members of PRG and have high combat ability as well as high leadership.


      They may be in the worker unit, but Big Bro and Yamato are also essential members that fight at the very frontlines.


      “I simply said merchant, so the fact that you pinpoint it as the frightening client already makes you as guilty as me.” 


      “…I simply advised you to not say that at the very beginning. I completely agree that he is totally crazy.” (Yamato)


      Shibaf once again nods repeatedly at the side of Yamato.


      “In that plan, the ones who will be moving first are us, Daiku-san, and the mages that were recruited. That damn Nomad, saying that it is interesting and getting onto it as well, and then beginning to boil down an unreasonable plan…” 


      The complaints of Big Bro were endless.


      But it couldn’t be helped.


      This is what the Merchant Guild of Tsige said: “We want you to make an outer wall for the new Tsige from the left and right as if they were spreading wings at the outer walls of the Golden Highway”.


      The members of PRG heard this from their strategist and were wondering what in the world they were talking about, but after hearing the details of the plan and the time period, they all held their heads in pain.


      Gather a few hundreds of craftsmen and mages, and make walls in a short period of time.


      If Makoto were to hear this, he would have retorted ‘a one night castle?!’. <The Sunomata Castle that’s said to have been built overnight.>


      This one would be impossible to make in one night though.


      Three payments with no breaks. The stamina recovery potions are obviously the special kind that are made from materials of the wasteland and also recover magic power. They will even provide catalyst stones that will take over the magic power expenditure of the mage. Also, the estimated numbers were so unbelievable even for the battle seasoned PRG that they had to do a double take. 


      In Tsige it is apparently not that big of a number, and there were even talks about adding extra funds, which made the people who were participating in the briefing sigh for many reasons. 


      And then, Yamato, Shibaf, and Big Bro, who prayed to the heavens to not be chosen, were chosen to basically be the ones in charge of the south area. 


      “Moreover, that unbelievable combat engineer, Nakase, told us to copy that magic architecture stuff. Yeah, it is shocking stuff, but our worker unit can do something similar, right? We can, right, Big Bro? Or maybe he is using this chance to show off?!” 


      “We have known each other for long, so he knows how to handle us.” 


      “If he says it like that, there’s no way we can say that we can’t do it! I can understand the basic manufacturing process, and seeing the ability of the mages and carpenters who can actually use that technique, there’s no way I would just quit! That’s the kind of mood that was there!” 


      “How many times do I have to tell you not to challenge Nomad in those kinds of moments…” 


      Shibaf nods repeatedly.


      Shibaf may look like he is in this place obediently, but even he felt like crying when they were told to make a wall that can endure the war and will reach all the way to the Golden Highway that can be seen at the horizon.


      “Big Bro-dono! The material division is arriving successively! Go ahead and give us your orders!” 


      “No need for the -dono, just call me Big Bro. The monsters here are apparently not that big of a deal, but I will entrust the chicklings to you guys. We will have our hands full with the outer wall from now on, got that?!” 


      “I will protect everyone aside from the idiots who can’t even say ‘help me’. Compared to the other side of Tsige, this place is heaven.” 


      “Yeah, I realized that too. Tch, well then, let’s begin! Yamato!” 


      “All members, listen closely!!”


      It is a mixed group of mages and craftsmen, but the words of Yamato made everyone’s back straighten, and look at Big Bro.


      They are an impromptu group, but they have finished their introductions, and their morale is high. Also, they are all thoroughly aware of what they have to do and the process of it.


      What they should do to function as a unit was already done.


      “I will make this clear first! This is a plan that was thought of by what could be an idiot or a genius! In my experience, once these kinds of plans succeed, they succeed big!! That’s why don’t think too deeply about it! We only gotta do one thing! We will make a sturdy wall that won’t lose to that outrageous video of the dwarves that we used as reference! We will make sure! To make it! All the way over there! Let’s GOOOOOOOO!!!” 


      ““YEEEEAAAAAAAAAAHHHH””


      All the way over there. 


      Until the Golden Highway that can be seen on the horizon.


      The whole unit headed to their location of work, constructed the camps that they will be using for several days, and made a last confirmation of the measurements as the mages began the creation of the wall. 


      Transportation of the materials, checking the strength, and confirming the structure.


      They don’t seem that worried about spies and information leaks.


      This work is already not at that stage after all.


      There’s no few amount of people here who have fighting power, but no one here has the spare energy to fight. 


      There was even a joke-like request given to them that said ‘please make something that we can use as is after just a few adjustments’.


      “The Weitz Orphanage was unbelievable stuff. We may not be able to use the reinforcement plan that utilizes that big tree, but everything else aside from that, if we had put our minds into it, we could have made something like that in the past. It was a construction method that was as if it were flaunting our procrastination… The Kuzunoha Company that we were shown after was also splendid stuff. We can’t go losing here. We have been given plenty enough manpower and materials, so we will show them the best masterpiece of PRG’s construction unit!!” 


      Big Bro was burning. 


      As a fighter and a military engineer, the construction video of the Weitz Orphanage that they were shown at the Merchant Guild of Tsige…no, that they were flaunted at, had that much power and passion in it. 


      What’s the problem about a craftsman with architecture knowledge using magic?


      What’s the problem about a mage who is versed in the earth element and handling metal to learn about architecture?


      It was a video that showed the flaws of both notions and felt as if it were kicking away and making fun of them at their root. 


      Material transportation and the way to use them, and then the many materials they saw for the first time like the jewel wool.


      It broke a hole into the common sense and pride of the craftsmen and mages gathered, including Big Bro, to a refreshing extent. 


      Everyone remembered how the boss of the Rembrandt Company, Patrick; the strategist of PRG, Nomad; and the chief craftsman of the Kuzunoha Company, who actually executed it, were looking at them with eyes as if they were challenging them.


      ‘That’s for reference’.


      It was also a provocation.


      At the very least, that’s how Big Bro and the PRG construction unit took it.


      “My blood is boiling.” (Shibaf)


      “Shibaf?” (Yamato)


      Shibaf muttered at the side of Big Bro who was already giving out orders and supervising the progress. 


      Big Bro didn’t hear it, but Yamato clearly picked out those words. 


      “This is the first move to bring down one of the four major powers. Even if the main actor is Tsige, our name might remain at a corner of it.” (Shibaf)


      “…Now that you mention it, that’s true. The Aion Breaker, huh. If this outrageous plan succeeds and achieves a sweeping victory, it will indeed remain in history…” (Yamato)


      “There’s practically no war that has been resolved as planned though.” (Shibaf)


      “There’s apparently an Apostle of the Goddess on their side after all. Well, we are doing this much. After we make the wall, let’s just go to sleep for the rest.”


      “Agreed…” (Shibaf)


      Shibaf nods repeatedly.


      His turn comes at night.


      Manual labor that continues from day and night. 


      Shibaf slowly moves his big muscular body and heads to his current job that is sleeping. 


      “…’My blood is boiling’, huh. Me too. They are telling us, not a country but a city and a mercenary group, to make a construction that’s almost as big as the Golden Highway. The wallet of that crazy client must be loose as well. They went and said that the one who finished first from the north or the south would be getting double the reward. He understands well how to move people and how to control their greed.” (Yamato)


      Tsige can’t be seen from here.


      But the adventurers and pack horses that were coming one after the other from there could be seen.


      The same things were being sent to the other side of the Golden Highway. 


      It is an unbelievable amount of materials. 


      Even in Yamato’s life as a mercenary, he hasn’t seen this level of splurging. In a sense, you could say it is an extravagant war. 


      He even thought that maybe this will be the war with the highest scale in his life. 


      In that case, they can’t go putting a damper on the first step of the cunning scheme. 


      “Yamato! I want to increase the pace of the measurements a bit! Can you go?!” 


      “Leave it to me! We can’t be losing to Aion or the people in the north! I will go at once!” (Yamoto)


      Yamato complies to the words of his superior and partner, Big Bro. 


      The WALL that Patrick Rembrandt has stated will be stopping a massive army is on the way to being built far into the horizon.

    

  


  
    
      Chapter 342: To the untrodden path


    

  


  
    
      “It really has been a while.” 


      The girl, who is moving around with only armor equipped and close to being empty-handed, was walking the circumference. 


      She is acting separately from her party members. 


      She is in the middle of her request, but she still hasn’t entered a dangerous zone. 


      You could say this can be considered a rest day because of her honed experience and instinct.


      “Raidou-san said that there’s a special way of hunting around here…” 


      ‘Is it that?’, Toa says as she catches several presences a few hundred metres ahead. 


      For her who has become the present peak of the assassin job, Shadowless, this kind of search explorations are her specialty.


      The current her has pursued battle and investigation to the very limits, so she is outstandingly skillful. 


      Toa carefully erases her presence and deftly advances to the place she has pinpointed, and observes the slimes.


      (Hmm, I see, I see. The most important part is to take out its core. By taking out the core without shaving off their gel part too much and crushing it…ooh, it really remains without melting away. The core may be an important material, but if there’s slimes in the wasteland that are edible, the world might change quite a lot…) (Toa)


      While she was thinking that, she took a bit of distance, and tried out that same hunting method with a similar slime. 


      The first few were continuous failures, but she soon got the gist of it and managed to defeat a slime while leaving its ‘meat’.


      The mamonos roaming around this area are of no threat to Toa. 


      For her, this is most likely like mowing the lawn. 


      “The weight isn’t that big of a deal. It can also enter…the magic bag. What’s left would be the taste, huh. If I remember correctly, it is in the menu of the city’s bar.” (Toa)


      Toa remembers the story she heard once from her benefactor.


      At that time, she didn’t know when she would be able to leave Tsige, but that chance came faster than she thought, so it made her chuckle. 


      Toa stealthily observed adventurers around B rank doing slime hunting at the same area as her. She was around that same level of strength at the time when she was at the base that is already gone, Zetsuya. Right now that difference is like comparing heaven and earth though.


      But compared to Toa who had been overlapping one reckless action after the other, they were performing a request that was on their level and was plenty steady.


      (Man, I am surprised that I am still alive. Now that I think back on it, me being on Zetsuya wasn’t a gamble, but suicidal.) (Toa)


      It is a past that would make her cough, but Toa will by no means forget those times.


      Self-admonishing your own shallowness is not something to be ashamed about.


      You just have to not repeat them.


      Toa slightly overlapped the image of those adventurers hunting slimes and her present self as she returned to the town after finishing her stroll.


      It is to enjoy the famous slime dishes here since she has the chance.


      She heads to the Adventurer Guild first to regroup with her party members. 


      “Heya, how was it, Toa?” 


      “I managed to do slime hunting in a pretty wide perimeter. It was fun.” (Toa)


      “Was it on a degree that we could manage to do so as well?” 


      “Doesn’t seem to be any problems with that. But we still have to see if the ones of the wasteland can be eaten. After finishing this request and returning, let’s test it out.” (Toa)


      “I hope it is tasty.” 


      “Yeah…” (Toa)


      The one who greeted her at the guild was a party member of hers, the dwarf Ranina. 


      She was raising her hand from a table that’s surrounded by warriors.


      There were people with heavy armor gathered there and it was creating a sweltering space at the left side of the entrance.


      Right now the party Alpine that is composed of the comrades of Toa were doing an expedition from Tsige to Aion. 


      They got a designated request from the Merchant Guild of Tsige. 


      With the level and rank of Toa’s party, they could undertake requests normally, and they could just teach others how to hunt, but they have already accepted a request that took priority, and they have no intention of taking away the work of other adventurers, so the Alpine party isn’t taking requests in this place. 


      When she took another look, she saw that Hazal and Louisa had come to the Adventurer Guild as well.


      They made a light agreement to gather before they go eat. They have probably already gone around the places they wanted to go, and have wrapped up their businesses. 


      There were people gathering at the place of Louisa and Hazal, just like Ranina.


      It is rare to see top class adventurers, so the adventurers that are free would come check them out, try to sense something, or simply try to get closer to them.


      This is the result of those many objectives.


      But even if that’s the case, it is a bit too heated up.


      While feeling this, Toa approaches the place of Ranina which she exchanged greetings with first.


      “Isn’t it a bit too heated up here?” (Toa)


      “They came here pestering me that it is for commemoration. I was updating my card with everyone, and it seems like we got a Job Change.” (Ranina)


      “! That’s amazing! Who was it? Ranina? Hazal? Louisa?” (Toa)


      A Job Change signifies great growth for an adventurer.


      Toa’s party hadn’t gone to the Adventurer Guild for a while.


      Today will be a celebration.


      It was a gleeful surprise that merited a sudden change of plans like that.


      “Hazal and I. Louisa is still the dark and quiet sniper, Twilight Eye.” (Ranina)


      “Did you already change? How did your Skills feel?” (Toa)


      “I did change, but I still haven’t tested anything yet. I would say that around tomorrow I will be doing it. This is an important moment, but rest is as important. That’s why I thought this was a good time.” (Ranina)


      “…I see. So, what job was it?” (Toa)


      “Mine is Quaker. It is apparently exclusive of dwarves. I have been choosing Jobs of priest warriors that can use Spirits, but this is my first time getting a race exclusive one, and there didn’t seem to be any problems, so I chose it without hesitation.” (Ranina)


      “Exclusive to a dwarf… You didn’t change into a smith type of Job, right?” (Toa)


      “Wahahaha! No! As if I can hold a hammer at this point! I will be walking the path of a warrior for the rest of my life. From what I saw with the Skill composition, I will be sturdier than before, and will specialize in fighting against a large number of enemies.” (Ranina)


      “I look forward to that. And so, the adventurers are asking you about it?” (Toa)


      “Yeah. Sorry but I ended up reserving a big restaurant for today. It is one of the few instances we get to celebrate, so please forgive me for that, Leader.” (Ranina)


      “…Well, it can’t be helped. It should be okay. This time around, Tsige will be the wallet after all.” (Toa)


      Toa then pauses and looks at a side.


      “And so, what about Hazal?” (Toa)


      “Ask the person himself.” (Ranina)


      “…Eeh, do I have to go there? For some reason, there’s only women there though.” (Toa)


      “Hazal looks like an easy prey after all! Despite his looks, he is a man that’s fitting for his rank though. He must be like Raidou -the kind of guy that suffers from the disparity in their ability and their atmosphere.” (Ranina)


      “…Haah.” (Toa)


      Being seen off by Ranina, Toa approaches the table where Hazal is waiting.


      It is different from the other table, this one is a table where the scent of perfume is slightly strong.


      Even though it is the table of a party member, for some reason, Toa was directed light hostility, and it made her wince. 


      But this is a joyful event for her comrade.


      It is natural to congratulate him at the very least.


      “I heard you got a rank up? Congratulations Hazal.” (Toa)


      “Toa! Yeaah, I was shocked! Even though we haven’t been to the wasteland lately and haven’t gotten into trouble.” (Hazal)


      “It seems Ranina has already decided but, how about you?” (Toa)


      “Of course, I have decided. This time around, she and I only had one option after all. Astrologist; that’s my new job.” (Hazal)


      “…Sorry, I can’t picture anything from that.” (Toa)


      “Well, figures. On top of doing stuff on the same vector as before, I also have sturdy barrier Skills, and…a number of instinct-like Skills. The conditions are on the rough side, but I also have high firepower Skills. About the feel of it, we will fine tune it in the future.” (Hazal)


      “Wow. It is amazing, but…that’s already on the spectrum of an all-rounder… You even have attack Skills. Your branch is alchemist, right…?” (Toa)


      “Ahaha, yeah. I am the jack of all trades master of none, Hazal. Looking forward to working with you from here on as well, Leader. It seems like there have been instances of the jobs of Ranina and I appearing in the past, but there’s no living information of it. It looks like it is quite the rare thing.” (Hazal)


      “I also want to graduate from Shadowless. Even though there’s apparently a higher level that’s Kagerou.” (Toa)


      “How about updating it now since you are already here? You might unexpectedly become one.” (Hazal)


      “Louisa’s one was also sudden after all… I should try and see.” (Toa)


      “It would be a pain to celebrate Leader’s alone if it happens later, so please let it be now!” (Hazal)


      “You put one word too many there, Hazal.” (Toa)


      Within the adventurers that are still alive, Toa’s party is without a doubt ace level.


      Of course, the chances of there being no information in the documents of the Guild regarding the Job they class up to are high.


      It is finally at the stage where they have to face their own ability while fumbling around with no information beforehand.


      But Toa who has had that resolve a long time ago has stayed as a Shadowless for a good while.


      According to the records she checked with the Guild, there’s apparently just the name Kagerou with no further information aside from that.


      “Hello. I apologize for the ruckus my comrades made here. Since I am already here, I want to update my card as well please.” (Toa)


      Her comrades are growing into higher Jobs one after the other.


      Toa was feeling as if she were being left behind.


      But it is not like there has been a decisive moment or any enlightenment, so her expectations were low.


      Even so, it is not like it takes money to update. 


      If they are going to be having a party, she wants to enjoy it as a target of celebration too.


      It kinda felt bad to have them celebrate it later just for her even though it is not her birthday or anything, and that displeasure was made stronger after being told by Hazal.


      “U-Understood!” 


      The receptionist does the procedures of the S Rank adventurer card, that’s rarely seen, with nervous countenance.


      Now then, if the conditions have been met for the Job Change, the card will be turning red here. 


      Toa looked at the card she left at the tray with a pleading gaze.


      “…Hm?” (Toa)


      It was shining red.


      But it was around her buttocks.


      To be more precise, the blue dagger that she got back from the wasteland.


      Even though it is normally a cold blue, that dagger that’s called Lapiz was releasing a red light. 


      And then…


      “T-Toa-sama, you have become a candidate for a class up…” 


      The card began to shine red too.


      It seems an irregularity is occurring. 


      But Toa first saw the red luster of the card and pumped her fist.


      “So I have finally reached the doors of a Kagerou!” (Toa)


      “N-No. You have two options. One of them is as you said, a Kagerou.” 


      “Eh?” (Toa)


      “The other one is…Tobi…Kato?” 


      “Tobikato?” (Toa)


      She repeated what the receptionist said, but her face was saying full force ‘what the hell is that?’.


      “Yes, Tobikato. This is…! A completely unknown Job that hasn’t been registered in the Guild ever before!” 


      ““?!?!?!””


      The whole Adventurer Guild got noisy at the excited voice of the receptionist, and they turned their attention to Toa.


      There were no few people who were following her actions to begin with, but right now all the guild was looking at Toa.


      “Hnngh…the Kagerou Job was something I had been aiming for…! B-But the first ever seen Job of the guild is bothering me a whole lot…! I will…” (Toa)


      “…You will…?” 


      *Gulp*


      The throat of the receptionist rings.


      “Leave it for another day.” (Toa)


      ““EEEEEEEEHHHHH?!””


      “There’s no way I can decide it right here and now! I will think carefully about it after the party. Everyone, today we reserved a restaurant, but we will be having a slight change of plans! Let’s reserve a number of establishments and have them bring the food to someplace in the plaza! Today…we are partying big you all!!” (Toa)


      ““YAHOOOOOOOO!!””


      Loud and high-pitched cheers were raised at the proposal of Toa, showing outstanding levels of harmony. 


      Alpine was having a party at a rural area of the Aion Kingdom.

    

  


  
    Chapter 343: The first and last war


    
      For the Aion Kingdom, the remote city of Tsige that seeks independence is a rebellious element. 


      Put in an extreme manner, they are no different from the rebel army. 


      Even if this may be a chance for the major power of Aion to show an opening, the other countries have to worry about things like the possibility of a battle with the demons on the side, so they can’t capitalize on it or anything.


      Until now, it was simply just one of the many issues within the country.


      Right after Aion dispatched a large army to Tsige which could be considered a national border of theirs in their eyes…Patrick Rembrandt made his move.


      “To think Tsige would announce independence. So that’s how they will be going. That rascal has gone back to his young days. I can easily imagine him grinning in amusement at this.”


      The main hyuman states, neighboring settlements, and the big cities that are connected by the Golden Highway have a grand amount of coin circulating.


      Of course, inside the Aion Kingdom as well.


      The letters that were sent to governors, authorities, and wealthy merchants directly had a declaration of independence written down in a flashy manner. 


      The content that followed after was the lack of commitment from the Aion Kingdom and their resentment for it; in other words, their justified cause -their excuse.


      Also…there was a long list of promises in regards to the surrounding settlements and big foreign countries about how their relationship will be in the future in the case Tsige wins their independence.


      That’s where the problem comes. 


      They were announcing in an easy to understand way, not only to the settlements in the Aion Kingdom, but also to the foreign countries that: ‘If you agree to supporting us and providing assistance, we will promise these benefits for this amount of years’. In modern terms, it would be like publicizing the manifesto to the world. 


      Academy Town, Rotsgard. 


      The old friend of Rembrandt, Zara, who received a letter addressed directly to him, chuckles as he guesses that Rembrandt will be creating a big event.


      This is not just a simple civil war. 


      They have a clear aim for their independence, and have a vision for the future after that. 


      ‘We are trying to become a new country’. 


      ‘There’s no benefits if you were to watch as an onlooker as if it is someone else’s business, but if you cooperate with us, there’s these merits’. 


      ‘By the way, in the worst case that Tsige is suppressed, there’s no assurance that you will be able to maintain the same market state, you know?’. 


      ‘Most of the merchants that are savvy about the market in this city would be gone after all’. 


      ‘Also, if Aion were decent rulers, this wouldn’t have happened in the first place’.


      ‘Will you go for the relationship that will certainly be better than it was before, or will you go for the new relationship that will be beginning from zero and don’t know where it will be going?’. 


      ‘Now, which side will you take?’. 


      That’s mostly how it went in the letter.


      Well, the duty one has towards the Aion Kingdom and the difference in scale. 


      This is especially so for the settlements in the kingdom itself, but in the case where they don’t take the side of the Aion Kingdom, even if Tsige were to achieve independence, there’s no knowing what will happen to the supporters of this. 


      It is filled with holes, moreover, there’s not a millimeter of thought about what would happen if they were to lose -a crazy letter. 


      But they have stated the merits clearly. 


      “Shaking the kingdom internally, and a request for support from the outside countries basically threatening them that there’s no assurance things will stay the same.” 


      Normally, even if Tsige were to achieve independence, being at the corner of the Aion Kingdom, they would be harassed heavily by Aion and you could easily imagine that they wouldn’t be able to function as a country -no, even their future management as a city would be at risk.


      Tsige has the special weapons that are the wasteland and the Golden Highway.


      Money and skilled adventurers gather in Tsige the most out of all the world.


      There’s materials that you can only get in Tsige, and they have also secured a path that is the Golden Highway which a single country can’t block. 


      In the case when independence is truly achieved, the relationship one has with Tsige is certainly a worrying matter for rulers. 


      A small yet powerful country might be born after all.


      “Hmm…at this rate, the four major powers, no…even the central states might get involved. But Aion is still a major power even if rotten. Even if you make plans, unless you fight back at least for a little bit, you will just end up being crushed, Pat.”


      He heaves a small sigh.


      His face once he raised his head had a sharp glare and a ferocious smile.


      Zara rang the loud and clear bell, calling someone to come.


      Without much delay, one of his subordinates entered the room after knocking the door first. 


      “Is there anything you need?” 


      “Yeah, send this to Tsige as fast as possible.” (Zara)


      “Understood.” 


      Zara gives his subordinate the letter that he has signed in the part that promises to provide support, and has been resealed. 


      “What’s that about ‘If it is now, I can build you a vacation house in Tsige’. You should have just been honest and written the last part only. Good grief. Where would he even build it within that already cramped Tsige? …I won’t refuse what’s given though.” (Zara)


      The last part that was most likely written only for Zara. 


      The first thing was: ‘I already know you will support us, so I will prepare you a vacation house in advance’, which Zara already mentioned.


      And the other one was… ‘I will be doing my first and last war for the sake of my dream’.


      For these two who swore to each other in their young days that they wouldn’t profit from war, these words of his friend were terribly heavy and resolute. 


      “But man, he has bad timing. Rotsgard is still suffering from expenses. The most I can do is give them a bit of monetary support. Let me pay you the remaining at a later time, okay?” (Zara)


      Rotsgard that normally has a surplus of people and supplies is currently in the middle of reconstructing itself. 


      They have no leeway to support the Academy, the city, or a war. 


      Even if he wanted to do something using the Merchant Guild, there’s a limit to what he can do.


      Even so, he began to consider what he could send to Tsige from his own personal funds he could move. 


      And it wasn’t long after those letters were received that the Kuzunoha Company received a lot of words of support. 


      The Academy Town, Rotsgard; in support of Tsige.


      ◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆


      “A change in the position of the Dragon Knight divisions? At a time like this?” 


      “Yes, cancel all defense in the north. Please harden the defenses of the west going from the important points first.” 


      “…That’s quite the drastic action. It is true that there’s currently no movements from Aion yet though…” 


      “We will support Tsige’s independence.” 


      “…Huh?” 


      “Debts must be repaid as soon as you can. I run on the principle that, when I can pay back a debt easily, I pay it back. I owe Tsige a debt of gratitude for helping me out when we were on the verge of being overflowed with Empire spies in the country after all.” 


      “Do you think…they will be able to win their independence?” 


      “Hey…do you think we can dig a tunnel at the west mountain range?” 


      “What are you thinking, opening a hole at your own national border, Empress-sama?” 


      “Then, at present, please provide support with the Dragon Knight divisions. Godspeed.” (Sairitz)


      “…”


      “Godspeed.” (Sairitz)


      “…Okay, but what about our relationship with Aion? It will definitely worsen with this.” 


      “That’s political talk. It is not something for you to worry about.” (Sairitz)


      “Right. You did manage to return the Priestess-sama to our country, even if temporarily. I will believe in you.” 


      The man in charge of the dragon knights leaves the place of the Empress. 


      The Empress of the Lorel Union, Sairitz, had already begun acting even before the letter had arrived.


      Sairitz, who is deeply connected to Tsige to begin with, placed the Aion Kingdom and Tsige on a balance, and had already chosen Tsige. Whether she actually chose Tsige or the Kuzunoha Company, only she knows.


      Sairitz has judged that the sun of Aion Kingdom is sinking, and the sun of Tsige is rising, and she is acting accordingly. 


      “Picnic Rose Garden…and Apple. I really can’t envision Tsige in a tragedy with these cards in their hands. Depending on the situation, I will go as far as move the dragon knights to support Tsige’s independence.” (Sairitz)


      The letter, that might even make foreign countries move, had already shown an effect on someone, even though they haven’t seen it directly. 


      The Lorel Union core; in support of Tsige.


      Changing locations, at a salty wind town.


      The port town of Koran that is close to Tsige.


      Even though they are close, they didn’t receive the letter announcing Tsige’s declaration of independence. 


      “‘The guild won’t forgive the countries who make use of adventurers in war’…was the common knowledge we worked with, but…” 


      “Yeah. Now that we are experiencing it, there certainly is no clear regulation in regards to the adventurers participating in the war themselves.” 


      “Rather than all these Guild matters, I consider the Rembrandt Company more dangerous…” 


      “Spontaneous stuff are also in the line of requests after all. It has been a while since I have felt like my face has been slapped with a bag of gold coins.” 


      Adventurers clad in the aura of seasoned fighters were talking as they watched the sea. 


      Their eyes were not looking at anything in particular, just staring far off. 


      They must have their own thoughts about it.


      They were a party that was active at the wasteland in the past. 


      It is a team that’s originally not that attached to Tsige.


      Parties that are simply there to test their mettle and improve themselves isn’t that strange. 


      “Even though I want to polish myself more in the Mist Town, to think I would have to participate in this petty stuff like a war.” 


      The leader of the Birgit party, Bir, mutters.


      He who holds the rare job, samurai, which only one person in Tsige has, was passing his days training in the Mist Town.


      Within his party members, there is a healer with high commanding ability, a spear user, and a water element unique job; a pretty decent composition. They are high ranking and had made a name for themselves in the past, so of course the Birgit party had gotten the attention of the Merchant Guild of Tsige.


      And so, they have been given a request and have been stationed in Koran to bolster its defenses.


      It has a reward that would let them not worry for money for a while, but for these people who have gotten used to the wasteland, this kind of job was slightly boring. 


      “In this occasion, our training at the Mist Town must have been an influential factor, but it was most likely due to the job of Git.” 


      “…Yeah, I am aware of that. But jobs are basically one with the adventurer, you know? There’s nothing I can do about it.” 


      “Right, sorry about that.” 


      “And so, got any good ideas?” 


      “…Honestly speaking, nothing. Only that we should do our very best.” 


      It seems the topic has changed. The healer, Ranai, and the water element mage, Git, were talking without showing any sort of discomfort. 


      The view of the evening sea is beautiful.


      A beautiful sight of the sea dyeing red was breathtaking to the extent that it would make you forget that the flames of war are approaching Koran as well.


      “Can’t your training obsession consider the situation a bit more? Can’t it be at a later time? Doing stuff like this that’s unrelated to work is a bit rough, you know.” 


      “I didn’t think it would turn out like this. I swear.” 


      Bir had been mindlessly training in the Mist Town. 


      That’s why he at first completely refused the request saying he had no business with Koran.


      But advice came from an unexpected place.


      From his teacher. 


      He told Bir about a new training method after learning that Koran is a port town.


      That’s why Bir spoke to his comrades, accepted the request that had an outstanding reward, and now they are here. 


      The healer and the spear user, who have a decent amount of common sense compared to the others in the party, were feeling chills at what would have happened if they had refused the request of a gigantic and fearsome company like the Rembrandt Company. 


      And that training in itself is making them depressed. 


      “Hey, you guys! This is a request from Tuna-san. I will be your opponent today as well.” 


      The shadow of two people…no, of two fishes were seen from the evening sea.


      One of them raised their ‘hand’ and spoke to Bir and his group.


      A neptune of the same species as Tuna. 


      Bir’s group had been completely armed even though they were sitting at the beach. 


      “An!” 


      “Chovy!” 


      Bir and Git called the names of those fishes.


      Their tone was like that of calling a rival, and also as if they were talking to hateful bitter enemies. 


      “Now then, I hope you will be able endure for a bit more, ‘promising adventurers’.” 


      “No, they won’t!” 


      An and Chobi, who had a glistening long and thin body that resembled that of anchovies, were neptunes despite their looks. 


      They are acquaintances of Tuna, and are training Bir’s group in Koran.


      But their way of fighting and the fact that they are anchovies seemed to piss off Bir…


      Without even a signal for the fight to begin, An and Chovy raised a hand. 


      When they did, several shining daggers appeared from thin air…no, not daggers, but anchovies. 


      “Now, show us that you can get out from this, adventurers! We will show you the tip of our secret techniques, the Gatling Anchovies!!” 


      “Today, it will end with just the tip again!!!” 


      The sharp school of fishes mercilessly shot towards Bir’s group.


      “Even though we would probably not lose against them one against one!! That’s unfair!!” 


      “I am already tired of eating the fishes that were impaled in me!!” 


      The unique job that’s said to rival even an army when fighting in the sea, Ocean One.


      The job Git has. 


      But it looks like even she isn’t invincible against the rulers of the sea, and she was facing the school of fish together with the Birgit party with a desperate look on her face.


      “Ooh, they have brought a whole lot of anchovies today as well. Those adventurers are impressive.” 


      “There’s apparently one of them who has a special job that’s like the guardian god of the sea or something like that.” 


      “It has begun? In that case, let’s come back to get them after around 1 hour.” 


      “The sea birds have also begun to gather. To think that we would get a good haul every day, I am glad we joined the side of Tsige.” 


      The fishermen of Koran watching the sight of the first rate adventurers, who are in a sense desperately fighting even more than they did in the wasteland, would at times cheer them on. 


      It was a pretty extreme sight, but it has become a daily event for Koran lately. 


      They have all gotten used to it. 


      But there’s no doubt that, right now, Koran has assorted a fighting force that is far and beyond the scale of the town.


      The defense of Koran is flawless. 

    

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 344: A good finding


    
      This is something I have been feeling since a bit before heading to Lorel, but…there have been times when the gazes I feel on me in Tsige feel a bit ticklish. 


      The kinda gaze of ‘that guy has done it’.


      ‘He managed to rise up’, kinda gaze.


      Not the eyes of people seeing a young merchant who has momentum, but the eyes of people seeing a successful person who managed to rise up and strengthen their foundation.


      There were a lot of gazes of jealousy. 


      Especially in my case where the people around me are so exemplar, and because of my strong connections with Rembrandt. It simply can’t be helped.


      Also, I have been going out a lot to places like Rotsgard and the 4 major powers.


      Not that long ago, there were a lot of troublesome merchants, adventurers, and people with no affiliation who would come to the company and try to cause trouble thinking that I am someone who can be easily tripped, or someone that’s simply riding in their momentum. 


      Those kinds of people have decreased drastically.


      But well, Tsige is currently in war for the sake of independence, so, for good or for bad, business is rising explosively.


      The people are now probably leaning more to the side of sucking up to the Kuzunoha Company to profit.


      But it is just that, when I walk in the city, I feel like Tsige has acknowledged me.


      “Look, it is Raidou. In the end, that guy skipped the intermediate part and went from rookie to one of the big stores.” 


      “Hey, I have never heard of someone who has accelerated continuously without tripping a single time and has achieved great success in this place.” 


      “His initial incompetence now feels like it was an act to deceive his surroundings. He hired demi-humans, debuted as a miscellaneous store, the moment he opened the store he went off to the Academy Town, and they would deal mainly with products of the Mist Town which had an uncertain circulation amount… Even though there were only self-destructing elements…” 


      “…In the world, this place alone had the foundation to accept demi-humans. Because he had the powerful backing of the Rembrandt Company, he had no problems prioritizing the creation of connections in the Academy Town. He must have heard from somewhere that the Mist Town would become a big factor in Tsige. At the time when he returned to the city together with Alpine, their default route had been decided. In the end, the ones who succeed in society are the ones who are liked by the successful ones… That’s all there is to it.” 


      There’s someone who is slightly on conspiracy territory, and there’s also people who know about my beginnings.


      Even so…they may not have accepted the Kuzunoha Company, but I am happy that there have been more and more people who accept us.


      Now then…


      “The place where Rokuya-san is waiting is here?” (Makoto)


      “Yeah. Ufufu, just how important does he think he is by calling Waka-sama? Thanks to that, we haven’t eaten much today.” 


      “…You came here with me because you wanted to thank Rokuya-san for something, right? It is not the ‘payback’ kind of thanks, right?” (Makoto)


      Just in case.


      Yeah, I gotta confirm just in case.


      I received a message via the Adventurer Guild from one of the legends of Lorel that has come to Tsige, Rokuya-san.


      He could have just contacted me directly through thought transmission. He went through the trouble of doing it via the guild. 


      It must mean that it isn’t an urgent situation, and he is interested in the matters of the city.


      Leaving aside his appearance, looking at only his actual age and the time he has been active, he is an old person that’s been around for centuries.


      “…Ah, yeah, right. Today I will just be giving him a normal thanks.” (Mio)


      “Before, you said that you would bring pain to him… Mio, you understand, right? It is okay, right?” (Makoto)


      “Yes!” (Mio)


      At the side of the Adventurer Guild, there’s one of the famous locations of Tsige, the food court.


      There’s stores and food carts lined up, and the seats and tables placed in the plaza closeby can be freely used by anyone. It is a place that’s filled with an astounding amount of people, regardless if they are adventurers or not.


      By the way, this is a really popular place for Tomoe, Mio, and the Kuzunoha Company too. 


      As a place where people gather on the daily, you would normally be worried about the security, but maybe the location being by the side of the Adventurer Guild is working its effect, there’s only light crimes like pickpocketing every now and then, but it is mostly a safe place where families can bring their childrens to.


      There was a period of time when Tomoe and Mio would loiter around here frequently, so even the scary-looking adventurers trembled at this, and the crimes decreased -which is the joke I have heard.


      Rembrandt-san apparently donated the plot of land to the city to make the food court and the plaza a reality.


      It has now become one of the places that the people of Tsige always come to, and as a result, it has increased the profits of the city greatly. 


      This is one of the number one places for food and the profit margin of food carts is apparently incredible, so there’s a lot of people every week who would have their eyes glow and would participate in the business.


      Well, our objective today is to go to the restaurant that Rokuya-san is in.


      I am also peeking at the stores lightly with Mio and shopping though.


      This place is lively and people gather, but it is not like all the things here are cheap.


      The food cart we passed by just now was serving the legs of the large land crab of the wasteland and soups, and the prices are in gold coins.


      The soup is 2 servings for 1 gold, the legs are small so it is 1 gold, the claw is 2 gold. 


      It may sound expensive, but the size of land crabs are not that different from people, and the serving volume gets a perfect score.


      …No good. My sense of value is breaking. This is expensive.


      How much would the food of Asora that sometimes comes in outrageous sizes go for?


      The positions of the stores are mostly arranged by price, so if you want to use money, you can end up using quite a lot.


      …Yeah, Mio would.


      She would use it to an amusing extent.


      She is probably a VIP even in Tsige.


      Not only does she not care about the price, she also buys an unbelievable amount. If she ends up liking it, she would sometimes send them gifts.


      We have gone through quite a lot of sales in order to reach the point we are in now. We have also gotten direct hits every now and then.


      “Ooh, Raidou-kun! Mio-san! Over here, over here!” 


      When we entered the establishment, the air changed into one that is centered around food.


      Rokuya-san who visibly looks like the assassin type is calling us brightly. 


      The place is full as if it were natural, and the fact that it is a restaurant rather than a food cart means that the chef is quite the big deal. 


      This is a coffee shop though.


      It is the kind of food establishment that is hard to tell whether the food is good or bad. 


      Are they competing with the coffee and tea as well as their light meals?


      “It has been a while, Rokuya-san. I heard that you were in the city, but I couldn’t find the chance to greet you.” (Makoto)


      “Just from hearsay, I could tell that the Kuzunoha Company and you were busy. I should be the one apologizing for calling you. Now, you two, please go ahead and take a seat.” (Rokuya)


      “Please keep it short, okay? There’s quite a lot of interesting dishes here today as well after all.” (Mio)


      “Oh? Mio-san, you already have a store, yet, you still have a whole lot of vigor for research? That’s splendid. It is true that the food…no, in other departments as well, Tsige has shown incredible growth. I was shocked too. This karaage <fried chicken> here is truly well made.” (Rokuya)


      “!” 


      Rokuya-san takes a piece of karaage and throws it into his mouth. 


      It is not from the menu of this establishment. 


      As long as you order something here, most of the places here allow you to bring food from other stores.


      And Mio is looking at the karaage.


      What an easy to understand interest.


      “The food stand I coincidentally stopped by was a big jackpot. It would be fearsome if this is the average of Tsige… Would you like some, you two?” (Rokuya)


      He must have noticed, he directs the opening of the bag towards us. Karaage ain’t fair. The fact that just by the looks alone, I can only feel that it is tasty. 


      “Bird? It is a classic ingredient, but this smell is intricate… *munch*…!!” (Mio)


      Mio is making the eyes of a cook.


      I will have one.


      …Ooh.


      This is…impressive.


      The tightly packed up thigh meat, and the coating that tastes like the flour sold in markets used for karaage that, even though it is thin, it isn’t too thin and has a crispy texture.


      The meat juice that came out when I bit into it was slightly spicy and had a strong taste of seasoning.


      “…!” 


      “It is tasty.” (Makoto)


      Mio seems to be pretty surprised too.


      It is not a taste you can have anywhere in Tsige.


      Even if I exclude that it suits my taste, this is quite the good finding.


      “Right? I am the type that likes seasoned and coated ones more than the sauce types.” (Rokuya)


      “I get you. Me too. I won’t say that it is bad to increase the taste with sauces, but I really do like the taste of seasonings and flour without dampening the coating.” (Makoto)


      “I am happy to have found a brethren. This has a truly good balance, but it is purposely not using something that’s normally used. Could you tell?” (Rokuya)


      “…Garlic.” (Makoto)


      “That’s right! Even so, it is properly leaving the spicy aftertaste. You need to have a lot of understanding about it in order to reach this level.” (Rokuya)


      “Yeah.” (Makoto)


      We nodded repeatedly as we continued talking about karaages that are japanese-like.


      This karaage that Rokuya gave me was so tasty it reminded me of my homeland.


      Tsige is impressive.


      “…Rokuya.” (Mio)


      “How was it? Did you like it too, Mio-san?” (Rokuya)


      “Tell me the place where you bought it.” (Mio)


      “Hmm, where was it, I wonder. It was the first time I went to that food cart, and it was me just wandering around aimlessly. I might be able to find it if I were to retrace my steps though…” (Rokuya)


      “We are retracing them then.” (Mio)


      “Hmm?” (Rokuya)


      “When food carts sell out, they close. It is already early in the afternoon, and judging from this taste, we have no time to waste.” (Mio)


      “No, I called you guys here because I had something to talk about—” (Rokuya)


      “Do that tomorrow.” (Mio)


      “Oi oi, Mio.” (Makoto)


      “…But Waka-sama, you said this karaage was tasty.” (Mio)


      “I did say that, but…” (Makoto)


      “It was a taste that shocked me to a certain degree too. Even so, not only did Waka-sama say it was tasty, but you were also speaking about it with so much fun… This Mio should by no means let this chance pass by!!” (Mio)


      “…Eeh.” (Makoto)


      What’s with that incredible hotbloodedness? 


      I was indeed impressed that they were able to bring out this tastiness without using garlic type spices.


      I do think that I would like to have a taste of this but in garlic version.


      Even so, to drag around Rokuya-san…that beats the purpose of us being here in the first place.


      “…Hooh, I see.” (Rokuya)


      Rokuya-san seems to have reached some sort of understanding after seeing our exchange and nods several times.


      “Sorry, Rokuya-san. Let’s have the talk first—” (Makoto)


      “Waka-sama!” (Mio)


      “…No, if that’s the case, let’s prioritize the request of Mio-san. Do you guys have time tomorrow?” (Rokuya)


      “Yeah, it is okay with me, but is that okay for you?” (Makoto)


      “I won’t be able to make it. I have an astoundingly important job in the kitchen tomorrow.” (Mio)


      “Mio…” (Makoto)


      That’s definitely her thinking about making a mountain of karaage.


      Fortunately, there’s almost no one in Asora who dislikes it though.


      “I had no urgent business today or tomorrow, and most of it was me wanting to thank you guys. In that case, granting the wish of Mio-san is within the boundaries of what I came here to do.” (Rokuya)


      “…Thank you very much.” (Makoto)


      Lately, she hasn’t gotten as pushy as this in regards to cooking when I am present though.


      …Thinking about it in that way, it has been a while since I have seen Mio’s selfishness.


      I decided to accept the consideration of Rokuya-san.


      “Then, let’s leave at once, Rokuya!” (Mio)


      “Alright. I remember the path I took, so don’t worry, Mio-san.” (Rokuya)


      “What I am worried about is whether it is closed or not!” (Mio)


      Rokuya-san stands from his seat while chuckling. 


      The moment I was going to stand up, he dropped an unbelievable bomb in the shop.


      “I see, sorry about that. At any rate, Mio-san and Raidou-kun have finally tied the knot, huh. Man, congratulations. Looks like we will have to celebrate this someday. You did your best, Raidou-kun. It was unexpectedly fast.” (Rokuya)


      “…Hm?” (Makoto)


      W-What is he saying with such a nonchalant tone without even trying to lower the volume down?! 


      I ended up letting out a dumbfounded voice! 


      I could tell that the gazes around were concentrating on us to a crazy extent.


      “Ara, thanks about that. Your advice really hit the mark, it surprised me. I was thinking about thanking you in regards to that. But first! We have to secure the karaage!” (Mio)


      Mio responded in a calm and cheerful manner?! 


      Be a bit more embarrassed! 


      My face is bright red here! 


      And, for some reason, even though they are directing decently warm gazes at Mio, they are directing annoyed gazes and powerful gazes of jealousy at me which I haven’t gotten in a good while.


      Oi, a crowd has been made.


      Mio and Rokuya-san have left. 


      “Haha, then, I will be the guide. Raidou-kun, see you tomorrow. If you guys make something tasty from this, I would be happy if you were to share it with me.” (Rokuya)


      “Waka-sama, it has been a while since I have burned with passion like this! The current me won’t make Waka-sama wait for long to taste something like deep-fried food!” (Mio)


      I heard their energetic voices from outside the establishment.


      No, Mio, fried chicken may be easy to make, but…they are universal.


      Yeah, it is indeed tasty. 


      Rokuya-san left the karaage behind, so that must mean it is okay for me to have them.


      The meat juice is nice.


      If only the spiral of emotions inside this coffee shop were to somehow be dealt with too.


      “Ah, right. I will be coming to this coffee shop tomorrow too. Seriously…?” (Makoto)


      Now that Rokuya-san and Mio are gone, I am surrounded by brutal gazes.


      I enjoy the coffee and karaage while being basked in this uncomfortable atmosphere.


      Yeah, I should enjoy the coffee and karaage separately.

    

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 345: Tobikato’s Blessing


    
      Mio really didn’t come.


      I could tell that in the morning…no, in the early morning, she slipped out of bed and headed to the kitchen.


      That’s right, breakfast was karaage <fried chicken>.


      I wanted to say something about that. 


      Making four different tasting karaages, and four side dishes is a bit excessive.


      I am truly glad there was a group of people who were delighted by this.


      There was already something similar to karaage in Asora.


      We have literal chickens as well…just that they are a bit big and their legs and claws are thick, which makes it a bit more dangerous though.


      It is just that it tasted more like in the middle of tatsuta-age and karaage…


      No, it is plenty tasty. 


      But the karaage talk that happened after Rokuya-san shared some with us got really heated up thanks to how shockingly delicious it was.


      I wasn’t careful.


      Mio began to aim for that peak.


      While I reflected on this, I think about how miso soup really is nice in the morning. It calms me down.


      No, corn soup also fills me with nostalgia. 


      Not the actual one, but the powdered one. 


      Remembering these things makes me yearn for them.


      “Rokuya-san, stuff like that of yesterday really troubles me.” (Makoto)


      I have to say this right from the get-go.


      That’s why I said this to Rokuya-san who is in the same store and seat as we were in yesterday.


      “? You finally managed to move your heavy legs forward, right? Troubled, you say. I was just feeling bad for Mio-san who was made to wait that much. Ah, sorry that I am offering you a staple this time around, red rice. Tsige has an abnormal amount of ingredients. I managed to easily reproduce it.” (Rokuya)


      “Ah, thank yo—what staple are we talking about here?!” (Makoto) <It is a tradition to eat red rice in celebration of something. This time, most likely him graduating from his V card.>


      I objected with a straight face.


      He then brings out a square box with red rice and places it on my side.


      It is pretty big.


      So, what staple are we talking about here?


      “So, how is it going with Tomoe-san?” (Rokuya)


      “?!” (Makoto)


      “…Oh? Oooh?” (Rokuya)


      “…”


      Not a single lie could come out from me to a surprising extent. 


      Even though I have managed to do so lately like a merchant! 


      This is already past the point of discernment…he 100% knows now!! 


      “Hoh! You are pretty good. Nice nice. That’s how a youngster should be! The Empire one is a bit excessive, but well, not like I find it an impossible scenario.” (Rokuya)


      “…Please don’t put me in the same vein as Tomoki. Has he gone out of line and done something again?” (Makoto)


      “No, it is something from a decent while ago. There was an interesting policy coming from the Empire, you see. To put it bluntly, a plan to increase the population. They may be a big country, but the decrease in population will become a problem in the future. In the first place, numbers are one of the advantages of hyumans. You could say it is simple, but effective.” (Rokuya)


      “…Could it be ‘have all women come to the capital and bring them to my place’? That’s an eroge scenario.” (Makoto)


      He has no reserves in charming his party to make a harem and charm the daughters of nobles.


      I wouldn’t be surprised if he doesn’t care about the other party being married.


      Don’t go doing NTR in real life. Keep it to games only. 


      “…No, his body wouldn’t last. It is stated as increasing the population, but results can vary.” (Rokuya)


      “Then?” (Makoto)


      “They spread aphrodisiacs to settlements in order, set a few free days under the name of the hero, and do an indiscriminate adult festival.” (Rokuya)


      “…” 


      That’s way too stupid.


      When talking about increasing the population, at least do something like create a law that makes it obligatory to marry; that kind of decent way of thinking.


      Just how pink are you dyeing that brain of yours…that you end up reaching that kind of direct approaches?


      “Hahaha! It is rare to see you open your mouth wide and be dumbfounded! I have seen something nice!” (Rokuya)


      “It was just so stupid that…good grief.” (Makoto)


      “…I wonder about that. It is true that it is an extreme approach, but there’s no doubt that it is increasing the population, you know?” (Rokuya)


      “Even if that’s the case…no, let’s just stop talking about the Empire. Ah, about the topic of Tomoe as well. Let’s continue talking about the business of yesterday, please.” (Makoto)


      “Hm, okay. I think you already know about our relationship with the Adventurer Guild, Raidou-kun…” (Rokuya)


      And he easily switches topics.


      His age really is showing.


      “Yes, to a certain extent.” (Makoto)


      “Right. So, we know a fair amount in regards to the guild. For example, a Samurai was born in Tsige recently, right?” (Rokuya) 


      “Ah, yes.” (Makoto)


      It is apparently a Class Up from the job called Rounin.


      If I remember correctly, there was also the choice of a Kurobakama.


      I was surprised by the names.


      “As you saw, the influence of Wise is quite strong in Lorel…even so, there’s no Samurais there. Even though they have been dyed in our culture in a lot of areas.” (Rokuya)


      “…”


      “It was honestly unexpected that cosplaying got strangely widespread at some point in time…oops, sorry about that. I got heated up on this topic just like that time with the karaage. And so, about the jobs, there’s still higher heights than samurai.” (Rokuya)


      “Ooh, really? If we talk about samurais, it would be master swordsman, devilish swordsman, or master samurai?” (Makoto)


      “Umu, master samurai. They existed in the past, but there’s none in the present. And there’s higher than that.” (Rokuya)


      “Higher than master samurai?” (Makoto)


      “Yeah. There’s something called Mugai. A job that hasn’t been confirmed in the guild, but only we know of its existence.” (Rokuya)


      “It was a power of you all to begin with. But…Mugai. Does it refer to the Mugai style?” (Makoto)


      How to say it, it is quite game-like. I wouldn’t be surprised if something like that actually existed. 


      Mugai, huh. I am interested in what kind of job it is.


      “Azu did say that. Is the Mugai style really that famous of a school? Everyone aside from him didn’t know about it.” (Rokuya)


      “Yeah…” (Makoto)


      I guess it is?


      “The peak of the command job branch is Yagyu, but that one we did know. It must be referring to Yagyu Juubei, right?” (Rokuya)


      “If it is the command job branch, I would say it would fit Yagyu Munenori more though.” (Makoto)


      Munetoshi is more of the Shinkage style.


      I think it refers to the Yagyu that served under the shogun…probably.


      “…Well, that’s the kind of system it is. And so, obviously, it makes us really happy when jobs like this make their first appearance -the fact that people are reaching the boundaries that we were unable to arrive at.” (Rokuya)


      “I see.” (Makoto)


      Meaning that this is kinda like a thanks for a rare job like samurai showing up?


      It is not its first appearance, so it doesn’t feel quite right though.


      There was the matter of yesterday after all.


      There’s the possibility that he is just using this as an excuse and just called me to tease me.


      “We managed to register a new job in the guild -from a person close to you, that is. Moreover, it is a job that’s on the same branch as mine, so my heart jumped despite my age. You have my heartfelt thanks.” (Rokuya)


      Rokuya-san lowered his head to the lowest extent that allowed him to not hit the table, and gave me a serious show of gratitude. 


      By adventurers that are close to me, he must be referring to someone from Alpine.


      No, if it is someone that’s close to the job branch of Rokuya-san…Toa, huh.


      Heeh, they went off to an opposite direction from the wasteland due to a request, and she classed up?


      What timing.


      “…Could you be talking about Toa?” (Makoto)


      “Umu. I think you have already heard about this, but it seems like the guild weapon that Azu gave her had some sort of effect, and there’s the chance that there were pretty special conditions to fulfill. It really piqued my interest!” (Rokuya)


      “Meaning that she changed into something that’s not a Kagerou? I see.” (Makoto)


      “It is called Tobikato. Maybe you know about it? Azu doesn’t seem to be interested in ninjas, so he told me that he didn’t know, but you unexpectedly have all those areas covered up, right?!” (Rokuya)


      Toa has become something impressive.


      Could it be that her being temporarily under the tutelage of Tomoe had some influence in this? 


      I do question whether it is fine to have a job name like that, but…it definitely isn’t weak.


      “Please don’t say that as if I am some sort of weirdo. It is the nickname of Katou Danzou, right?” (Makoto)


      “Right! That’s right!! I didn’t expect there to be such a hidden job like that… Do you understand this feeling?! The Tobikato apparently have a whole lot of original ninjutsu!” (Rokuya)


      “R-Rokuya-san! This is in a sense sensitive information about Toa, so please lower your voice!” (Makoto)


      “Can you imagine it?! It is a surprising job that even an old man like me could only nod in amazement at it!” (Rokuya)


      What’s surprising is your tension. 


      This is not an issue of whether I can imagine it or not! 


      “I am just so happy…to the point that I gave away a number of my treasured equipment to her. By the time I noticed, I was dyed in the assassin route, so the only thing left of me was a habit of collecting stuff due to my admiration for ninja related things.” (Rokuya)


      There’s a path for assassins?


      The assassin’s creed kinda thing?


      “A new job and new equipment, huh. Toa must be pretty giddy about it.” (Makoto)


      “For now, in order to do a dual sword style, she would need a weapon that’s on the same level as lapis. And the result of pondering about it…I tore off a scale of Doma—that’s a joke. I had Doma give me a scale with his approval, and with the material I asked from the mythical beast of Azu, I then requested a craftsman of Tsige to make it.” (Rokuya)


      “…And you gave that to Toa?” (Makoto)


      Man, Doma, you are getting treated terribly in a thing that has nothing to do with you.


      Even though he ran away saying that he didn’t want to meet me because it would definitely not end up well… What a pitiful guy.


      He is the type that avoids all the infrareds, just to end up falling in a pitfall. 


      I don’t know why, but I can sympathize with him.


      “Hahum!” (Rokuya)


      “‘Hahum’, you say.” (Makoto)


      He nodded powerfully, so that must be the case.


      I don’t know who crafted it, but that person must have had it rough with that outrageous request.


      “If it is to celebrate the birth of a new job, I don’t mind this degree of work. Also…” (Rokuya)


      “?” 


      “They have gone deep into the Aion Kingdom. Also, the seams have already been filled up, but the cracks of Tsige are still in sight even when she is way over there. In other words, she is in a dangerous position. As if I would let the Tobikato die so easily.” (Rokuya)


      “…You say it is dangerous, but the party of Toa is determined and sturdy, you know?” (Makoto)


      “If there’s the possibility the Apostle of the Goddess might show up, they should be careful to a certain degree.” (Rokuya)


      “We are thinking about dealing with that…” (Makoto)


      “Considering the affinities, I would say Alpine could put up a better fight against the Apostle. The Kuzunoha Company relies quite a lot in magic, including you after all. I think you should research the Skills of adventurers a bit more, you know.” (Rokuya)


      “Skills…” (Makoto)


      In regards to me, it is true that I don’t remember ever using Skills. 


      I definitely am tilted to one side.


      If he says that characteristic of mine is bad against that opponent…this is troubling.


      “Yeah.” (Rokuya)


      “I am a level 1 merchant though.” (Makoto)


      I am an eternal level 1.


      “…Right. Skills…ah, I see.” (Rokuya)


      “I will warn Tomoe, Mio, and the others about this.” (Makoto)


      “Y-Yeah, that would be for the best. Don’t worry, the guild’s top isn’t incompetent. I am sure they will pinpoint the reason soon enough.” (Rokuya)


      “I hope that’s the case.” (Makoto)


      “…It seems like due to worry for you or because they learned it from you, Tomoe-san and Mio-san have the tendency of pushing aside Skills as much as possible when they strive for higher heights. It would be better to think about all possible scenarios when making countermeasures. You must move without regrets.” (Rokuya)


      “Yes, thank you very much.” (Makoto)


      If my existence is connected to evading Skills, that’s honestly a problem.


      I would like them to just not mind it and rise higher and higher. 


      I would like to see a battle between a Mugai and a Yagyu.


      “Now then, the problem is…what to thank you with.” (Rokuya)


      “?”


      I have already received a thanks, and you even introduced me to a tasty karaage yesterday. 


      Also, Toa was the one who worked hard.


      There’s no reason to thank us.


      Toa herself has already received a lot of celebratory gifts from Rokuya-san.


      “To think that you would tie the knot with Tomoe-san too in this short period of time… There’s also the matter of Toa… Yup, I really can’t see the depths of you, Raidou-kun.” (Rokuya)


      “Wa?!” (Makoto)


      I have seen this before.


      People call this a deja vu.


      No no, moreover, one of them can cause a complete misunderstanding.


      Oi oi, moshi moshi?! 


      The stares are painful… As expected of the adventurers of Tsige. Our table is already surrounded.


      “I find an assassin with a loud mouth questionable…” (Makoto)


      “Don’t worry, I will bring red rice tomorrow as well.” (Rokuya)


      “No nee—wait, that’s not fair! He is already gone!” (Makoto)


      Right, he had this. 


      A Hiding Skill that even I can’t detect! 


      Aah, damn it.


      An ‘explode’ chant just like yesterday began from somewhere.


      The sweat and heat is outstanding.


      How unpleasant. I won’t be raising my hand, but their bodies slowly approaching and pressing  against mine to harrass me was rough.


      Haha, Mio and Tomoe have really integrated into Tsige well. If I just think of this as proof that they are being admired, I can easily endure this…this…as if I can endure it!! 


      Side chesto! 

    

  


  


  
    Chapter 346: Two Wheels


    
      The adventurers that had left Tsige were returning bit by bit.


      Since the time this city had begun a war, their actions have changed drastically. 


      In Koran and the neighboring settlements, the rate in which people cross the north gate for miscellaneous work around the Golden Highway, and the rate in which people crossed the grim south gate aiming for the wasteland, have been reversed greatly.


      There’s people that are just close enough to the requirements to be allowed into the wasteland but are careful people, so they haven’t entered the wasteland yet.


      There’s also people who would come to Tsige, hear about the tragedies of adventurers of the same level as them who went to the wasteland, and get scared. 


      This city, where people come and go constantly, has quite a lot of those dangling adventurers that are in a pitiful state of trying to earn money with jobs that don’t fit their actual ability while shaving off their savings. 


      That’s why the Adventurer Guild placed a request with a high reward for first class parties to work as instructors for the rookies, and tried to increase the amount of those kinds of adventurers entering the wasteland. 


      Whether it is in the middle of war or not, the Adventurer Guild exists for the sake of the adventurers and the troubled requesters.


      The merchants are also dropping war related requests that are close to the gray zone. 


      Basically, they are doing what they can so that the adventurers with bright futures, and have the possibility of being able to perform wasteland requests, don’t die in the war. 


      But there were quite a good number of executives who were thinking about having Tomoe and Mio as the instructors, and were troubled quite a lot in the safety of it and the matters of the rewards, and also brought upon the resentment of a number of people.


      It is more of a fun story at present, but Tomoe and Mio raised mostly people that were interesting, and the reward was…honestly, I didn’t pay much attention to that either, but it was really low.


      In the end, Root himself came recently, established a new tier called wasteland tier adventurers, and for now has readied four ranks from C to S.


      Their ranks up to now will be the same.


      And so, there’s a good amount of parties who are in the wasteland rank A and S, and quite a good number of them who left from the northern gate had begun to return. 


      “They scattered extravagant bait and high class anglers, huh.” 


      “It seems benefits with Tsige were prepared as well for the case where they would personally cooperate. A decent number of settlements consented with the sponsoring of the bait, and there were apparently pretty good results.” 


      I was listening to Tomoe’s report in regards to what the adventurers, who are normally active in the wasteland, are doing in Aion.


      They are doing a surprise attack on the enemy units.


      However, it is on the pretext of protecting merchant wagons.


      It is a tradition of the country to send mounted forces before a decisive battle, and announce that they will be subjugating rebels and bandits with a large army. 


      Positioning adventurers in anticipation to those mounted forces; these are the anglers.


      Positioning merchants prepared by Tsige or the cooperating settlements with a big amount of luggage that has a lot of openings; this is the bait.


      Aion demanded money at the time of the announcement, and the mounted troops also have the duty to make the settlements provide supplies.


      The former is apparently a side benefit, and the latter is a mission.


      The merchant guild that got an eye on that tradition apparently thought ‘if they look like they are going to attack, it should be okay to use adventurers to fight back, right?’.


      Those mounted forces are composed by elites that would actually be too strong for decent adventurers…but if it is first class wasteland adventurers with the element of surprise, it will just be a one-sided slaughter. 


      Accurate results still haven’t shown, but the chances are high that the mounted forces won’t be able to regroup with the main force.


      There were practically no parties who returned with a grim look on their faces.


      “They actually attack merchants, huh.” 


      “Even if left alone, they would get attacked by bandits or something. Then, they would go ‘if there’s going to be bandits ahead, we will be subjugating them, so cough out the money’. It is completely a pretext, but apparently strong bandits would come in less than half a day if they were to refuse.” (Tomoe)


      “…Sounds like an end of the world scenario.” (Makoto)


      “This time around, the sheeps were also wolves in disguise, so it equalizes.” (Tomoe)


      “But I heard that quite a lot of top ranked adventurers were secured for this. Isn’t that putting too much firepower there? Toa is basically the ace of Tsige and all, right? I feel like that’s a waste.” (Makoto)


      They have a home in Tsige. 


      If the army were to push their way till the city, it wouldn’t just be someone else’s business.


      Or maybe they plan on returning after the matters of Tsige calm down?


      If it were on the assumption that Tsige will lose, you could say it is an intelligent choice though.


      “Waka, top class adventurers are well known. They seem to have a mission in that part as well.” (Tomoe)


      “As in?” (Makoto)


      “The parties would move around prioritizing the places they have a deep connection with, and would request them to cooperate with Tsige or at least maintain a neutral stance.” (Tomoe)


      “…To the settlements that are at the central parts of Aion?” (Makoto)


      That’s nasty.


      The successful adventurers that are like heroes to those places will return to their homeland and tell them stuff like ‘Tsige is a good place’ and ‘the Aion Kingdom is merciless’?


      “Haha…there’s no way Rembrandt is that…” (Tomoe)


      “Right.” (Makoto)


      “Soft. He is paying all the costs, including the use of teleportation and the Golden Highway in the homecoming of the parties…and has spread them around the world. For the parties that are heading to places aside from Aion, this is basically a tour to return to their homes that has been sponsored to them. It is an extravagant travel expense that would make even Koumon-sama pale white.” (Tomoe) 


      “…The world, huh.” (Makoto)


      “Moreover, he thoroughly investigated the parties, avoiding the shady people, and choosing only the parties that have a bright personality and are the target of admiration when dropping the requests. He really goes all out, ahahaha.” (Tomoe)


      Don’t laugh in monotone, Tomoe.


      That’s scary. 


      “Admired adventurers, huh… Toa is?” (Makoto)


      “Alpine is already a party that’s basically given specifically designated requests in regards to the wasteland after all. They are comfortably going around all of Aion while using that as resting time. They are interacting with the settlements as they gather information.” (Tomoe)


      “…Aion? They are not heading towards Lorel and the demi-human settlements?” (Makoto)


      “They recently arrived at a settlement that is famous for their slime dishes which you taught them a long time ago, Waka.” (Tomoe)


      “Ah, that place. A place that’s pretty close to the capital of Aion.” (Makoto)


      “Yeah. There have been reports in the guild that there were surprising good finds there. They got magic bags and managed to acquire equipment.” (Tomoe)


      “…New equipment, huh.” (Makoto)


      Is it from Rokuya-san? 


      He was crazy happy about this Tobikato business. 


      He is moving at an incredibly fast pace.


      I am surprised he even had the time to tease me with all he has been doing.


      “What is it?” (Tomoe)


      Oops. 


      Tomoe must have felt hidden meaning behind my words, she is urging me to continue on.


      “Rokuya-san must be the one involved with the new equipment.” (Makoto)


      “Roku…aaah. That fake ninja.” (Tomoe)


      “He seemed to be quite happy about the appearance of the first ever Tobikato. He even came to me to thank me.” (Makoto)


      “Tobikato…?” (Tomoe)


      “Hm? You don’t know? It is a famous person in the warring times of Japan. He led the Kato Group and is said to have been ninjas that use illusions. His nickname was Tobi Kato. For some reason, there’s apparently also jobs called Mugai and Yagyu in the Adventurer Guild.” (Makoto)


      The game that served as the base of the joint skill. 


      Seriously, what MMO was it?


      “Ninjas?! Shinobis?!” (Tomoe)


      “Yeah. There’s different types of ninjas, but instead of becoming a Hanzo or a Fuuma, Toa became a Tobikato, which you might have been an influence in, Tomoe, since you specialize in illusions.” (Makoto)


      I don’t know if the Hanzo or the Fuuma jobs even exist though.


      “…Waka…why…why didn’t you tell me sooner?!” (Tomoe)


      Eh? 


      Tomoe spins her fist and seems to be restless.


      No well, talking about the job of Toa isn’t that much of a topic to have with Tomoe anyways.


      And I can’t go to that shop for a while because of Rokuya-san.


      Even at meals, or when bathing, or after that… I really didn’t find a good time to bring out that topic. 


      “It was just Rokuya-san getting all excited about it, and I didn’t feel like there was any real need to share this.” (Makoto) 


      “It is a matter of UTMOST importance!” (Tomoe) 


      “As if.” (Makoto) 


      “Also, Mugai and Yagyu? What’s with that mouth-watering information? This is supreme information that settles that the Asora residents will be registering in the Adventurer Guild as well! It really is!” (Tomoe) 


      Mouth-watering and supreme, that’s exaggerating. 


      It is true that it is interesting information, but I honestly think that learning that the rival of the Neptune King Tuna are the twins An and Chovy was more of a shocking piece of information for me.


      At the time when I was told by them that they wanted to dispatch people there to protect Koran because they had business there, I was desperately trying to endure my laughter.


      Also, the mountain of anchovies I was given as present. 


      There may be a lot of fish dishes, but having that all the time as a full course for several days, you would have a bitter smile unless you were someone who likes that food a lot.


      Quantity, quantity, quantity. 


      The amount was astounding. 


      Ah, by the way, the ones who liked it were the winged-kin.


      They were happy as if everyday was their birthday.


      Right right, the karaage hell is also continuing. 


      It won’t go as far as being part of our three meals, but there’s no day where it doesn’t show up.


      The children are super happy about that.


      The demon, Sari, also seemed to like it quite a lot. She was indulging in them with such zeal that it felt like she was counting them as a luxury meal that could even be served as snacks.


      I honestly regret having that karaage talk with Rokuya-san. 


      “To that extent…?” (Makoto)


      “Toa, huh. Muuh, meeting her now would be a bit bad. That damn Rokuya. Keeping such an auspicious event a secret…!” (Tomoe)


      “Auspicious event, you say…” (Makoto)


      She is already going crazy. 


      “But to think the Tobikato originates from a ninja. Looks like I still lack study. Now that it has come to this, I will have to take good care of Toa…” (Tomoe)


      “The fact that they are going around Aion must mean that Alpine have another mission aside from gathering good will and splitting.” (Makoto)


      “? They want to pull out the Apostle or a subordinate of the king, right?” (Tomoe)


      “With Toa?” (Makoto)


      “Yeah, she would be the best choice.” (Tomoe)


      “…Aah, that’s how it is, huh. Bringing down the “wheels” of the city, right?” (Makoto)


      “And to the people who have power, political influence, and distance.” (Tomoe)


      Tsige is a city of merchants and adventurers.


      Adventurers don’t get involved in politics too much, so as a result, the ones who manage and move the city are the merchants. 


      Also, there was a time when the dagger Lapis of Toa created trouble for the Kuzunoha Company. 


      I see, so Aion hasn’t yet received the information regarding what happened after.


      That’s why they can move them around so carefreely in Aion.


      I get it now.


      “And so, the moment they come, counter them.” (Makoto)


      “Must be.” (Tomoe)


      “Haah, both sides have really thought it thoroughly. It is a war, so that’s obvious, huh.” (Makoto)


      “Teleporting your whole forces to the capital and rampaging is a plan that you normally can’t pull out after all.” (Tomoe)


      We can though.


      But only we can, huh.


      “Whatever the case, I think that things are currently proceeding according to the plans of Tsige.” (Tomoe)


      “Got it. Thanks… Hey, Tomoe…” (Makoto)


      “?”


      “When talking about Yagyu, who do you think was the origin of the job?” (Makoto)


      I suddenly remembered the part that bothered me in the talk of Rokuya-san, and tried asking Tomoe.


      “If it came from the master samurai, it would be Juubei. I personally think Toshikane is also a possibility, but there’s already a Mugai as well. If that’s the case, it should be a general or an instructor…Munenori?” (Tomoe)


      “…”


      “Waka?” (Tomoe)


      “I think you have studied plenty well, Tomoe. You really do love your history.” (Makoto)


      “It is my life pursuit!” (Tomoe)


      Toshikane, huh. 


      How to say it. This might be natural since she sees the period dramas and history from my memories, but…the likes of Tomoe and I sometimes overlap, and for someone like me who didn’t have many people who I could share period drama talks with, this feels ticklish and it makes me happy.


      These kinds of moments are nice.


      I would like things to stay like this forever. 


      For the sake of Tomoe…I also want Toa to come back safely.


      I think that with Rokuya-san and Tomoe having an eye on her, she should be okay. 


      For some reason, I thought that.


      Chapter 347: Contact with the Apostle


    

  


  
    
      She is wounded.


      Toa was watching the monster sitting in front with a decently calm mind. 


      It must be because she has already seerrn several similar beings after all.


      The experience is saving her here.


      “Nice to meet you, Toa. I am happy that you answered my call. My name is Yue. I am currently a guest in Aion.” 


      “Yue-san?” (Toa)


      “? Yeah.” rrr


      “My apologies. The person our guild master told us to be careful of in this time’s journey was a lady called Alte Barrette, so I ended up asking again. If it is about your call, please don’t mind it. You had an official letter from the Kingdom, and you allowed the meeting place to be in the Adventurer Guild as we requested. We adventurers are rootless grass, we are free people, but it by no means equals us despising the rrrrcountries.” (Toa)


      Toa answers smoothly the questions that were expected. 


      On the surface, the Alpine party whose leader is Toa has not accepted a request that involves the war.


      Of course, it is a request that can also. be suspected as being involved. 


      Rembrandt is trying to create an advantage by dividing Aion and the adventurers.


      How to use the Adventurer Guild in a war even though they are not tied down to any country and are in their country; in the end, the big countries chose not to use adventurers. 


      However, Tsige was thinking of ways to use them as much as possible. 


      They were thinking about how to use the difference in favorability the both sides have with the adventurers.


      As for Alpine, the setting is that they are going to the dwarf and elf villages through the route of Aion, and also towards Rotsgard. 


      In the words of Rembrandt, they are sending the adventurer party that has been helping them out a lot to their homelands to take a rest. 


      They are acquainted to a degree that this kind of pretext would work.


      This is actually a pretty rare relationship to have even within the world. You could even call it a unique strength of Tsige.


      At every place they go, they would talk about the wasteland dream and the Tsige dream, but that can be taken as simply bragging about their home. 


      It is something that any adventurer does.


      In the eyes of the Aion Kingdom, Tsige isn’t independent, so it is not like they are adventurers from a foreign country moving around as they wish.


      Leaving aside the adventurers that are setting surprise attacks on the mounted troops and the infantry, no matter how much Toa’s group were to stand out, Aion can’t make a move on them directly. 


      As long as they can’t get proof that they are acting as a fighting force of the Tsige side, if they were to do anything, the Adventurer Guild would move against Aion for retribution and to purge them.


      Purging sounds exaggerated, but the Adventurer Guild is an organization with a scale and power high enough to accomplish this. 


      Even if Aion were to manage to fight them back, they would end up becoming a country where adventurers wouldn’t approach.


      It could even turn into a state where adventurers would only settle in the new Tsige. 


      “…”


      “This is actually my first time experiencing a call from a country. I may be lacking the proper etiquette, but please be lenient with me. And so, Yue-san, what is it you wanted to talk about?” (Toa)


      “Probing each other would be a waste of time. You people are the ace adventurers of Tsige; I am a guest of Aion. There’s no other talk to do aside from the war.” (Yue)


      “War, huh. It is true that Tsige seems to be in a dispute with the country, but…it is not like the adventurers have control over the city. I would say it is more the merchants that are the most proactive in the administration of the city.” (Toa)


      “I know.” (Yue)


      “Then, if you want to have a talk about war, bring it to them. Alpine is telling this in good faith towards the Aion Kingdom, we have no intention at all of participating in this war as a fighting force of Tsige, and we won’t. Please confirm this later at the guild. We have told them that it is okay to disclose this matter of Alpine.” (Toa)


      “…Are you seriously saying that?” (Yue)


      “Of course. No matter who wins, it is not like the wasteland is going to disappear. So, honestly speaking, we don’t care about the war.” (Toa)


      Toa says this with a dangerous tone that transmitted that she didn’t care about this power game between countries.


      She had a powerful aura around herself that truly spoke of her abilities polished in the wasteland, but the woman that calls herself the guest of Aion, Yue, or Alte Barrette. 


      A meeting not in a private room but in a guild hall that gathers attention. 


      The table that Alpine and Yue were sitting at was gathering attention from the surroundings, and there was a strange tension going around.


      “Is that…what an adventurer is?” 


      “Not all of them. If you are interested, you can try talking with the people around. It would be a fresh experience.” (Toa)


      “The Aion Kingdom evaluates highly a number of parties that settled in Tsige, including Alpine. For example; if you were to join up with the kingdom’s army and cooperate in calming down the insurrection of Tsige…you will be promised a fitting amount of land in the reorganized Tsige.” (Yue)


      “You have that authority, Yue-san?” (Toa)


      It has already been seen through that it is just an alias for Alte Barrette, but Toa played along with that farce. 


      As long as she doesn’t introduce herself as the Apostle of the Goddess, there’s no problem in treating her as a guest of Aion. 


      The person herself is saying so after all.


      “Yes, how about it? Will you discuss this with your comrades and cooperate with the kingdom?” (Yue)


      “Are you telling us to collude with you?” (Louisa)


      The elf Louisa, who was silent until now, cuts in with her face still sour. She is basically telling them to abandon her adventurer comrades of Tsige and switch sides. 


      “At this rate, the kingdom’s army will trample down Tsige. Your home won’t be coming out unscathed. But if it is now, you can suppress Tsige while reducing the damage to the minimum. In this situation where we can’t see what might happen with the fight against the demons, this is not the time for the four major powers to be shaking. Don’t you think so?” (Yue)


      “I have a question here. Is that okay?” (Ranina)


      The dwarf Ranina speaks after the words of Yue.


      “Go ahead.” (Yue)


      “If you think that way, why don’t you accept the independence of Tsige already? If you do, the battle itself would be gone.” (Ranina)


      “Out of the question. The cession of territory is the beginning of a country’s decline. If they were to accept the independence of Tsige without doing anything, that in itself might cause Aion to fall from its standing as a major power.” (Yue)


      “…But there was already a revolution and a civil war on the side. I heard that Tsige utilized that opening.” (Ranina)


      “That’s just something fools, who are pulling their bows at a God and don’t know their place, are doing. It is because we already see a conclusion to that that the army is currently heading to Tsige.” (Yue)


      “What?! The army is already on its way?! T-Then a big battle will occur soon between them and Tsige?!” (Hazal)


      The only man in Alpine, who seems like someone who is the calmest and is the most intelligent, showed the most confusion as he asked for confirmation from Yue. 


      Yue was caught slightly off-guard at that gap in impressions, but she fixed her expression and nodded at Hazal.


      It is in a hall that has practically no protection for secret talks. 


      She wanted to tell Hazal to lower his volume a bit, but she read the atmosphere and kept it in.


      “Yes. I may be a guest, but I hold the same feelings as the kingdom. I wish for as many competent adventurers to be saved as possible.” (Yue)


      ““…””


      Toa’s group held complicated emotions at the phrase ‘competent adventurers’ but it quickly disappeared.


      “You’ve got me there. I don’t want to participate in a war as an adventurer. How about this? We will move around the cities just as we are doing now. We won’t take the side of either the kingdom or Tsige. How about taking that as our ‘cooperation’?” (Hazal)


      “…How are you cooperating with that?” (Yue)


      “In the part that we won’t be fighting on the side of Tsige. We are telling you that we won’t be the allies of the enemy, so don’t you think that’s ‘cooperation’?” (Hazal)


      “Then, are you telling me that once the kingdom wins, to treat it as such?” (Yue)


      “Of course. Pass the word, okay?!” (Hazal)


      Hazal answers with a smile and without a single hint of hesitation.


      The ability to answer without reading the mood is, in a sense, something that only he can pull off in Alpine.


      Toa’s group already knows that he is purposely playing the clown here, but even they smiled bitterly at this.


      Yue shook her head to the sides exasperated.


      “Not even worth considering. In the first place, Toa, you know that thing, right? The shady merchant that’s gaining power in that city, Raidou of the Kuzunoha Company.” (Yue)


      “Raidou-san? Of course. We are on the close side even within the merchants of Tsige. We are also friends, so it is displeasing that you call him as ‘that thing’, but…what about it?” (Toa)


      Toa didn’t hide her disgust at the way Yue was putting her words as she looked straight at her.


      Louisa, Ranina, and Hazal also throw cold gazes at Yue.


      Alpine and the Kuzunoha Company are in a pretty close relationship.


      Judging from their attitude, she confirms that the accuracy of her information is pretty high.


      That’s why there’s meaning in speaking further.


      About the secret movements of the Kuzunoha Company and the strangeness of them.


      “If you are still having a close relationship with him even after knowing his true nature, that would mean I was mistaken. But…from the information I have, it seems like the Kuzunoha Company has made several moves towards Alpine that would make them a bad target for friendship, you know?” (Yue)


      And then, Yue began to expose what could be called secret information that they themselves have grasped about the Kuzunoha Company to Toa and her group. 


      Conveniently speaking truths that no one knows of, putting it in a way that’s easy to understand and easy to swallow, and content that invites misunderstandings. 


      It is like skillfully mixing 80% truths and 20% lies; a poisonous seed of doubt.


      There’s been actual cases of this succeeding.


      The Kuzunoha Company is an organization of the Mist Town, and their top is connected to the revolutionary army. 


      That’s the kind of malicious rumor spread widely around Tisge. 


      But the mistake of Yue is that Alpine and the Kuzunoha Company don’t have a normal relationship of adventurer and merchant, and it is far deeper than that of the residents.


      Not even the skilled spies of Aion were able to grasp all the information of them with the Kuzunoha Company.


      You could say it was slightly optimistic of her to think that, just because it worked with the city, it would work with them too.


      On top of that…the current Toa is in possession of the first outstanding ninja job.


      Her eyes that now have a high modifier on them make it easier for her to discern lies and deceptions. 


      They were also given advice and were told a variety of truths before departing. 


      Without taking much time and without much hesitation, Toa’s decision was made.


      “Is that so… There’s those kinds of rumors about the Kuzunoha Company. I didn’t know.” (Toa)


      “There’s no need to feel any sense of duty towards them. As the children of the Goddess, as the blessed hyuman race, please save Tsige from their blinded greed.” (Yue)


      “We refuse.” (Toa)


      Toa speaks out words with clear determination. 


      The plans of Yue failing were already a settled fate the moment both sides met. 


      “What did you say?” (Yue)


      “Yue-san…no, Yue, what you said about the Kuzunoha Company just now, around 80-90% might be true, but the remaining is just convenient speculation and lies that filled in the holes.” (Toa)


      “! What’s your basis?” (Yue)


      “While at it, your name is also a lie. Well, that’s convenient for us as well in that regard, so that’s fine. We simply want to talk to the guest of the Aion Kingdom, Yue. We haven’t spoken a single word with the Goddess’s Apostle, Alte Barrette.” (Toa)


      “…”


      “Come back to deceive people after investigating them more properly. I don’t know what 3rd rate strategist made this plan, but…” (Toa)


      Toa put a pause in her words for a moment, and confirmed the words that came after with the other members. 


      Everyone knew what was coming, they all assented powerfully.


      “Raidou-san is our benefactor – our life savior. No matter how anyone distorts this, this is an unchanging fact. And…even if we were to betray Tsige, we would never betray the Kuzunoha Company. While at it, who would want to save a country that generalizes all adventurers as ruffians who move depending on coin… At least show some decency there.” (Toa)


      In an instant…the Adventurer Guild was overflowed with the anger and killing intent of Toa and her group.


      The aura of hyumans that have stepped into the inhyuman level hit the artisans and adventurers there. Some lost consciousness, some fell on their butts, and some reflexively tried to take out their weapons but noticed that they couldn’t move their bodies out of sheer fear. 


      Yue was being bathed by that fierce aura, and her expressionless face was twitching slightly as she stayed in her seat. 


      What she was feeling wasn’t fear, but anger as well.


      She is in front of others, so she is barely enduring it, but it is a deep and fierce anger.


      It is proof that Yue…no, Alte Barrette is also a powerful individual.


      “Sorry, but the negotiation has failed. Our lady-killer here is going back to his homeland, you see. We don’t have time to waste here. Give my regards to the King…Yue.” (Toa)


      Toa was aware of the ability of Alte Barrette to a certain degree with her discerning eye. 


      She knows she is a dangerous opponent to face.


      It is questionable whether they would even win in a situation where she is injured while everyone in her party is in full condition.


      The presence is similar to that of the two dangerous women of the Kuzunoha Company; a specially dangerous individual.


      (…Fufu, what am I thinking? With this, it is 50-50 whether she will attack us, but…even though the opponent is an Apostle of the Goddess, I am thinking whether we will be a match or not. I am comparing her to Tomoe-san and Mio-san. It would be one thing if we were to fight head on, but I am thinking that it might be possible to escape. I am doing quite the outrageous thing here…) (Toa)


      Toa was originally just one adventurer in the bunch. 


      But now, she is being seen as a key figure in this war, and is in a position where she is being spoken to by a person that could be called a central figure of the world.


      The search for the Apostle of the Goddess that Rembrandt had asked them to do in secret after giving them the request…


      However, Toa had obtained enough strength to even consider testing out the ability of the Apostle for a bit and report about it. 


      Even though powerhouses would back away at that prospect.


      Both sides understood that a fight won’t break out in the Adventurer Guild.


      Then, what will happen from here on?


      Alpine had become adventurers in the truest sense of the word as they left the guild, Yue still trembling in anger. 


      Chapter 348: Flood and Collapse


    

  


  
    
      “[Hundred Injustices]!” 


      “[Zodiac Spell: Aquarius]!” 


      They acted fast.


      It is only the second shot; it is already the second shot.


      That difference in perspective is also proof that they are professionals.


      Right after Hazal and Ranina activated their Skills, a flash of light pierced them.


      It can’t even be called fast.


      The moment the spell was shot from her staff after a short aria, it hit everyone of Alpine as if laughing at their defenses and evasions.


      “So easy. For all that barking, this is quite the cute display, Toa -Alpine.” 


      “! A barrage is coming! Hazal, leave the support and interruptions for later, just don’t let up on the healing!” (Toa)


      Toa gives out short orders.


      They are by the side of the Golden Highway.


      Alpine left the city where they made contact with the Goddess’s Apostle, Alte Barrette, and entered the Golden Highway.


      Toa thought that Alte would be attacking them in around 5 minutes, so she was relieved at that moment.


      That must have been similar for the other members. 


      But the attack happened. 


      Someone had attacked Toa’s group while they were advancing through the Golden Highway.


      The moment they passed by a caravan that sold regular daily goods, an ear-piercing sound of a flute resonated.


      Toa’s group instantly took battle stances and fought back the assassins that were disguised as a caravan, but a follow up group rammed right through the outer wall of the Golden Highway immediately after, driving them away from the Golden Highway.


      After finishing off two more attackers, only Alte remained, but the ones getting cornered were actually Alpine.


      “Louisa!” 


      “No good! I can’t interrupt her aria! She is protecting herself with something!” (Louisa)


      “The power of adventurers; all sturdy, and truly ugly. [Lightning Tree].” (Alte)


      The light shot from Alte’s staff once again branches and accurately pierces all of Toa’s party. 


      Three area of effect spells that hit everyone directly; the damage was high.


      Coupled with the fact that they have fought several battles before this one, the party of Toa was breathing heavily, their movements dulled, and it couldn’t be helped that the backliner Louisa would fall on her knees from the accumulated damage.


      “Geez, you’ve got quite the nice personality there. Even though you can use such outrageous spells, you didn’t show up until after the wave attack.” (Louisa)


      “I don’t know much about this stuff, so I want to confirm here. What…was that? The barrier of Hazal was so useless it was like paper.” (Ranina) 


      “The reason why she is attacking us in such a dirty manner…isn’t it because you provoked her a whole lot, Toa? Also, Ranina, you ‘don’t know about this stuff’? That’s probably lightning, you know.” (Hazal)


      “You also provoked her quite a lot, Hazal… Also, what’s this about lightning? The thing that shines at times in the sky?” (Toa)


      “Don’t make fun of me, Hazal. I have never heard of a lightning element.” (Ranina)


      Toa and Ranina tried to maintain their pace with light talk, and Hazal responded to it.


      “…There’s no records or books regarding the lightning element even in Rotsgard and the Academy. If she really is an Apostle of the Goddess, well, it is not that impossible of a story.” (Hazal)


      “I have lived for a decent amount of time, and I do have to say that I haven’t heard about it before. An elemental magic that surpasses any of our spells thoroughly like this…” (Louisa)


      Louisa stands up and once again glares at Alte.


      Healing Skills and magic; she can use both of those at a high level of skill within the Alpine party.


      Therefore, unless you kill them in one hit, it is difficult to defeat Alpine in the field. 


      It may sound plain, but in terms of readjusting and successive battles, Toa’s party is the top of the top.


      However…you couldn’t really say that it is an accurate evaluation in their current state.


      Alpine has already reached the state of maturity, but everyone has completely changed their Job.


      New powers, new characteristics; there were a lot of new paths now available for them. 


      “There is a joke-like element like that. Isn’t that right, Alte? Do all Apostles of the Goddess use lightning? Is it the type of supreme element that can only be heard of in legends…and it is a cheat ability that wins against all elements?” (Hazal)


      “It is supreme. It is not cheating. There’s no trick or mechanism. My lightning, Kandachi, pierces through everything and makes them kneel.” (Alte)


      “Even though it is magic, it has a special characteristic against magic power, huh. It destroys all other spells; an unavoidable blade that reaches the enemy with no obstruction. And here I was wondering how much of that was true… This is troubling. I didn’t know about the Kandachi name at all though.” (Hazal)


      “I shall answer you as an offering to the soon-to-be-deceased, Hazal. All Apostles can use lightning. Though there’s only two existing Apostles in the current era. This is unpleasant, but there’s no one aside from us who would be able to wipe out your so-called Alpine party. I have to acknowledge that. You have been hit three times by my spell, yet you can still speak.” (Alte)


      “We are adventurers after all. Even if magic doesn’t work, we have Skills.” (Hazal)


      Hazal was being wary of a second shot as he quickly utilized a Star Skill that is connected with his new Job.


      One of the many Skills that are in the system called Zodiac.


      The unfamiliar term of Constellations had a number of extraordinary Skills. 


      He doesn’t know that they originate from a different world and a different sky, denoting stories he is not aware of.


      Aquarius’s effect is regeneration.


      The Quaker Skill that Ranina used at that same time was Hundred Injustices. 


      Mitigates the pain of the party, and maintains the willpower and vitality high. 


      Both of them are not spells, so even when it was hit by the lightning element spell that rules and overpowers other spells, they still maintained their effectiveness.


      Healing injuries with healing magic, and maintaining high willpower and vitality while fighting so as to not lose the will to live; those are the basics of Toa’s party for survival.


      “Skills… that imitation power. The gift of the Goddess to people was magic. Even though the technique of forming something from the magic power within you is what hyumans should be truly polishing.” (Alte)


      It is as if Alte isn’t doubting her victory at all, and her words held conviction. 


      And in reality, magic attacks aren’t reaching her.


      It feels as if she already has her next round ready, and if they were to attack, it would just be intercepted with that lightning element. 


      Her ability to properly utilize both of its strengths by shooting down the attacks of the opponents makes her an annoying opponent.


      Toa was thinking about aiming for the time when Alte runs out of magic power, she looked at Louisa, but she shook her head to the sides.


      It seems the magic power of Alte is abundant, or maybe the lightning element is also supreme in its cost. 


      However, Toa still found a path for victory -a path for survival in the words of Alte.


      (She is indeed strong. But…that’s not it. Alte is arrogant. If this were not Alte but that person…we would all be dead by now. It is because of how excelling she is that if we were to manage to make that crumble, we might have a chance, but…the gamble is way too risky to take. If we can’t take her down for certain, we shouldn’t take that chance away from others. That’s why we won’t make her trip. We are just going to set it up here, and escape.) (Toa)


      There’s a number of uncertainties in escape as well. 


      She attacked them at the Golden Highway without a care in the world, so there’s absolutely no place for respite until they return to Tsige.


      But they are Alpine.


      Powerhouses that have managed to return alive after exploring the wasteland for 2 and even 3 weeks. 


      The mouth of Toa warped into a smile.


      “I see. That’s why you don’t like adventurers? You are an unexpectedly easy to understand person.” (Toa)


      Having seen that smile, Hazal felt relief flow from his whole body. 


      Their leader who is still thinking about what to do and seems to have come up with something.


      It hasn’t been long since she got the unknown Job of Tobikato, so her ability within the party is still weak like that of a cocoon that has yet to be shed. 


      With the enemy bringing out legendary stuff like the lightning element, even Hazal would feel danger.


      Or rather, he is panicking a whole lot internally. 


      Even so, in order to survive, in order to have everyone return, he tries to buy time for this plan of hers.


      “The Adventurer Guild is simply a caprice of a dragon after all.” (Alte)


      “That’s not true! You are simply scared of your advantage not working against adventurers. It seems like you can’t erase Skills after all. No matter how strong you are against magic, if your surroundings were to all use only Skills, it would be pointless. If hyumans were completely magic dependent, I believe it would be quite the comfortable world for you.” (Hazal)


      Toa was using thought transmission to tell Hazal, Louisa, and Ranina her plan. 


      “You really…are one irritating man, Hazal. Aah…right. Not only did you grow impudent through the elixir that you made by luck, you had terrible experiences with women, and ended up landing in Tsige. That elixir, craquante, fetches a decent price, but it is in a position that’s not really that rare. However, when it comes to women, you were scorned, and you ended up not trusting them… How pitiful.” (Alte)


      “?!” 


      The past that not many people should know had come out from the mouth of Alte, and it made Hazal falter.


      The result of trying to invite the anger of Alte and disturb her mind ended up rebounding on him.


      “Everyone has their dark past.” 


      “That he managed to make one even if by luck is still amazing.” 


      “He can be decently considerate.” 


      Follow-ups from his comrades came out as his mind was wavering and groaning from the mental damage. 


      Well, if he were a man that can’t handle the presence of women, he wouldn’t be in a party with three women.


      Just like Makoto had pointed out before, Hazal is unexpectedly a guy that has the traits of a main character.


      At any rate, thanks to his sacrifice, Toa managed to relay the details of the plan to everyone in the party.


      It was the time to act.


      “Damn it!! Clawing at the old wounds of others! Take this! [Blizzard Whiteout]!” (Hazal)


      Hazal showed a desperate demeanor and shouted the name of his spell as if dealing a preemptive attack.


      Suddenly a white tornado began to rampage around Alte.


      “This is stupid. A spell of this level is just…?!” (Alte)


      She swung her arm once, and tried to erase the annoying blizzard.


      But the blizzard doesn’t disappear.


      “[True Axe Split]!” (Ranina)


      “[Chronos Feeling]!” (Louisa)


      Ranina and Louisa’s Skills also activate.


      The ground Alte was standing on suddenly split and shakes powerfully. 


      “There’s no power in it! An illusion?! The shaking is a Skill… Useless struggle! [Lightning Tree]!!” (Alte)


      Right, the spell activation of Hazal was a fake.


      In reality, he simply gathered magic power and activated a magic tool that has a healing effect.


      There was also one other Skill activation.


      But Alte doesn’t know the effect of that one well.


      However, the spell she used definitely dealt damage to everyone in Alpine.


      Their movements should have stopped and the illusion should dissipate soon.


      The raging snow covering her whole vision disappeared, and the shaking was just in a designated area. 


      She jumped out of it with deftness unbelievable of a mage, and she got out from the shaking and the cracks.


      “Wa?! They are gone?!” (Alte)


      Alpine is not in front of her.


      There’s no one.


      Even when looking around, there’s no signs of anyone.


      “Impossible.” (Alte)


      But Alte has the certain-hit lightning.


      No matter where they hide, as long as they have already been hit, it won’t miss if they are nearby. 


      She immediately suppressed her surprise, and began to chant her aria for a certain strike.


      “[Swallow in Flight] Overlap!” 


      “?!” 


      The sudden presence made Alte take a defensive stance. 


      Toa hits twice consecutively at close range.


      A high power attack that comes from the swings of two daggers that are from a Wise and a Superior Dragon.


      The staff that’s most likely quite the fine product was unable to endure it…and broke.


      “Eh?!” (Alte)


      The disposition of Alte immediately changed.


      She looks at Toa with clear bloodlust.


      Her reaction was fast, and it was clearly different from the patterns until now.


      “You damn hyuman!” (Alte)


      “Don’t go floundering now!” (Toa)


      “[Lightning Clad]!” (Alte)


      Toa released an attack that solely relied on physical prowess instead of a Skill.


      At close range, at a distance that’s clearly that of a warrior.


      Rather than using a Skill at this moment where it would be creating an opening from the activation, she decided to deal damage for certain.


      But that lightning fast attack was unbelievably stopped by Alte grabbing her arm. 


      “You are one jack-in-the-box.” (Toa)


      “Blow up.” (Alte)


      “Just kidding!” (Toa)


      Toa makes a follow up attack with the hand that isn’t being grabbed and has the Doma dagger. 


      “Lightning Cannon.” (Alte)


      “Guh!! This is nothing…!!” (Toa)


      And this time around, Alte shot a powerful and thick lightning that didn’t branch like the ones before. Toa forcefully twisted her body to avoid the attack, and had her whole arm blown away by that attack, Alte laughed, and Toa obtained freedom with her arm as the price. 


      She grabbed the Lapis dagger that was about to fall to the ground with her mouth, dashed at Alte, and attacked her side with the dagger that’s still in her safe hand, dealing a consecutive attack on her again.


      “You…!!” (Alte)


      Blood spurts out from the side of Alte, and Toa goes into flight mode just like that.


      Blood entered her eyes, moreover, the fact that Toa immediately took the action of reinitiating the close combat, and then going right into escaping after, created an opening in the decision making of Alte. 


      That decided the battle here.


      “[Lightning Tree]! [Lightning Tree]! …Guh…Toa, adventurers…those pieces of trash!!” (Alte)


      Alte, who forgot for an instant about the absence of Toa’s party members, returned to her senses and shot an all-out attack with her lightning.


      But the branched lightning didn’t pierce anybody.


      Even when she repeated it, it was the same result. 


      They escaped.


      That reality dyed Alte in rage.


      In her mind, the fight against the peak of the Superior Dragon and the Adventurer of Origin surfaced in her mind.


      (That was certainly a fight brought upon by my overconfidence. Opponents I shouldn’t have fought against without gathering information. But this time was different! My wounds of that time may not be healed yet, but they were clearly the weaker ones, mere hyuman adventurers! Me, a Goddess’s Apostle, is lacking in knowledge? The staff may not have been suitable for battle, but even that staff I was given for commemoration was broken… I will definitely not forget this…Tsige….!) (Alte)


      Even if she were to try and chase them, there’s several possible candidates.


      One of the homelands of the party members, or Tsige.


      Checking all those possibilities when a big battle is approaching wouldn’t be a good plan.


      If they at least returned to Tsige, she could burn them together with the city.


      Alte pledged in her heart.


      That Alte received a report at that very same night about a massive defense wall that suddenly appeared in the plains, and she screamed in anger.

    

  


  


  
    Chapter 349: Physically bad


    
      The escape plan of Toa that had the new Illusion Skills of hers as its core.


      Putting it roughly, after taking away her vision, hiding her comrades, making a surprise attack, and dealing suitable damage, she would escape before she could recover.


      In reality, failure was in sight with that cheat-like ability of her lightning element that locks onto her targets, but thanks to the existence of a third party, the future changed.


      Alpine really does have luck in their side.


      “Y-You saved us. Thanks.” (Ranina) 


      “If it hadn’t been the Goddess’s Apostle, you wouldn’t have needed my help though. That was close.” 


      Ranina, who was breathing roughly, was spoken to in a calm tone.


      They weren’t familiar with the woman, but her clothes that would normally be worn by priests would mean that she is affiliated with the Goddess or the Spirit Church.


      (? In that case, is she really a helping hand? Our actions this time around are clearly…) 


      “I don’t really serve the Goddess or the Spirits, so don’t worry. Well, I will definitely borrow the name of the Goddess or a Spirit if necessary though.” 


      “Is it okay to assume that you have helped us in our escape?” (Hazal)


      Hazal seems to also be unable to get a grasp of the woman’s identity, and tries to get information from her.


      Louisa is currently confirming the surroundings with suspicion.


      “It is okay. Good grief, I am being used real well by that merchant called Rembrandt.” 


      “An adventurer that received a request from Tsige? I don’t remember you though… Do you know what happened to our leader?” (Louisa) 


      The woman responded with slight bitterness at the question of Hazal.


      The next one was Louisa.


      She was concerned about Toa who is the one that protects the rearguard.


      The Skill of Toa nailed perfectly, and just at the same moment the blizzard was erased, the party was also erased from the sight of Alte, and the surprise attack went as planned.


      But they don’t know if what happened later went well.


      Alpine dispersed with escape in mind, and they now stand here due to the voice that resonated in their minds and guided them here.


      “Toa, right? She will eventually come. Following your presences… Ah, here she is.” 


      “Oof, she was strong.” (Toa)


      ““!””


      Toa suddenly appeared in front of the three. That missing arm of hers gave such a big impact that her comrades were at a loss of words for a moment. 


      “Toa, you…” (Ranina)


      “Is this the time to be talking all calmly?! Hazal!” (Louisa)


      “I know! I will finish the emergency treatment at once, so come here, quick!” (Hazal)


      Hazal opened all the pouches he had on him, and then, he lined up every kind of potion.


      Louisa and Ranina run to where Toa is and check for any other injury aside from her arm.


      The silver haired woman watched that state of theirs and placed a palm on her head while looking up at the sky.


      She seemed truly amazed.


      “Toa, was there any need to step in there? You have such a cute little sister, so I don’t really appreciate hurrying to your death.” 


      “? Eh?! G-Ginebia?!” (Toa)


      “I don’t remember allowing you to call me without any honorifics, but that’s right, I am that Ginebia. Nice to meet you.” 


      “Just meeting Aznoval and Rokuya was already unbelievable! Uwa, the real deal! The Silver Devil Ginebia!” (Toa)


      “Wait wait, what’s this Silver Devil thing?! I don’t know anything about that! I am a priest!” (Bia)


      “Ahaha.” (Toa)


      “Don’t laugh!” (Bia)


      “G-Ginebia-dono, as you can see, Toa is gravely injured. I am sorry, but please allow us to heal her first.” (Louisa)


      “Louisa, right? If that really were the case, Toa wouldn’t be this carefree here.” (Bia)


      “…? Ah, that’s true. For someone who has lost an arm…” (Louisa)


      Toa is way too energetic.


      It doesn’t look like she is pushing herself here.


      It really is strange.


      “Well, there’s no doubt she is seriously injured. The problem is Toa doesn’t notice. Ninjutsu…the technique of ninjas, huh. It is not like I don’t get it, but…it is a double-edged sword.” (Bia)


      “Toa! Is your arm okay?!” (Ranina)


      Ranina must have reached some degree of understanding from the words of Ginebia and asks Toa.


      “Heeh, as expected, you could see through it, Ginebia. This is one of the Genjutsu Skills. Scaring you guys too much will make me feel bad, so I am going to undo it.” (Toa)


      Ginebia lets out a heavy sigh, and Toa said this like there really is nothing wrong.


      And then…she undid her Skill.


      “…Eh?” 


      ““Gyaaaaaaah!!””


      The one armed Toa that doesn’t have blood flowing out anymore.


      After the illusion was undone, the true appearance of her was…a completely charred arm that was barely hanging by two threads of muscle and feels like it would be about to fall at any moment.


      Toa went ‘eh?’ at her own tragic state.


      She let out a dumbfounded voice.


      And her comrades, seeing the completely changed state of Toa’s arm that was screaming in protest even from its smell, made everyone scream as well as the same time.


      “Ah, eh? M-My arm…aaah…” (Toa)


      “This is bad!!” (Bia)


      “Guh!” (Toa) 


      Toa was computing the reality and was on the verge of a panic attack.


      Ginebia hit the chin and back of Toa’s neck.


      Both of her hands were fast like lightning with technique that would make 100 out of 100 grapplers nod about her expertise. 


      Leaving aside the effects of it, Toa fell in place without making a ruckus.


      “A Skill that deceives even the senses of the user themselves. Tobikato, what a fearsome Job. However, if you don’t use it correctly, it is incredibly dangerous. She must be told not to abuse it until she has a good grasp of it.” (Bia)


      “U-Uhm, Ginebia-san?” (Hazal)


      “Hazal, right? You have good tools and medicines. That’s admirable. Well then, let’s begin the emergency treatment of Toa. Right right, just as Toa already said, my name is Ginebia. I am a Lorel adventurer that has lived a little bit long.” (Bia)


      While giving out precise instructions to Hazal, she activated several spells, and performed the treatment on Toa.


      “…You have received a request from the Rembrandt Company, so is it okay to assume that you will follow up for us in the return to Tsige, Ginebia-dono?” (Ranina)


      Ginebia stopped her movements for a bit at the confirmation of Ranina…and she shook her head to the sides.


      “No. I am sorry, but there’s none of that. We can’t have Alpine return to Tsige until the war is over.” (Bia)


      ““?!””


      “I will have you continue your journey back to your homelands.” (Bia)


      “No, that’s troubling. We have to report about the information we got of Alte Barrette that we painstakingly took the risks to obtain.” (Louisa)


      “It would be troubling if you report it, Louisa.” (Bia)


      “…I don’t understand what you mean, Ginebia-dono. It sounds like you are saying you don’t want to bring that information back to Tsige.” (Ranina)


      “That’s right.” (Bia)


      “! Could you possibly be in Aion’s side?!” (Ranina)


      “That’s wrong. If you were to bring back the information of the woman called Alte, it will most likely reach the Kuzunoha Company. That…would be too disadvantageous for the Goddess’s Apostle. If the adventurers that I saved were the ones who brought the information about the special trait of the lightning element…we would be leaning too much on one side.” (Bia)


      The three of Alpine didn’t understand what she was talking about.


      Even in that span of time, at least for the time when Hazal was watching, Ginebia was showing exquisite and accurate healing technique and use of potions to recover Toa.


      It is impossible to connect her arm in this place, but Hazal could assure that Ginebia was doing her all.


      “…Toa knows about us, but we are people of a time far in the past. We didn’t come out to the front stage, and we decided to not get involved with the balance of the world and its hegemony. We have also promised an old friend. I was told a variety of things, and was convinced into saving you guys, and that’s already in the gray zone area.” (Bia)


      “…Could it be that your appearance doesn’t correlate to your age? You clearly look hyuman though… But this place, and this space…I don’t feel the presence of Alte anywhere, and not only that, I can’t even tell where the Golden Highway is. It seems as if there’s the power of the Spirits overflowing here…but I don’t feel their will at all. Just who in the world are you…?” (Louisa)


      “Not only did you touch about my age, but you even address me without manners…at the very least, towards me who is treating Toa right at this moment.” (Bia)


      “I may look like this, but I have lived several generations that of a hyuman.” (Louisa)


      “My life is history itself… From my memory, I have never met an elf that’s older than me.” (Bia)


      “?” (Louisa)


      “Now then, this is my limit to how much treatment I can give while opening a path. The rest…will be done once we arrive at your homeland, Louisa.” (Bia)


      “?! Why do you know the location of my village?!” (Louisa)


      “I was shown all your profiles from Rembrandt.” (Bia)


      Ginebia says as if it were nothing.


      “T-That merchant…! Since when did he make something like that?!” (Louisa)


      “There’s no past that’s troubling to know about, so there should be no problems.” (Bia)


      “They know everything…?!” (Louisa)


      “I am already tired of being used to transport goods, and there’s the chance that my pace will be messed up if I were to tag along with the outrageousness of that merchant. I am thinking about staying with you guys to get back at him for a bit, so looking forward to your company, Alpine.” (Bia)


      Ginebia doesn’t seem to like Rembrandt much. 


      She seemed to have accumulated stress.


      “Together…?! No, that’s troubling! That would be really troubling, Ginebia-dono! Returning to my village right now would be incre~dily troubling! I have some circumstances with my family. I think that we should go to Ranina’s homeland first!” (Louisa)


      “…About the baby petition because of the low birth rates? I don’t really mind going to the homeland of Ranina, but if I want to concentrate on the treatment, a forest is more suitable for me.” (Bia)


      “! …That’s not just you making it up?” (Louisa)


      “I was hit by the heat of the city from Tsige after all. I want to relax, and in the forest there’s a lot of fairies and Spirits, right? As you can see, Toa is heavily injured. I won’t really hide the process to bring her back to normal, so I think it would be a plus for you people, in a lot of fronts.” (Bia)


      It slightly feels like an excuse, but it also sounds as if it is actually necessary. 


      However, Louisa looked at Toa who received a physical anesthetic, and after making a face on the verge of tears for a second…she yielded.


      “Understood. But what do we do about the guiding?” (Louisa)


      “No need. If we walk over there, we will arrive in around 15 minutes. Now then, let’s go.” (Bia)


      “? Over there…wait, what’s with that incomprehensible Skill! Right, this place! We still haven’t gotten an explanation for this weird space!” (Louisa)


      “It is a history mystery.” (Bia)


      “Uhm, Ginebia-san, grabbing hold of Toa’s head while walking is a bit…I can make an impromptu stretcher! Stay there! Please stay there for a bit! Ranina, help!” (Hazal)


      “Alright!” (Ranina)


      “…Fumu…supportive airheaded harem protagonist, maybe? I don’t really get modern people.” (Bia)


      Ginebia tilted her head.


      And then, not long after, a notice of the disappearance of Alpine reached Tsige.


      This was a bit of payback against Rembrandt, but Rembrandt himself was truly calm when hearing this report, and said.


      “I will send letters to the families of Louisa, Ranina, and Hazal. The contents will be about defending their homes and Toa’s little sister to the last. The Rembrandt Company will defend them to the bitter end, so to not worry.” (Rembrandt)


      Living for a long time doesn’t mean that she can read the young people of the generation accurately. 


      Just like the other members, Ginebia is one of the Adventurers of Origins who doesn’t know about the many nicknames she has.


      Her real self is unexpectedly a person that breaks through any plans with her fists, and a person that’s unexpectedly easily seen through by the general public. 


      For example; her nickname of Silver Devil.


      Chapter 350: Makoto distributes


    

  


  
    
      It doesn’t feel like an army. 


      The right out of the oven Tsige army that was drilled the way of battling by the veteran mercenaries of PRG. 


      They are currently fighting Aion with ace adventurer parties that surpass them in individual strength, but this is a necessary factor in order for Tsige to become a country with a proper army. 


      Even if they were to manage to obtain independence miraculously through outstanding ingenuity, in order to maintain their form as a country, there’s the need for military power. 


      No matter how good your relationship, there’s no assurance that adventurers will actively cooperate in a war after all.


      As long as they are not wiped out, Aion will continue to stay close by. Even if they plan on improving their relationship little by little in the future, their friction will continue for a good time. 


      And so, the formation of an army is an urgent matter for the direction of the city, and I decided it should be fine to check out their training for a bit. 


      There’s still no uniform and unified equipment currently, and it is a mix of adventurers, hoodlums, mercenaries, and bodyguards learning group tactics, marching, and understanding formations and their roles.


      “Heya, Raidou-kun. Long time.” (Vivi)


      “Vivi-san, long time no see.” (Makoto)


      “Thank you for the stimulating, fresh, and rewarding job, Raidou-san.” (Ryoma)


      “Uhm…Ryoma-san, it has been a while.” (Makoto)


      “…Ryoma did also say that it was like a job where a treasure is being hung from a precipice though.” (Noma)


      “…Noma-san, right? Thanks for taking that tough job.” (Makoto)


      A number of the higher-ups of PRG talk to me. 


      They were fast in noticing me despite just arriving.


      Vivi-san, who is the leader of the mercenary group; Ryoma-san, who was really into the job; and Noma-san who is taking the job of strategist.


      Being able to get guidance from this well-known mercenary group is most likely quite lucky for these people that will be becoming the army of Tsige.


      “How are the coming soldiers of Tsige doing? I think they have the bare minimum basics, but they seem to be heavily divided and feel uneasy though.” (Makoto)


      “Hmm, if given a careful analysis, they can manage coordination. They still have some way to go, but it is true that they are competent. It is a lot better than shaping youngsters without any experience.” (Vivi)


      Looks like Vivi-san evaluates them decently high.


      Coordination is something that you gain while training and living as a soldier, so it isn’t something you simply get in one go.


      This time around, overcoming the war is of the highest priority, so there’s obviously points that are jumped over.


      I would be happy if they were to do a follow-up postwar training in those areas as well.


      “A specialized person like me is more fit towards former adventurers. Leaving aside whether they will have a turn in this time’s war or not, in terms of information gathering and stealth jobs, do look forward to it.” (Ryoma)


      Ryoma-san.


      It seems like he is guiding a squad that’s centered on information gathering and maneuvering.


      Coordination is of course an important factor, but their individual ability and the skills and experiences they have obtained as adventurers might be able to show their value there as well.


      “Regarding the important defensive battle, sadly to say, there’s still ways to go. At the worst, we might have to prioritize the training in a way that they can obey orders in the battlefield at the very least. I have already explained to the central figures of the Merchant Guild, but I want you to know as well.” (Noma)


      Noma-san has taken the job of guiding the defensive unit that has the most expectations placed on this time’s war.


      Leaving aside the adventurers, I feel like bodyguards and mercenaries should be specialized in that area…but it just won’t go smoothly, huh.


      “Is everyone thinking of plans in the off-chance of a battle in an urban area and giving out orders in the actual battlefield?” (Makoto)


      It would be nice if they managed to successfully defend at the outer wall, but that’s way too optimistic.


      How is the evacuation plan for the citizens going to be dealt with?


      There were a variety of things that I was interested in and, for now, tried asking in the case it turns into an urban area battle.


      “Battle in an urban area?” (Noma)


      But Noma-san reacted as if he had heard an unexpected question.


      “…Ah! Could it be that you think we are going to have a defensive battle at that rampart there, Raidou-kun?” (Vivi)


      “Eh? …Well, yeah.” (Makoto)


      “I see, the difference in the walls, huh.” (Noma)


      Noma-san nodded at what Vivi-san pointed out.


      But I still don’t understand.


      Difference in the walls?


      Tsige only has one outer wall though.


      The one at the wasteland’s side can’t be considered one.


      “Raidou-san, Rembrandt-san has no intentions of letting the army reach these walls.” (Ryoma)


      “Wa?” (Makoto)


      “It can’t be seen from here, but it is about time that the outer wall of the Neo Tsige will be made far in the horizon. “ (Ryoma)


      Ryoma-san told me kindly. 


      Made a new wall?


      A new outer wall for war?! 


      “Going that far just for the sake of war…?” (Makoto)


      “? That’s not it, Raidou-kun. It is the outer wall of the Neo Tsige.” (Vivi)


      “Neo?” (Makoto)


      “Right right. It seems like Patrick Rembrandt had no intentions of stating that the current Tsige is a country. From the newly made wall all the way to here is the ‘city’ of Tsige. They intend to seize quite a good plot of land from Aion too. Isn’t that right, Noma?” (Vivi)


      “…Yeah. With our strategies and military drills, the work of the adventurers, and depending on the movements of Raidou-dono…the Aion army might be defeated without even being able to see the city of Tsige.” (Noma)


      …


      If we are talking about the direction far-off here…there’s slight hills and basins, but it is basically a plain that stretches a fair distance.


      The Golden Highway has gentle curves and straights in that area. 


      They are making a wall somewhere around there?


      Everything all the way till there is Tsige?


      That sounds like children fighting.


      Eeeh? 


      Will that logic even work?


      Or more like, what exactly do they mean by ‘everything is Tsige’?


      “Ahahaha, of course you would be confused being suddenly told this.” (Vivi)


      That’s right, Vivi-san.


      I am really confused right now.


      What is Rembrandt-san thinking?


      “No, that’s weird, Vivi. Rembrandt-san said that this idea was something Raidou-dono gave to him. There’s no need to deceive us as well, Raidou-dono.” (Noma)


      ?


      What is he talking about?


      What did Rembrandt-san say? 


      “Uhm…I didn’t say a single word to Rembrandt-san in regards to an outrageous plan like that, or at least, I don’t think I did.” (Makoto)


      “But you apparently told him something like ‘Might as well bring Koran and Tsige together to make one giant city. That would be interesting’…” (Noma)


      “Koran and Tsige…” (Makoto)


      I…did say some time in the past that, if they were to connect two cities together, it would benefit both cities, I think…maybe?


      But surrounding everything in an outer wall and saying everything inside it is Tsige is like a territory game kinda thinking. 


      Does that even work in real life?


      “You seem to have an inkling of it. Heeh, so Raidou-kun can have those kinds of ideas… That’s unexpected.” (Vivi)


      “The mamonos and demonic beasts that live around the area inside the outer wall are currently being subjugated by the adventurers, and it seems like he seriously intends to create a gigantic city inside of those walls. The problems of the lands that had way too high of a jump in price, the securing of enough agricultural land, the acquisition of manual labourers for the absorption of the villages and towns in the area, a city plan that has no need for division of sectors…if this is made possible, this will be a world changing move. That’s one truly outrageous man. I can’t believe he is just a mere merchant.” (Noma)


      I was at a loss of words at what Noma-san said.


      …Partition.


      There is one.


      It is decently far away, but there’s walls expanded at both sides of the Golden Highway.


      Making a wall like that in such a fashion is possible?


      Is it something like ‘no one has done it before, but you win by doing it first’? 


      Eeh…from there, all the way to here…manage it as one city?


      I turn around. 


      The current outer wall of Tsige is there.


      There’s a number of paths stretching from there, there’s houses and fields, stores…and you are telling me that it will be going all the way to that wall?


      ‘All the paths lead to Rome’, I suddenly remember those words.


      Unbelievable.


      This really is unbelievable.


      “Raidou-kun?” (Vivi)


      “The…walls that are spread at both sides of the Golden Highway all the way over here…will all be Tsige? They are going to be doing a defensive battle over there, huh… Seriously? That’s seriously happening…?” (Makoto)


      ““…””


      “The merchants of Tsige are impressive.” (Makoto)


      I am left in admiration at the flexibility and inventiveness of the merchants. 


      “Raidou-kun…?” (Vivi)


      “Yes?” (Makoto)


      “How can you so confidently nail the form of the outer walls?” (Vivi)


      “Uh? With detection magic…kinda. It works.” (Makoto)


      Everyone from PRG looks at me with complicated gazes.


      “…Uhm, it is Raidou-kun who is saying it, so it is most likely not a joke.” (Vivi)


      “Not only does he have the fighting power, he could change the very shape of a war with just that one ability alone.” (Noma)


      “If something like that were to be done at a distance like this, scouts and spies could be rendered powerless.” (Ryoma)


      It is an ability that was given to me by Tsukuyomi-sama after all.


      “Leaving that aside, the walls are done, so the adventurer expedition unit is moving at the other side of it, huh.” (Makoto)


      They have gone further than I thought. 


      …I thought they would move with more ease compared to the wasteland, but there’s the chance that they won’t be able to return if they make one mistake.


      I thought that, if it is Toa’s group, most problems would be nothing though… I haven’t heard anything from Tomoe, so they are probably alive…right? 


      “Speaking of that, I heard that Ginebia-san has gone missing.” (Makoto)


      “Aah, Sis Bia, huh. She probably couldn’t take the bossing around of Rembrandt-san anymore. It was clear at a glance that they weren’t compatible.” 


      “Bia-san, huh. True, their affinity to each other was catastrophic.” 


      Catastrophic affinity? 


      I haven’t had a calm talk with her, but…I think she is the same as Aznoval, a muscle brain. 


      We may be on a slightly different vector, but I feel like she is a bit similar to me.


      ‘Alright, got it. I will think about it once I turn it into dust’, kinda thinking.


      Also, it is impressive that, even though she has gone missing, no one is worried a single bit. 


      “What was she asked to do?” (Makoto)


      “Hm? Bia-san? Uhm, if I remember correctly, she was given the job from Rokuya-san to keep the Alpine party safe if anything dangerous were to happen, right?” (Vivi)


      “Yeah.” (Noma)


      “Alpine?!” (Makoto)


      Hearing a word I couldn’t let slip by from the confirmation of Vivi-san and Noma-san, I ask again.


      That’s Toa and her amusing comrades! 


      “Well, if that person is with them, they should be okay no matter the opponent. She sometimes communicates with her fists, but she is a serious person. Alpine should be okay okay… Don’t know though.” (Vivi)


      How irresponsible! 


      Vivi-san is friendly and cheerful, and seems to have good communication ability, but…I feel like she sometimes shows the dry sense of a mercenary.


      I am beginning to think that she is quite the halfhearted person in anything aside from her main occupation that relates to war.


      Hmm, I see. Rokuya-san isn’t with Alpine right now, huh.


      Was he satisfied with giving her the celebratory equipment? 


      The Adventurers of Origin are harder to read than PRG.


      “I may not be the best person to say this, but Toa’s party is on the side that has bad luck…so I am a bit worried.” (Makoto)


      “…Hey, Noma, isn’t it okay to ask about it already?” (Ryoma)


      “I guess it is. It seems like Raidou-dono won’t be telling us himself after all.” (Noma)


      “?” 


      Ryoma-san seemed to be restless.


      “Uhm, Raidou-kun, what’s with that luggage you are carrying that’s towering at your back?” (Vivi)


      Ah, I forgot.


      Ryoma-san nodded several times at the question of Vivi-san.


      The conversation I intended to just be a greeting of sorts ended up with quite the long talk.


      My mistake.


      “It was bothering me a whole lot, but you were talking as if it were nothing ,so I didn’t know how to break it out.” (Vivi)


      “We are all in the shadow of that after all -in a field with a good view.” (Noma)


      I forgot my original objective for coming here.


      I came here to bring provisions to everyone that’s training.


      Even though I luckily managed to meet the PRG members doing the guidance. What am I doing?


      “Sorry, I completely forgot about it. I’ve brought food for everyone.” (Makoto)


      I let down the luggage as silently as possible.


      It is food, so I must be careful with it. 


      It is already at a rate where we can’t eat it all ourselves after all.


      “That’s…thanks. Is it a light meal?” (Vivi)


      Vivi-san says this slightly uneasily as she looks up. 


      As expected of her, that’s right. 


      “Yeah, it is karaage. Fried bird.” (Makoto)


      “…All of it?” (Vivi)


      “Ah, I think the alcohol and the tea will be coming any time now. When the training is done, go ahead and enjoy it with everyone.” (Makoto)


      “Why only deep-fried food…?” (Vivi)


      “Mio has been getting into that kinda cooking lately, you see. If it goes on like this, I am seriously thinking about putting it on our store as well…and maybe come here everyday to offer it to you guys.” (Makoto)


      It doesn’t run out.


      It just doesn’t.


      At this rate, not only Asora, even all the residents of Tsige will end up eating her karaage. If people who like the karaage of Mio were to show up, it would be quite the bad thing.


      When Mio gets hooked into her next menu…she won’t be making much karaage anymore after all.


      Let’s tell the kitchen team to record the recipe properly.


      “The Kuzunoha Company is really peaceful.” (Ryoma)


      “…Really? Just thinking about the mass production of these deep-fried foods is giving me a heartburn.” (Vivi)


      “By the way, how are we going to bring the stuff out?” (Noma) 


      “Aah, this is actually a masterpiece of the dwarves, the karaage server 4L size. If you open this here and press the switch at the side…” (Makoto)


      Piping hot karaages roll out along with a delicious smell.


      Yeah, technology that everyone would agree is a waste.


      Saying they wanted to preserve them in their best state, as per usual, the craftsmen went wild and created this. 


      By the way, the S size can properly be placed on a table.


      Why didn’t the elder dwarves get satisfied with that much?


      If we think about the utility, you can just use a magic bag if there’s a lot. 


      But they said stuff like ‘with that, you can’t adjust the minute environment details and make the pass of time completely zero’. It was already gibberish for me.


      What they added at the end was ‘also, making it look big would be more awesome’, which I can’t help but think that’s the actual reason.


      The liquor server of the same vein was also a similar case after all! 


      ““…*Gulp*.””


      The three, who weren’t familiar with this scent, seem to have had their appetites stirred. That’s a relief.


      I want them to like it, eat it with joy, and eat a whole lot. 


      “Well then, I will be taking my leave. If there’s signs of anything else, please tell us as well, even if it is after the fact.” (Makoto)


      Saying this, I leave.


      !!


      Ah, right! 


      Let’s bring it to the orphanage too. 


      There’s a whole lot of growing children with hearty appetites there! 


      Alright, my pretext of ‘checking whether they are properly doing their something-something training’ to share the food has been successfully accomplished! 

    

  


  


  
    Chapter 351: Place of Announcement


    
      At the time when I finished the distribution of the karaage to the people around, just at the time when I was thinking about returning to Asora before dinner, I received an urgent call from the Merchant Guild.


      Fortunately, I was in the company, so I could immediately respond to it, and after I finished dressing, I headed to the guild, and arrived at the meeting room that I was pointed out to.


      “This place is…” (Makoto)


      For a moment, I thought that I got the wrong room.


      Rembrandt-san is at the deepest part of the room.


      He is already the merchant that I have been the most acquainted with, so there’s no problem in the difference in standing, but the other ones are all big names even I know of, and there’s also a number of them I am not familiar with.


      This clearly is a gathering of merchants that are at the top of Tsige. 


      The merchants that I am acquainted with on the side had a completely different expression on their face.


      “Heya. We have been waiting for you, the representative of the Kuzunoha Company, Raidou-kun. Your seat is over here.” (Rembrandt)


      Rembrandt-san beckons me over with his usual demeanor, and I find the seat designated to me.


      …Okay?


      It is at the side of Rembrandt-san.


      There certainly is an empty seat there.


      But in front of Rembrandt-.san, at both sides of the big table, there’s 2 seats each side for a total of 4 that are completely full.


      Representatives of companies that are prominent in Tsige are sitting there.


      And you are telling me to go there in this setup?


      Seriously, what business is there today?


      But standing here won’t change anything.


      Without much choice, I lowered my head to the representative of the Muzo Company that is the top in the material related businesses, and the representative of the Couple Company, that revolutionized the circulation of goods, as I passed by. 


      And arrive at the side of Rembrandt-san.


      I don’t have a good feeling about this situation.


      “Now then, illustrious dignitaries, the one here is the eye of the storm, the representative of the Kuzunoha Company, the sensation of the time, Raidou-kun.” (Rembrandt)


      What an introduction.


      “Nice to meet you, I am the representative of the Kuzunoha Company. My name is Raidou. I have come here after being told it was an urgent matter.” (Makoto)


      “As I told everyone the other day, he has returned from Dusk Street with all limbs attached. Regarding his connection with the Mist Town, it was apparently the scheme of the kidnapper elf of that same street, right?” (Rembrandt)


      “Ah, yes. It was a rumor with no base or backing at all, but I apologize for the disturbance it may have caused.” (Makoto)


      With Rio now gone, that place is in slight chaos.


      Unfortunately for them, there’s no one there who has the influential power to take his place.


      For good or for worse, they do as they please. It was a den of peculiar people. 


      It seems like they are backstabbing each other as well, so if you want to destroy the very form of the Dusk Street, this is the time to do it.


      Rembrandt-san seems to be aiming for something like that, and I have heard that he has placed a number of requests in the Adventurer Guild.


      “And that’s how it is. How about it, everyone? As you can see, he can take care of his own problems, and is a person that has the minimum required abilities. At least, that’s how I evaluate him.” (Rembrandt)


      ““……””


      Minimum required abilities, you say. I simply went and came back from the Dusk Street.


      This is most likely a joke from Rembrandt-san.


      3 out of 4 were chuckling.


      The odd one out, if I remember correctly, is the owner of restaurants -or was it food carts?-…Batoma! 


      Right, the Batoma Company.


      The representative of that place was looking at me with a slightly bitter gaze.


      …The food industry is currently in an outstandingly fierce battle after all. He must be having it rough.


      There’s parts of the Kuzunoha Company that are a target of antipathy from merchants.


      This is something that can’t be helped.


      Rather, it is miraculous that ¾ of the people here are decently accepting of me.


      “He said he put an end to it, but his relationship with the Mist Town still hasn’t been made clear.” (Batoma)


      “It is true that a number of my employees have formed a connection where they can come and go from the Mist Town, but there’s also adventurers that have been able to do that recently. It is a simple matter of me having a relationship sooner than everyone else with the aforementioned place since the time I opened my store.” (Makoto)


      This should be a good time.


      I explain the setting that I have read and trained thoroughly over and over to the Batoma Company-san.


      “Don’t you think that this is too big of an advantage that you are monopolizing?” (Batoma)


      “I am not monopolizing it in the first place. If the Batoma Company wishes to have concrete trades with that place, you can form fixed term contracts with the skilled adventurers, and have them act as agents for your trades. You will most likely obtain products without any issues.” (Makoto)


      I have received reports that there’s a decent amount of adventurers coming and going from the Mist Town.


      They have been doing trades in their own ways as well, and we haven’t been obstructing them from doing so by using the name of the Kuzunoha Company.


      There’s no need to.


      “What I am asking here is why didn’t you strengthen the route between the Mist Town and Tsige to make it a certain thing, so that all the merchants in the Merchant Guild as a whole could benefit from it.” (Batoma)


      “It was a path that we pioneered at that time and we treated it like a trait of ours… I apologize. I thought that all companies did the same.” (Makoto)


      One of the traits of the Kuzunoha Company that others don’t have, the Mist Town.


      It is true that if the city were to have a stronger connection, it would increase the trades as a whole.


      But if we were to do that from the beginning, I would have had to act as the head of the Mist Town.


      I can declare with certainty that that would have been impossible.


      No matter how I think about it, being a rookie merchant who had a personal route was the best option.


      But it seems like the Batoma Company-san isn’t convinced by this, or he wants to spite me, he was still strangely irritated.


      “Yeah, obtaining personal routes is something that everyone desperately does. Also, the Kuzunoha Company is a brave fighter that chose a miscellaneous store when registering. Without their particular trait of having a connection with the Mist Town as their pulling point, it would have been reckless.” (Rembrandt)


      Rembrandt-san’s lifeboat came.


      Yeah, as a result, that is. But I can also explain my actions of that time.


      “Also, as I have said before, we have no intentions of monopolizing it. And so, there’s no problem at all if any other company were to try and create a trading relationship with the Mist Town.” (Makoto)


      “! Hoh, then you are saying you are going to give us information about that Mist Town if asked?” (Batoma)


      Is the place of Batoma-san struggling quite a lot?


      Even if he made a connection with the Mist Town, the only good thing coming out from it for the Batoma Company would be the ingredients.


      “Actually, the rumors this time around have reached that place as well, and they are terribly bewildered by the rumors of the town’s lord and the Dusk Street, and so, they are also feeling resentment for it. They currently have no intentions of having a relationship between Mist Town and Tsige, but the disclosure of a certain degree of information has been allowed from me in order to undo the misunderstanding, and I have also been provided with armed forces from them.” (Makoto)


      ““!!””


      “Ah, I say armed forces, but they only acted in my investigation in the Dusk Street, and they have already returned. And so, instead of providing that information to individuals, I am thinking about giving that information to the Merchant Guild.” (Makoto)


      “This is the first time I hear of this, Raidou-kun.” (Rembrandt)


      “It is something recent. The report for that didn’t make it in time.” (Makoto)


      “Fumu…so that’s why, even though you infiltrated the Dusk Street by yourselves, you still managed to eliminate Rio and Kanta who were said to be big shots. I understand now.” (Rembrandt)


      ““?!””


      The elimination of Rio and Kanta.


      I have reported this to Rembrandt-san.


      What he heard for the first time was only the disclosure of the Mist Town’s information. However, for the others, these are decently shocking news.


      This is information of the Mist Town that’s still covered in a thick veil of mystery. 


      If it is something that could bring explosive profits to Tsige, there’s no merchant who wouldn’t be interested.


      I can tell that everyone is waiting in anticipation for my next words. 


      “The elimination of Rio, you say? You are telling me you killed that phantom?” 


      He is…from the Bronzeman Company.


      The company that brings together the blacksmiths and craftsmen.


      The fact that they put their efforts in protecting, increasing their abilities, and teaching the craftsmen, rather than concentrating on profit, makes them slightly different from your regular company.


      The representative in front of me is a half dwarf-hyuman, and quite the old timer too.


      “Along with his close aide, Kanta? If that’s true, the assistance of the Mist Town is astounding. I would like to request their assistance in the war if possible, but…the fact that they haven’t offered their help even after all the events must be their answer in itself… What a shame.” 


      The representative of the Muzo Company was admiring the power of the Mist Town.


      He handles all the materials that come from the wasteland. 


      Thanks to the recent strengthening of the adventurers, the scale of their business has increased, and lately they have begun to concentrate on the division of labor due to the fact that the wasteland is way too big to shoulder. 


      Even the material dealers are all connected in some way to him.


      In other words, he is an able person.


      “I see. That’s why Rembrandt-kun has been making moves that look as if he were looking to crush the Dusk Street. You are quite the man as well, Raidou-kun. You are here despite your age after all. It is the strength of the young that are the driving force of this city no matter the times. I am truly happy.” 


      Couple Company-san is giving out a carefree mood. 


      According to Rembrandt-san, she is in essence similar to me.


      She is the Don of goods circulation, and the Kuzunoha Company will -in some form or another- be involved with the Couple Company.


      It gives the image of Amazon.


      “The Dusk Street…could it be that, Representative Rembrandt, you are thinking about crushing that trash dump on this occasion when you are planning on making this city be reborn?” (Batoma)


      Batoma Company-san asked about the Dusk Street’s current state and the actions of Rembrandt-san with a truly surprised expression.


      “If a person here finds any use for that place in the future, or wants to have a relationship with it, I can reconsider it.” (Rembrandt)


      “No, the Batoma Company agrees. There’s no issue with it being gone.” (Batoma)


      “Bronzeman also agrees. I didn’t think that that damn street would be gone from Tsige in my lifetime. My drinks tonight will taste good.” (Bronzeman)


      “Couple also. I don’t care whether they are there or not, but there’s no need for a place where my employees and partner companies can’t enter without fearing for their lives.” (Couple)


      “In terms of Muzo, they were useful in the gathering of certain materials, but taking into account the growth of the adventurers recently, I would say it is a permissible loss. That place letting inexperienced adventurers enter illegally into the wasteland does end up hurting us in an indirect way after all.” (Muzo)


      “What about you, Raidou-kun?” (Rembrandt)


      “Our place was the one that was troubled from the weird rumors, so I obviously have no issues with the dissolving of the Dusk Street.” (Makoto)


      “Then, we will have the Dusk Street disappear. The new Tsige has no need for that place.” (Rembrandt)


      Everyone nods at that clear statement.


      It was a bit surprising that there were no objections or one-upping attempts here.


      I thought that one of them would at least be deeply connected to the Dusk Street. That maybe they were so good at hiding it, even we couldn’t get their names out when we were investigating.


      “Is it okay to think that those rumors were completely made-up and that the city will calm down now, Raidou-kun?” (Rembrandt)


      “Yes, I am sure it will directly correlate to it calming down.” (Makoto)


      The moment I answered positively to the question of Rembrandt-san, everyone in the surroundings let out a sigh.


      As if in relief.


      Hmm.


      I am in a fully stressful environment where I am sitting in one of the chief seats, and yet, that uniform action of those big shots interested me a lot.


      “Well then, next, the main topic about the Neo Tsi—” (Rembrandt)


      “Wait please, Rembrandt-san. It is true that I also agree on telling him about this, but isn’t there an actual urgent matter from Raidou-dono?” (Muzo)


      Aah, the main topic is about the new Tsige, huh. 


      Rembrandt-san intended to tell me about that outrageous wall. 


      Too bad, PRG already told me and I confirmed it with Sakai.


      …No, I was crazy surprised though.


      “? What is it?” (Rembrandt)


      “About the Mist Town! I can say for certain that information of that town is quite important for Tsige! Leaving aside how much that would go for, I personally would want to hear it right this instant.” (Muzo)


      “Oh my, I am more interested in the nice smelling deep-fried food that Raidou-kun and the Kuzunoha Company were distributing here and there today. Instead of having it sold in the store of the black haired lady, you gave them to the mercenaries, orphans, and customers for free?” (Couple)


      The Couple-san’s place saw my fried food pilgrimage, huh.


      I think I also gave some to the delivery people, so I am sure she will be receiving a report about them eventually. 


      Also, you are at a pretty old age now. You still have an interest in fried food? 


      That’s an impressive old lady.


      “Wa?! Fried food, you say?! But he is not selling it… Even so, the Kuzunoha Company’s fried food, huh… It is displeasing…but it interests me.” (Batoma)


      Even though it began from a food cart that the Batoma are in charge of…


      When you get too big as a company, there’s problems created that even you can’t register, huh.


      “O…kay. I honestly was looking forward to disclosing that brilliant idea to him today, but…it can’t be helped. Let’s hear the information of the Mis Town first. Right, can you deliver that fried food here too?” (Rembrandt)


      “Eh, yeah. It is okay. Then, I will immediately bring some here.” (Makoto)


      “How sly. So you were properly keeping some in wait, huh. Hahaha, then, tell us about the so-popular town to a degree that was allowed to you.” (Rembrandt)


      Rembrandt-san smiles.


      Regardless of the situation, having him by my side as an ally gives me peace of mind.


      Well…regarding the fried food, it is no scheme or anything, it is just that it simply doesn’t decrease in numbers though.


      It is a saving that it is mostly well received by everyone.


      Now then…


      “Well then, I will talk about the Mist Town. There may already be existing information that has been provided by adventurers, but please do forgive me for that.” (Makoto)


      It is a good opportunity.


      I will have the big shots of Tsige properly know about the current Mist Town and their stance.


      I slowly begin to explain about the town of Asora in this meeting room where I am out-of-place.


      Chapter 352: Plus One

    

  


  
    
      The meeting room after Raidou left.


      There was a hard to explain atmosphere.


      A person in front of them had opened up, and yet, it was an atmosphere as if they would get severely burned if they were to retort to it. 


      That’s the kind of atmosphere there was if we were to explain it in words.


      “Hmm, it is a happy thing that we were able to obtain new information regarding the Mist Town without expecting it, but…we now have to finish this annoying war faster. Even though everyone has a mountain of work already. Man, this is troubling.” (Rembrandt)


      The only one who was acting all playful was Patrick Rembrandt.


      The reason he purposely acted like this was to show the others how close the Kuzunoha Company and the Rembrandt Company are.


      He is appealing to his surroundings that he isn’t shocked by the information that he revealed, and that he is already seeing ahead of that so there’s no need to grieve.


      “…This is just to confirm, but they are definitely still hiding something unbelievable. The relationship between the Kuzunoha Company and the Mist Town is still a mystery. Even while knowing this, you are still smiling like that, right, Rembrandt-san?” (Muzo)


      “Of course, Muzo-san. But right now Raidou-kun is the only method we merchants have to know about the will of the Mist Town. Also, the precision of the information he brings. This is in a sense also pretty fearsome, but…from the information he has reported to me and Tsige, there’s not a single one that has been wrong.” (Rembrandt)


      While they were listening to the explanation of Raidou, the first thing that they felt was the strangeness of the contents.


      He was explaining internal information about a place that they couldn’t get any information about as if it were natural, so it was normal for the people around to feel it was off.


      Also, compared to the information that they slowly obtained from the adventurers, the details and the depth of it was on a whole other plane. 


      The representative of the Muzo Company grumbling to Rembrandt, right after the person in question left was also a natural thing, and the response of Rembrandt was fearsome.


      “Right. Even the party of Bir-kun I have been getting close to lately, according to what Raidou-kun has said, are still in a pretty shallow part of the place. A town that is divided by several walls, an arena where they compete in their strength, the abnormality of many races living together in harmony, and the existence of a lord. Honestly speaking, that boy knew too much. It was as if he were saying ‘this is all I can tell you, but I am still hiding a lot more’. If I were to be done something like that on purpose, I would be impressed, but…Raidou-kun is most likely doing it unconsciously.” (Couple)


      “What, so the lady of Couple had an eye on Birgit, huh. Then it would be better if we didn’t go too far with them…” (Bronzeman)


      “Oh my, don’t worry about it. The weapon he uses is special, and it is really important for adventurers to have a relationship with skilled craftsmen. Let’s get along and support them together.” (Couple)


      “Sorry about that. He is a katana specialist on a whole other level, you see. He is a good reference for how to maintain the katanas and learn how they are used. Thanks.” (Bronzeman)


      The representative of the Couple Company noticed that Raidou was not revealing this information because he had a plan, he was simply speaking from the heart, which slightly amazed her and troubled her.


      As a result, it was a situation where no one could retort, which could also be attributed to how excellent the brain of the Kuzunoha Company is, but they also felt slight danger from it. 


      The one who reacted to the name of Bir was the representative of the Bronzeman Company. 


      Bir Sheet.


      Having the bitter experience of returning safely from the complete annihilation of three parties while in the middle of a request, managed to reform his party, and is one of the adventurers that has been on the growth rise recently. 


      He has a rare job called Samurai, and he has taken the katana as his favored weapon, and when he needs to maintain and improve his katana with a blacksmith, the Bronzeman Company greatly benefits from it. 


      It wasn’t strange for her to request the Bronzeman Company to raise their ability so that he can live for longer. 


      Several big companies supporting one party isn’t seen often, but this time around, it is rare to see that there wasn’t any dispute and was wrapped up just like that.


      “He wasn’t aware that they were  flickering their military power to tell us it is a bad idea to mess with them. You are getting along with quite the dangerous person, Representative Rembrandt. Man, I don’t know if to call you a person with a really big heart, or a daredevil.” (Batoma)


      “I assure you that he has no bad intentions. But it is not as if I don’t understand how you feel, Representative Batoma. If people like us who are a bundle of distrust were to hear something from people like him, we certainly would also fear the potential power that the Kuzunoha Company has.” (Rembrandt)


      The Batoma Company’s representative was complaining about the way of acting of Raidou with a bitter expression.


      For him who managed to climb all the way up the food industry from one food cart, he was the kind of person that despised settlements that would assert their dominance through violence. 


      That’s why he joined forces with people of the same trade, and by prioritizing connections from the side, he created a system called a company alliance.


      He had the guild acknowledge this, and put a long time in his efforts to develop the food industry in this city into one that doesn’t bend to violence. 


      Even if unconsciously or without any ill intentions, it couldn’t be helped that he would feel displeasure towards the contents of what Raidou said.


      Rembrandt is aware of the background of the Batoma Company, and so he cuts it off by labeling it as distrust. 


      “Don’t bully the Batoma-kun place too much. Hey, Rembrandt-kun, the reality of things is that only the Kuzunoha Company can obtain a stable supply of goods from the Mist Town. Has he opened up in regards to the distribution method of that? That’s what this old lady would want to know~.” (Couple)


      “For our place, it would be the outrageous weapon making techniques of the craftsmen there. They are clearly holding back, and yet, their techniques are several times better than ours, which is just tough to swallow. They call themselves with the name of an ancient species like the elder dwarves, but leaving aside whether that’s true or not, their ability is without doubt on that level. Regardless of if that’s the results of the Mist Town, or that was how skilled they were originally, I would like to have them take disciples if possible.” (Bronzeman)


      “As for the Muzo Company, there isn’t anything particularly special we are seeking from them, but…regarding the Kuzunoha Company that can make such a show of presence in this place, shouldn’t we be accepting them officially into our ranks? I assume Rembrandt-san has been thinking about this a long time ago.” (Muzo)


      The requests for each company for the Kuzunoha Company were flying towards Rembrandt. 


      The reason why they didn’t do so when the person himself was present was purely because they were scared.


      Everyone was appraising him to see just how much contact they could have with him.


      It is also because they felt instinctively that, depending on the situation, it might be dangerous.


      Within all that, the Muzo Company didn’t have any special requests, and just proposed the idea of acknowledging the Kuzunoha Company as one of the top companies of Tsige. 


      Of course he has a reason for that. 


      The Kuzunoha Company has become an indispensable trading place for the Muzo Company. 


      Regardless if it is a material that they need urgently, or a material they need that originates from the Mist Town, he is aware that he has asked for pretty difficult requests from him.


      Of course, he is requesting in quite large sums, but if he were to request the same amount of things in other places, there’s a good number of times when they wouldn’t be able to manage.


      A miscellaneous store in a sense puts its hand in all the industries, but the Kuzunoha Company is able to coexist with the Muzo Company until now without any animosity. 


      For example; at the latest, the Batoma Company seems to be on the verge of getting into a dispute with the Kuzunoha Company, but the Muzo Company has decided to take the side of the Kuzunoha Company if it ever comes into a confrontation between both sides.


      That’s how much of a sense of duty he feels towards the Kuzunoha Company.


      If he had done so, Raidou would have admired it as an action that laid the groundwork for the future. 


      The saddening part is that his urgent request is being treated as a pocket money job given to Akua, Eris, and Komoe. 


      Of course, the Forest Oni Eris, who is a competent and loyal employee, has formed a positive connection with the Muzo Company with her deep scheming vision, and there’s no doubt that she has maintained like so because of this. 


      Anyways, Raidou has left it in their hands.


      “…I wonder about that. You all may have your own thoughts regarding this, but he is the type that doesn’t find it appealing to be given a post and be tied down by a single city. I don’t think there’s any need to push him to be a part of this committee.” (Rembrandt)


      “I think that’s a wise decision, Representative Rembrandt.” (Batoma)


      “Thanks, Representative Batoma. I don’t want to be hated by him either, you see. I always think I want to be a sincere friend to him. Right… Raidou-kun is an important friend of Tsige, and I think he is someone that must be a +1.” (Rembrandt)


      Those words made the place fall silent for an instant. 


      “…I see. I will keep that in mind.” (Batoma) 


      “A sincere friend, huh. I too will be more careful now.” (Muzo)


      “That sounds good. Maybe I should surprise him next time by going to his place with tea and snacks?” (Couple)


      “At that time, bring me along too, madam. I want to peek at their workshop once.” (Bronzeman)


      Understanding the way to interact with the Kuzunoha Company, every company representative gives their own opinion.


      They immediately understood what the Rembrandt Company’s representative meant when he said that he doesn’t want to be hated.


      Even if the relationship worsens, think of how to fix it. 


      For a merchant, for a company, this is an important thing to know. 


      It is not like there are changes of ownership in the places that they have business trades with.


      It is extremely important to know how to fix the mood of the other party. 


      If you know how to, there’s times when you can utilize the emotions of the other party to obtain information and proceed transactions in a more advantageous position. 


      In a sense, you could say it is his weakness.


      However, the representative of the Rembrandt Company, that could do most of anything in this city and would still be given a pass, clearly stated that he didn’t want to be hated by them. 


      He was talking in the sense that he would like to be a true friend, but he also understands how the people around him would take it as.


      He is an evil man.


      In other words, Rembrandt is the one who has had the longest and deepest connection with Raidou, but he still doesn’t know how to fix their relationship if it were to ever turn sour, so he is afraid of being hated.


      He knows that this is how his surroundings are going to take it as, and so he purposely used the word ‘I don’t want to be hated’.


      “Well, he was pretty surprised about the Neo Tsige plan that we spoke of after, so let’s just say that both sides got their own share of shocks.” (Rembrandt)


      “…It seemed like he was already on the know in regards to the walls though.” (Muzo)


      Rembrandt suddenly changed the topic, and the Muzo Representative retorts calmly. 


      “That surprised me as well. Just what kind of information network makes that possible?” (Rembrandt)


      “I heard that one of the materials used for the wall was provided by the Kuzunoha Company. Don’t you think that might be the reason why?” (Couple)


      “Couple-san…the idea of using that in the defensive wall, I honestly think it is quite the brilliant idea even for me, you know? Why was it seen through in a single go?” (Rembrandt)


      “That’s a rare material that was brought by the adventurers from the Mist Town at a point in time, right? It is similar to asbestos, but its performance is clearly on a whole different dimension -even when compared to the trial product that we are making utilizing glass and several other materials mixed. When I got only a handful of it and analyzed it, I felt like I was going crazy. But you thinking about putting that in all of the outer walls of the city makes you pretty crazy yourself.” (Bronzeman)


      “Right. ‘If we could get a stable method to obtain them in large quantities…’, is what I thought when I stealthily gave the request to the adventurers, but…when I saw the reconstruction of the Weitz Orphanage, Raidou-kun’s place was already using them in large quantities. I barely managed to endure it, but I felt as if my jaw was going to drop there. It is a material they apparently created to recycle the jewel waste remaining after being used as a catalyst for magic.” (Rembrandt)


      ‘No, you are also crazy yourself’, is what the representative Bronzeman retorted with, but Rembrandt didn’t show signs of minding.


      Its origin and way of making it, he leaked it out clearly on purpose.


      “Seriously?! That talked about orphanage was made from such unbelievable material?! …Eh? Oi oi, you just nonchalantly mentioned the manufacturing method, didn’t you?!” (Bronzeman)


      “They have a garden on the third floor after all. Was it called a sky garden? …I think that if the people of the orphanage were to accept visitors, they could get quite the profits from it. It seems like they have also set an elevator for Kuzunoha Company’s use which is vexing.” (Rembrandt)


      “Oi oi, are you serious?! You are quite the nice guy today! Alright, the Weitz Orphanage, right? If we use a number of our craftsmen to provide regular maintenance…hehehe. If we were to tell them that it will be at the astounding price of free, the orphanage won’t refuse.” (Bronzeman)


      The Bronzeman representative puts both of his fists together and, with the face of a craftsman and a merchant, he thinks about how to move in the future. 


      “Oh my, they have a garden like that too? I heard they made something incredible, but that sounds wonderful. The Weitz Orphanage, was it? I will prepare gifts and pay them a visit someday.” (Couple)


      “I am sure it will be a good experience, Couple-san.” (Rembrandt)


      “Now that I think about it, Rembrandt-san, that Ginebia-san person, you had her cooperate early on and we have managed to secure the transportation route for the supplies till the walls without any issues, but…” (Couple)


      “…Yeah.” (Rembrandt)


      Right after the peaceful statement, the eyes of the Couple Representative had a sharp light show up in them as she looked at Rembrandt.


      Eyes that weren’t fitting for an old lady.


      The reason why some people would say that she is a wolf in the skin of a granny. 


      “There’s quite a lot of supplies being sent there, right? I will take responsibility in transporting them with certainty…but there’s medicine, clothing, and food; and in quite the large amounts at that. I am from an already past generation now, but…I despise people that are wasteful with supplies, you know.” (Couple)


      “I am aware of that.” (Rembrandt)


      “It is okay to continue transporting the goods in that same pace and amount, right? There won’t be something as pathetic as having the things stolen by bandits at the location, right?” (Couple)


      “Of course. I understand that it is a worrying amount, but it is exactly because they are all necessary that we are moving them.” (Rembrandt)


      “…Is that so. Sorry about that. The age is really getting to me. I have become a worrywart.  It is rare to see Rembrandt-kun being so into a job, you see. You are the type that mostly just crushes the other side with plenty of leeway after all -that’s why.” (Couple)


      “I am just showing as if I have a lot of leeway, Couple-san. If you were to peek inside, you would be able to tell that I am not as big as people think I am.” (Rembrandt)


      With a smile that shows a lot of leeway, Rembrandt scratches his head.


      “That’s surprising. I feel a lot more relieved now. In that case…maybe it is about time I resolve myself and bring out from my own pocket too?” (Couple)


      “……”


      ““?””


      Only the smile of Rembrandt remained on his face. 


      His eyes changed into those of someone looking at a business competition. 


      The other three companies seem to still not understand what the Couple Representative meant, they showed their confusion.


      After all, in the crazy proposal of the Neo Tsige, Rembrandt was the instigator, and Couple was the first to ally. 


      Unless she reveals it with some sort of intention in mind, the people here won’t be able to know about the planned layout of the future Tsige. 


      The ones looking at the goal, the ones who are looking further ahead from that goal, the ones who can read it to a certain extent, and ones who are still feeling that this is all dreamtalk; you could clearly feel that difference here.


      “The Rembrandt Company is putting out an outstanding amount of money, right? Honestly speaking, it has surpassed what I predicted a long time ago. It seems like you still haven’t fallen into debt, but it is to a degree that I think you intend to release all the power you have been accumulating.” (Couple)


      “…”


      “Whether it be the abnormal amount of goods, or the purchase of the jewel wool; it is on the level where you can buy several countries.” (Couple)


      The other representatives nod at this.


      They have done the suitable amount of purchases to call themselves merchants of big companies and central figures of the Merchant Guild.


      But the Rembrandt Company has not only surpassed that by a mile, but has shot straight up. 


      Even if there’s mercenaries and hired adventurers from the companies in the strategy front of the war, the one with the most influence in this is without a doubt the Rembrandt Company. 


      They are the ones putting the money, so the weight of his words is strong. That’s in part the reason, but he has also brought out novel plans that are powerful and effective.


      At present, he is a merchant but also working as a governor. 


      Why Rembrandt is putting out money: For the sake of his dream, for the sake of the city; ignoring all profits…was by no means the reason. 


      He knows about the thing called war to a certain extent. 


      If you are going to do it, you have to win by any means; that’s war. That resolve is one of the reasons for not being frugal about the money. 


      However, Rembrandt was already enacting the method to regain it all for certain.


      “And so, I thought for a bit. Hey, even if we were to gain independence and gain the territory all the way to the new walls…what will happen to the ownership of the newly gained land? What do you think of doing, Rembrandt?” (Couple)


      “…Of course, if we were to do something complicated, or were to bring out something unfair, no one would agree. In this new rising of a City-State, there’s obviously no need for friction. Leaving aside the adventurers and soldiers that fought, shouldn’t it be okay for us merchants to divide the land purely according to the war expenditures they have shouldered?” (Rembrandt)


      ““Wa?!””


      “It is a method that everyone can agree with, on top of that, it is the method that you would benefit the most with, and even if we wanted to complain about it, we wouldn’t be able to. You really are one scary boy.” (Couple)


      The Couple Representative sighs. 


      If Rembrandt continues with his crazy expenses, and Tsige manages to gain independence, most of the rights from the newly acquired land will go to him. 


      The price of the land in Tsige that endlessly rises in value.


      The one here who has the most knowledge in real estate is Rembrandt. 


      He hasn’t allowed a single company to line up or surpass him in regards to real estate and financing.


      In Tsige, the ones in that industry are mostly absorbed to other places or fall before they can reach the doors of success. 


      Even in the know-hows, there’s no group that surpasses that of the Rembrandt Company. 


      In the case that the land is divided from the good places first, all the close locations will be in the hands of the Rembrandt Company, and the other places, they would have to buy them at a high price if they needed it, or make it work with a piece of land that is far away from the current city. 


      “If we don’t win this war, it would all be pointless; a mere illusion. It is just one possibility of the many. It would be unfair if we didn’t properly divide the sweet rewards of victory by the efforts and money contributed. For merchants, the contribution would be money. I think it is a truly simple and easy to understand method… Don’t you think so too?” (Rembrandt)


      “Yeah, I heard you have already discussed this with the Adventurer Guild. That Tsige and the Merchant Guild will by no means do something as use and throw away a cooperator and that they will be properly recompensed. Your fame is incredibly high. It is completely different from the time when your family was in a vortex of misfortune.” (Couple)


      “I am simply acting for the sake of the city. If we were to be swayed around by one’s own personal interests, it wouldn’t be any different from the times when we were under the ruling of Aion. Isn’t that right, Couple-san?” (Rembrandt)


      “It is incredible that I can’t even say that statement of yours is a lie. Now, I have to make some money. At this rate, Rembrandt-kun will be taking it all. Even if I were to try to get in his way, we will be the first ones dying if we were to lose. I don’t know at what point in time it was, but we have been smoothly pulled into it.” (Couple)


      ““….””


      The members of the meeting understood the situation and had cold sweat running down.


      It is true that, even if they were to create a gigantic city, how would they divide the newly acquired land? 


      It could temporarily be under the ownership of the newly made city management, but they are going to create a city that will be making all that land into its territory. This is a thought that hasn’t been seen before, and the city that will serve as the root of it will continue to own that land. 


      There’s no one who knows if how the nations have been doing until now about their way of handling land ownerships is the right way or not. 


      If the war is a victory, even if they were to dispute and object about it postwar, the current activeness of Rembrandt could bring even the adventurers to his side, and if he were to put out the proposal of dividing the land to provide ownerships that at a glance seem like the fair method, will it even be possible to bring out another proposal that can overturn it? 


      If handled poorly, even if the war is won, their lives might be at risk.


      Right now, the most effective way to protect themselves is to not spare any money in winning the war for the sake of Tsige.


      (That damn hag. I was thinking about cutting off the idiots that just watch all carefreely and were aiming to simply sip on the sweet fruits of victory without actually doing anything… No, maybe she began to worry about me running out of money after investigating the expenses I was taking? It is possible. With this kind of threat, the people here will without doubt take out money from their own pockets too. Tch, I was thinking about having people like Batoma fall off the ship with this one, but…maybe it would be less of a pain if I were to have him owe me one?) (Rembrandt)


      Rembrandt was silent. 


      But he was internally spitting out quite the good amount of poison towards the Couple Representative, and he wasn’t hiding the fact that he was appraising the other companies.


      (Oh my, oh my. Could it be that he still had leeway in his pocket? Then I might have done something a little bad there. It is just as Rembrandt-kun says, there’s no point in any of this if we don’t win the war. If everything goes well, all of this can actually happen, but…just where is all that confidence from this boy coming from? What with the Ginebia-san person that could use a massive transportation technique that felt as if it erased all disadvantages of teleportation, the fact that the top of the Adventurer Guild has come to this city…just how long has it been since my blood has boiled this much? Aah, if only I was younger, I would be more…) (Couple)


      The Couple Representative was once again showing the face of a wolf licking its lips below her mask.


      She still hasn’t reached the reason as to why Rembrandt feels complete confidence in victory, but she has decided that, from today on, she will be going all in on the independence of Tsige.


      “Hahaha, what are you saying? Let’s aim for the independence of Tsige together. Doesn’t that make us partners, Couple-san? I will do my very best. I believe that everyone will also be doing their best as well.” (Rembrandt)


      “Right. I will think of this festival as my last bloom in life and do my best. I will be in your care, everyone.” (Couple)


      “What are you saying? You are still plenty young. Hahahaha.” (Rembrandt)


      ““……””


      Unbelievably dry laughs reverberated in the place, and eventually dissipated. 


      There was no announcement to disperse, but with someone standing as the signal, the five of them exited the meeting room.


      Aside from the two who were showing carefreeness as they left last, the others were not smiling. 

    

  


  


  
    Chapter 353: Go, Shogi, and Boxing


    
      “It is rare for Tomoe and Ema to be out together.” 


      I can tell that Tomoe must have chased after the tracks of Toa due to her burning interest in the Tobikato Job.


      But what is Ema doing?


      She normally doesn’t leave Asora, so those two going out is quite hard to imagine. 


      “Eh? Yeah, Shiki is at the Academy…Mio is in the kitchen. Hm, understood. Thanks.”
 (Makoto)


      I received the report of the wingedkin that came in the stead of Ema, and I now know where everyone is. 


      Fumu…


      I know where the adventurers are entering from, so…I will avoid those places, and walk around the place for a bit. 


      I normally teleport directly to the place I want to go to, and from what I can see from outside my window, I can tell that there’s a cycle of expansion and remodelations.


      I do want to check out the details of how they are doing right now. 


      If this were Japan, there would be the need to have detailed blueprints and do negotiations for remodelations, but this is Asora.


      Thanks to magic, the time it takes is short, and because we have decided that the ownership of the land is on me, we won’t have disputes about rights or whatever.


      Things proceed quite smoothly. 


      I thought that democracy and freedom were the ideal standards of society. 


      But when I think about it, it is not like my homeland, Japan, was the ideal society that humanity can reach. 


      It was just me simply ending up being born by coincidence in a nation with that system of several thousands of years of history.


      In the first place, Asora isn’t a society built from humans. 


      No, it is a society without hyumans. 


      There might be the need to think about what to do from now on in the near future.


      The population is getting pretty high, so there will definitely be a need for order. There’s a chance that bureaucracy or dictatorship may be the systems that will fit the best…


      Alright, let’s think about slightly complicated stuff while I walk to the area where the arena is.


      I was thinking that, but an unusual assortment of guests entered through the large entrance door. 


      “Tamaki and Sari? What’s the matter? Coming all the way here.” (Makoto)


      “This is… Could it be that you are going out, Waka-sama?” (Tamaki)


      Tamaki in her shrine maiden outfit saw me and easily deduced what I was going to do.


      “I am not in a hurry. If there’s something you want to report, I will listen.” (Makoto)


      “I heard that Tsige is currently in an emergency state…is that okay?” (Sari)


      I don’t know who she heard it from, but it seems she is aware of information about Tsige and confirmed with me. 


      Well, there’s no problems with that. 


      If possible, I would like to share the information with a good number of people and hear their opinions, but it is not a pressing matter that requires immediate attention.


      “They are currently in a war with Aion. But there’s not much for me to do in that anyways.” (Makoto)


      “…If there’s a little bit you can do, wouldn’t it be better to do so and make things more certain?” (Sari)


      “It will be after both armies have clashed. They told me that if the Apostle of the Goddess were to show up, to fight it.” (Makoto)


      “The Apostle of the Goddess…? Are you saying they are cooperating with the Aion Kingdom without grouping up with the heroes?” (Sari)


      Sari knows about the Apostles of the Goddess?


      According to her predictions, it should be the timing to be meeting with the heroes?


      “That seems to be the case. It is because the Apostle of the Goddess lent a hand that the revolutionary army ended up in a losing state in one go.” (Makoto)


      “…”


      “My information is already not the most recent, but is there a reason for the Aion Kingdom to be involving themselves with the Goddess and the Apostle?” (Sari)


      Tamaki maintained silence, and Sari seems to not agree with the actions of the Apostle. 


      “It is filled with mysteries. Aion used spies to divide Tsige from the inside, and the revolutionary army and the Anti-Goddess Cult got involved and they seem to be cooperating with each other at a glance… It is a complete mess. The top of the Adventurer Guild came to Tsige, an abnormal wall was created…and according to Rembrandt-san, it is apparently going to come to an end soon. What do you two think?” (Makoto)


      “…You ask us what we think, but Sari and I both don’t have much information. It seems like Sari knows about the Apostle that turned around the tables of the war once, but I’ve got no clue.” (Tamaki)


      “The Apostles of the Goddess were opponents we would have had to fight eventually, so we gathered as much information as possible. We had a number of plans prepared for it -with the resolve of having casualties for it.” (Sari)


      “…Related to the Demon Generals?” (Makoto)


      “Eh?!” (Sari)


      No, there’s no need to be surprised by that.


      For some reason, Sari got really surprised.


      “No, you see, I had a match with all the Demon Generals, right? I think Io was going at almost full power there, but…Mokuren-san (was it?) and Rona, I felt like those two were hiding something. I don’t think Zef-san would face a big enemy like the Apostles with brute force, and…you and the other children are honestly one or two steps weaker than the Demon Generals. In that case, I was thinking that it might be possible that one of those two would be facing the Apostles with the resolve of dropping their lives in the process.” (Makoto)


      A simple deduction.


      The demons have an easy to understand organization structure of Demon Lord, Demon Generals, counselors, squad captains, and soldiers. 


      Demon Generals are the close aides of the Demon Lord, and in a lot of meanings they are the strongest amongst the demons. 


      I used Sakai to confirm the people currently in that metropolis, and there weren’t any individuals who surpassed Zef and the Demon Generals.


      If it is as Sari says and they have a countermeasure for the Apostles, it would fall onto the hands of the Demon Generals to make it happen. 


      They must have a trump card that allows them to oppose the Apostles.


      “I am impressed.” (Sari)


      “Waka-sama, that’s a splendid deduction. But if you have gotten used to that level of deduction, you should be able to read the plans of Rembrandt and Tsige to a certain degree, right? Since you are fellow hyumans and everything.” (Tamaki)


      “…About that, Rembrandt-san is looking far ahead into the future after the war already. Even the wall I told you about before…well, this is a good opportunity. Can I have you two listen to what I know about the current state of things and hear a little about your opinions?” (Makoto)


      “…Is that okay? Sari and I are people who have been strictly ordered not to leave Asora, right?” (Tamaki)


      “Getting information from the outside doesn’t equal going to the outside. Well, I have a variety of things in my mind, you see. I am not forcing you here though.” (Makoto)


      ““Gladly.””


      For some reason they are in sync. 


      I don’t think there’s nothing to be bored about in Asora, but they most likely do want information from the outside. 


      Tamaki does get information from my followers every now and then when they pass by each other though.


      I guided the two to my room and showed them the documents with the information that was arranged by Tomoe and Ema. 


      Tamaki was reading that calmly…no, she is trying to look calm, but she is actually pretty interested here. 


      I could easily tell that Sari was reading the information as if gobbling it up.


      These two might be unexpectedly  similar to each other.


      It is true that they do have the common point of me telling them since the very beginning that I won’t be letting them go out of Asora.


      Ah, they are also similar in the sense that they are schemers and there’s times when I can’t tell what they are thinking.


      In Tamaki’s case…I honestly can’t get a grasp of her yet, so I can’t have her do as she pleases.


      She is currently putting her heart into the management of the temple and shrine gifted by Daikokuten-sama.


      Even though we have safely done the pact…


      But what’s truly mysterious is that, I don’t really hate the part of not being able to open my heart completely to Tamaki.


      There’s certainly a part of me that feels this unstable relationship as relaxing. 


      As for Sari, she is a demon, and her standing is decently high, so it is not really her that’s dangerous but her standing. That’s why I wouldn’t be able to bring her out for jobs related to the company. 


      However, I don’t mind if it is things related to the Mist Town, so while she is in her exchange of the sea and land side, I could have her learn a little bit about the work on the town side as well. 


      We can push the narrative that there’s demons in the town too.


      …In that case, the fact that there’s no hyumans would stand out even more, huh.


      Hmm, hyumans, huh.


      That’s complicated.


      I placed an elbow on the desk and watched over them with a hand on my chin. Tamaki and Sari seem to have begun a friendly talk.


      Friendly? No, it is more like a superior and subordinate? 


      Like the time after a meeting where you are now exchanging ideas with documents in hand.


      “…Walking on a tightrope…nonsensical…the position of the walls…what about the adventurers…?” 


      “…No hesitation…the meaning is ingenious, but…the elimination of the Apostle…getting the Golden Highway dragged in it…” 


      I could hear bits and pieces of their conversation. 


      The position of the wall, huh. I don’t know that either. 


      Even if they had to create a new one, why that location?


      Isn’t it too far? 


      About the elimination of the Apostle, once it appears, I will take over that matter.


      Things ended up like that while we were enjoying the hot springs.


      About the Golden Highway as well, making outer walls at both sides of it has never been heard of before. The Adventurer Guild and the Merchant Guild are involved in the Golden Highway as well, and the major powers have officially recognized that place as a neutral zone. It would be inconvenient otherwise after all…


      I don’t know how the army will be dealing with that. 


      Aion surpasses Tsige in numbers by a large degree, so even with a wall, I don’t think they will be taking the front clash. 


      There’s quite the large amounts of supplies being transported to the walls. 


      The normal thought is that it will be needed because they will be fighting back, right?


      I try to read ahead with my nonexistent brain, but it doesn’t go well. 


      On the other hand, Tamaki and Sari nod at each other and come in front of me. 


      “Oh, caught anything?” (Makoto)


      “…Yes. Just that, if this merchant called Rembrandt is talking about an end in the current state of things, we have arrived at the conclusion that he is crazy.” (Sari)


      “Well, I do think he is not your average Joe.” (Tamaki)


      Tamaki seems to nod at that. 


      “I have been taught *shogi* since coming to Asora.” (Sari) <Japanese chess.>


      “…Yeah, you two are really really strong to the point that I can’t match you at all.” (Makoto)


      “If we were to make a comparison with the current flow of things, it looks like a tied battle in the mid stages.” (Sari)


      “Tied? Mid stage?” (Makoto)


      “Yes, reading the end of it at this stage would be a tough task even for the highest of shogi masters. After being taught by Tamaki-sama, I have been able to read around 14 moves ahead, but with just that much, I would still be far from being able to achieve that.” (Sari)


      …Shogi.


      There’s unexpectedly quite a lot of people who like Go and Shogi in Asora.


      I think they are completely different thought patterns to actual military strategies and war, but there’s a lot of people who get into it.


      It is to the point that, even at the arena I was planning on going to today, there have been plans of making a tower on the side for people who play go and shogi.


      I may be weak at those games, but there was no reason for me to oppose it. I did ask why a tower, but I did allow the making of it. 


      By the way, I can do my all and manage a three moves ahead battle for checkmate. 


      I am totally no good at Go.


      14 moves? 


      It is on the level where I am even questioning what this girl is saying.


      The ones who would be able to manage something like that would be a certain number of fanatics; I want to emphasize this point as your average citizen.


      “I honestly feel the same way. I have no idea what kind of picture this Rembrandt man has drawn inside his head. If I were to confront him directly and get a grasp of his personality, the story may have been different, but with the current information, it is chaos. Even if the Apostle will be smitten by Waka-sama, I have no idea how he will be overturning the absolute difference in military power…” (Tamaki)


      No way, not even Tamaki can read it? 


      If we go by what Sari said, she is someone who can read ahead by more than 14 moves though.


      “However, from what I have read in these documents, it certainly is true that Tsige is already making moves for after they gain independence. They have given requests for the adventurers to clear out the mamonos inside the area, and there’s a number of them who have even been given the job of paving the road. They are clearly showing moves that are under the conviction that they will gain independence.” (Tamaki)


      “The outrageous idea of maintaining everything inside of the wall as a division might be barely possible to think of for a person that has been acquainted with Waka-sama. It is something similar to the cities of Japan after all. However, no matter how good of a relationship they have with the adventurers, and have an excellent mercenary group instructing them, there’s not enough time and no decisive factor to say for sure that they will be winning the war. They can’t really rely on the reinforcements of other countries, and even if we think about the location, it is clear that they can’t anticipate supplies from anywhere aside from the Golden Highway. In other words, the choice of a long drawn battle is taken out of the equation from the very beginning…” (Tamaki)


      The two of them groan again.


      I am relieved that it isn’t only me, but the uneasiness about whether Tsige will be okay has been born with a big cry.


      But he seems to be sure about it though.


      There would be small and mid sized companies that would come to our company to gather information or seek protection from us in this times of war, but Rembrandt-san has been pumping out plans after plans with so much confidence that, lately, the talks have switched from whether we are going to win the war or not to when we are going to win and get this over with.


      Well, it is that, huh. 


      Rembrandt-san must have a secret weapon that not even we know of. 


      “Even the skilled manager of the demons and the schemer of Asora have trouble deciphering it, huh.” (Makoto)


      “I am sorry that I couldn’t be of help…” (Sari)


      “Rather than saying I don’t get it, it is more like…wait, what’s that about the schemer of Asora?! That sounds like a terribly slanderous nickname!” (Tamaki)


      “Yeah, they probably have a plan on Tsige’s side that we don’t know about. Pretty sure about this.” (Makoto)


      “…Yeah, I feel that way. But in this board, even if the pieces at hand were to increase, an assured victory is just…” (Tamaki)


      Tamaki felt that they still had cards they haven’t shown, and mutters vexed that they might be the key.


      However, she doesn’t know what kind of trump card it is. 


      In that case, it is most likely…


      “Then, maybe it isn’t on the board.” (Makoto)


      ““?””


      “Meaning that tactics outside the board might be a type of plan. No matter how you compare one thing with another, a war is a war, shogi is shogi. It doesn’t begin with the same conditions, and there’s no wait time for each side—” (Makoto)


      “! I see!” (Tamaki)


      “Tamaki?” (Makoto)


      “No, I still don’t know the reasons, but Rembrandt is no soldier or tactician. However, if he is facing this war as a merchant, the tactics he may be thinking might be different from the norms of war.” (Tamaki)


      “?”


      “There’s no need to be polite and tag along with the opponent into a normal battle that is disadvantageous. Tsige has begun the negotiations, battle, and war with the abnormal state of dragging the adventurers from the very beginning. He talked about the independence of the city, yet he created a wall, and is trying to cut off territory on their own convenience. This is something that you may already know, Waka-sama, but this might be something similar to shogi boxing.” (Tamaki)


      “*Shogi boxing*, you say. That super packed one…?” (Makoto) <technically chessboxing.>


      I somewhat know about it, but in the point that anything goes, you could say it is the most similar to war. 


      “Yeah, the one where you can defeat the opponent in any of the two. Aion and the Apostle are thinking that they are fighting in shogi, but by the time they notice, they would have been punched down into a KO. That kind of curtain drop might happen, Waka-sama.” (Tamaki)


      “That would be pretty pitiful of them.” (Makoto)


      “Rather than pitiful, if that were me, I would go mad.” (Sari)


      Sari doesn’t know what shogi boxing is, but she must have tried to imagine it. 


      As a person who is on the shogi side, this is quite the natural opinion. 


      Of course she would be.


      Even though you are reading several moves ahead of your opponent, the opponent will be picturing how to beat you up and shut you down a few minutes later.


      There’s no way she would be able to stand that.


      “Haha, thanks to you two, I had fun. So, what were you two originally here for today? This is a rare pair.” (Makoto)


      “Ah, right. About the tower that will be made near the arena, we had a number of proposals in regards to the facility divisions for go and shogi.” (Sari)


      Related to that tower, huh. 


      Is that why they began to use shogi comparisons in the middle? 


      They could just get along and make it half-half.


      I am a weakling in both games, so I don’t intend to give preference to one over the other.


      They tagged along with my talk here, so it can’t be helped, I will resolve myself and hear out the proposals of both the go and shogi sides.
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      “No, I can’t get behind this.” 


      “No? I think it is a splendid game-changing idea though.” 


      In the workshop of the blacksmiths where heat is confined in and can be called the battlefield of craftsmen, two merchants were facing each other in a room of that very workshop.


      One of them is the boss of the workshop, the merchant that is the representative of the Bronzeman Company as a side-job.


      The other one is wearing elegant clothes that don’t fit the place, the representative of the Rembrandt Company. 


      One can tell from their expressions that it isn’t that fun of a conversation.


      “A division of labor is something done to increase the quality of the finished product.” (Bronzeman)


      “That’s the division of labor when it is related to creations, right? I am talking about manufactured goods here. Isn’t it wrong to see them in the same vein?” (Rembrandt)


      “…”


      “You can just teach them the knowledge and technique they individually need in a few days. There’s no need to be concerned about the whole picture or the performance of the product. By simply placing a craftsman supervising the work that even a child could do, the production capability will increase greatly. The reality is that there’s no assurance someone can obtain the creations they want. Then, isn’t it your job to think of ways to produce goods that can be obtained for a low price?” (Rembrandt)


      “My job, huh… The supervision of coarse goods that will be made through that request of yours. I consider it my job to make suitable quality products.” (Bronzeman)


      “Hmm…too bad. Then, it can’t be helped.” (Rembrandt)


      “?”


      “Your reaction was slightly different from what I expected, but we both have our own standards. Let’s leave this matter for a later time then.” (Rembrandt)


      “Huh? And here I was thinking it was rare for you to give up so easily. What is it you are trying to say?” (Bronzeman)


      This man learned that there’s no point in pressuring and threatening with words and attitude only, and ended up unconsciously showing his displeasure in his face at the inflammatory words and complaining.


      Well, these two have known each other for a long enough time to not break negotiations with just a few statements and make it a big deal to take advantage of it. This is close to a light talk that you could say could only be done exactly because they know each other for a decently lengthy amount of time. 


      “It is not like you are the past Lime Latte. I thought that you would honestly confess that your craftsmen would lose jobs, so it would be troubling. In these times when each second is precious, I overestimated you by thinking that a craftsman of your level wouldn’t do things that would require needless hassle.” (Rembrandt)


      “…Good grief. That young man had at some point turned into the face of the city. Your eyes, ears, and nose have gotten far sharper than mine a long time ago too.” (Bronzeman)


      “It is a pity that I can’t get your cooperation, but this is a production plan that is absolutely necessary to direct our eyes into the future of Tsige. Regarding the equipment, there’s the wasteland side, and that’s your territory, so I have no intentions of interfering in that. But for the daily necessities, I am sorry, but I will be beginning it when preparations are ready. I feel like there’s the need for feedback and improvements as fast as possible after all.” (Rembrandt)


      “Meaning that, you will be waiting for the time when I am the one who will come to you to lower my head? You really don’t have mercy in your dictionary. I thought you had gotten milder after that incident you had with the adventurers. Are you picking a fight with all the craftsmen this time, Rembrandt?” (Bronzeman)


      “Of course no. I highly value the production of equipment and maintenance that can only be achieved by skilled craftsmen, and the many great works that are created by their hands. Their work being reduced by my actions won’t be happening ever. I am a man that learns after all. My conflict with the adventurers made me think about a variety of things.” (Rembrandt)


      “Listen here, if the young craftsmen that are supposed to grow into those ‘highly valued skilled craftsmen’ you are talking about are gone, you can see as clear as day what would happen. The application of division of labor that you were speaking of can tear out the young craftsmen by their root.” (Bronzeman)


      “…Oh, but aren’t you raising a good amount of disciples? I have heard from the wind that you have been doing something similar to a mutual aid association between craftsmen though?” (Rembrandt)


      “…Glad to see you know the business of others so well. I am doing that, but I am not providing support to them in all aspects of their life. A decent craftsman cannot be made if they were to be spoiled to that extent after all.” (Bronzeman)


      The Bronzeman Representative sighed as he answered the question of Rembrandt. 


      Exasperated by the fact that he knows about the internal matters of other companies to an unpleasant extent. 


      And while at it, he was also wondering if he was listening to his explanation even though he already knows full well everything he would say. 


      The Rembrandt as of late has been fearsomely sharp. 


      In a lot of meanings. 


      The Bronzeman Representative felt a repulsive sensation as if he had already been set into a preset route. 


      “Then there really is no problem. Use them as supervisors like a side-job for these young ones to earn pocket money, and that would serve to fill up the holes.” (Rembrandt)


      “At a tasteless job that doesn’t serve in their growth as a craftsman at all?” (Bronzeman)


      “Hahaha. But ‘a decent craftsman cannot be made if they were to be spoiled to that extent’, right? I myself would want to have them increase their skills fast to a certain point. For you as well, they would still be plenty useful even when they are still fletchlings.” (Rembrandt)


      “…Tch.” (Bronzeman)


      What Rembrandt is saying isn’t wrong in essence. 


      It is true that the blacksmiths that are in the area of daily necessity products are more for pocket money than for training. 


      But the Bronzeman Representative was feeling apprehensive at forcefully changing the customs and traditions that they have been carrying and refining until now. 


      It is true that, in order to polish your skills and live by as a first rate craftsman that has a name for themselves, they need to devote to polishing themselves.


      “This is something I thought at that time as well, but there’s troubles that can be avoided if you tell the tops properly. The reality was that the relationship between Lime and I was truly toxic and filled with misunderstandings. This is what created the rift between him and I. I don’t want to repeat the same mistake. I would like to have a good relationship with you and keep a stable supply of equipment to the army.” (Rembrandt)


      Simplified division of labor. 


      This is the problem between the two, and the proposal of Rembrandt.


      The division of labor is mainly applied by craftsmen to increase the quality of a product, and this proposal was basically like breaking it from its base. 


      On the other hand, by simplifying each manufacturing process, the regular populace that didn’t have the production skills related to it will also be able to get involved in the production -this is what Rembrandt called a ground-breaking idea. 


      Depending on how you listen to it, it is basically like robbing the craftsmen of their work, and the reason the Bronzeman Representative frowned.


      “…That’s one rough joke there. Are you telling me you are even going to rely on that method with the equipment the army of Tsige will be holding?” (Bronzeman)


      The expression of the Bronzeman Representative stiffened. 


      Of course, it is because he thought that the Bronzeman Company would be the one taking care of the equipment of the Tsige army. 


      This thought of his didn’t come from conceit, but because it would require quality and amount which he can proudly say it would be impossible without them being involved.


      “It is true that there’s the need to properly consider just how many layers and how much of a quality the given equipment will have. By the way, one of my current ideas for that was to make newbie equipment with the simplified division of labor, which a number of people objected to.” (Rembrandt)


      “Are you sane? This is not like you.” (Bronzeman)


      “Really? For example; arrows. If we were to leave all of those in your hands, depending on the situation, production might not be able to keep up, don’t you think? Or would you go and tell the tacticians that you can’t increase the production rate so to make a plan that limits the amount of arrows used?” (Rembrandt)


      Even if they are currently following the demands of the adventurers, it is not like all the arrows are being handled by craftsmen. 


      Most of them are being purchased from outside companies. 


      “…Arrows, huh. It is true that, aside from ones for special use, having even common arrows all be made by craftsmen would…not be realistic.” (Bronzeman)


      “Right? There’s a lot of expendable goods used by the army. If arrows can be retrieved, I would like to, but it is not like we can reuse them all. The problem of who will be in charge of it will also happen. Even if told later that you didn’t think about it, or it was outside of expectations, you can’t redo it after all.” (Rembrandt)


      “…So, you will be spreading the division of labor as well as the daily necessity products? Ordering each part separately, have part timers and mid sized workshops make them, and have them assembled in specialized workshops to finish them en masse?” (Bronzeman)


      “Don’t you think it is a great way of doing things?” (Rembrandt)


      “…I think it is a sickening thought that’s like it came right out of a fiend. Mass producing products that have no soul in it, moreover, you are even relying on beginner part-timers for the parts.” (Bronzeman)


      But it is efficient. 


      There’s no need to pass the rough training of a craftsman, and as long as you can manage to make a single product, and can supervise it, this can become a job, and it would increase the production rate of a city, a country, to an outstanding degree. As someone who has been living as a craftsman for long, this notion made him want to vomit. 


      He felt as if their place as craftsmen would be taken away by daily employed people with no skills. 


      Their definition of division of labor is to divide the detailed work for each person, polish their skills, sharing the same full picture of the finished product, to aim for the one true masterpiece; this is the complete opposite of that.


      It is simply the reverse thinking of that, but the Bronzeman Representative was impressed at how Rembrandt managed to cook that up, and felt like cursing him. 


      If possible, he would want to turn back time to the days where this man didn’t have that idea of his and regain peace.


      These were his true feelings.


      “ Please don’t look at only the bad sides. Depending on how you think about it, you can also make use of this kind of method to make excellent pieces, and since you are not ordering it from specialized craftsmen, there’s no need to show them the information of the finished product, just for one part of the whole product. Isn’t this a positive point in terms of retention of secret information?” (Rembrandt)


      “…”


      “Also you could save people who don’t have a job in their hands before they lose everything. Even the manual labor of children you were talking about before. If a method is made where they can be properly supervised so they are not exploited like slaves, it could even be requested from orphanages. If they can obtain a source of income that doesn’t rely on specific companies, I think it would become a plus in their future.” (Rembrandt)


      “…You…could it be…just how far…” (Bronzeman)


      ‘Just how far are you seeing’, is what he was trying to say, but his throat was dry and he couldn’t speak. 


      When he was talking about arrows, he was honestly wondering what was the problem with buying them from outside, but forming a reason from the explanation that comes after gave him chills. 


      “Please think about it. Tsige soon won’t just be reaching till the wall we can see here. It will expand far off to a wall that can’t be seen from here. Population will increase. Work will be necessary with the increase of people. There’s no need for beggars and we have no intentions on carrying them, so that’s a matter of course, right? We need the new citizens to become the strength of the city…no, the country, or there would be no point.” (Rembrandt)


      “And so, you will be increasing the jobs itself explosively with this?” (Bronzeman)


      “Yeah, we can use the circulation network of the Couple-san to transport the parts from workshop to workshop. That granny has already begun increasing her personnel and creating a roadmap. Till how old does she intend to stay in the business?” (Rembrandt)


      “She is definitely gonna be working in the business for the remainder of her life…” (Bronzeman)


      “In the first place, the amount of adventurers in the future will be increasing by far more than several times its current numbers, right?” (Rembrandt)


      As if saying ‘you can at least predict that much, right?’. The words of Rembrandt resonated greatly in the Bronzeman Representative. 


      That’s because he was certainly thinking about preparing himself for where he could deal with an increase of several times more. 


      “!” 


      “For how far can you deal with things once it has swelled to several times…several tens of times more than now using your current stance. I even felt uneasy just by seeing the workshop the same as usual when I came in today.” (Rembrandt)


      “…Rembrandt, just how much do you think the population of this city will increase? Open up and tell me please. It was the same with the land and money matter… It looks like what you and I see are different in foundation.” (Bronzeman)


      “Open up, you say. I have already done so from the very beginning, right?” (Rembrandt)


      “Huh?” (Bronzeman)


      “That Tsige will become the greatest country of the world.” (Rembrandt)


      “I heard that. It was what you proclaimed grandly after you gathered the merchants, right?” (Bronzeman)


      “People will obviously gather the most at the greatest country of the world. So it will obviously become the one with the highest population of the world.” (Rembrandt)


      “I don’t know how many times I have said this already, but…are you sane?” (Bronzeman)


      “First will be 100 times more.” (Rembrandt)


      “?!” 


      “Also, no matter in what shape or form the independence is accepted by Aion, I will have it give us the spot of one of the major powers in a few years.” (Rembrandt)


      “N-Not becoming the f-fith major power?” (Bronzeman)


      “This is something I was mostly sure of after being involved with them for a long time, but I am now clear about it. The Aion Kingdom is just a major power in size alone. You could say they are handy nourishment for Tsige.” (Rembrandt)


      “The Aion that presently holds a bigger army than even Gritonia and Limia who are weakened by the war with the demons? You are calling them nourishment?” (Bronzeman)


      Just as Bronzeman said, the scale of the army the Aion Kingdom sent to Tsige could be described as overwhelming. 


      It is to the point that there’s no need to think about the difference in military force, and it is silly to even compare their numbers. 


      A massive army that, even if they were to subjugate Tsige and pulverize the revolutionary army and return to the capital, the people of the capital wouldn’t even be able to tell how many casualties there actually were. 


      No matter how powerful of adventurers they have obtained the cooperation from, there’s no way they can win against the difference in numbers.


      They would definitely be swallowed in the middle and be killed. 


      There’s no doubt it would be difficult to even keep order when facing their presence. 


      “Hmm…I might have been a bit excessive there.” (Rembrandt)


      “It doesn’t change much.” (Bronzeman)


      “Yeah. And so, how about it? I came all the way here thinking that we would receive the full support of the Bronzeman Company, and wanted to get advice too.” (Rembrandt)


      “…You made a similar gut-wrenching proposal to the Couple lady in the road maintenance and circulation front, right?” (Bronzeman)


      After hearing a lot from her at the meeting, he was sure that a new era would be coming.


      Even when he was resolved to think from zero with a blank slate to be on the front of that new era, he couldn’t keep up at all with the thoughts of Rembrandt. 


      If he were just a madman, it would be fine to just ignore him, but the fearsome thing is that Rembrandt intends to make that future he speaks of a reality. 


      He was sure that he also said some outrageous things to the Couple Company too. 


      “No way. I just got a lecture in regards to the circulation of goods, to a degree where I could calculate whether the goods transportation will be able to deal with the increase from the production method.” (Rembrandt)


      “That’s definitely a lie.” (Bronzeman)


      “Who knows. The only thing I know is that I am definitely not saying anything that’s harmful for the Bronzeman Company.” (Rembrandt)


      “…Got it. I am in. Cause I honestly think the current you is scary. Well, I have no responsibility for them, but if possible, please pick up Muzo and Batoma too.” (Bronzeman)


      “Muzo is truly skilled. He has begun moving a long time ago. After that meeting, he was the first one to go to the guild and poured money into it as if it were water, and he has begun to assist the adventurers even further than before.” (Rembrandt)


      “You already know what he is doing? What about the place of Batoma that’s been weakening a bit recently?” (Bronzeman)


      “As long as he doesn’t stop that enclosure of weaklings that he calls the company association, they have no future. Well, it would be a waste since it would trouble me if he were to try to do something to Raidou-kun, but maybe in the future I will bring him to the hot springs to give him some nice last memories…I mean, a last chance.” (Rembrandt)


      “Raidou-kun, huh. Even though the Kuzunoha Company is a miscellaneous store, they have monstrous building techniques. Looks like I can’t be choosing my methods if I want to survive.” (Bronzeman)


      This unbelievably sharp Rembrandt is definitely due to Raidou and the Kuzunoha Company in some way. 


      This isn’t such a joyous thing for the other merchants of Tsige, but it must mean that the meeting of those two must have created some unbelievable chemical reaction.


      It is not like Bronzeman hasn’t thought ‘it would have been better if they hadn’t met’, but if he were to compare the Tsige of before that felt enclosed to the current one, the Bronzeman Representative would choose the present one. 


      Therefore, he had no choice but to acknowledge the tsunami that he can’t avoid. 


      “How about you come as well to the hot springs with Batoma? No, let’s go to the hot springs with everyone. That sounds like a good idea.” (Rembrandt)


      As if making a complete turn, Rembrandt invites him with a big smile on his face.


      “Everyone…huh. I will accept any invites. Aah, looks like there’s now a huge difference in standing between us two. I can’t just stand idly, really.” (Bronzeman)


      “Dipping yourself into hot water is nice. I am sure you will like it.” (Rembrandt)


      It is basically a prototype of the factory line system. 


      On this day, a silent industrial revolution happened in Tsige.

    

  


  


  
    Chapter 355: Myth of the Golden Highway


    
      The head of the Adventurer Guild, Farus (Root), sighed heavily.


      The guards, secretary, and the guild manager of the area opened their eyes wide at that rare state of his. 


      There’s a hole in front of them. 


      A hole that’s big enough that several people can line up.


      It is something that should by no means be there, and they were there to investigate exactly because of that, but the number one most distinguished person here, Root, was not breaking his serious demeanor. 


      “Farus-sama, this certainly is something that mustn’t happen, but with 3 days, we could finish mending it.” 


      “…You don’t understand.” (Root)


      The secretary that has the easiest time talking to Root speaks out the feelings of everyone there. 


      But the response was words of disappointment. 


      ““…””


      “Where’s this place?” (Root)


      “The Golden Highway.” 


      “That’s right. The distribution path that the world prides in, and just like its name states, it is the place where gold…where money continues flowing.” (Root)


      “Yes.” 


      “The major powers of that time, the influential merchants, and the Adventurer Guild made a decision that surpassed the borders, and consolidated on it…that’s an outstanding feat that remains in history.” (Root)


      “Yes, even in the present, as long as you pay the fee, anyone can safely travel through it without being controlled by any country as per agreement. Whether it is pricey or not would be perceived differently between each person though.” 


      For adventurers and regular people, the travelling fee for the Golden Highway is high. 


      It sees the most use from merchants that want to safely transport large amounts of goods.


      Judging from how the secretary is speaking, the passage fee must be expensive for her. 


      The guards also nodded lightly. 


      It is the price for security, but for adventurers who have the ability to protect themselves to a certain degree, it must be normal to feel the price is too steep.


      “Since our very far past ancestors, putting a hand on this place means that…they are basically picking a fight with the Adventurer Guild. Do you understand?” (Root)


      He closed his eyes, lowered his head, and then looked at everyone in the place.


      It was a sight of him rarer than him sighing; a Root with visible anger.


      ““!””


      “Does that woman think anything can be forgiven just because she is the Apostle of the Goddess?” (Root)


      “…Farus-sama, the damage done to the Golden Highway was unfortunately the handiwork of adventurers from Aion. The involvement of this person called the Goddess’s Apostle has not been confirmed.” 


      “Correction: adventurers hired by Aion under the orders of the Apostle. If you don’t have an accurate grasp of the truth, one mistake will just lead to the other, you know?” (Root)


      “But the whereabouts of the people themselves is unknown, and the wanted posters are out, but it would require time. Regarding this being under orders and its details, we would have to capture them and interrogate them first before we can have definite information about it…” 


      “They should be dead already. As if they would be left alive after showing up in the report of them attacking Alpine. They are not so soft and don’t have the leisure to spare them… That Alte, using a dirty move like setting adventurers to make it certain that her first lightning strike would hit Toa and her party…” (Root)


      Root’s anger was not lowering. 


      The cold coming out from his eyes were freezing the surroundings, and even the skilled guards were trembling at that suffocating anger. 


      The Golden Highway is a nonaggression zone. 


      This rule has been kept for several centuries, and it has already become common sense in this world that doesn’t even need to be explained anymore. 


      Even the demons that have spread around the world and move in the shadows after their grand invasion haven’t put a hand on the Golden Highway.


      And yet, the Goddess’s Apostle did exactly that for the sake of something like attacking Toa. 


      You could say it is an aggressive and bold surprise attack, but in the standing of Root, it is a challenge to the Adventurer Guild that is one end of the world’s order.


      Of course he wouldn’t find it amusing. 


      The Golden Highway that he was involved in greatly and made possible in the long past, as well as its history, has been made a mockery of after all.


      Of course, no one here knows that the Golden Highway wasn’t the achievement of some ancestor they are not familiar with but Root himself.


      “U-Uhm, Farus-sama, I understand that you are angry, but…uhm, don’t tell me you are going to get retribution from the Aion Kingdom?” 


      The Adventurer Guild is neutral. 


      More accurately speaking, it is an organization for the sake of adventurers. 


      Where there’s adventurers, there’s guilds. 


      Their main objective is to support the activities of adventurers, and they don’t involve themselves in the wars of nations. 


      Even in the war between hyumans and demons, they haven’t publicly announced what side they would be taking.


      Of course, even in the civil war between Tsige and Aion, they must maintain their neutrality, and no matter how angry Farus is, if he were to act by emotions, it would be extremely troubling as an organization.


      The worry of the secretary was natural. 


      “Like maybe…side with Tsige?” (Root)


      “You must not! The adventurers cooperating with one side or the other is their own freedom, but the guild itself clearly supporting one side is against the policies of the guild!” 


      “…I obviously wouldn’t do something like that.” (Root)


      “Phew, right. I am sorry. Your face was showing so much anger that I was unsure for a second there.” 


      “But…” (Root)


      “!” 


      “I will get retribution. Having the Adventurer Guild mocked and belittled is not a wish of ours after all. ‘Cooperation is decided by the individual’, this action of theirs that was as if getting back at us has led to this unsightly result… It is not amusing.” (Root)


      “Uuh…that’s…true. But when you say retribution…what exactly do you plan on doing?” 


      “First, I will do this.” (Root)


      Root places a hand on top of the big hole opened in the Golden Highway.


      “?”


      At the time when everyone’s attention was gathered around the actions of Root, magic power gathered in his hand, and light exploded. 


      A tremor and an explosive sound. 


      What the secretary saw when she opened her eyes was the moment a part of the Golden Highway collapsed.


      Their faces were clearly stiffened by this.


      Root did this. 


      Him, the person that assures the inviolable state of this highway, has destroyed a part of the Golden Highway. 


      The secretary looked at Root who she now thought looked calm but must have actually gone insane. 


      He is always calm and has a smile on his face that is hard to read what he is thinking. 


      His appearance is shockingly the same as he usually is. 


      That in itself was scary. 


      “F-Farus-san, this is definitely bad.” 


      There were two bodyguards there, but one of them had his mouth wide open and was spacing out, while the other one was breaking heavy amounts of cold sweat as he objected to the rash action of this guild master. 


      “Aah, those hired adventurers. What an outrageous thing they have done.” (Root)


      “?”


      “I didn’t imagine they would cause this much damage. You.” (Root)


      “…Eh? Ah, yes?!” 


      Farus spoke in monotone, and then, he suddenly looked at the guild manager of this area’s branch.


      He had only been following from behind due to the standings, so being suddenly called completely caught him off-guard.


      “Make a special urgent mission for high ranked adventurers…let’s see, B+ and higher. In the time until the repairs of the Golden Highway are finished, I will have them protect this place without taking any requests. Headquarters will be shouldering all costs, so don’t worry.” (Root)


      “Y-Y-Yes! Uhm, around how many parties should we gather?” 


      “All of them.” (Root) 


      “All?!” 


      “The relay town of before, the city you live in, all the way to the national borders of Aion; I want all B+ adventurers from all of those places. I will have the Golden Highway operate even in the reparation periods. Of course, I won’t let a single person crossing the highway get injured. No matter how many people there are.” (Root)


      “But if you make an urgent mission like that to gather that amount of people, all the skilled adventurers in those locations will be gone!” 


      This kind of urgent calls have fitting punishments if refused, so they have quite the effect. 


      “Right, if something were to happen in that time, it might be terrible -for the Aion Kingdom.” (Root)


      “Doing something like that knowing full well… I may be overstepping my boundaries here, but please reconsider it. If you were to cause unnecessary chaos in the country in the current state, who knows what would happen? There’s still the smokes of the rebel army.” 


      “Rebel army? It is the revolutionary army, right? We of the Adventurer Guild shouldn’t be getting involved in the internal strife of either side, right? If there’s no convenient adventurers at hand for them to use, can’t they just use their army to work those problems?” (Root)


      “No, Farus-sama, that’s…” 


      ‘Unreasonable’, is what he tried to say, but the slender man in front of him was speaking seriously.


      “Of course, if the adventurers refuse the call, it can’t be helped. They will be penalized, but that’s all there is to it. I am not asking here, I am ordering you.” (Root)


      “!” 


      “Or maybe you have an awesome idea? If that’s the case, I am all ears. An idea that will teach the Aion Kingdom to never turn the Adventurer Guild into their enemies in the future, and at the same time, serve as a convincing explanation that can work that’s not retribution against them. Now, speak.” (Root)


      “…”


      “No need to be reserved. I am honestly aware that I am a bit heated up here. That’s why…if there’s a better suggestion, I do intend to consider it. I plan on making my decision today, so I am sorry if I am hurrying you here. Now, go ahead.” (Root)


      “…I-I have none.” 


      “I see. Then, make it your highest priority to issue this mission. Listen well, the Adventurer Guild doesn’t yield to any political power. It is an organization that supports adventurers. Breaking this rule just because they are a major power is impossible. If it is to accomplish our meaning, not even the number one major power’s king or the merchant with the most wealth in the world will be allowed to interfere. We must not allow them to forget that putting a hand on us means the end for them.” (Root)


      Root admonishes him as he speaks about the resolve they should have. 


      There was no agreement from anyone there.


      But Root wasn’t bothered by that. 


      “If they try to put a hand on our independence and our neutrality, even if it is a god, we will fight. For the sake of all the adventurers, that is. The destructive action done to the Golden Highway is an unforgivable act. Having adventurers perform that act is also sinful. If we get punched and leave it at that, we will be looked down by others. There’s only one answer.” (Root)


      “And is Tsige, who made a wall so close to the Golden Highway, okay? They are also putting their hands on the Golden Highway.” 


      One of the bodyguards asks the question that popped up in his mind.


      “…That can be considered in the gray zone. It is annoying though. But it is instead reinforcing the functions of the Golden Highway. There’s also no soldiers posted. Not only that, when I warned him about it, he laughed and said that there’s no merchant so foolish as to do war on the Golden Highway.” (Root)


      Root answered the question with a complicated expression.


      “There’s a merchant that can take that attitude with you?” 


      “There’s a number of them who do in that place. That’s why I am simply keeping an eye on them. If there’s no damage done, there’s no need to deal retribution after all.” (Root)


      “I feel like Tsige was the one who began using the Golden Highway in the war though.” 


      “Correct. In a ‘legal’ way or in other words, a method that’s quite gray. But the one who created damage to the guild and the highway first was Aion.” (Root)


      “…I honestly can’t bring myself to like either.” 


      “There will definitely be people who say that. Bia-chi is also that type.” (Root)


      “?”


      “Talking to myself there. Well then, let’s go back. There’s a lot of work now after all.” (Root)


      By mentioning a familiar person of his in a really low voice, he returned to a somewhat gentle expression.


      At the time when he received a report that Ginebia, who had been made to cooperate with Tsige partially just the other day, had disappeared, Root laughed and said that it was expected.


      If it were the old Tsige where the liveliness of adventurers swirled around, Ginebia would have liked the place, but there’s also a lot of merchants.


      They are actually the ones managing the city. 


      People who know them would be able to tell that Ginebia and Rembrandt have terrible affinity with each other. 


      Root heard that report and laughed while feeling slight sadness, but still felt that it was miraculous that he even managed to meet her again, so it couldn’t be helped.


      “I don’t think that even Rembrandt would have been able to predict that this would happen to the Golden Highway, but…this will definitely become a tailwind for him, too. The independence of the city, declaring that they will become a nation; at first, I completely thought that this was set by Makoto-kun. Damn it, this is an unbelievable spark that flew my way.” (Root)


      That monologue of Root wasn’t heard by anyone and disappeared into the wind.


      Chapter 356: It resembles both


    

  


  
    
      The Aion army is getting closer. 


      They have already arrived in the vicinity of the outer walls. A report about that finally arrived at the units that were camped there.


      I thought it would be okay since a great number of the soldiers were training close to Tsige a few days ago, but once I came back to check, they were being dispatched in a variety of ways.


      I felt slightly guilty that I pushed the karaage onto them that day, so I helped them out everyday and provided them a variety of things.


      It wasn’t me who personally did the helping, and I didn’t confirm for how long they would want it. 


      I might have wasted a number of days there.


      “I messed up there. Later, I should go there and confirm if there were any misunderstandings and apologize.” (Makoto)


      I remember the mistake while in the sky where no one is in and reflected on it. 


      The enemy is already closeby, so since I have the chance, let’s get a look at the army of Aion.


      I didn’t have any really special reason as I brought myself atop the sky of the outer wall.


      I am trying to be careful to not be found by Tsige or Aion, so since I can’t find them with the naked eye, I properly prepared glasses from Shiki that have the ability to work as binoculars. 


      I was searching for a small binocular, but ended up with some mysterious glasses that a certain child detective would have. <Detective Conan Ref.>


      Now then…


      I will have the clouds move aside for a sliight bit…


      Oooh.


      An oblong black mass is moving. 


      Even though I still haven’t activated the long distance sight function. That’s impressive.


      No wonder they said it is a large army. 


      But…approaching? 


      Uhm…the Golden Highway is that, and the relay towns are mostly around there. 


      They still have a distance of around 1 or 2 towns. 


      In terms of distance…around 40km, maybe? 


      How much distance can an army move in a day?


      Even if the speed of the army increases or decreases the closer they are to the target location, it most likely wouldn’t make that much difference.


      I don’t really have a lot of military knowledge.


      Ah, the great reversal of China. 


      If I remember correctly, it was a force army whose march took several days.


      Around 10 days from Okayama to Kyoto? Half of Tokyo to Kyoto? Let’s just go with 250km. 


      They made it in 10 days, so 1 day would be around 25km.


      And this was registered as a forced march, so lower it a bit to 20km? 


      Ah, but the scale of the army was different.


      Was it 100,000? 


      As for Aion…I use the glasses to zoom out and look at the whole picture. 


      10…20…no, 10.


      The scale of the army is around 100,000.


      For some reason, there’s also people inside, at the sides, and at the back that are decently equipped and also a lot of people at carriages, so if we count those people too, it would be around 250,000-260,000.


      The bigger they are the slower they advance. 


      With the assumption that the water and equipment are being carried more easily thanks to magic, I would say their speed would be around 10-15km.


      It is hard to measure just how much magic is involved in an army. 


      Let’s give them 20km.


      From what I can see, they are not doing anything too special as they advance. 


      !!


      Ah, I see.


      The ones who are sticking at the back of the army are merchants? 


      I see.


      Marching will make you hungry. People would require their meals, medical supplies, water…and some slight pleasures. 


      The demands created from that amount of people are outstanding. 


      There’s worth in risking their life to follow them, huh.


      …You could call them merchants of death in a sense. 


      I feel like they are a bit different from the merchants that sell equipment and try to prolong wars for profit… Following the army; in other words, they are risking their own life to do business, which could in a way be perceived like that. 


      …Hm?


      There’s a lot less mounted troops at the front than what I heard the forerunner unit had. 


      Maybe they returned to their affiliated units the moment they regrouped? 


      There’s more than one type of banner raised after all.


      If there’s several lines of command for the amount of banners, that would be funny, but there’s no way that’s the case.


      It is probably like proof of the participating nobles? Limia had something similar. 


      However…I honestly think that the army of Aion is bigger than the time at the Stella Fort. 


      Does that mean they find the insurrection inside their country as more of a problem than the war against the demons? 


      Or was it because the expedition distance was a lot higher, so they couldn’t send a bigger army? 


      “There’s an equal number of merchants or even more than the army itself. Even with that, would they be able to maintain their supplies for a long lasting war?” (Makoto)


      Replenishing supplies is of utmost importance on their journey. 


      The merchants most likely carry a part of that burden.


      If they are using the proper way, the settlements on the way would also benefit from it, but if they are going the confiscation route, that would be insane. 


      I try inspecting the surroundings widely including the outer wall of Tsige. 


      The Aion army has an oblong formation and it is practically one big mass.


      On the other hand, Tsige’s outer wall is outrageously horizontal. 


      There’s a number of camps at the inner area of the outer wall, and from what I can tell…there’s around 20,000 people.


      But it is not like all of them are soldiers. 


      And the ones who are soldiers were a hurriedly constructed army of adventurers, mercenaries, and many other varying professions. 


      …I look here and there.


      Where is the confidence of Rembrandt-san coming from?


      I seriously wanted to tilt my head at it. 


      I don’t think PRG assumes that each person can kill several hundreds in the war.


      Preparations in the whole outer wall? There’s practically no people stationed at the east side of the wall that has the Golden Highway in between.


      Even with an army as big as Aion’s, I don’t think they would be able to completely fill up that outer wall though.


      It is more like there’s units sprinkled here and there.


      Aside from that great wall, this is the very definition of a war between a big nation and a small one. 


      The two sides have taken distance from the Golden Highway at the very least.


      If they were to put their hands on that, they would be criticized by the whole world, and the Adventurer Guild wouldn’t stay silent. 


      Are they being careful not to drag it into their battle? 


      “What’s that?” (Makoto)


      When I trace ahead of the Golden Highway, there’s adventurers -pretty skilled ones- gathered there.


      Quite the numbers too.


      Even in Tsige you rarely see that many gathered in one place -that’s the kind of scale it was.


      Just what…


      I will try investigating with Sakai.


      “Isn’t it broken?” 


      What’s going on? 


      Did an idiot cause an accident? 


      A good part of the Golden Highway’s wall had been destroyed.


      Was it magic? 


      No, right now it doesn’t matter if it is physical or magical. 


      What’s important is that quite the powerhouse is picking a fight with the world.


      Doing something like that in the Aion territory of all places.


      Just how many sparks are you planning on lighting, Aion? 


      Is Aion the type that places so much emphasis in the information gathering department that they end up narrowing in all other important places?


      “Yes?” (Makoto)


      A thought transmission.


      There’s no one in the sky, so I ended up speaking out loud.


      It should be fine.


      (I am sorry to interrupt while you are out. A woman of advanced age has come to the company to visit. She said that she didn’t make an appointment, so she will wait until you return. I was thinking about whether to ask her to leave, but the people say she is the representative of the Couple Company? So I thought that it would be better to leave it to your judgement, Waka-sama.) 


      “Couple… Aah, that old lady, huh. I didn’t take her to be someone who would use such a forceful method though.” (Makoto)


      (Will you schedule with her for a later time and have her leave for now?) 


      “No, I will meet her. I will be back quickly, so can I leave it to you until then, Akina?” (Makoto)


      Looks like it is one of those rare instances when one of the Arkes, Akina, is at the store. 


      She doesn’t get involved in company work, especially customer service, but when Tomoe, Mio, Lime, and Ema are not around, she is asked to be my assistant.


      Her being perplexed here speaks of her inexperience in this front. 


      (Okay, I will do so.) (Akina)


      It is not like the battle will begin today.


      The Couple Company is a goods circulation professional that even Rembrandt-san keeps an eye on. 


      Thinking about our standings, she should be the one calling me to go to her.


      Her coming to my place without any appointment might be because there’s some sort of issue. 


      Alright, let’s go back.


      ◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆


      “Have I been hated by Akina-chan?” 


      “She is a girl that’s not used to that kind of conversation, so I apologize for the rudeness.” (Makoto)


      “Oh my, is that so? Even though she is that beautiful? She is such a pure girl. How lovely.”


      “Thank you very much. I will tell her.” (Makoto)


      After I hurried back and entered the room where the Couple Company’s representative was waiting, I saw Akina who was being rained with recommendations for marriage interviews and was on the doorsteps to madness. 


      After I greeted them, Akina returned to her senses and made the rare action of hiding behind my back, and then hurriedly left the room after excusing herself.


      She came here because she had business with me, so why does she have papers for marriage interviews? This woman is way too much of a mystery. 


      Did she have them in reserve? Is she the type of old lady that likes to serve as the go-between of couples? 


      This person has a big company on her back, so her influence is on a whole other level.


      I just hope there’s no pitiful victims of this…


      “I am sorry for suddenly coming here. We saw each other the other day, but since we met at that kind of place, I wanted to have a talk with you at least once.” (Couple)


      “I see.” (Makoto)


      No, people don’t normally come just for that.


      “As you can see, I don’t have a long future ahead of me, so I got a bit impatient there. But I am happy that you have made time in this way, the representative of the Kuzunoha Company that is currently the talk of the times, Raidou-kun. You seem to be busy.” (Couple)


      Is this that? 


      The kind that goes ‘it looks like you have been doing well recently, yet you have forgotten to pay your respects to us?’.


      ‘Oh my, oh my, the young people recently are truly straightforward and energetic’.


      The kind that has a lot of hidden meanings behind it?! 


      “I am indeed busy, but I apologize. Even though we have been helped out by the Couple Company, I didn’t even go to greet you.” (Makoto)


      “Hm? Aah, that’s okay, that’s okay. Our place delves with regular people to companies, so we have a wide range of customers. Having every single one of them greeting me would be impossible for me.” (Couple)


      ?


      So that wasn’t the route it was going in here? 


      “…?” 


      Then what is she here for? 


      The industries we are in are pretty different, so in terms of connection, that’s all I can think of…


      “Well then, I will introduce myself again. Capri Toraddo; the representative of the Couple Company. I assume you already know about my job, but we are a courier company.” (Capri)


      “Ah, I am Raidou. The representative of the Kuzunoha Company and in the miscellaneous store trade.” (Makoto)


      “Most merchants would normally put their family name or their future objective in the name of their company. By the way, as for me, when I established my company, I was super nervous when writing down in the documents. I was planning on writing Toraddo, but ended up writing my name, and by the time I noticed, my hand had slipped. That was just so funny. Even though I messed up, I didn’t say anything, trying to act tough for some reason. That’s how it ended up with the Couple Company. Your name is a Lorel type of name, Raidou-kun, but are you Raidou Kuzunoha-kun?” (Capri)


      “No, my family name is Misumi.” (Makoto)


      !


      What am I doing?! 


      I responded normally unconsciously! 


      …I should be careful of this strange tempo and atmosphere.


      If I get swallowed by it, I might end up saying unnecessary things.


      “Then that’s a strange way to connect names. Do you remember the meeting before?” (Capri)


      “? Yeah, of course.” (Makoto)


      “That place is full of old men. There’s times when I feel suffocated by it. Bronzeman-san still calls me young lady, so there’s parts that make me happy though.” (Capri)


      You would have to be an elf or a dwarf to believably call this person a young lady.


      She is at the age where it would suit her a lot to be basking in the sun at the veranda. 


      Despite appearances, she is an active representative of a company, moreover, controlling at the top of Tsige. 


      “I managed to bring up my goods circulation company in an industry that was predominantly of men, worked and worked, and just when I was thinking about dropping the pen, you brought an unbelievable wave when you came to this city. I panicked quite a lot at that time, you know?” (Capri)


      “…”


      And she even raised the Couple Company on her own to the position it is now?


      She is no old lady, but a living legend.


      Being able to even call her young lady is actually impressive in itself.


      “Every single day was a battle. And by the time I noticed, it turned into going independent from the Aion Kingdom. Do things like this actually happen?!” (Capri)


      “H-Hahaha.” (Makoto)


      They don’t.


      It would be crazy if things like that were to happen on the regular.


      “And here I thought Rembrandt-kun had gotten softer lately after marrying, but now he has become even sharper and untouchable. The other companies are on their wit’s end just trying to keep up with him, and there’s those that can’t even do that and just fall off. There’s already no balance in Tsige.” (Capri)


      “…”


      “Everything is your fault, Raidou-kun.” (Capri)


      “Eh?” (Makoto)


      “No matter if it is that boy, he is a novice in war and strategy when estranged from commerce, and yet, he has the face of certain victory even against the more than 200,000 army of Aion. That’s just weird no matter how you slice it.” (Capri)


      I agree with that. 


      I honestly can’t understand what that person is seeing, even when we had a naked talk in the hot springs. 


      The only thing that I understood was that those two don’t get dizzy from the heat. 


      “If it is an information battle, merchants have their own way to battle, but even if you have a famous mercenary group, the numbers are overwhelmingly lacking. According to the information I gathered, Aion will be arriving at that outer wall in a few days. And so, I thought that maybe the origin of all this, Raidou-kun, would know something about what’s in the head of Rembrandt-kun.” (Capri)


      “Uhm…I am sorry. I also don’t know that much. I have had Rembrandt-san request things of me, and would give out things to Tsige in order to contribute, but in regards to the war, the plans, and the chances of victory, it seems like it is under a number of strategists and Rembrandt-san probably to protect themselves from any leaks of information.” (Makoto)


      “…You haven’t been told anything?” (Capri)


      “No. But in regards to the army, I think you have the correct information.” (Makoto)


      “Why do you say that? Were you worried as well and spread a network too?” (Capri)


      “Something like that. If we count the merchants accompanying them, the army of Aion is around 250,000. Purely in terms of soldiers, it is around 100,000, and they are about 2 relay towns away in distance.” (Makoto)


      “…That’s quite the precise information. Looks like the eyes of the Kuzunoha Company have caught Aion pretty accurately.” (Capri)


      I confirmed just a moment ago with my own eyes after all.


      “Just that…” (Makoto)


      “What’s the matter?” (Capri)


      “It looks pretty excessive for them to bring out an army of that size to gain control of Tsige, and I don’t think the amount of supplies the merchants have will be able to cover the necessities of that big army. It is fine if they are buying them properly from the settlements in the way, but if they are doing something forceful like confiscating them, I was thinking it would be quite the pain for those settlements. A part of the Golden Highway seems to have been damaged too. It made me think that the country is getting more stormy internally than I thought.” (Makoto)


      And in reality, I don’t know if it is Tsige or Aion, but there’s quite the hate created here. 


      I tell her about a part of what I saw, while trying to confirm it myself.


      This person can create an atmosphere that makes it easy to speak. 


      I think it is a specialty of hers. 


      I pay extra attention to not slip anything, but I myself am aware that I am a bit loosened here. 


      “…Looks like this might turn into an unexpected exchange of information.” (Capri)


      “What?” (Makoto)


      “Actually, according to what we have gathered at our place, the supplies they get along their way, it seems like they are saving it someplace in the Golden Highway temporarily. I don’t think they will have the soldiers of the country do something as reckless as putting their hands on the Golden Highway, but maybe this is their way of getting back at us?” (Capri)


      “Then, do you mean they made the adventurers do it?” (Makoto)


      “They have a wide variety of talents: from pieces of trash to saints. There might be people who would accept the job.” (Capri)


      A wide variety of talents, she says. That’s quite the pleasing spot to be in.


      “Then, the Adventurer Guild won’t be taking it silently. They have declared to the world to not touch them, and yet, they are making their people do something like that.” (Makoto)


      …I thought ‘take that Root’ for a fraction of a second, but let’s leave that aside for now.


      Ignoring the morals of the plans, I think their skill to harass others is top level.


      “There’s a chance that this will become a tailwind for Rembrandt-kun. That boy is lucky.” (Capri)


      “Couple Representative…” (Makoto)


      “You can call me Capri-san, Raidou-kun.” (Capri)


      “…Capri-san, what do you think of this battle?” (Makoto)


      “I have already placed my chips on the hope that we will win, so if we don’t win, I will be executed.” (Capri)


      “E-Executed.” (Makoto)


      “In terms of standing, I am someone deeply involved in the management of Tsige. I was reeled in by the cajolery of Rembrandt-kun and the talk about the City-State.” (Capri)


      She’s got guts. 


      Instead of running away if something happens, she is prepared to share the same fate as the city. 


      This person might arm herself and fight back if it were to ever come to it.


      “And so, the main topic comes from here!” (Capris)


      “Eh?! This wasn’t the main topic?!” (Makoto)


      “The exchange of information was an aside. The victory or defeat of the war was a topic you brought out.” (Capris)


      “That might be the case.” (Makoto)


      “I think that the reason why Rembrandt-kun has become younger and has powered up is because of your relationship with him. I can’t win against age, you know? I am already an old woman. But if there’s a method to feel younger, I think I can continue being a useful Couple Company to everyone for around 50 years more. Today, Rembrandt-kun’s idea about exclusive use roads and station maintenance surprised even me as a person that works in the goods circulation trade, and I wanted to know just how much of that was influenced by you, Raidou-kun. No matter how much he tells me it is just a miniature version of the Golden Highway, there’s no way I can acknowledge it was solely his idea with just that…” (Capris)


      From there on, talk that felt like I was being swept by surging waves began.


      Advanced talk about marketing, mixed with talk about inflation, and I was made to keep company to Capri-san till it was night.

    

  


  


  
    Chapter 357: Deceiving, deceived, and deluding


    
      “I have already read their first move.” 


      What was revealed in the war council stirred the place.


      The long march was finally reaching its end.


      But in this moment when the battle is right before our eyes, our morale was shaken greatly.


      Tsige is still not in sight, but we were able to confirm by sight the giant wall that was only told to us from reports alone. 


      The moment we began to see it with our own eyes, we had no choice but to realize the power of the opponent. 


      A wall that shouldn’t be there, yet clearly exists.


      Money, people, or things, or everything previously mentioned.


      The power of Tsige was clearly shown by being able to create such a thing in a short period of time. 


      Even if that thing is just a fake that’s just there for show, the scale of it is something that can’t be ignored. 


      “I have heard that we don’t have the most recent information though?” 


      “Yeah, it seems like they have finally begun to worry about information leaks. There’s no doubt about that. Information from spies isn’t the only way to know about the movements of your opponent though.” 


      A young man that has never fought in actual combat answers the question in a cocky tone.


      Must be royalty…from a branch somewhere.


      Well, there’s no doubt that he is in an above the clouds social position, so he is someone that I won’t be involving myself with in the future anyways -as someone who only leads a single platoon. 


      The Aion army gathers both conscripted and aspiring soldiers, but it is an organization where it is tacitly understood that there’s a limit to how much one can be promoted depending on your social status. 


      Even within the recruits, if you are not one of those who entered the army through a designated scholarship or from the Rotsgard Academy, and on top of that are from nobility, you won’t reach the top. 


      There’s obviously exceptions, but you would require achievements that would remain in history as a legend in order to break a wall or two. 


      If you are a second son or third son of a noble family of not much importance, even if you have decent war records, the most you can get is platoon captain. 


      You won’t be troubled in bringing food to your table, but that’s it. 


      It wouldn’t be that much different from the mercenaries you can find around.


      “Even so, being able to make a wall like that is impressive.” 


      “As I have said, that wall has nothing to do with this. This is something that happened a while ago, but there was a mage squad of our army that made contact with them.” 


      ““Ooh…””


      “It was truly foolish. The Tsige merchants feared our ritual magic, and tried to seal it.” 


      “How can that be. Then, they were thinking of betraying?” 


      “That’s right. But they are mere merchants in the end. They only see numbers. It looks like they don’t understand the placing of ritual magic in war yet.” 


      “It is true that if used against opponents that have no countermeasures, it would deal a big hit, but that’s exactly why any army has those countermeasures. If it is a big army, they would even form a number of squads that would concentrate solely on shutting down the ritual magic of the enemy. There’s only a few types of ritual magic, so there are decent ways to counter them after all.” 


      “That’s right. On top of that, their chances for action are plain, but their worth in the battlefield is extremely high. Therefore, the Aion army has formed ritual mage squads who are particularly patriotic, and their treatment is extraordinary.” 


      “Trying to make them betray us…pft! Sorry about that. A decent tactician would never think about that, so I ended up laughing…” 


      “A child would. It is true that if ritual magic activates successfully, it is the best option. Hahaha.” 


      That kind of conversation unfolded brightly in the meeting, and they would mix scorn towards the other party every now and then.


      It is true that putting an eye on ritual magic is the perspective of a beginner.


      Just like the big shots are saying, if it could be used it would be one thing, but you rarely see ritual magic in the battlefield.


      Because the moment the activation of it is sensed, it would immediately be countered with an aria of their own. 


      There have been researches about it in the past, but there’s 7 attack ritual spells, and there’s also 7 counters that would erase them or bounce them back. 


      If you can gather around 10 mediocre mages, you can make use of those ritual spells, and the more you gather, the stronger it gets. In paper alone, it sounds like dreamlike magic, but there’s way too many weak points and limitations.


      For example; there’s not much difference in the aria length of the attack spells, but the counter ones all take less than 1/3rd of that time.


      Whether it is the attack or the counter one, the magic power is completely exposed, so it is easy to detect. 


      Also, the aria is damn long, and you can’t use any other aria while at it. 


      If you want to use them properly, it would be in a large scale war between armies, but easy to prepare against. 


      In other words, it is supreme bliss if it were to hit.


      That’s ritual magic. 


      Considering that Tsige has a lot less battle experience and there’s a heavy difference in numbers compared to Aion, this is a valid option though.


      “However…if we are aiming for ritual magic, shouldn’t we just shoot? Even that wall would be…hm?” 


      “Yeah, that’s what I was thinking. I had the mages fake that they are betraying us. In other words, their first move will be to chant the arias for ritual magic at the other side of that wall -thinking that we have lost our defenses against ritual magic.” 


      ““Ah!””


      The unbelievable workload for creating that wall would be worth it if it is to buy time for when ritual magic is used.


      But that will end in wasted effort, is what our General was saying.


      Laughing began to slowly spread in the area.


      Learning about the opponent’s plan, let them swim around, then turn it around and win.


      It is the certain victory pattern of Aion which specializes in information battles.


      In battles where the battlefield is faraway, a gap will be created no matter what with the army that can be dispatched as well as the speed of information that can be gathered.


      However, Tsige may be a remote region, but it is within the country.


      There must be plenty of spies infiltrated, and their internal conditions must be barenaked already. 


      And so, we can also mobilize a large army that we have been accumulating and accumulating for a long time. 


      We are invincible and victory is certain.


      That’s the battle style of Aion.


      It seems the General ahead, Morgan-sama, and the one here is no different from usual.


      If…his son Dio-sama is still alive, he would have noticed the danger of it. 


      It is true that the Aion army is big, but Dio-sama and I felt that their way of doing things is dangerous.


      The battlestyle of stripping the enemy naked beforehand, and overwhelming them with numbers. 


      The latter half is so simple, and it makes me uneasy to think about what would happen if  preparations were made beforehand to crush that advantage. 


      Well, I am aware that I am in the minority. 


      Also…


      “It may be pointless, but tomorrow I will try proposing the representative of the Rembrandt Company -who we are letting swim- to do a war of words to compete for the Blessing. It won’t be hitting, but they are preparing artillery. Closing the distance as much as possible before the battle begins isn’t bad.” 


      This General-dono that I don’t know the name of has some decent thinking there. 


      A war of words means approaching the opponent and having a verbal clash.


      You can’t do that unless you have a decent amount of courage and confidence.


      We will be receiving the Blessing, so that’s a clear advantage -no, this time around, it would be certain victory itself. 


      The morale that had been shaken by that wall had been raised splendidly with just a couple of words. 


      Can’t say I like or dislike it, but there’s no fault in it. 


      The type of people that are great to have in an advantageous battle. 


      “Apologies for the intrusion!!” 


      “! Ooh, speaking of the devil, looks like the messenger has returned. Go ahead and speak it here. What was his answer?” 


      Patrick Rembrandt; it may be an enemy soldier, but he is not the type of man who would kill a messenger, huh. 


      “Yes! Reporting! I have been entrusted a letter from Patrick Rembrandt, but I was also given an oral response and a verbal message.” 


      …


      He gave the letter to the General while fixing his breathing.


      “Merchants do underhanded things with a proud face. Continue.” 


      “‘Dear General Flare, I thank you for the invitation to a war of words. However, we have no intentions to participate in it. If you want to cling onto the Blessing of a god, then do so as you please. Tsige won’t entrust its fate to a god’.”


      “…What?” 


      The General and his lackeys in the war council, as well as many others like me reacted to those words.


      Give us the Blessing?


      With this difference in numbers?


      I heard he was a skilled merchant, so I thought he would be quite the troublesome opponent, but was I overestimating him?


      I think the confusion and questions of everyone were a matter of course.


      “‘A time to begin the battle was not specified, so we will be beginning the war tomorrow morning, at sunrise. We are still learning the etiquette of war, so please consider it a handicap for facing a big army. Well then, I won’t be able to serve as the guide, but I hope you have a good road to Hades’, that’s all. The other side requested the message to be given exactly as stated, so I have done so. Please forgive the rudeness!” 


      “…What does ‘Road to Hades’ mean?” 


      “It is apparently a saying in Lorel that means the path to death.” 


      “…In other words, he is saying that he will be giving us the Blessing, and despite that, he will be winning?” 


      “…”


      The messenger reacted to the bloodthirst and fell silent.


      Of course he would. 


      He managed to return from the enemy camp, and yet, it would be no joke if he were to be killed in his own ground. 


      But this is an inconsiderate messenger. 


      No matter what the other party asks of you, he should have confirmed with our leader about whether it is okay to say exactly as it was told, which would have reduced the chances of being killed.


      But ‘Road to Hades’ is quite the old one, and it is a phrase from a foreign country. 


      …


      No, wait…


      Could it be…


      “…It was tomorrow morning, right?” 


      “Huh?” 


      The slightly short words of the General.


      His family name is apparently Flare.


      Right now my head is filled with another matter, so I have no time to be caring about that though.


      “Rembrandt said that he would begin the war tomorrow morning at sunrise, right?” 


      “Yes! No doubt about it!” 


      “Everyone, it is as you heard just now. The merchants that are trying to catch us off guard in our arrivals with ritual magic and the outer wall apparently don’t need the Blessing! As they wish, tomorrow, we will overtake that wall, and finish that impudent rebellion! Got it?!” 


      Angry roars.


      The war council was once again covered in exaltation.


      Everyone here most likely felt as if they were mocked. 


      If they have an 8th ritual magic or something, I would understand a bit why they would mock us to this extent. 


      No…there’s no way that’s the case.


      Even if they discovered an 8th one, it would still follow the boundaries of element, effect, and aria to a certain extent. 


      More importantly, there’s something that’s bothering me. 


      I watched the messenger that finished his job and left the place without hiding his fatigue, and I also left the tent that’s burning with hostility towards Tsige.


      “Can I have a bit of your time?” 


      “? Who are you?” 


      “A captain of one of the many platoons here without a high standing family, name’s Maxon Riny.” 


      “Thanks for the polite response. And so, what is it you wanted to talk about? Sorry, but I just got a heavy load off my shoulders, you see. I want to take a rest.” 


      “In that case, please tell the person in charge of the second division my name. I will invite you one as an apology for stopping you.” (Maxon)


      I show a gesture of holding a drink. 


      “…How considerate. I like that.” 


      “I want to hear out one thing. I won’t ask for your name and I promise I will forget your face today.” (Maxon)


      “You are being quite reserved there. What’s the matter?” 


      “I was incredibly impressed by your courage when facing the General, but something also bothered me, you see. Hey, why didn’t you confirm first whether it was okay to relay the message exactly as you heard it?” (Maxon)


      If it is just mere coincidence, then that would be the end of it. 


      If that’s not the case…


      “…Amazing, right? I have been confident in my courage for a long time…you are making a face that’s saying that won’t be enough of an answer for you.” 


      “Please, bro.” (Maxon)


      “I have a higher social status than a sticks noble family like Riny. Well, it is like comparing heights between dwarfs though.” 


      “…”


      “That Rembrandt merchant prostrated to me -while holding a large sum of cash. I say that, but he had an extravagant house that you wouldn’t find even in Aion, and he was prostrating on top of a super fluffy carpet that you can’t hear footsteps from at all though. Honestly speaking, I received a warm reception and treatment that I have never had with any country, city, or race as a negotiator or messenger, so I might have felt a bit of compassion for him from that.” 


      “…I see. He wanted the General to hear those words to such an extent?” (Maxon)


      “It was apparently the obstinacy of a merchant. I don’t understand what they think.” 


      “Thanks, I am feeling better now.” (Maxon)


      “I see. Then it will be a feast, Maxon.” 


      “Yeah, look forward to it.” (Maxon)


      I safely managed to ask what I wanted to ask. 


      After seeing the messenger off, I avoid the eyes of others and return to my platoon. 


      There’re around 120 small platoons, but they all know each other for a long time.


      I strike small conversation while returning to the tent, and put my hand in the luggage. 


      In there, there’s a letter of unnecessarily fine quality paper. 


      “Rembrandt Company, huh.” (Maxon)


      It is written that it is okay to respond on the appointed day.


      And the contents of it…


      Chapter 358: Towards Independence ①


    

  


  
    
      The Weitz Orphanage was receiving dawn as usual. 


      As if reacting to the brightening sky, the children were coming out to the garden.


      It is because it is gymnastics time which has become a custom in the early mornings.


      It was begun in order to get the children to have the minimum amount of physical strength to endure the training. 


      “Hey, the war is going to begin today, right?” 


      “That’s right. We are going to crush the Aion Kingdom.” 


      “Everyone will be made fillet by Lime-san.” 


      “If I become a soldier, will I be able to eat tasty stuff like the ones the Kuzunoha Company brought the other day?” 


      “It would be better to join a company and become a merchant to eat tasty food!” 


      The voices of innocent children were resonating heartwarmingly from here and there.


      For some fate or another, the Rembrandt Company, the Kuzunoha Company, and recently even the Bronzeman Company were showing up at the Weitz Orphanage. 


      Even if they have no intention of having them hear it, the conversations from the adults would leak bit by bit, and leaving aside just how much they understand of it, they were able to make conversation in this way. 


      Well, the children are energetic. 


      They were adapting to their new lifestyle at outstanding speed too. 


      Their environment as orphans must be serving as a plus, because you could tell even from the side that they are doing their best at studying and training. 


      Of course, there’s those that are good and those that aren’t, and children are children.


      There’s those who tend to get tired, and those with a limit to their concentration.


      There’s no doubt the ones dispatched to be teachers were having a tough time.


      But the number one problem at present isn’t that. 


      It was the staff team that were mixed with the children and had somewhat fatigued expressions.


      Due to them being thoughtless adults, their speed to absorb knowledge and technique in general is slow. 


      It takes them their all just to deal with the sudden changes happening everyday, and most feel like they have no leeway to concentrate on the skill ups.


      Reaching the conclusion that even the young and passionate staff members like Seina and Tigu would be breaking in a few days at this rate, they cried about it to Tomoe who is their window to the Kuzunoha Company. 


      They are being required to be like elementary school teachers; know and teach all subjects to a certain extent, and be able to answer questions. 


      Because of that, their training is combined with actual practice which is slightly brutal, but as people working in an orphanage, the treatment they receive is unbelievably great. 


      Seina and the others supplicated to have the expected line for them to be having the knowledge of a middle schooler or high schooler, for their specialization to not be high and limit it only one subject per person, but…Tomoe laughed it off. 


      Regarding the list of equipment and the money request they brought in addition, she just skimmed through it and signed it. 


      ‘So lukewarm. Do it.’ 


      Tomoe had managed to keep a fixed smile from beginning to end as she accepted or rejected.


      Because of all that, the staff members had tired expressions.


      The reason why not a single one of them has run away is because, even if they were to excuse themselves, they felt that there’s no way there would be a job offer out there that would surpass the conditions here, and they also have a desire to somehow maintain this environment where the expressions of the children have made a clear turn. 


      They were pushing on by sheer  strength of will.


      “Hey, Seina-neechan!” 


      “…Whaat?” (Seina)


      Seina, who was doing gymnastics by pure inertia and was dreaming about being able to sleep a bit more, reacted to the call of the child. 


      The bags below her eyes are beginning to get hard to hide, but she doesn’t forget to smile.


      “There’s someone there.” 


      “?!!” 


      ‘There is someone there’, those words made Seina open her eyes wide. 


      Right now there hasn’t been any incident where the Weitz Orphanage can be dealt direct harm.


      However, since they have obtained this good luck, they shouldn’t lower their guards.


      After the reconstruction, there have been propositions from many companies. 


      At the same time, the director Kimaro has warned all the staff members to keep their eyes peeled and not get swept under to make things even better. 


      He has seen and experienced many quarrels of varying sizes between companies as a relative of the Hanza Company, and he has been careful so that the Weitz Orphanage doesn’t see that since its beginnings.


      Seina is one of the employees that works sincerely. 


      If it is someone that brings harm to the children, they must act at once.


      “Eh?” (Seina) 


      Seina looked at the place where one of the orphans pointed at, and she ended up letting out a dumbfounded voice. 


      It couldn’t be helped.


      They are currently at a height that could be considered that of the 3rd floor of a building, and the place they pointed at was at a far off place, where the city’s outer wall is at.


      “…Is that…a person?” (Seina)


      The shoulder and up was peeking out from the horizon. 


      A backfigure. 


      It was clearly gigantic.


      She hasn’t seen a giant before, but according to what Lime has told her before, there’s no giant that could be seen from the other side of the horizon.


      “What what? Aaaaah?! There’s someone there! Hey, over there! There’s someone!” 


      “SOOOOO BIIIIIIG!”


      “It shone!” 


      “WOAAAH!!” 


      The attention of the children was fully on the giant at the horizon now.


      “It must have to do with the war. Definitely.” 


      “Must be. Lime must be over there… Don’t die. Seriously.”


      “I thought for sure that today we would be getting a free day and we would be on standby, and yet, we are operating as usual. If that giant is going to make today a free day, tell me.” 


      “From what I heard, the Aion army has a big army of 500,000 or 1,000,000 people. Will they be okay?” 


      The orphans were super excited, but the mood of the staff members was going down the dumps. 


      Tsige was surprisingly peaceful.


      ◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆


      “…What’s this?” 


      Sunrise. 


      The war will finally begin.


      I was watching the live broadcast of the battlefield in the store of the Kuzunoha Company.


      The Aion Army requested for a Blessing from the Goddess, and Tsige would be competing for that Blessing with a war of words…is what I thought would happen, but the Blessing was one-sidedly given to the Aion army. 


      Is it because the Apostle of the Goddess is on their side?! 


      Is what I thought for a second, but when I observed properly, Tsige didn’t try to obtain the Blessing in the first place. 


      Of course the Blessing would go to the Aion army. 


      I couldn’t tell what kind of battle it would turn out to be, and while I was watching the situation from my desk, Rembrandt-san had appeared in good timing around the outer wall. 


      However…as a super gigantic projection. 


      An illusion spell. 


      I can tell that, but I don’t understand the reason why. 


      There’s already no war of words, and the side the Blessing will be going to has already been decided.


      Isn’t the only thing remaining to do a raw war with a clash of bodies?


      “!” 


      The projection of Rembrandt-san waved his arm widely. 


      It had a truly strong presence despite being an illusion that can’t create wind or mow down enemy soldiers.


      ?


      Aah, I was thinking something was strange. There’s light of many colors lighting up from below…no, those are called SE lights? This thing has a production value like that of a concert. 


      It still isn’t completely bright outside, so the effects of light and sounds are still present. 


      …It really is giving the atmosphere of a live concert. 


      “A speech.” (Makoto)


      If you want to attack us, feel free to do so.


      The battle has already begun.


      With that as the opening, Rembrandt-san begins to speak things that were a given, and began to talk about the justification of the independence of Tsige.


      The movement of the Aion army seems to be slightly dull.


      In the first place, I feel like they are way too close.


      The emergency stores of the towns on the way, the damage of the Golden Highway, and the supplies that don’t match the amount of soldiers that have been sent near the outer walls. 


      Hmm.


      Or more like, even in the time Rembrandt-san was talking, Tsige has also shrewdly begun moving.


      Ritual magic, huh.


      …Leaving aside whether they will be allowed to shoot it or not, it is effective in stopping some of the enemy mages from doing anything else, probably.


      That’s a large army move though?


      Tsige is losing in the numbers department, so no matter how effective this is at lowering the enemy numbers…I feel like stopping the movements of the same number of enemies from the other side is a bad move.


      “It is kinda impressive. It shines, and it makes noise…noise? No, this is close to singing? Isn’t this a war? …Ah!” (Makoto) 


      Tsige was activating fire ritual magic.


      A giant fireball that shone brilliantly white was shot at the Aion army and was easily erased. 


      Of course.


      But what surprised me was what happened after.


      With the time that they bought (I think) with the ritual magic exchange, at the moment when the first wave of enemies rushed and finally got close to the wall… Tsige once again began their aria for ritual magic.


      Moreover, this time it is 8 shots. 


      You normally have to take distance from each other when using ritual magic, or it will interfere with each other and not activate -that or it self-destructs. 


      Moreover, they would mostly be countered or erased like the one of before.


      If the opponent has countermeasures for it, they can even interrupt them mid-aria and move to the next action.


      Even with that, Tsige shot them.


      And they once again began to chant the next one.


      Utilizing the wideness of the wall, they created plenty of distance when they positioned the mages to their respective locations, huh.


      And…they all began their arias.


      Are they activating many at the same time to increase the chances of one hitting?


      But the counters can be set close to their own camps, and they have already gotten a grasp of all the mages.


      In that case, isn’t this actually pointless and pretty fatal in terms of time?! 


      “4th ritual magic volley attempt. Rembrandt-san was preparing something like that?” (Makoto)


      Fire, water, wind, earth, light, darkness, neutral; there’s 1 ritual magic for every element. 


      At the place where Rembrandt-san’s projection is showing, right in front of the Aion army, there seems to be a new ritual spell. 


      …Hmm, fire element. 


      It isn’t a new element, but more like a second ritual spell of that element has been developed or discovered.


      It is not like I am sharing my senses with the location I am watching, information about the ritual magic deployed and their aria is being sent to me with a slight delay. 


      The winged kin, Tomoe, and Ema were making this broadcast possible with the resolve of getting stressed by the work it entails. 


      It will help them out in their future experiments, so they were all really motivated.


      Just that, even if it was expected that it would be a bit delayed…this is still a bit slower than that. 


      They are most likely doing something at the battlefield.


      “So they are interfering with thought transmission on that side of the wall, huh. A powerful jamming that even lags us a bit…hooh.” (Makoto)


      The message I received was from Tomoe.


      There’s absolutely no problems with conversing in code and signs, but there’s a powerful jamming that lags us slightly when we try to communicate by speech.


      They are sealing the opponent’s thought transmission to lower their communication speed, huh.


      There’s a limit to how far a voice can reach, so if the other side doesn’t have a countermeasure for it, it would be effective. 


      However, against a large army like that, it isn’t rare for there to be users of magic that allows them to amplify their voice and have it reach further. 


      On top of that, they have already experienced thought transmission jamming recently.


      In Rotsgard. 


      Rembrandt-san was there, so it must have piqued his interest. 


      It is true that in the variant incident, they couldn’t waste much of their numbers to fight back the influence of the demons, and Rotsgard could only fall into great chaos. It connected into a great tragedy. 


      Will it be okay?


      There were big shots of the four major powers at that time as well.


      They faced quite the hardships there as well, so there’s no doubt they have also grown wary of those kinds of moves. 


      Even the 8th ritual spell, it is certain that they have read that it is a fire element attack, so even if they can’t manage a perfect counter, they can reduce the power by quite a lot. 


      “They are going to reach the walls already. This looks like a bad development.” (Makoto)


      I was talking to the broadcast in my office room all alone.


      Fortunately, there’s no plans for visits, so even if I am seen, it will be by one of the Asora people, so I don’t mind. 


      The Aion army seems to have returned to its normal state, they have begun to charge at quite the speed without minding the projection of Rembrandt-san.


      …


      Aah.


      The unit that was at the forefront has finally reached the walls. 


      Tsige has not left any defensive units at the other side of the wall.


      What are they thinking? 


      That’s like telling them to do as they please with the wall. 


      There’s archer and mage units that are shooting barrages of arrows and spells to keep them from approaching. 


      But numbers are numbers and they are unable to stop their charge at all. 


      The attack against the wall begins. 


      When that happens, it will be difficult to shoot attacks due to their proximity to the wall. 


      “Eh?!” (Makoto)


      The assault unit has…


      Passed through the wall.


      With no preparation to attack. They simply passed through it.


      Crossed the wall?


      Eh? 


      Eeh?


      I don’t understand! 


      “I will say this again. Tsige won’t entrust their destiny to a god. This is the path we chose, and we are already resolved to walk it.” (Rembrandt)


      Rembrandt-san must be intending to finish his speech, his tone got stronger, and he pushed his right arm forward. 


      Ritual magic overlaps with this action of his. 


      The lighting and the singing as well.


      The people at the place must be…really heated up by this. 


      One of his intentions must be to raise morale. 


      Ah, he plans on making it look like he is shooting the 4th shot from his right arm?


      It really looks like a performance…


      No no no, what about the wall?! 


      That’s what’s important! 


      “Now, my comrades! Let’s march on together! This will be the hammer of judgment towards the fools that block our path, the welcoming of our newly born nation!” (Rembrandt)


      Matching the words of Rembrandt-san, the giant crimson fire became a tornado and was shot ahead from his projected right arm.


      At the same time, the seven other ritual spells were shot along the fire tornado towards the Aion army, which depending on how you looked at it, it could be seen as a celebration. 


      All 7 known ritual spells that any specialist in that area would know, and the new fire element ritual spell. 


      It was a majestic view. 


      But…ritual magic won’t be effective against an army. 


      Rembrandt-san…


      “Why?!” (Makoto)


      No way! 


      The result I thought would happen didn’t become a reality. 


      Not only that, they all landed cleanly on the Aion army. 


      They were showing their destructive power perfectly… I don’t know what’s happening anymore.


      Witnessing a battlefield where all norms were broken, I could only watch with my eyes nailed on the screen.

    

  


  


  
    Chapter 359: Towards Independence ②


    
      Maxon Riny was praising his decision yesterday with all he had. 


      His whole platoon is currently running away at full speed.


      “Captain! It really is okay to be running away like this I hope!” 


      “If you wanna go back, I won’t stop you! At the very least, what he has said until now hasn’t been a lie! It was nice knowing you, Ura!”


      “What would it even achieve with just small splinters like us running away?!!” 


      “Don’t know! If you wanna ask, try asking the guys at our side that are also running away, Amilla!” 


      “If I survive today…” 


      “Shut up! Don’t say anymore than that! Rush to the wall in front with your mouth shut! That’s the only thinking you need to do, Dendo!” 


      Even when completely armed and running at full speed, they can converse. 


      If they had been slacking in their training, it wouldn’t have been possible. 


      While thinking ‘are you all combat virgin greenhorns?’, Maxon responded to every comment of his platoon members. 


      The ritual spells, that were shot matching the theatrical movements of Rembrandt’s projection, should have disappeared…but they landed instead. 


      These people, who had already heard the codes and signals within the speech of Rembrandt, were running at full speed to the location of the wall that they got a grasp on. 


      It looked like they were rushing in, but that was the sprint of deserters. 


      Maxon, who received a letter from Tsige, was at a loss in the middle of the march and at the ends of it, and even when seeing the wall.


      Aion was leading a fearsome amount of soldiers to crush Tsige. 


      Putting it bluntly, this scale isn’t one you would dispatch to seize one city. 


      It is on the level where you would have to say it is for the decisive battle against demons, in order to finally sound believable.


      Even if there’s the chance it is because they are fighting both Tsige and the revolutionary army, the platoon captain Maxon couldn’t understand. 


      However…he was okay till the last night before the battle.


      The reality of the situation made him resolve himself to desert. 


      Being specialized the most in information battles, they would strip the plans of their enemies and conquer them with numbers; that’s the invincible strategy of Aion.


      And yet, Maxon had been suggested to desert, and he led his platoon without being blamed or interrogated.


      (He really had something set up! If he can shoot ritual magic as he wishes, it won’t even be a fight!!) (Maxon)


      Maxon had seen how the cavalry that charged to the giant walls from the forefront had disappeared.


      And then, one of his subordinates reported to him screaming that the mages that were readying to reflect the next volley of ritual spells had been slain. 


      Even though the mages had begun chanting their arias in order to fulfill their duties, the people that were supposed to be protecting them swung their assassin daggers. 


      It is easy to understand what happened.


      Maxon also understood by just thinking for a bit. 


      If they can’t buy off the mages, they can buy off their guards and have them kill the mages.


      It is simple. 


      It is a truly simple and good idea. 


      (But how are they going to protect themselves against ritual magic if they kill our mages?! Accepting a deal to betray us even though they themselves are going to die…is that even possible?!!) (Maxon)


      There’s no strange point about the wall of Tsige aside from its scale. 


      It is hard to believe that the cavalry and the foot soldiers managed to slip through it, but at the very least, it looks normal.


      There’re pillars that look like towers at a set distance and, between those pillars, there’re walls as if covering those spaces. 


      And Rembrandt must have mixed code words within his speech.


      (…He must have set up things while we were marching, before we departed, and even in the response at the war council. I could only decipher a part of today’s speech! If I got it wrong, that would be so stupid! 12th wall, blue flag; I already have no choice but to go!) (Maxon)


      Trump cards being revealed in the battlefield is something common. 


      Aion didn’t let those trump cards be flipped, and that’s how they have made it this far. 


      Right now Maxon is running to the Tsige side before their next card is opened. 


      Chanting desperately: Hurry hurry hurry!


      Before they shoot the next one, before he dies, for the sake of surviving. 


      At the very least, their betrayal most likely hasn’t been discovered yet, so there was no need to worry about their back. 


      Maxon’s platoon is running away from the battlefield, but in the eyes of their allies, it looks as if they are bravely charging forth. 


      However, there’s no knowing what will happen once the confusion within the Aion army calms down.


      “Captain!!” 


      “What, Amilla?!” (Maxon)


      “There’s movement in the outer wall! Looks like the defense unit has come out!” 


      “Damn it!” (Maxon)


      Actually, when Amilla asked the question ‘what would it even achieve with just a small wood chip like us running away’ just a while ago, he noticed one of the reasons. 


      Basically, they are not an important component that would affect their plans. They were selected simply because they are part of the battlefield.


      If they survive, they are welcomed with open arms; if they die, that’s a shame. That’s all the worth they are being seen with. 


      Such an unimportant factor in fact…that they didn’t even contact them at all and stretched the decision till the actual day. 


      How Tsige was acting even with the difference in power did make him feel vexed, but it is now that Maxon was biting his lips. 


      (‘You guys are a bit diligent and practice hard, so we will at least send a letter to you guys’, is the kind of feeling you had, right?! Aah, damn it damn it damn it! …? Oi oi oi oi oi! Is there no strategist with a heart in Tsige?!) (Maxon)


      If he had responded to the letter a bit faster while considering the risk of still having doubts, the treatment they received might have been a bit different. 


      While holding this regret in his heart and cursing it, what Maxon saw was…Aion soldiers that have prepared equipment for long range attacks.


      They are standing on the outer wall and looking over here.


      “?! On occasions like this, what happens to the Blessing?!” 


      “…That thing normally doesn’t disappear till the time runs out. In other words…” 


      “Fighting between Blessing holders then?!” 


      “And our goal is visible now. Looks like the personality of our new home is several times worse than our higher ups!” 


      There’s no doubt that the soldiers who can do long range attacks are being ordered to deal damage to the Aion army from there till their Blessing runs out. 


      Maxon felt a chill from the very depths of his body. 


      Bad personality and underhanded were the words that surfaced, but they were cheap words that were far from describing the true nature of all this. 


      It is as if they are saying ‘whether it is things or people, we will use them effectively despite the means’. 


      Methods that one can’t feel emotions from, counting the plan of making the guards of the ritual mages turn. 


      ‘I don’t want to make an enemy out of them’.


      The true feelings in Maxon’s heart leaked out.


      “If they begin attacking now, it will be a gamble to even try to reach them!” 


      “What are you talking about?! It has been like that since the very beginning! We talked about that last night! Even if we get out of this safely, there’s the possibility of us getting assassinated by Aion spies! We were putting our lives on the line the moment we made our decision, so don’t think about gambling or whatever!” 


      ‘It is okay. If we can get through the first volley, we will make it in time. Just one last push’.


      He says this as if trying to encourage himself, and increases his speed.


      It is the last push.


      ““!””


      Arrows and spells passed right overhead the many groups that were running parallel to them and the ones coming after.


      Relief came over the people that were giving their last push for an instant only.


      And then, Maxon and his group resolved themselves and crossed the wall.


      They don’t know what lies on the other side of the wall.


      But now that they have crossed the walls, it is settled now. They have safely succeeded in deserting.


      ◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆


      “Ooh, good work! Sorry for asking you as soon as you got here, but can you let go of your weapons only?” 


      “Haaah haaah haah haaah…” 


      “Even when having the Blessing, it was still rough to run all the way here, huh. Uhm…Maxon Riny. Platoon Captain. Got it.” 


      Without even having the leeway to respond, Maxon lets go of his weapon while wheezing. 


      The chief members, seniors, and newly joined soldiers followed the action of their captain and let go of their weapons.


      The fact that they don’t tell them to take off their armor must mean that they will be ordered to attack their comrades, is what the people who still had the leeway of thinking understood. 


      “To think that…you would know the name…of someone like me… I am surprised.” 


      “Of course we would. If you were to enter here without us having previous knowledge, we would have to dispose of you.” 


      “…Right.” 


      Maxon looks around the place.


      There were Tsige soldiers with clearly better equipment than them in battle position.


      Even though Maxon had the big advantage of having the Blessing, Maxon had no motivation to do anything…


      (Of course you would be killed if you weren’t called.) 


      Now that he looked properly, he could see the corpses of Aion soldiers. 


      That must be how they are being disposed of. 


      Maxon felt a chill, reminded that these bunch are thoroughly unpredictable. 


      And then, he caught the mountain-like amount of food at the corner of his vision.


      “? Why is there food at a place like this?” 


      “It is the share of you people. We are comrades from today on, right? We also have good quality tents for you guys -though you will have to set it up yourselves.” 


      “…Aren’t we going to be made to attack the Aion army from on top of the walls?” 


      “Hoh, you have a somewhat decent head there. But your turn is still a few ways ahead. Once your turn comes, we will call you, so go ahead and finish setting up your sleeping quarters before that. You can get food if you go over there and tell them your numbers. Can you prepare the water yourselves? If you can’t manage to obtain enough for a platoon, we can provide some assistance…” 


      He was decently frank, and also business-like. 


      The man told them the methods of contact.


      “You…seem to be pretty strong. Are you an adventurer of Tsige?” 


      ‘Don’t think of adventurers that challenge the wasteland as people. They are already half demonic beasts at that point’, this is what the people of Aion whisper about them.


      The person standing in front of him with a wooden binder in hand wasn’t giving out such a lukewarm feeling like that. 


      He felt like, even if his whole platoon were to surround him, they wouldn’t be able to win at all. That’s the kind of bottomless power he was feeling from him.


      It couldn’t be helped that he would end up thinking about the adventurers who challenge the wasteland and are crazy in the head.


      “No, I am a hired one -a mercenary from a minor rural place.” 


      “…I see.” 


      ‘What a load of bull’, is what Maxon thought but didn’t pursue the topic. 


      Not telling him now means that he has no intention to.


      “Oh, the uninvited pattern, huh. I shouldn’t be getting happy, but it makes me feel relieved that the plan of that man has slipped a bit. Well then, see ya, Maxon. Take a nice rest and prepare for battle.” 


      The sounds of battle began to resound slightly further away.


      The man gave the binder to the woman by his side and ran to the place where the sounds came from.


      Comparing the sprint of Maxon and his group to the speed of his run would be insulting. 


      “For now, we managed to stay alive. But I don’t know if I should say that we are safe now. What do you think?” 


      “Who knows. Battles are at times tipped by luck. We are currently on the advantage, but we don’t know about what it will be like later. I think you should cooperate with all your abilities in order to actually think you are now safe.” 


      “Clashing people who have Blessings, huh. Counting the hit with the ritual magic as well…today’s battle is definitely your win.” 


      There’s no way a war of this scale will be wrapped up in one day. 


      It is true that there’s no knowing what will happen in the future, but it is clear that the winner of the first strike was Tsige. 


      Maxon thought that the winner of the first day was already clear.


      “…Just that…” 


      “?” 


      “You people are without doubt lucky that you safely managed to get here in this phase.” 


      “What do you mean by that?” 


      “My superior said that ‘tipped by luck’ means that you must deal with the irregular factors of the battlefield.” 


      The woman that had been given the binder was in truly lightweight equipment. 


      She doesn’t look like an adventurer or a soldier.


      The judgment of Maxon told him that she is a merchant that has been hired for the battlefield.


      “Irregulars, huh. Well, it is true that that’s one thing.” 


      “Yes. All other factors can be controlled to a certain extent and be predicted, so the only thing that’s scary in the battlefield are the irregular factors, is what he said.” 


      “…”


      “In this time’s war, our superior proclaimed: ‘The biggest irregular factor of this war has already been held back. As for the other slight swings…we can manage with preparation’.” 


      The woman speaks indifferent as she glances at the direction that has now gone silent. 


      Even if there’s no knowing if it was a platoon or a squad, they still managed to suppress them way too fast. 


      Maxon and his group could only show wry smiles as if they didn’t understand what was going on anymore. 


      “…”


      “It is far above my capabilities, but it seems like our top has already seen the conclusion of this battle. I may be speaking out of line here, but he almost never misses in his predictions, so I am sure there will be a good future for you guys as well. Depending on the work you do, that is.” 


      “By the way, who is your superior?” 


      “The representative of the Rembrandt Company, Patrick Rembrandt.” 


      “…Aah, I see.” 


      “Also, Aniki-sama seems to have forgotten to say this, so I have one thing to add.” 


      “Yes?” 


      “A second betrayal won’t be forgiven. If you are going to betray Tsige, prepare for the consequences.” 


      “Understood.” 


      A person who has betrayed will betray again.


      There’s that notion, but it seems like Tsige is tolerant of the first one.


      Even if it was just lip service, it is true that their hearts after betraying the Aion army got slightly lighter from those words.


      “Now then, the first thing we will have you do is take a good rest.” 


      The cool woman and the Tsige soldiers that were semi-encircling them disperse. 


      Maxon was surprised without end at the unbelievable treatment they are being given in the good meaning of the word.


      “You heard them. We are gonna eat and rest first!” 


      The words of the captain resonated in all the survivors of the platoon, and cheers were raised. 


      Chapter 360: Towards Independence ③


    

  


  
    
      The top of the walls had wide pathways.


      Many of the units that gave up on Aion and had joined Tsige were sent there, and were made to participate in the attack.


      Today is the first day of war. 


      In other words, there’s the most people, the most equipment, and the time when magic is the most ferocious. 


      For Tsige that was at a disadvantage in numbers against Aion, the ideal would be to hit them one-sidedly with firepower at the start dash, but practically no one thought that it would be as clean as this.


      The barrage of ritual spells, bow skills, and spells, didn’t show any signs of ending from morning, noon, and even when the sun went down. 


      If you were to only look at the results of this one day, you wouldn’t even be able to call it a war. 


      It was basically as if the Aion army was enduring a slaughter that was being passed by as war. 


      Moreover, more than half of the people who were shooting arrows and spells from the walls were comrades from their own army that have been strengthened with the Blessing, so they had higher firepower than the soldiers of Tsige.


      It can’t be compared to a number of highly skilled adventurers, but it showed plenty enough power. 


      Right now the walls of Tsige were shining brilliantly. 


      There’s no rule that says you can’t fight at night. 


      But most wars between hyumans would be paused as dawn arrives.


      Both sides need their time to rest so, at some point in time, it must have become a silent agreement. 


      “Even though tomorrow we will be killing each other again…what’s with this ruckus?” 


      Someone from Aion…no, someone that was formerly from the Aion army muttered this.


      The state of the two armies that were divided by the walls were like night and day. 


      The Aion army was exhausted, surrounded by the corpses of many of their comrades, and most of them were sleeping as if they were dead. 


      The commanders were clashing opinions for tomorrow and were not getting any sleep.


      It is still the first day, but it seemed like it was a tragic meeting where there were even opinions about giving the retreat order. However, there were many opinions stating that the enemy has already used all of their cards, so they are still managing to maintain their fighting will. 


      Even when they have faced casualties and betrayals in the tens of thousands, they still have plenty enough fighting power. 


      Also, even if there’s a silent agreement of not attacking at night, there’s nowhere that states they must not do anything at all at night.


      They will finish preparations until morning, and tomorrow they will surely show a different result from today, is how they maintained their fighting spirit. 


      The soldiers on the other end have had their morale drop down to the ground already, and there were some who were thinking about deserting, but that was a minority. 


      The advantage of numbers still hasn’t been shaken.


      There was still fire in their war councils. 


      On the other hand…


      At the Tsige side, the former Aion soldiers, the Tsige soldiers, and the mercenaries were making a whole lot of noise and amusing themselves.


      As the light of the day went off, there were simple stands set up, and a variety of food was offered. 


      Smoke that stirred the appetite, which isn’t something you would smell in a battlefield, overwhelmed the Aion soldiers. 


      They were also treated to alcoholic beverages that was said there wasn’t, and finally, even  stages were set up.


      A performance with lights and sound by bards with the same arrangement as the time when Rembrandt made his speech in the morning.


      Cheers, applause, and interludes. 


      It was like a festival.


      “What’s the matter, Aion person? You managed to arrive here with your life still in you, so drink drink. If you don’t drink, eat. The food and drinks are free of cost for all soldiers. You would be missing out if you don’t eat.” 


      “No…me saying this is weird, but…aren’t you guys a bit too loose? Cases where you would have a sweeping win only on the first day with your plans isn’t rare, you know? In a war, there’s no point unless you are the last one standing.” 


      “Hahahaha! Well, this isn’t Aion, but Tsige. The city at the ends of the world, and the city that faces the wasteland. It would be easier on you to think that there’s some screws loose. Ah, you said something about getting a sweeping victory only on the first day, right?” 


      “…Yeah.” 


      “So, if that situation happens for several days, wouldn’t it end in a complete victory? That’s the kind of thinking the people here work with!” 


      “That’s just reckless. I understand the food, and even the alcohol…I could understand as well. But what are those performances?” 


      “? Don’t you know what performances are? See, it is like that stage over there with the cool and beautiful ones singing and dancing. That’s a performance.” 


      The adventurer-looking man teaches the Aion soldier.


      He was misunderstanding here. 


      Of course he knows what it means. 


      He was asking why they are doing something like that when in the middle of a war. 


      “Don’t take me for an idiot. I know that. What I am asking is the point of doing something like that in the center of a battlefield. I would understand if it were in the middle of a long time march to express their sympathies though…” 


      “Hmm, sympathies. Is that how it looks? That increases fighting spirit, strengthens unity, and pushes on restoration in the early stages. It is quite the practical stuff, you know?” 


      “…Huh? The singing and dancing of women, children, and thin men?” 


      “Yeah, there’s a variety of skills within adventurers. Look properly at the vicinity of the second stage. Can’t you tell that there’s a specially high amount of mages there?” 


      “As if I could tell the difference between adventurers, mages, and normal soldiers from a distance.” 


      “What, so you can’t tell. Fumu, that’s the usual, I guess. Well, what I am trying to say is that they are within the effective range of the magic power restoration from that stage.” 


      “?!” 


      “By the way, for the first stage it is vitality, and the third stage is the detoxing and healing one.” 


      “?!?!”


      “The last stage is an idol one. Well, don’t worry too much about stuff and just try entering one of those. Don’t think, feel, boy. Then, survive tomorrow too.” 


      The adventurer-like man was speaking to him with a leisure tone as if they were in the middle of their daily life, and left with that same mood.


      “…Is he sane or was that a madman? I can’t tell at all. Can I even do well here?” 


      The Aion man said this as if on the verge of tears.


      Who knows how many years have passed since he has passed the threshold of being called a ‘boy’, and it made him remember the past.


      “That’s bad. The shadow of death is looming on you. You are still young, so you gotta keep moving on. Can’t be helped. I will do you a special favor and teach you about how to enjoy live events. Ah, I’m Rokuya. If you win and survive, go ahead and have Tsige treat you a whole lot! Now, let’s go!” (Rokuya)


      He thought the adventurer, Rokuya, had left, but he returned to him in the blink of an eye.


      “W-Wait, oi!” 


      The faint uneasiness, despair, slight regret, and doubts. 


      The young man, who had those negative emotions welling up from the depths of his heart, was pulled around by Rokuya. 


      One hour later.


      “ASHES!!!!” 


      At the spectator seats of a certain stage, there’s the young man waving lightsticks with both hands energetically as he dances madly with energy. 


      ◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆


      “Fumu, looks like everyone is having fun. Now that I think about it, how is alcohol treated in the battlefield, Noma-kun?” 


      “It depends on the time and place, but there’s a bit too much considering there’s a battle tomorrow.” (Noma)


      “So there’s a need to keep it down for tomorrow night, huh. Got it. I didn’t think about that.” 


      “You are already a splendid schemer that’s a waste to leave as a merchant. This strategy works exactly because this is a city where a variety of adventurers gather, but I am impressed that you can think of so many novel ideas.” (Noma)


      “It is exactly because I am a merchant that I am good at scheming. And so, is this the stone throwing device you were talking about? This is a lot rougher than the one I saw before…” 


      At a part of the place where light doesn’t reach, where there’s only the darkness of the night and the noise of the soldiers, Patrick Rembrandt, the strategist of PRG, Noma, a number of mercenaries, Morris, and a group of adventurers were gathered.


      Just as Rembrandt said, there was a stone throwing device of quite the size there. 


      Something like that wasn’t there in the daytime. 


      It was being built since the time the light of the day was leaving, and it was finished just recently.


      Because there was also the need to confirm the situation of the Aion army and tonight’s formation, it was busy work.


      “It covers plenty of distance and considers the sound it creates when it travels, so it ends up with a lot of parts. Well, our guys will be showing work worthy of their pay. We made it in time, so please cut us some slack.” (Noma)


      Just as Noma said, it was mostly PRG who put together the stone throwing device.


      “The other two points are also completely ready?” (Rembrandt)


      “Of course. What’s left is to confirm the current status of the luggage and throw it in.” (Noma)


      “How are the summoners and tamers doing?” (Rembrandt)


      Rembrandt nods satisfied and then asks the adventurers. 


      “No problem. We have only sealed it just like you told us.” 


      The young man that seemed to be the leader answers without hiding his nervousness.


      The fact that the person is Rembrandt, and that they have been given a time to shine despite their jobs being far from generic ones was making him feel pressure and making him all stiff. 


      Summoners don’t only use Spirits, they can also use demonic beasts, undead, mythological beasts, and pacts to summon and make them their fighting force. 


      Tamers don’t summon, but actually capture and domesticate them personally.


      Both are not considered as reliable fighting forces, and are treated poorly like how the rounin job was treated previously.


      What they were looking at was a treasure chest-looking thing that was the size of a suitcase.


      It was open, and it was filled with colorful gems and crystals. 


      “Then, share this with the party too. Counting on you.” (Rembrandt)


      After saying this, Rembrandt turned around.


      “Noma, is it okay?” 


      “Yeah, go ahead.” (Noma)


      After letting out a short sigh, Noma responds to a comrade mercenary. 


      The treasure chest is set at the stone throwing device. 


      “Well then, I will be going to the other places to tell everyone the plan.” (Morris)


      “Please do.” (Noma)


      Morris disappears into the darkness, following his master.


      Noma was thinking that the advantages of Tsige are fearsome. 


      That Aion had made a stupid decision and made an enemy out of someone that they shouldn’t have made an enemy out of. 


      He looks at the wall. 


      PRG was also involved in the breakneck creation of this outer wall through the request of Tsige.


      There’s several special materials in it, and there are parts that are purposely made to have holes which are covered up with illusion magic. 


      If they were to put more work in it, it could be used as an actual outer wall. 


      The problem is the special materials.


      The insides are filled with the wisdom of Tsige.


      In other words, the experience and knowledge that this city has gained facing the wasteland. 


      Many traps and gimmicks that would make even strong mamonos feel like they shouldn’t get close to it.


      They have fended off attacks from the wasteland time and time again, and this amalgamation of experiences was without a doubt an asset of Tsige.


      Rembrandt is using all that Tsige has accumulated from continuously trying to conquer the wasteland in crushing Aion.


      (How fearsome. We wouldn’t be beaten up as easily as them, but…honestly, I wouldn’t want to fight them.) (Noma)


      He looked at the set up treasure chest, and then the sound of wind passing by was made as it was shot towards the Aion army. 


      (Using the Skills of summoners and tamers to capture wasteland mamonos alive and throw them into the enemy lines.) (Noma)


      When it comes to mamonos that are living in the wasteland, even summoners and tamers of high level find it quite hard to control them, and of course it is difficult to secure them in numbers. 


      They could slowly gather successfully controlled mamonos to use, but it wouldn’t make it in time for this occasion.


      But Rembrandt said this carefreely: ‘There’s no need to control them. How about we have Aion learn about the threats that Tsige has been stopping until now?’.


      There were opinions saying ‘leaving aside the Aion army, it would bring harm to the surrounding settlements as well’, but he responded straight with a ‘just have them temporarily take refuge’. 


      That in the case they don’t get their cooperation, to take it as them siding with Aion. 


      The Tsige outer wall was made hastily, but even with that, the wasteland monsters don’t get close too often.


      Especially when there’s going to be a whole ton of food closeby. 


      Mamonos that were gathered from strong to weak, and concentrated mainly on the nocturnal ones. 


      If later the settlements ask for help, Tsige could dispatch a subjugation team, or the Aion army could use those prided numbers of theirs to wipe out the monsters, which would help Tsige out too.


      If soldiers were to fight day and night, they would exhaust themselves, but if they have others fight at night, the only ones getting more tired or die would be the enemy. 


      In a sense, it is an idea that only a merchant would think of, and the first time Noma heard about this idea, he shuddered even when he is in that line of work.


      (Using a massive amount of small catalysts to interfere with thought transmissions, his way of using mamonos; this man doesn’t have taboo in his dictionary. That, or he is purposely tearing that notion apart and showing it off…) (Noma)


      ‘The Aion army also uses demonic beasts through beast riders’. 


      ‘Lorel uses dragons’. 


      ‘What’s the difference?’ 


      Noma was reminded of their exchange at that time, and he lightly shook his head to the sides.


      There’s also Raidou’s plans which were reckless ones that only people with overwhelming power can take. 


      This place called Tsige is truly a land of wicked people. 


      After confirming with sense enhancement that the Aion army was in utter mayhem at the other side as expected, he nodded to everyone there.


      The plan has been implemented.


      Noma stretched widely with both arms as if nothing had happened, and he returned to the banquet with his comrades. 


      Chapter 361: Towards Independence ④


    

  


  
    
      2nd day.


      Good weather.


      “This is… It is rare to see the prediction of Danna-sama deviate this heavily.” 


      Morris, who was looking at the state of the Aion army from the top of the outer wall early in the morning, muttered this. 


      A straight posture that could fascinate, donning a butler outfit that has no wrinkles from top to bottom. 


      He is talking as if nothing, but he was actually pretty agitated.


      That’s because there was a result that would heavily throw off the predictions of his master, Rembrandt. 


      “Should I be happy that the schedule can be moved up, or has the so-called ‘luck’ begun to interfere… I should report this at once.” (Morris)


      Morris quickly turned in order to hurry to the side of Rembrandt.


      On the other hand, at his back, there’s the Aion army that has been attacked by demonic beasts and is in a pathetic state on the verge of collapse. 


      Information about the mamonos of the wasteland hasn’t been shared with the Aion army. 


      They did plan to advance till the side of the wasteland, but entering the wasteland and dealing with it wasn’t in their heads.


      You could criticize them by saying they weren’t cautious enough.


      But in reality, they didn’t even have the thought that Tsige would be breaking the barrier between the wasteland and the city in their desperation.


      People who would think something as disgusting as throwing demonic beasts in a war between hyumans are the weird ones. 


      That’s the common sense of hyumans. 


      They would easily belittle their opponents for being underhanded if their opponents were to shut themselves in a terrain advantageous for themselves, despite them sometimes using demi-humans to fight their battles.


      As long as they manage to get control of the opponent’s information line with their spies, they just have to get enough fighting force to overwhelm the opponent. 


      This kind of thinking was remarkably strong in Aion.


      Today, this very way of thinking of theirs was leading them thoroughly to the bad direction.


      If there were still brave people in Aion who could still maintain their wits and bring order, it might have been a different story.


      But there wasn’t. 


      They have no Hero, and there’s no outstanding talent in Aion.


      Even when they are counted as one of the four major powers.


      Being a nation that flourishes in scandals and pulling each other’s legs is most likely affecting it somewhat. 


      There was a person from royalty that was somewhat popular between the people, but they are now in the revolutionary army. 


      There was also a womanizer general that was bold, cool-headed, and skilled in his violent means, but he is already gone from this world. 


      There was a naval officer who was young, talented, and from a good bloodline, but any news about them was cut off after the variant incident of Rotsgard.


      Also, even when in the middle of a civil war that divides the nation, a famous city despite being in a remote region declared independence. 


      In terms of their core moving parts, you could say they are in tatters to an unbelievable extent. 


      That’s why the plan of Rembrandt to make the surroundings switch sides went amusingly smooth, and he was able to proclaim that Aion is a country that only has its size going for it, and is food for their growth. 


      “Even though they can’t do anything against even 1 of those monsters.” 


      “Demonic beasts that can kill blessed hyumans; I thought only dragons could do that.” 


      A total night raid and surprise attack.


      Demonic beasts that have no plan and simply attack whatever living being they find shouldn’t be an opponent that blessed soldiers shouldn’t be able to deal with. 


      In the first place, soldiers in an army fight as teams, so their individual strength isn’t that high.


      “Even though I am a rear guard.” 


      “Is the aria not done yet?” 


      “Mama, I am sorry.” 


      At a time when they don’t have the time to make proper formation and haven’t even managed to completely arm themselves, they were attacked by demonic beasts that are completely superior to them and must be fought with several teams. 


      It was as clear as day that it would begin with complete domination. 


      Even so, after paying a sacrifice of several hundreds, Aion should have regained their advantage with their numbers even if against the wasteland demonic beasts…however, even when night passed and the sun was rising, the battle of the Aion army against the demonic beasts was still unfolding, and casualties continued to show up. 


      There were a total of around 300 demonic beasts thrown from the Tsige side.


      Centered mostly in nocturnal demonic beasts, they were of varied strengths, and were gathered while prioritizing numbers.


      Even Rembrandt doesn’t know all demonic beasts, so there were 2 miscalculations here. 


      The first one was that there were a decent amount of demonic beasts thrown into the Aion side that were ‘corpse eaters’; demonic beasts that prefer eating the corpses of dead animals. 


      Because of this, around 100 demonic beasts had swarmed at the corpses that were already present in the battlefield.


      The other one is that there was an outrageous one sealed within one of the crystals. 


      A common occurrence when buying in bulk all the sealed crystals that the summoners and tamers who returned from the wasteland possess.


      The adventurers and merchants of Tsige…recognize the Mist Town as a part of the wasteland.


      That’s right.


      “No…no…!” 


      “Aaaaaaaaaah!!” 


      “Stay away, stay awaaaa—–!!” 


      “Even a dragon would have been better…” 


      Within the slaughter caused by the demonic beasts against the Aion army, there’s one being that doesn’t exist in this world mixed in. 


      A special kind of wild animal called a bear.


      Due to how gigantic it is, Makoto named it as a Moon Grizzly. It is a pretty well known dangerous animal in Asora. 


      ◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆


      It has been a day since the battle with Aion started.


      Being called by Rembrandt-san, I came to the outer walls that are close to the frontlines. 


      It is because he told me to lend him a bit of wisdom.


      In the end, Tsige had steamrolled the first day. 


      Due to this, everyone’s expression was bright, including the Aion soldiers who switched sides. 


      The use of illusion magic, tactics that use the full power of ritual magic; they all hit perfectly on the mark. 


      But to think that they would increase their population by taking people from the Aion army because the land of Tsige will be increasing…


      That’s quite the way of thinking.


      Arriving with a massive army from afar, taking away a decent number of those soldiers after receiving the Blessing, and then using their power on their own army. 


      It must be an excruciating embarrassment for them. 


      Tomoe said that she would return by the time the war starts again and would resume the broadcast. 


      Ema was making a summarized version with the help of the other female orcs. 


      Even after late in the night, Tomoe was still properly watching things  as if she had a magnifier in hand though.


      It seems like they threw demonic beasts to raid them at night. 


      ‘I said I would be resting at night-ja!’, is what Tomoe said angrily. 


      “But it is a bit weird. There’s no way 200-300 demonic beasts could suppress the tens of thousands remaining of the Aion army even if they are from the wasteland.” (Makoto)


      I checked the numbers quickly with Sakai, and they were still in the middle of battle. 


      There’s also still quite a good number of demonic beasts alive. 


      Even so, the Aion army…


      The more than 20,000 merchants that were sticking to the army due to the demand that would be born from the march, most of them have already dispersed. 


      It started as an army of several hundreds of thousands, but right now, it is at most…


      While I was holding those slight doubts and pity in my heart, I saw the people of the Rembrandt Company waving their hands.


      Over there, huh.


      “Heya there, good morning! Sorry for calling you so early in the morning.” (Rembrandt)


      “Thank you very much, Rembrandt-san. It seems the first day was a sweeping victory, congratulations.” (Makoto)


      “It was nothing. You introduced skilled mercenaries that could take care of squads easily, and there were a lot of adventurers who have polished their abilities in the wasteland cooperating here. Rather, I have had a few misreads here and there, and it is embarrassing. It really is impossible to have a war where not a single one of your comrades dies…” (Rembrandt)


      “Your opponent is one of the four major powers. The name of Tsige and yours are most likely hot topics in many other countries already.” (Makoto)


      “It would make me happy if that were the case. Seriously, war is complicated. Becoming a legend is one of my objectives after all.” (Rembrandt)


      “?” (Makoto)


      “Aah, it is not like I have a hero desire. It is just that, after the Rotsgard incident, I was thinking about how much of a beneficial thing it would be if people were to see me in that way, and you have shown precedent that, even if you are a merchant or a company, it is possible to be viewed as a hero depending on how you do it. I was simply thinking that it would make things easier for the future if I were to become that.” (Rembrandt)


      “Aah, so that’s what you meant.” (Makoto)


      “Also, the way of doing things from the demons at that time. Their method of jamming was incredibly outstanding. Once the setup and the activation is done, it is really difficult to remove, and you normally wouldn’t choose that method. The bigger the enemy, the higher the amount of troubles that will occur when the moment matters due to the loss of communication. There was no reason not to use this card. There’s types in thought transmissions, so I had to request a few things to tinker with it, but well, the effects were great.” (Rembrandt)


      That thing of Rotsgard, huh.


      I see.


      He didn’t simple copy it, but tinkered with it and made it so it can deal with the several types of thought transmissions. 


      That would require quite the amount of people and time. Did he decide to make this place the battlefield a long time ago?


      Could it be that he made the wall to…


      “Danna-sama.” (Morris)


      “! Ah, right. Even though I called you here, I ended up having a long casual talk. Sorry about that, Raidou-kun.” (Rembrandt)


      “Don’t worry about it.” (Makoto)


      “And so, I will get right into it. Last night, we did a number of live performances on several stages, but I wanted to hear a bit more about your opinion in regards to idols.” (Rembrandt)


      Idols?


      “Danna-sama!” (Morris)


      “…Oops, I heard the conversations of the soldiers and adventurers all the time last night, so it slipped. I thought it could be used for advertisement.” (Rembrandt)


      “I do understand your feelings, but I think you should be telling him about the urgent matter first.” (Morris)


      Ooh, it is rare to see Morris-san avoiding agreeing with Rembrandt-san! 


      “Umu, actually, we made stages of dancers and bards that heal and enhance the former Aion soldiers, adventurers, mercenaries, and recruit soldiers of Tsige.” (Rembrandt)


      “Yes?” (Makoto)


      “At the back of that, we also gave a present to Aion, you see. We threw several hundreds of wasteland monsters sealed in special crystals by the Skills of summoners and tamers to have the Aion army dance with them.” (Rembrandt)


      “I see.” (Makoto)


      Ah, could it be that these live performances he is talking about are something similar to what Rembrandt-san did in the morning with the sparkling and the BGM?


      And so, he used those performances…to erase the screams that could come from the other side of the walls?


      “…You are not getting surprised, Raidou-kun. Noma-kun and Vivi-san were shocked at first when they heard about this plan though.” (Rembrandt)


      “Eh, yeah. I have a few thoughts regarding that, but well, it is a war. I thought that it would be best to just think about the details after winning.” (Makoto)


      “Hmm… By the way, what are these ‘few thoughts’ of yours, Raidou-kun?” (Rembrandt)


      “Aah, you have probably evacuated the settlements nearby, but I was wondering what you would do about the cleaning of the demonic beasts later.” (Makoto)


      If the demonic beasts are wiped out, there’s no worries, but there’s the chance some of them would hide somewhere. 


      “The cleaning, huh. We do plan on shooting more ritual magic at a wide radius in today’s battle as well.” (Rembrandt)


      “…”


      “They might still have a few ritual mages that are useful, but this time I will be shooting all 10 at them. Judging from their state on the first day, the most I think they have thought up of is to investigate the positions of our mage units, and swiftly attack them. We are thinking about cleaning the demonic beasts with that.” (Rembrandt)


      “Not gonna do anything about the stragglers?” (Makoto)


      “I do intend to introduce skilled adventurers if there’s any request for help, but that side is Aion territory. I have judged that there’s no need for us to be considerate of them.” (Rembrandt)


      The ‘not my business’ stance, then.


      I see. 


      And so they will be shooting a barrage of ritual magic for two days in a row. 


      To top it off, it isn’t 8 but 10. 


      “About that ritual magic. Since when did you develop an 8th one?” (Makoto)


      I find it hard to believe that Rembrandt-san could achieve something that even the Rotsgard Academy couldn’t achieve, regardless of how big the connections of Rembrandt-san are.


      Is his power that incredible?


      “Rather than 8th, it is more like there’s an 8th, 9th, and 10th. I didn’t do any development. I simply bought what already existed.” (Rembrandt)


      “Bought?” (Makoto)


      “You don’t see them often in Tsige, but there’s a decent amount of demons living around the area. I bought high level magic knowledge from them. Apparently they are already developing more light and darkness ritual spells, and they already have a 12th and 13th ritual spell. Man, they are really amazing.” (Rembrandt)


      “I think you are also amazing for being able to buy it, Rembrandt-san…” (Makoto)


      The demons also have an eye on ritual magic, huh.


      Even so, they haven’t used it much in the battles until now. 


      Or maybe it coincidentally wasn’t the case in the battlefields I have seen?


      “They are most likely putting an eye on means to defeat many with few. Well, the demons were mainly researching ways to counter them for sure while researching attack types. It is not like I don’t understand that feeling of theirs. What must be done before creating the strongest weapon is to create the strongest shield to defend against it after all.” (Rembrandt)


      “I see…” (Makoto)


      “And so, to the main topic. There’s a bit of an unexpected development with those wasteland demonic beasts.” (Rembrandt)


      “Yes?” (Makoto)


      “One of those is that there’s more corpse eaters within those demonic beasts. Well, the battlefield has a seemingly endless amount of Aion soldier corpses, so they didn’t rampage as much as I wanted them to. Regarding this, I am thinking about starting a research team to investigate the nature of the demonic beasts, and actively throw out requests to adventurers about this, but…” (Rembrandt)


      “?” (Makoto)


      “Actually, there’s a demonic beast that even the veteran adventurers have never seen before mixed there. It is embarrassing to say this, but we don’t know its origin… I thought that, as a person who has information of even the deep areas of the wasteland, you might have heard about it before, so I called you here.” (Rembrandt)


      “And what’s the demonic beast you speak of?” (Makoto)


      “Morris has sketched it. Morris has sketched it. I think he has properly gotten the traits of it… Do you have an ide—?!” (Rembrandt)


      The drawing that Rembrandt-san showed me. 


      Seeing the drawing there, I stood up from the surprise.


      “Moon Grizzly?!” (Makoto)


      “S-So you know it?!” (Rembrandt)


      ‘It is a bear of Asora!’, I was about to shout that, but I somehow managed to endure.


      Eh? 


      Eh?! 


      Are you telling me that an adventurer that came to the Mist Town encountered a bear due to some kind of mistake, and they somehow miraculously managed to capture it? 


      Are you kidding me? 


      I think that’s an impossible thing unless you were to find a wounded and lethargic Moon Grizzly.


      Even within the warriors of Asora, there aren’t that many who can fight that bear one on one. 


      With that thing going wild, of course the chaos in the Aion army wouldn’t calm down.


      There’s no way it would.


      “Rembrandt-san.” (Makoto)


      “…What is it?” (Rembrandt)


      “There’s still time before today’s battle begins, right?” (Makoto)


      “Right. Considering the state there, I would say it will take a bit more time.” (Rembrandt)


      “I am sorry, but I think that demonic beast is a bit too stimulating for the outside of the wasteland. Can I retrieve it?” (Makoto)


      “Of course. We have achieved our objective. We would also like to avoid an unnecessary battle with a healthy giant demonic beast.” (Rembrandt)


      “…Thanks. Then, I will be taking my leave here… ?!” (Makoto)


      A thunderous roar that resonated in the whole area. 


      I had a bad feeling about this and went outside, and what I saw there was a shower of lightning falling down from the sky. 


      The lightning that’s supposed to disappear in an instant had branched widely, and was staying in the sky, shining. 


      A blue sky, and red lightning. 


      What a bizarre sight.


      What a waste of good weather.


      (Waka… It seems…bear of Asora…found its way there.) (Tomoe)


      (Tomoe?) (Makoto)


      (I went…urgently…retrieve it.) (Tomoe)


      (I was about to head there too… Tomoe? Oi, Tomoe?!) (Makoto)


      Something’s strange.


      Tomoe’s location… I can tell where she is.


      Ema is also there.


      And, there’s someone else there.


      The source of this lightning! 


      (I am…sorry.) (Tomoe)


      (I am heading there at once!) (Makoto)


      For a moment there, I thought about teleporting, but there’s way too many eyes here.


      I desperately endured my impatient emotions, and jumped to the top of the outer wall.


      This also stands out, but this much can’t be helped! 


      With the presence of Tomoe and Ema as my marker, I aimed for that place with my fastest speed.

    

  


  


  
    Chapter 362: The Lightning of the Apostle


    
      Something happened.


      That’s the only thing I can tell.


      Something that’s bad for Tomoe -in other words, bad for me, too. 


      I went to the top of the outer wall with one jump, and then I created footholds in the sky as I went further up.


      With a distance like that of when you are doing a crouching start, I created footholds on my feet, and accurately confirmed the location and state of Tomoe and Ema.


      The two of them are injured, and they both don’t seem to be moving a large distance.


      The one other close to them is the enemy… Alone?


      They managed to injure those two all alone?


      I could tell that a part of my heart was cooling down at a high pace despite being agitated just a few moments ago.


      It is not a feeling I like, but when I get wary of the opponent, it naturally pops out. It may not be to my liking, but it is also true that I am making use of it in a variety of ways.


      Suddenly, I remember that time when I ran off in a hurry…that time at the explosion in Asora where casualties happened.


      Tch…


      I already know. I won’t let that happen again.


      Fuuh…


      I carefully hide my magic power and presence.


      I create the next foothold and jump off it, closing about half the distance between the place where I feel the presence of those 3.


      “For Ema, rather than saying it is an injury, it is more like she is seriously injured. I have to let her go back as soon as possible. Tomoe seems to be pretty beaten up herself which is rare, but the current her has a high recovery speed…” (Makoto)


      While I was moving, I was speaking out the information that was coming in from [Sakai].


      That’s right, the amount of experience I have is different from that time.


      I look at the creepy red lightning that was spreading as if it were trying to cover the whole sky. 


      I am pretty sure the enemy is the Apostle of the Goddess.


      Someone that Rembrandt-san has already asked me to deal with.


      An opponent we were planning on facing sometime in this battle.


      Depending on the affinity and situation of the encounter, I could understand how Tomoe and Ema were caught off-guard.


      “…I see. So the trump card of that Damn Bug’s Apostle is lightning. Leaving aside the meaning of being red for now, we finally know its identity, huh. And so, my first move from now on should be…” (Makoto)


      Now that I think about it, I was pondering a lot about that Bug’s identity at first. 


      The shape of the whole continent and its atmosphere resembles that of Japan, so I was thinking about stuff like Ame-no-Uzume, Benzaiten, Seioubo; oriental legends, anecdotes written down in books, and myths. 


      After seeing Daikokuten-sama, Susanoo-sama, and Athena-sama, I have narrowed it down to western and greek mythology, but lately I have two candidates. 


      No matter if Athena-sama is a God of War, I felt like it was strange that she showed up.


      That’s why I think it is either Aphrodite or Artemis.


      I thought that Damn Bug was one of those two.


      I don’t know much about mythology, so I couldn’t narrow it down well, but I finally am beginning to feel confident about it.


      “Well, that Apostle-like person is holding a big scythe. Are you the Apostle of Hades or something? Or a farmer? Geez, how misleading. That Damn Bug, you are increasing the reasons why I must not lose.” (Makoto)


      Just imagining losing against her in the bow…is unbearable. 


      While thinking that, I take out my beloved Azusa Bow, and aim at the head of the Apostle… No, at the hand that’s holding the scythe. 


      Doing that would be tough. 


      The best first move I should be making with the opportunity that Tomoe has given me should be a decisive one that brings about our victory. 


      I do the new step of concentration that I practiced before with Hibiki-senpai.


      An archery stance that looks defenseless at a glance and is silent and long which feels completely out of place in the battlefield.


      If I manage to secure a decent altitude in the sky where there’s no interruptions, I can reduce the demerits by quite a bit. 


      I slowly connect the space between the Apostle and I, and take in the surroundings.


      Properly taking in the factors like the wind and its dryness, the trees standing together, the elements, and the Spirits…and then erase them.


      The act of turning every factor into nothing aside from me and the target…the Apostle.


      I closed my eyes and I couldn’t see anything with my eyes anymore.


      This is a different technique from the one bound in the logic of archery. 


      It is like erasing everything else and making the result of hitting the target a certainty. 


      Like erasing the process of it.


      “…Alright.” (Makoto)


      I open my eyes.


      My senses are telling me that it is done.


      The movements of Ema are quite dull.


      Tomoe is still more energetic than she looks. 


      With my concentration maintained, the moment the arrow left my hand, it disappeared.


      Good.


      There’s times when, even when I did all this, it wouldn’t lead to this result.


      I don’t know if it is because my concentration wasn’t enough, or because it is not something that I should be thinking in archery logic to begin with.


      It is a mystery. 


      Then, let’s go.


      I take a stance with my bow again, and cover myself in mist. 


      ◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆


      The Aion army is being trampled down by the wasteland mamonos.


      That’s fine.


      The problem is that an Asora Bear is mixed in those. 


      Ema and I got flustered by this.


      Moreover, the big and wild Moon Grizzly seemed to be angered. It was mowing down and tearing apart mamonos and people without discrimination. 


      An adventurer that came to the Mist Town must have coincidentally managed to capture it, but…Ema and I went to suppress the bear quickly without hesitation. We threw that big body into Asora, and we were about to return to where we were, to the broadcast point of today. 


      However, a thunderous roar resonated, and I ended up looking above for an instant. 


      A red lightning was covering the sky, and a powerful impact attacked us. 


      We somehow managed to return to the broadcast point, but it is true that we were caught off-guard.


      So frustrating.


      When I look at Ema, I could see that she had been injured slightly, but it doesn’t look like there’s a problem-ja. 


      I judged that it was a bit of a bad situation-ja, but at the time when I thought about moving away…


      “Is that skill…teleportation? I have found you. Where did you hide Alpine?” 


      A woman.


      If she is talking about Alpine, does that mean she is someone with a grudge on Toa? 


      But that’s not my business.


      Kaah, I have finally been infected by Waka’s habit. 


      “Don’t know.” (Tomoe)


      “Is that so.” 


      Lightning pierced Ema and me at the same time from the sky and the sides.


      “!” 


      “Uuh!” 


      Fast! 


      And strong! 


      She must have finished some sort of preparation, or is that the boon of a special equipment? 


      “Tomoe-sama, barriers are not working at all against this attack. I will keep her in place here, so please return once to prepare a countermeasure!!” (Ema)


      “Ema!” (Tomoe)


      The red lightning swallowed Ema like a tornado and was tearing her up as if it were wringing her out. 


      …This is displeasing.


      It is not an illusion or something that was formed from the mix of several elements. She is using lightning as an elemental magic.


      That’s light itself.


      Its speed isn’t something that can be followed with the eye.


      The power differs on the situation, but the current us should be able to endure it. 


      “My, you are doing well, Pig. You have lasted for around 2 seconds.” 


      The woman laughed.


      Ema has lost consciousness.


      She isn’t dead, but she got hit really hard. 


      Good grief. It is true that it is fearsome magic and I am impressed by it, but getting overconfident ain’t good.


      “Hm?” 


      “It is truly a trick worth seeing-ja, but sorry, I am in a hurry.” (Tomoe)


      I covered the surroundings in mist, and then made around 10 illusions of Ema and me that have our presences. 


      First of all, I gotta get Ema back before it gets bad.


      If barriers don’t work, there’s the chance that we might get showered with attacks one-sidedly. 


      If that happens, it won’t even be a battle.


      “Where’s Alpine?” 


      Even so, this woman…


      Her eyes are strangely emotionless, or like, slightly similar to the times when Mio is in the zone.


      Just what kind of disgrace did she taste under Toa and her group?


      I am in a sense one of their teachers, so if it was a mistake from my disciples, it is not like it doesn’t concern me at all.


      “I told you I don’t know.” (Tomoe)


      “I don’t think there’s a special skill like this just anywhere. I will definitely have you tell me.” 


      “Fumu, that’s how much you don’t want this magic of yours to be known?” (Tomoe)


      “Even if that weakling pig were to die, it is plenty enough if you remain.” 


      “Impatience distances you from success, you know, Lightning Woman.” (Tomoe)


      Ema, I will bring you back to Asora as soon as possible. 


      It would sadden Waka if something were to happen to you.


      I prepare the mist gate in this situation where there’s zero visibility, and carry Ema.


      “Bloom, [Manzhushahua].” <Originally means the flower of the sky, the big red flower, one of the four good fortunes in the sky; Source.>


      “What-ja to?!” (Tomoe)


      The woman chanted what sounded like the name of a spell for the first time. 


      An equinox flower.


      While I was thinking that, all the mist had been dispersed. 


      It can even erase the gate. 


      Not only that, the red lightning is piercing everything resembling us regardless if it is an illusion or not one after the other.


      This is bad! 


      As if spreading with her at the center, the red lightning equinox flower bloomed, and each time it did, the lightning was accurately piercing.


      With one strike it dispersed the mist, with one strike it erased the illusions, and with one strike it pierced us as if there wasn’t a barrier at all.


      This must be what they call bad natured-ja.


      “…”


      By the time the continuous lightning stopped, I didn’t have enough strength to speak anymore.


      I was healing Ema and myself in the middle of that. 


      I don’t know what logic it is running with, but at the very least, every element and barrier we use is like paper to it, and we can’t avoid it. 


      It is like the magic edition of Waka-ja na.


      What’s happening-ja?


      Thought transmission is being jammed, so it will take a bit of time, but I have to report this.


      I use my katana as a cane, and with my head hanging down, I maintain silence as I somehow manage to tell Waka the situation with thought transmission.


      Ema is…not dead, but if things come to worst, we might need Shiki.


      Now then, what’s left is…to buy time-ja na. 


      From what I can tell, this woman has an absolute advantage against magic.


      She is more cautious against Skills after all.


      She also has variations that forcefully go through those Skills to ignore them to a certain extent. 


      I see.


      With something like her on their side, even if they were to be cornered to a certain extent, it is still possible to turn the tides around-ja na.


      If she is also acting as a tactician, she might have a good head on her as well.


      But the fact that she is here must mean that, for good or for bad, Aion is on their limit. 


      Their helper is making plans, and even has to come out to the frontlines.


      You could say it is already the setting sun for them as a major power.


      Their helper; the Goddess’s Apostle. 


      The lightning element being like this was a slight miscalculation-ja na.


      Disrupting and exploiting weak points is the tactic I specialize in.


      If possible, I would like to fight with the sword, but if I were asked whether I can beat Waka, Mio, Shiki, or Tamaki with only that, I would say no.


      It is like having both of my hands tied-ja.


      I occasionally use it because it is convenient.


      Aah, I am truly glad that I contacted Waka.


      If by some strange twist of fate I had to rely on Mio, who knows how much she would tease me about it in the future.


      No matter how I think about it, Mio would just munch on everything without caring about anything.


      She probably wouldn’t have a hard time.


      Even though it is a matter of affinity, I reaaaally don’t like it. 


      “I know that you haven’t died. Surprise attacks won’t work on me.” 


      “The very person that did a surprise attack is telling me that. Can’t see anything but an idiot here-ja no.” (Tomoe)


      I am not playing dead or anything.


      I did compare you to a magic edition Waka, but you are the inferior version of the inferior version of that inferior version-ja.


      The fact that, even with all those attacks, my healing is easily keeping up makes it clear who is the superior one.


      “The lightning of god is something that must be kept a secret. There’s a need to have everyone who has seen it die. The ones who are hit by the lightning of god are people that must die, and are people that the Goddess has judged as unnecessary to the world. If even an inkling of faith is left in you, you should lower your head down this instant and receive your divine punishment. This is truly deplorable.” 


      “It is sparking flashily in the sky though. Are you going to be slaughtering the Aion people as well? Are you going to drop that on everyone’s heads as well?” (Tomoe)


      “Just seeing it is not a problem. If this will harden Aion’s faith in the Goddess, I would even allow them to pass it down as a miracle. But to the people who tie me and that as the lightning element, I will have them die.” 


      “…By the way, my name’s Tomoe and I am part of a company that has a store in Tsige and Rotsgard, but I really have no knowledge of you and Alpine. The Apostle of the Goddess is quite the unreasonable being, ain’t it?” (Tomoe)


      “There’s no way a dragon wearing the skin of a person and bringing along a queer orc is a pure citizen. I allow the inhyuman to hold religious faith in the Goddess, but they are not equal to hyumans. You can’t even comprehend such basic principles…you mere Superior Dragon that pointlessly stays in the world.” 


      “…”


      She has quite the impressive eye to be able to see through the fact that, not only am I a dragon, but a Superior Dragon on our first meeting.


      She is saying quite the things there. 


      I was at a loss for words.


      The Goddess and that thing feel for certain that the hyumans who receive their affection are the supreme residents of this world.


      The church talks about faith at times to gain benefits, but this one is a special cookie-ja.


      Her faith for the Goddess is etched deep in her.


      That’s why she doesn’t like the Superior Dragons who were in this world from the very beginning, huh.


      It goes both ways-ja no.


      I don’t like the Goddess and the Spirits.


      “Root, that strange knight, and also Alpine. I was wondering why there wasn’t any contact from Aion for a while, so I checked things out, and this time, it is you and Tsige! You people really are going wild as you please.” 


      “Root… I see. So you have fought  Root already, huh. That damn pervert; how about doing your work properly every now and then, and eliminate a mere Apostle of the Goddess. He is useless, seriously useless.” (Tomoe)


      “‘Mere’, you say. That’s quite the word you have used there. With me being in my full armament, even that disrespectful and filthy Superior Dragon wouldn’t be an enemy of mine.” 


      Her outburst of anger, that is the red lightning, was raging once again in the surroundings, and they pierced and tormented us. 


      “This may be weird coming from me who got caught off-guard, but you are quite the pitiful one-ja no.” (Tomoe)


      “…Alte Barrette; at least remember the name of the person that will be vanguishing you.” (Alte)


      “Alte, huh. I will remember it.” (Tomoe)


      I return the katana I was using as a cane back to my waist, and sit cross-legged on the ground.


      The recovery is able to keep up, but what hurts still hurts. 


      It is already turning into a pain.


      “? That’s quite admirable of you.” (Alte)


      “Making it in nick of time. That’s sometimed a trait of heroes in tragedies-ja yo.” (Tomoe)


      Alte, huh.


      If she hadn’t come here, she could have lived for a while more.


      “? Have you gone crazy from the fear?” (Alte)


      “Has the surprise attack gone well?” (Tomoe)


      The arrow of Waka pierced the arm of Alte holding her flashy scythe. 


      It is not like it flew and pierced her, it simply suddenly pierced her. 


      And then, as if it had been shot powerfully from the horizon, it tore off her arm from elbow and below, and pinned it into the ground. 


      Of course, the scythe she had in her hand as well. 


      “Eh?” (Alte)


      I understand that feeling, I understand it. 


      I also didn’t get it at first -tasting the serious fear of death for the first time. 


      “…”


      Mist appeared for an instant only, and Waka descended from there.


      He is already in stance with his bow.


      Alte still couldn’t react to the arrow that had been shot. 


      She probably hasn’t digested the shock of having her arm taken. 


      She is certainly blessed with strong magic power and magic, but it looks like her experience in actual battle is shallow. 


      Oh.


      I thought for sure that arrow would pierce her head, but it deviated a bit and grazed the fancy tiara Alte had equipped there, destroying it. 


      “The Apostle of the Goddess, right?” (Makoto)


      “Seems so.” (Tomoe)


      “Sorry for being late, Tomoe. You two can return to Asora now and rest.” (Makoto)


      “? But…” (Tomoe)


      “It is okay. No matter what this person sees and asks, it won’t be a problem.” (Makoto)


      “…As you will.” (Tomoe)


      He already has that intention, huh.


      Then I have no choice but to nod. 


      I want to watch if possible, but when he says that to me so clearly… Is it the weakness of love? 


      “Don’t worry, I will make her pay. She did quite the number on my important person.” (Makoto)


      “…Be careful of the lightning. I will be awaiting your return.” (Tomoe)


      It is rare to see Waka speak with a strong tone.


      ‘Don’t speak, just leave it to me’, is what I felt he tacitly expressed there.


      He is now able to say hateful things like this at moments like this. 


      Good grief, I can’t make fun of Mio anymore.


      I am also in that same vein. 


      That’s hot. 


      Thanks to Waka, I could return safely to Asora without any problems with Ema in my arms. 
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      We managed to return the bear, Tomoe, and Ema back to Asora.


      Alte Barrette is in front of me. 


      She is the Apostle of the Goddess and apparently a user of the lightning element. 


      ‘The lightning element itself is the ultimate element that stands above all elements, and it is the peak element’, is the dubious stuff she was saying, but there’s no doubt it is getting quite the favorable treatment in this world


      It was the first time Tomoe and Ema experienced this, and they were one-sidedly getting hit. 


      I am grateful to Tomoe for getting a lot of information out from her.


      Also, am I the only one who thinks about a cooking contest when hearing stuff like ultimate and peak? 


      “…” 


      Alte is looking my way, but isn’t looking at me.


      She is in some kind of trance. 


      She has been a bit weird since the moment she got her arm taken away with the first attack.


      I wanted to finish this by shooting her head, but it got caught in something for some strange reason and it ended up hitting the tiara instead.


      It isn’t a good memory, but I remember the time when I was called the Apostle of the Goddess.


      But now, there’s the real Apostle of the Goddess here, so we’ve pretty far now. 


      Finally.


      I have finally reached the point where I can face her vanguard.


      About her arm…the blood has stopped.


      Emergency treatment to stop the blood?


      Her elbow is sparking with electricity. What a way to treat her wound. I have never heard of it before, and I don’t know the logic behind it. 


      But it works, cause it is lightning. 


      What a cheat ability. 


      It is plenty possible with that Damn Bug. 


      “I didn’t lower my guard…” (Alte)


      “?” 


      “I am standing here with the best of preparations and the best of equipment.” (Alte)


      “…”


      “Only the situation is not the best. But that’s simply a trivial prank of the moment.” (Alte)


      “…”


      She is mumbling.


      But she is missing the mark.


      “I could have dealt with the Superior Dragon incarnation and the pig. I would also finish Tsige while at it, and then find Alpine and hunt them down… The steps were already there…” (Alte)


      The situation that Alte speaks out; a prank of the moment.


      That’s always present in the battlefield, and it divides the winners and the lives in it. 


      Calling it a trivial thing is incorrect in itself. 


      Does she not have that much actual combat experience? 


      Or maybe she has been so blessed in the enemies she has fought that she hasn’t had a difficult battle before.


      Even so, calling Ema a pig…


      It is rare to find such an intelligent and scary girl like her as an ally, you know? 


      Don’t underestimate this generation’s boss of the female highland orcs.


      “You…” (Alte)


      “?” 


      Ooh, our eyes finally made contact. 


      She resembles her…


      She has the same prideful attitude as that Goddess.


      “You are Raidou, huh.” (Alte)


      “Yeah, that’s right, Alte Barrette.” (Makoto)


      “I see, I see… So that’s how it is. The company representative that had a boost in their name under the protection of Rembrandt, and is only blessed by good personnel.” (Alte)


      “…” 


      “But the reality is that he doesn’t have the ability fitting his growth, and he is full of openings as a merchant; a weak point of Tsige.” (Alte)


      “…Hey, isn’t that evaluation a bit too cruel?” (Makoto)


      It is not wrong, but I ended up objecting. 


      “His real identity is that of a proficient mage and adventurer? You really got me there.” (Alte)


      “Hm?” (Makoto)


      “Dressing yourself as if you were a delicious target. After fooling the spies and getting Aion on your nose, you planned on trampling them down with that power of yours, right?” (Alte)


      “…There seems to be a slight misunderstanding there, but it is true that I was asked to be your opponent.” (Makoto)


      Kill.


      The cold thoughts were telling me to kill the woman in front of me.


      All this time.


      She might be more dangerous of an existence than I think she is. 


      Finish her for certain.


      My internal alarm was telling me with ever increasing potency that this was the one and only best choice. 


      I was already going to do that even without all the alarms though.


      “I have already turned to foam the many plans you have. That’s why I won’t ask much.” (Alte)


      “That’s some special head you got there.” (Makoto)


      I tried shooting one Bridd on her chest at the fastest activation speed.


      Sadly to say, it was the expected result. 


      Before it touched her body, the Bridd was stopped by the lightning that was coursing around her, and it disappeared without much fuss.


      “…Bridd. An old but strong spell. It seems like you are trying to hide it, but I can certainly feel it -your outstanding magic power. It is pointless though.” (Alte)


      “Gotta give it to you, that was good reaction speed. Or is that an auto guard? It doesn’t seem like it blocks everything though.” (Makoto)


      I respond while looking at her arm and broken tiara that are on the ground.


      “Raidou, are you the Devil that descended in Limia before? That impertinent being that was being called an Apostle of the Goddess was you?” (Alte)


      “Yeah. The result of being forcefully kidnapped by that Damn Bug of a Goddess was that I got struck preemptively by a Dragon Slayer, and on top of that, got a nickname that I didn’t even want.” (Makoto)


      Devil, or Apostle of the Goddess, or her Agent! 


      “Bloom.” (Alte)


      It is that, huh! 


      Without even waiting for Alte to finish her words, a red lightning flower covered the sky at blinding speed. 


      The lightning was shot at me.


      “!!” (Makoto)


      I thought that maybe I could unexpectedly follow it with my eyes, but that wasn’t the case.


      The next instant I thought it shone, the attack was already over. 


      By the time I noticed, a piercing pain in my body remained.


      Not only my magic barrier, even my Magic Armor was of no use. 


      The feeling of my magic being one-sidedly erased the moment it touches that lightning.


      This certainly is unfair.


      But I got it. In terms of speed, the moment it shines, it is already dangerous. 


      She was crying about preparations and all that, so the lightning that seems as if it is entangled to that cloud above must have some sort of meaning.


      I should investigate that too.


      Even so, it doesn’t look like she will be letting me move.


      It pierces my barrier and magic armor with unfair ease. 


      It is true that the lightning element is cheating. 


      Not lightning, but the lightning element. 


      It possesses extraordinary power. 


      “[Lightning Clad].” (Alte)


      “Oh, you can even do that?” (Makoto)


      Lightning covered the body of Alte. 


      Her whole body began to shine. 


      The arm that I pinned to the ground also floated its way back to its original position with scythe and all.


      It didn’t really stick, and there was a small thunderball in between the elbow and the arm.


      It does look like it can move normally though.


      It is better to think that’s the case.


      I guess it is a bit too optimistic to think that the only other thing it does is cover her in lightni—wa?! 


      Alte closes the distance between us with unexpected speed.


      She stretches out her left arm.


      My movements are being hindered by the continuous lightning strikes, so evading was difficult, and she got all the way to grabbing my neck. 


      A shock ran through my body the next instant.


      “!!” 


      A zapping sensation that was far worse than that of those tools for punishment games. 


      Constant pain.


      “Thanks for being of help to the Goddess, Raidou.” (Alte)


      “D-Don’t m-mind it! She s-seems like the t-type that d-doesn’t have f-friends a-after a-all!” (Makoto)


      It is pretty difficult to talk lightly. 


      I feel like I can finish her immediately, but…at the same time, I also feel like she would escape.


      I have set a bit of an insurance, yet I still feel this way. This is a strange sensation.


      “That was humiliating. It was the biggest of embarrassments for us. But being able to meet you here must be heaven’s blessing. Don’t think you will be having an easy death. I will thank you a whole lot, and then drag that dragon and Alpine as well! And I will also turn the whole Tsige into cinders…no, the only thing left will be pebbles!!” (Alte)


      “Pe…bbles?” (Makoto)


      A strange word was mixed in it.


      I want to see as many of her cards as possible before finishing her. There’s one other Apostle, and she is someone connected to the Goddess after all.


      I want to have a grasp of her full strength to a degree where she doesn’t escape, but this is smelling a bit dangerous.


      “Etch the power of an Apostle in that body of yours. Sky Covering Lightning…” (Alte)


      “Guuh, damn…it!” (Makoto)


      Aah, geez, it is so hard to move! 


      “That’s pointless. You’ve already been checkmated. If you know a bit about the words of Lorel, you should understand what I meant, right? Red Lightning into Stun Lightning; the king of many status effects. The first order of business will be to destroy that unpleasant wall together with the Fake Apostle Raidou… DIE!” (Alte)


      “Come!” (Makoto)


      “[Raging Lightning Fireworks]!” (Alte)


      Both sides won’t be possible, so prioritize above! 


      I called my reliable arms, and imagined them crushing the lightning. 


      About me…well, I can endure it. 


      The lightning above rained down on the outer wall of Tsige and its inner area, and it spread out like fireworks…or at least that was her plan.


      Geez, how is it possible that she can activate ritual level spells on her own? 


      Can’t really speak about others though! 


      The two arms that I called touched the lightning in the sky a bit before everything else.


      The sparks in the sky were returning to their point of origin as if watching a firework in reverse, and the lightning was compressed to a button.


      And then…it disappeared. 


      The result I was expecting. 


      On the other hand, there’s Alte grabbing me by the neck with her left hand, and the lightning flowers at her feet rose countlessly like pine needles…hitting me directly.


      This was also the expected painful experience. 


      It really reminds me of how much I have relied on barriers and the magic armor. 


      It has been such a good while since I have endured pain purely with my body, which is crazy tough.


      But I am far from panicking -I was still my calm self. 


      “You can break through most magic, but you can’t ignore all the magic resistance from a person’s body, huh.” (Makoto)


      I grab the left arm of Alte from the side.


      It is hot and it hurts. 


      Lightning isn’t something you touch, so I don’t know what to compare it to.


      “Don’t touch me! I will be dirtied!!” (Alte)


      She shakes me off with all her strength. 


      Thanks to that, I am now free. 


      The weak continuous lightning attacks still continued, but I can move somewhat, and I think I can speak too.


      Now then, continuing here would be bad.


      If sparks were to fall on Tsige due to our battle, I would be putting the cart before the horse. 


      “[Lightning Clad]!” (Alte)


      “You can stack it?!” (Makoto)


      The whole body of Alte shone in an even redder hue. 


      But this is truly lucky. 


      She isn’t the close combat type. 


      And yet, for some reason, she is strangely wary about close combat, and is using this spell that seems like she isn’t that used to. 


      …Did Alpine instill something in her?


      She must have had some sort of trauma. 


      She certainly does get faster and stronger, but her movements are simple. 


      If I had to compare it to something, it would be me when I just came to this world.


      ……


      …


      Here! 


      “[Lightning Palm—?!” (Alte)


      “It is the rule that a battle between monsters must be done in the outskirts.” (Makoto)


      I timed the rush of Alte and wrapped my arm around the arm she was using to attack me.


      I activated the mist gate that I set up beforehand, and teleported us to a far away location from the outer walls and into someplace of Aion.


      The flashy battle that had been unfolding at a part of the battlefield between the Aion army and Tsige, had all sounds stop at that instant, and it turned silent as if nothing had happened.


      Sorry for the disturbance. 


      Now, let’s continue.

    

  


  


  
    Chapter 364: Apostle Vs Devil ②


    
      That scythe reminds me of the belt of Senpai.


      Is it a tool that has the power of the Goddess; the so-called sacred treasure? 


      The one where I feel it the most obviously is with the scythe, but I can feel a similar aura from the things she has equipped.


      Being the Apostle of the Goddess, she must be close to those kinds of things.


      I don’t really feel stuff like being pressured or having my movements restricted like the roar of a dragon, or the authority of a god. 


      It is true that lightning has troublesome traits, and if the Goddess uses this same kind of ability but even stronger, it would be quite the problematic thing. 


      But I investigated the stories and legends of that Bug, and there were practically no mentions of lightning.


      It is not like it is impossible that she has erased them purposely. 


      Maybe…she herself can’t use it? 


      I somewhat thought this when looking at this fanatic called Alte. That maybe there’s a need for a certain level of faith, and the need to overcome some kind of hurdle, or maybe she could use the lightning element beforehand.


      There’s the possibility that this may be the condition of becoming an Apostle.


      In other words, it is not that she can use the lightning element because she is an Apostle, but because she can use the lightning element, the Goddess has accepted her as her Apostle? 


      If it were a hyuman that’s decently strong who can use lightning, it wouldn’t be that scary. 


      My Arms could erase the lightning above, so my confidence increased.


      “Ooh, Devil. The personage that announces the end of the Goddess’s era!!” 


      …


      “Shut UUUPPPP!!” 


      …


      “To think…to think Raidou-sama was the Devil-sama… What a wasteful way of using my time…” 


      “How manly, the avatar of threatening… Comrade Maharo, Comrade Risu, you have seen it. The world will be welcoming a time of change. Judgment isn’t something that mortals deal… Ooh, I can see it. I can see it. I can also see—” 


      “Stop spouting hexes, you damn interlopers!!” (Alte)


      Alte shoots lightning to me and the group that was gathering around.


      Maybe it is the power of her sacred treasures, her aria was extremely shortened. 


      I feel like this is also a really defensive choice of hers.


      She already has an auto-guard spell that’s active all the time, so I honestly feel like she doesn’t need aria shortening that much.


      If I were in her position, I would solely increase my attack power with equipment. 


      But it looks like Alte takes pride in that part of hers.


      The red lightning attack of Alte causes several status effects on the enemy hit. 


      The ‘Status Effect King’, was it? 


      I feel like she thinks that if she were to purely increase her attack power, it would be like betraying the red lightning that she relies on so much.


      It is truly a stupid fixation.


      So I say, but I am also pretty fixated myself in fighting with a bow.


      Am I contradicting myself, or are there several individual rulers in me? 


      Most likely the latter. 


      When thinking about a fight that will be a turning point, the biggest one I can imagine would be that Goddess, but if I were to settle the scores, I would want to do so through the bow no matter what. 


      Not with my bare hands, other weapons, or magic, but with the bow. 


      However, there’s also a part of me that wants to solely use the most effective methods, and finish the battle as fast as possible.


      That part is telling me to not be fixated on a weapon, that this will connect to creating an opening for your enemy. 


      It is a complicated thing.


      Now then, I don’t know what kind of fate was involved here, but the place that I teleported to had Anti-Goddess cultists.


      Looks like they are a group that ran away from Tsige.


      They weren’t here at first, but as I clashed with Alte, they began to form a circle as if to fortify the surroundings.


      The Anti-Goddess Cult and the Revolutionary Army must have been in the middle of their march, aiming to do their comeback somewhere in Aion.


      These people are unlucky no matter what they do.


      In the first place, Alte and I didn’t mind it much, or more like, didn’t even notice them, so they could have just run away.


      I really don’t understand people who have fallen into a cult.


      “Haah haaah…” (Alte)


      Alte had shot consecutive red lightnings, not only at me, but at the cultists as well. 


      Honestly speaking, even if the magic power gets pierced through, the resistance towards status effects that comes from magic power is still present. 


      My barriers and the Magic Armor were of no use, but Sakai is actually working properly. 


      As expected of an ability from a god.


      Looks like the power of a god can properly fight back.


      And so, it personally may hurt, but that’s all it is.


      If it is pain…I just have to endure it.


      As long as I can understand what kind of existence an Apostle is before I accumulate enough damage to render me immobile, I don’t really mind.


      “Devil-sama…” 


      The cultists are being noisy with their Devil Devil.


      Even though I have no intention of becoming their star of hope.


      Alte is killing them in a trance hearing their words though.


      The elf that seemed like the leader, Muller, looked at me in ecstasy as she muttered.


      Just how much of their dreams are they putting on the Devil?


      Well, if she had knocked on the doors of the Kuzunoha Company as a single elf, the result might have been slightly different though.


      But the reality was that Muller came to Tsige and headed to the Dusk Street, to the place of Rio.


      …There’s no point anymore, huh.


      Poison had already ran through her whole body, and parts of her body are petrified. 


      From time to time, parts of her body would explode from the inside, and blood would splurt out flashily. 


      I don’t know if that’s how the status effects are to begin with. 


      At the very least, it seems like they haven’t been Charmed by Alte. 


      But well, it is certain that death is close. 


      Just a few lightning shots have left her in this state already. 


      It would be pretty hard for a hyuman to go against Alte. 


      An out-of-standard existence that has several abnormal status effects in her arsenal. Unless you are a wasteland adventurer that is prepared beforehand for those kinds of situations, it would be hard to even fight against her.


      People who deal with status effects through equipment and items instead of magic must be the most problematic types for Alte. 


      Also, unfortunately for her, me as well.


      “Muller. I received reports that you disappeared from Tsige. Too bad. Looks like this is the end for the Anti-Goddess Cult.” (Alte)


      “…Yeah, but you will surely be dying today as well. Because I have never seen an Apostle make a face like that. Ufufufufu! Let’s die together like good friends, Apostle of the Goddess!!” (Muller)


      “Sorry about that, but the one who will be going with you will be your beloved beloved Devil-sama. Die, dirt.” (Alte)


      “!!” 


      Muller turned into a beautiful statue for an instant, but was shattered right after from the follow-up attack.


      The fact that she easily admitted to being the top of the cultists must mean that…she is just a lizard tail.


      Even tops would sometimes die grandly to invite carelessness from the world, and these cultists must have tied up endless strings  for their treason towards the Goddess.


      That’s crazy.


      “You aren’t looking too good there, Alte. Almost at your limit?” (Makoto)


      “Ha! I was just cleaning up the trash since I had the leeway. Also, I don’t remember a single attack of yours hitting me.” (Alte)


      “…That’s true.” (Makoto)


      “It may be plain despite being an Apostle of a God, but my lightning brings my target closer to certain death the more it hits. I can tell that you came here fully prepared to face me by the fact that you are not being affected by poison, paralysis, and even petrification.” (Alte)


      “‘Fully prepared’, huh.” (Makoto)


      There’s almost no case where a situation like that happens in the battlefield or in a regular battle. 


      Or more like, in my case, trouble always comes knocking on my door all of a sudden. 


      Being perfectly ready in a fight is in the realm of fiction, and I think it is akin to winning with your first hand in mahjong.


      “On top of that, there’s those arms. I didn’t even imagine that there would be a method to offset my trump card that I set high above.” (Alte)


      “…”


      It is not like they offsetted each other. I just returned the arms because they did what they had to do.


      It stands out, so even when it is -in a sense- a trump card of mine, the times I can use it are limited.


      If Alte herself is already done with stepping up, then there’s no need for them.


      “But there’s definitely damage. Despite that amount of magic, and despite all the power you showed, the price of it was just so low, and I thought it was underhanded, but…Raidou, healing doesn’t work on your body, and you can’t use it.” (Alte)


      “…Hoh.” (Makoto)


      She managed to see through that. 


      Is she not just a user of the lightning element? Does she have some other hidden cards? 


      Is it magic eyes like the Lorel Priestess, Chiya-san? 


      …There’s no real need to get that info from Alte, so I am not really that interested though.


      “In that case, that calm and irritating attitude of yours is a facade! You are simply acting tough to try and make your opponent despair, thinking they are not dealing any damage!” (Alte)


      “Well, guess you could say that’s right.” (Makoto)


      But I am not weakened to the point that a hit would make me fall.


      “There’s already no Devil believers that will spread and receive the attack.” (Alte)


      “Anti-Goddess Cult! ANTI.GODDESS.CULT! Not Devil believers.” (Makoto)


      “In the first place, it is the rule to erase all targets and witnesses, but this time around, I want to carry that out to my fullest. This unshapely contest of strength has no worth in going against my aesthetics. It is just plain disgraceful.” (Alte)


      “Haha, you are talking like an assassin. You may be called an Apostle of the Goddess, but in the end you are just that Bug’s gofer. On top of that, one that does the dirty work.” (Makoto)


      Haah, seriously. 


      It is also painful watching her think that she has already won.


      She is a girl that lacks the experience of a hard battle. 


      “It is pointless to try and buy time with provocations.” (Alte)


      Several lightning spheres were formed and floated around Alte.


      I can pretty much tell where she is aiming at from her eyes though.


      But even when I try to evade it, they would accurately change their trajectory and hit me.


      Unavoidable must refer to something like this.


      “I don’t intend to do that. You already look all washed up, so I was also thinking about finishing it already. Now, let’s do exactly that.” (Makoto)


      There’s one other thing I want to try out, but I can try it out with those spheres. 


      I have gotten a clue which is what I wanted the most.


      That Bug isn’t watching this battle…also the way her own Apostle is fighting..


      Could it be that she is playing the part of an omniscient being that doesn’t do anything?


      If possible…I want her to stay an enemy that’s worth destroying.


      “I admit that that bow is also sacred treasure level. If I let you use it too much, that incomprehensible skill might show up again! I won’t let you shoot!! Your turn won’t ever come again!!” (Alte)


      We have an idiot here.


      Alte directs the four lightning spheres at me. 


      They shook heavily and exploded, becoming a bundle of electricity, and four lazer-shaped attacks headed my way.


      ‘If attacks hit, arrows won’t fly her way’, that’s what Alte has learned.


      That’s how I have been acting against her after all.


      Now then, I know where all those four attacks are aimed at.


      This is just for testing. I open four mist gates around my body plus some other extra places.


      Wonder what will happen.


      Just how high is the hit rate of the lightning element? Show me.


      I am still taking a stance with my bow. 


      My vision turns bright red.


      But the figure of Alte is in my head.


      I am concentrating…on her forehead.


      “Ugh!” (Makoto)


      It hurts, but let’s add one more on her thigh! 


      One more! 


      Might as well take her heart too.


      Even within my state of zero vision, I presented Alte with the same amount of arrows as balls she had.


      “?!” 


      Pain that I have gotten used to burned my body.


      3 times from directions I didn’t expect.


      Also, my vision that went from red to white had gone back to normal now. 


      “Going well, going well.” (Makoto)


      I connected one mist gate to the sky, one to the depths of the sea, one far into the wasteland…and also connected one to Asora.


      It was a decision in the moment. 


      But the result was quite interesting.


      Lazers hit me from the top, bottom, and back. 


      I could tell from the locations I felt the pain.


      No matter where I teleport them, I can’t escape from the lightning element.


      Excluding Asora.


      The lightning that was teleported to a different space was unable to trace me. 


      Should I see it as it being possible, or should I see it as being impossible to avoid unless I go that far? 


      “…”


      Alte was standing in place.


      There’s signs of her fumbling, but she is miraculously standing.


      There’s an arrow on her forehead, thighs, and chest.


      “Died standing like Benkei. Fancy till the very end.” (Makoto)


      All of them hit. 


      The one on the forehead was enough to finish it, but I reconsidered it because I felt like it should be fine to match the numbers of the opponent. Those attacks ended up being redundant though. 


      Aah, that hurt. 


      In terms of strength, Haruka-san was the stronger one, but in terms of pain, Alte ranks higher. 


      …Standing in place.


      I grabbed a dagger from a dead cultist nearby, and threw it with no motion at her.


      Before the dagger could touch her, lightning turned it into cinders.


      Oi oi, is she still alive?


      “…I want to ask you one thing.” (Alte)


      “I want to hear the reason why you are still alive first.” (Makoto)


      “You are an enemy of the Goddess.” (Alte)


      “Yeah.” (Makoto)


      “What’s the point of fighting her, defeating her, and becoming the new god? What is it you wish by turning upside down the order and foundation already rooted in the world?” (Alte)


      “? What I want is for that Goddess that has the arrogance of a god and is always…no, no need to say that part. I have only one wish. I will get back at that Goddess I don’t like. That’s all there is to it.” (Makoto)


      “Gods, and order…and even ambitions…” (Alte)


      Stuff like new god and order…


      Making it all big would just trouble me. 


      I just want to make that Goddess stick her head on the ground and have her earnestly say sorry.


      “…”


      “Ooi.” (Makoto)


      “To think that…there was meaning to everything… Even the fact that two Apostles existed in the same era as the descent of Heroes… Not only the Goddess, but even the world itself…?” (Alte)


      “…Haah…” (Makoto)


      Can’t be helped.


      One more time.


      I take stance with my bow.


      “I misread! I shouldn’t have come here… Old man, be okay! —?!” (Alte)


      Right eye.


      This is also a vital.


      Alte’s body flies backwards from the impact of the shot.


      “Raidou, I will definitely defeat you the next time!” (Alte)


      She roared while lying down face up with all her limbs spread out. 


      This is straight out of a horror film.


      Is she just taking the shape of a person, but her insides are a completely different thing?


      …Well, there’s no next time though.


      I don’t know what kind of revelation you had, and I don’t care where you sent that message of yours. 


      But it would trouble me for you to forget… 


      I will have you pay for the torturing you inflicted Tomoe and Ema. 


      “There’s no next time.” (Makoto)


      Next is the left eye—?! 


      “She disappeared…” (Makoto)


      It certainly did bother me lightly. That maybe she could use the lightning element to move or teleport, and what would happen if she wanted to escape.


      So this is the answer.


      It seemed like cladding her body with lightning was quite the heavy burden already, so this method of hers shouldn’t suit her.


      It doesn’t seem like she trained her body, and she couldn’t keep up with her ability completely. 


      So she was cornered to the point that she had to desperately run away regardless of how ill-suited such a technique would be on her.


      I silently take out a quiver in this place that’s now completely barren.


      In her case, she would render a magic power arrow completely useless.


      I prepare around 10 quivers behind me.


      Haah, even though I normally properly recollect them and pay extra care to them… 


      Looks like I have no choice but to give up on that this time around.


      Hey, Alte.


      I said it, right? 


      That I would be getting my payback?


      Muller did tell you too, right? 


      You will be dying today.


      I take stance with my bow.


      Towards Alte who isn’t in an alternate space or parallel world, but in this world somewhere.


      The figure of Alte shows up in my mind.


      “If you have no vitals, I will be making you into scraps of meat. Bye, Alte.” (Makoto)


      Chapter 365: Creaking Gears


    

  


  
    
      The place Alte Barrette was headed to was clear. 


      There’s two Goddess Apostles in the present age. 


      To the side of the Limia Hero that they were originally supposed to have met up and cooperated with. 


      But Alte, who learned about the plan of the Anti-Goddess Cult to take over a major power, thought that this would be a great gift to the hero, and took a detour to save the Aion Kingdom.


      Thinking back on it, this was the biggest mistake of Alte.


      The wasteland that’s the gathering of the trash in this world, and the remote city of Tsige that serves as its lid. 


      What was hidden there were crazed merchants, and a monster that wore the skin of a company. 


      Their faith in the Goddess and Spirits is on a burning low, and in the eyes of Alte, it looked as nothing else but a metropolis of degeneration.


      That’s why she thought that there was a need for the Aion Kingdom to restructure the city and guide it to the right path.


      She ended up thinking that. 


      The wasteland is where the people, who the Goddess herself deemed as unnecessary, were thrown into and abandoned. There’s no way they would have faith in the Goddess.


      Depending on the way you see it, the Aion Kingdom ignored the wasteland’s threats and left it to the merchants. Even if they managed to change that mistreatment into a chance and profited from it, there’s no way they would have high loyalty towards the kingdom. 


      The wasteland was recognized as a place of high risk and high reward in the world, and Tsige had caught the attention of the people as a city of profit…loyalty and faith are not something that just rises as time goes.


      “Quick… To the place of the Hero and the Geezer…! I must not meet my end here. I finally learned the reason for it… The reason for there being two Apostles, the descent of Heroes…there’s no way it was only to counter mere demons!” (Alte)


      She pushed back the revolutionary army with overwhelming power. 


      Using the intelligence gathering ability of Aion to its full extent, she learned of the contact between the Revolutionary Army and the Anti-Goddess Cult, and the internal affairs of Tsige that declared independence.


      On top of that, she utilized any exploitable internal cracks and drove a wedge in them, weakening both sides.


      That’s what Alte thought.


      That plan of hers was actually half successful.


      The miscalculation she did was truly a small one.


      They were what you would call the luck of the moment, and for Alte, they were all small negligible factors.


      She trivialized them all by saying ‘If it is something of that extent’.


      Alte Barrette wasn’t a weakling who relied on the elements, and didn’t neglect her acquisition of knowledge. She was without doubt an outstanding woman that guides the hyumans as one of the Grants…and one of the few Apostles of the Goddess in history. 


      But due to the clever schemer by the name of Patrick Rembrandt, and the irregular called Raidou from the Kuzunoha Company, she had mercilessly bitten into the only experience she was lacking. 


      There’s no other word to describe it but unfortunate. 


      In order to see through the tricks of a magician, you need a decent amount of knowledge, experience, and revelations. 


      Even if you are sitting at the best spot to see through the magic trick of someone in your first time, it is almost impossible to guess it right straight away. 


      That goes the same when dealing with unprecedented natural disasters. 


      Even when you have some degree of knowledge to avoid it, it is hard to say whether you can put your knowledge to full use at the times when you have faced your first natural disaster like a big earthquake or a tsunami, and survive. 


      Sadly to say, it would be pretty difficult to do so.


      “…There you are! We have to hurry on the treatment of my body. Even the recovery of the magic power… Who knows how long it would take…” (Alte)


      The style that Alte is not that good at with her lightning element is cladding lightning onto her body. Within that category, there’s one high level spell that allows her to do something similar to teleportation.


      It allows movement at a slightly decreased rate as lightning, and it is in essence the same as instant transmission. 


      It is a dream-like spell that’s said to allow you to run across the country in the blink of an eye, but the burden in the body is heavy, and it is mostly a physical type of skill that requires quite the physical training.


      Taking into consideration the state of Alte, it would be like demanding someone heavily injured to do a full power sprint for 50 meters. 


      In that state that Makoto described as coming straight out of a horror film, having arrows lodged in her at several supposedly vital points, she had to run all the distance on the shortest route she could think of.


      She crashed onto demonic beasts and people on the way, but she had absolutely no leeway to care about them.


      And in this way, Alte Barrette is now in the present place. 


      At the training grounds of the capital where the Hero Hibiki and her party are at.


      “! Is that you, Alte?!” 


      ““?!””


      The sudden thunderous sound and destruction as if lightning had struck.


      Only one member of the party -an aged man- noticed the being that was clad in light and had suddenly destroyed the surroundings. 


      At a glance, it looks like nothing but an attack, however, his words made the guard of Hibiki and the others loosen a bit.


      “Geezer…I have messed up.” (Alte)


      “I can tell just by looking. The fact that you lost despite all the preparations you did… Was your opponent that Raidou that Jou-chan <young lady> spoke of?” 


      Without minding being called geezer, the man looked at Alte, the prince, and Hibiki.


      Seeing the wounds of Alte -the arrows pierced in her- he guessed who it was, and Hibiki herself had a pale white face. 


      The man saw the equipment of Alte and could tell how serious Alte was, which made cold sweat run down internally, but he was acting as if he were calm.


      “If I hadn’t been sharing souls, I would be dead already.” (Alte)


      “I have to question that way of using a sacred treasure, but…well, if you are alive, that’s good. Alte, even though we warned you that much to not go too deep…” 


      “Uuh…I don’t have the time right now. Please heal me. Also, hear me out on what I have to say.” (Alte)


      Alte reluctantly accepted the painful sermon, and prioritized the urgent matters.


      She had to tell them about Raidou.


      His dangerous way of thinking which might be far more dangerous than that of the Anti-Goddess Cult. 


      “Hmm. Chiya, can I ask this of you? First, let’s take out the arrow and pour as much healing magic on her as possible. As you can see, she is also an ill-suited Goddess Apostle comrade of mine. She has a better brain than me, so she will be of use.” 


      “Y-Yes!!” (Chiya)


      “Good grief, you lowered your guard too much, Alte.” 


      Chiya and the man approach Alte to provide treatment to her and check her state. 


      At that moment, Hibiki, who was silently watching the events unfold, speaks with a grim expression.


      “Alte-san…” (Hibiki)


      “What, Hero? Right now I am trying to talk about Raidou; about that Devil of the Kuzunoha Company…” (Alte)


      “I know. If you have something to say, say it at once. I am sure you don’t have much time left anymore. Hurry.” (Hibiki)


      She didn’t stop the man and Chiya, she simply hurried Alte. 


      “? Yeah, I know that. Listen here, Raidou has no interest in Aion, Tsige, and the wasteland. He was probably happy to have encountered me.” (Alte)


      “…”


      “Hibiki?” 


      Hibiki didn’t react to the call of the man at all as she looked at Alte. 


      “He is waiting for the chaos of the world. Waiting for the result which would be the Goddess-sama having no choice but to descend.” (Alte)


      “…”


      “And then, he will face the Goddess-sama.” (Alte)


      ““!””


      “I can tell now that…Raidou was trying to gauge the power of an Apostle, the power of a God. He wasn’t even focusing on me at all -me, an Apostle! That guy…!” (Alte)


      Anger and wrath take over the words of Alte.


      The man, who had grabbed the arrow on her forehead, opened his eyes wide at the raw emotions Alte was showing from the bottom of her heart.


      Chiya was already healing her. 


      The surroundings were getting noisy, and only Hibiki was calm while biting her lips.


      “Continue.” (Hibiki)


      “…Raidou will defeat the Goddess. I am sure he will. But he won’t become the new god. Because order, ruling, peace, and chaos are of no worth to him.” (Alte)


      “…I see.” (Hibiki)


      She groaned lightly, and responded weakly as if she had been expecting that answer, or had received backing for her thoughts.


      “The meaning of several Apostles and Heroes gathering in the same era must be…not because of mere demons, but because there’s a being that can shake the order of this world…no, its very life. Rather than the demons, we should all be joining forces to defeat that Devil and his group together with the Godde—?!” (Alte)


      “?!” 


      “Wa?!” 


      “Aah…as expected. It was already over…” (Hibiki)


      The man jumped back from the surprise. 


      The left eye of Alte that was okay had been pierced by an arrow. 


      The same type of arrow she had many pierced in her before. 


      Hibiki remembers that she has been hit by that attack before.


      It is far more polished than that time, and it was a bone chilling way of using his power. 


      (The difference in power is getting wider and wider, huh. Makoto-kun, you…) (Hibiki)


      Hibiki remembers her reunion with him in Limia, and the words of Mio.


      “Wa…?” (Alte)


      Alte was shaking from the shock of completely losing her sight. 


      But she knows the reason for her shock.


      But that was an event in Aion, and there’s no way she should be getting hit by an attack in Limia that’s far far away.


      “Raidou…! Could it be… Could i—!” (Alte)


      *Thwack Thwack Thwack!*


      Several arrows appeared on her back with exquisite rhythm.


      Accurately piercing through the openings of the spine, and crushing the bones; an attack to the vitals.


      “What’s going on?! From where is it coming from?!” 


      “Most likely from Aion, Reverent Gai.” (Hibiki)


      Hibiki mutters bitterly. 


      The robust elderly man called Gai was showing agitation.


      He moved to the back of Alte and prepared for any further attacks while searching for the location of the enemy, but it couldn’t be helped that he would feel confused being told that the attack was coming from Aion which is unrealistic. 


      “!!” 


      “Impossible!” 


      An arrow pierced deep into the back of Alte’s head.


      It was impossible.


      Gai should have been in its trajectory. 


      It shouldn’t have reached the head of Alte without hitting Gai first.


      But it did hit her. 


      “He…also crushed…the Sky Nue that I…raised.” (Alte)


      Alte was now gasping for breath between words.


      “What?!” (Gai)


      “I see. I really…was…pitiful prey…that was caught…in the palm of your hands…in your spider web… Ugh…” (Alte)


      Hibiki, Chiya, and Woody react to the word ‘spider’ for an instant.


      It is due to having recalled an old memory of theirs.


      Arrows were piercing vital spots one after the other from a variety of angles. 


      The arrows that were hitting her were accurately aimed at the spots that allowed for easy passing of magic power, and were crushing them.


      “No…way…he saw…through me…? Aah…why…did I go to a place like Aion…? I was supposed…to have met up here…and bettered my—!” (Alte)


      Her mouth was covered.


      “…Thanks, Alte-san. He is not the type of person who would show mercy to their opponent at this point. Please rest in peace already.” (Hibiki)


      “Hibiki! That’s not it! Alte serves an ancient one! She has entrusted a part of her soul into a sacred treasure, and is currently in a state of semi-immortality and can even resurrect!” (Gai)


      Gai explains the situation, but Hibiki closed her eyes and shook her head to the sides. 


      “No, Reverent Gai. Raidou…Makoto-kun wouldn’t confront an enemy he intends to kill and leave them go. Vitals from the body, vitals for a mage, and equipment; and if she doesn’t die with that either, he will go with the brute force method and won’t loosen his hand till he turns her into scraps of meat.” (Hibiki)


      “Alte is an Apostle, you know? There’s no way a Fake Apostle like him would be able to…” (Gai)


      In Raidou’s case, it was other people who spread names like Apostle and Devil as they wished. 


      And even if he were to call himself an Apostle, it doesn’t mean that he would be inferior to one.


      Hibiki swallowed those words she wanted to say.


      She placed strength in her throat as if she were enduring tears.


      And then, as if betraying the words of Gai, as if affirming the words of Hibiki…the pace of the arrows increased.


      *Thuck Thuck Thuck Thuck!*


      It was already at the point where they couldn’t tell where the new arrows were hitting anymore.


      From several directions, with the will of scraping away the meat, with the will of crushing everything; doing this methodically like that of working at a conveyor belt, continuing endlessly as the speed rose up.


      “If there’s any chance, it would be through resurrection. The sacred treasure you meant is that scythe?” (Hibiki)


      “…Umu. The strongest one is that scythe. Rather than calling it a weapon, it is more of a catalyst for magic. If it is to put your soul into, it would be that no doubt.” (Gai)


      “Then secure that sacred treasure alone. Woody, do the preparations for the resurrection spell! Chiya-chan, keep a proper eye on her state. Just for the time that you think healing magic is still effective.” (Hibiki)


      (There’s no mistake in terms of instructions. But…will she be able to maintain her fighting spirit after suffering this much? If this just serves to lengthen her suffering…I think it would be better to just have her accept her death. Even if it is a resurrection that isn’t that long after her death, with a body injured to this extent…) (Hibiki)


      Within the secret techniques of Limia, there does exist resurrection magic. But this was a recent result of research. 


      The success rate is pretty low, and there haven’t been any cases of succeeding with bodies that are not in perfect state. 


      The secret technique of the undead mage called Shiki to pull the souls which he showed at the time when the capital was burning. 


      Hibiki and Chiya had burned that sight into their eyes.


      Combined with the limited medical knowledge of the modern era that Hibiki had that gave birth to many powerful magic tools, Limia managed to recreate a part of this miraculous thing called resurrection.


      (In the first place…) (Hibiki)


      Hibiki thought this as she saw Alte who had turned into a porcupine. 


      People say that when fear passes a certain threshold, they end up laughing, and Hibiki was in that very state. 


      She was in a state of mind where she would even compare her to a porcupine.


      Chiya shook her head to the sides.


      The scariest part is that the arrows are not showing any signs of stopping, Hibiki thought. 


      The porcupine is still moving.


      He is most likely shooting arrows with no thought in mind, simply for the sake of bringing certain death.


      He most likely has a carefree face, like the time when she was talking with him before.


      Hibiki couldn’t stop the trembling that was attacking her body. 


      (If it is him…he might be able to kill even your soul.) (Hibiki)


      The root of resurrection is the relink of the body and soul.


      If there’s death for the soul as well, if there’s an attack that makes that death possible, it would bring a result where it is impossible to revive her. 


      A despairing hypothesis. 


      And so…the resurrections that were cast on Alte Barrette the whole day and night all ended in failures.


      They couldn’t manage to regenerate her body, and couldn’t confirm the presence of her soul. 


      A number of the sacred treasures that somehow maintained their shape had their effects completely destroyed, and had turned into just divine articles.


      On this day, only one Apostle of the Goddess was left in this world.

    

  


  


  
    Chapter 366: The path has been opened


    
      A strategy that specializes in ritual magic.


      Many people would see it as a big gamble rather than a blind spot. 


      I at first thought that that wasn’t like Rembrandt-san. I thought that he would choose a fighting style that doesn’t rely on chance. 


      But combined with the many plans that he gave to the adventurers and the seasoned mercenaries of PRG like Vivi-san and Noma-san, and listening to the explanations of it, it really did sound like quite the realistic approach… It made me rethink it. That despite it being a gamble, it was a gamble with quite the high probabilities of winning. 


      In the first place, in terms of numbers and resources, Tsige was at an overwhelming disadvantage compared to the Aion Kingdom.


      In other words, the very action of declaring independence and separating from the country was reckless to begin with.


      When thinking about it in that way…it might be better to see ritual magic not as a gamble, but hitting the blind spot of the world.


      In terms of covering the overwhelming difference in numbers with firepower, it certainly does look appealing after all.


      Well, I am on the side of Rembrandt-san, so it can’t be helped that my thoughts might be biased here. 


      Rembrandt-san and the merchants of Tsige had already begun moving by the time the Aion Kingdom was deciding when to dispatch their forces. 


      First they sent winks at the people who were affiliated to the kingdom but had lost their trust and hopes for that very kingdom already.


      In order to have the opponent not detect the candidates for this, they were careful, and also spread them out widely and boldly, using the full power of their noses as merchants to choose them.


      At the same time, even though the mages in charge of the ritual magic were an important factor to decide the fate of the war, they also negotiated with people that had an almost assured chance of being found out, and if that didn’t work, they would use that as bait to divide their forces deep inside their ranks. 


      “The result was that they didn’t manage to make the ritual mages turn, but managed to accomplish their objective by incapacitating them by having their bodyguards betray them.” 


      That’s crazy.


      Even though their lives would be in danger if they did so, it seems Rembrandt-san managed to push it through. 


      ‘Pushing it through’ for merchants basically means money. 


      He said that he threw them a straight barrage of money offers to match their desires. 


      “Money isn’t everything in the world, and there’s certainly special cases like you who wouldn’t be shaken by money no matter what, but…the reality is that there aren’t that many convictions that can’t be bought with money…” (Vivi) 


      “Umu. House, land, work, family and friend situations. People have many different circumstances. For this one, it was whether the loyalty to their nation was high or not. Well, the result speaks for itself.” (Noma) 


      Vivi-san and Noma-san said this meekly. 


      Their loyalty for their country was already shaking. In other words, it is basically like dropping a tree that’s on the verge of falling, so brute forcing it was a valid method. 


      The corresponding unit was told beforehand about the ritual magic that would be shot, and were given first class equipment (that was made in the exact same appearance as that provided by Aion).


      It seems some of them died after executing the plan, but a number of them managed to escape thanks to the chaos, and reached the side of Tsige.


      As expected of the equipment from the meisters of the Bronzeman Company that function well even in the wasteland. 


      Equipment that allows knights on the level of a mid rank adventurer to endure one direct hit of ritual magic is way too amusing. 


      “And so…the total of people who defected from Aion were around 30,000. An army of more than 100,000 with more than 200,000 merchants in charge of resupplying, coming all the way to Tsige…and 30,000 defected, coupled with a hail of ritual spells… It makes me tear up. The tacticians and the person that was the General will most likely not be able to get back up from this in their whole life.” 


      That’s if they are still alive. 


      From what I heard, the people and units that got invitations from Tsige didn’t reach the 30,000.


      The reality was that there were people who couldn’t reach a decision even when receiving the letter, people who barely didn’t make it in time despite reaching a decision, and people who chose to stay loyal to Aion.


      Tsige accepted the people who defected by crossing a dangerous bridge like leaving holes in the wall and using illusion magic to fake it temporarily, and there were people who didn’t get a invitation but saw this, and there were those who judged the future of this war and decided on running away and emigrating to Tsige.


      It seems like they also accepted those irregulars while testing them. 


      The holes in the walls were not left as they were, and they mostly used skills and magic to create barriers so that people can’t pass through them anymore. 


      “There were apparently a lot of escapees at night, but…they would have to escape through the wasteland monsters moving at night. You wouldn’t be able to manage that unless you do so desperately. I heard that there were also a few spies mixed in the groups.” 


      They thought it would be the usual custom of stopping the battle at night and resting, but Tsige bought wasteland monsters at extravagant prices from adventurers with special jobs, and threw them into the enemy lines. 


      There’re many powerful monsters living in the wasteland, and it is pretty difficult to reach the state where they can control them. 


      That’s why those special jobs like summoners and tamers find it pretty hard to function in the wasteland, and are pretty low ranked in terms of demand. 


      But it looks like they profited quite a lot in this war, and they have shown their usefulness, so their evaluation will most likely change from now on. 


      Cause it is okay to not be able to control them at all. 


      Now you can just sell them once you manage to capture one. A completely new system that hasn’t been thought of before has been put in place. 


      By adding special materials into the outer walls of Tsige (the jewel wool that we deal with is apparently a part of that), they managed to make a wall that monsters don’t want to get close to unless they are quite the powerful ones.


      With those kinds of conditions, Tsige can just shoot out the rocks that have sealed monsters in it, and take a good rest, while the enemies get exhausted on the other side.


      Underhanded.


      Truly the act of sly underhanded people.


      Well, there were actually a variety of accidents. 


      I don’t know what kind of miracle was at work here, but there was a captured bear of Asora mixed within those, and when I thought it was just the mid stages of the war, Tomoe and Ema ended up getting injured, and the dealing of the Goddess’s Apostle that I was asked of ended up being a lot sooner than expected. 


      I personally felt like it was a complete mess.


      I thought that maybe that lightning would work like an electric massage and bring good effects to my body the next day, but it instead changed into pain and the ultimate muscle cramps.


      I returned quickly because I was worried about the two, and it was a complete ruckus with Ema having several abnormal status effects on her, but for Tomoe, she seemed to be excited and was feeling decently well… A part of that ultimate muscle pain might have been because of her. 


      “I don’t know if it is to hide the tragic state of the other side, or to provoke them, but it is like a festival every single night. The main objective may be for the healing effects it has, but they even do live performances on stage.”


      The performance of Rembrandt-san actually had a lot of hidden code words, so it had a lot of meaning apparently. 


      But using the same amount of technique for live performances is questionable. 


      It has gotten popular in Tsige too, and bars now have stages for dancing and singing that continue endlessly from day to night. 


      I have only read it from reports, but it seems like there’s men, women, and bands formed to dance and sing; there’s variety.


      Healing, magic power recovery, buffing…they apparently were divided by their effects.


      But what’s with this idol division?


      “In the current population of Tsige, it doesn’t have that much effect, but with the scale that I estimate will have in the future, they will be playing an important role in serving as advertisement towers to sell things. It is still in its infancy, but they are a type of performer, so I am thinking about  how to drive them first.” (Rembrandt) 


      Is what the wealthy merchant…no, invincible merchant Rembrandt-san said.


      There’s a number of actors, musicians, and artists in this world… This may not be nice thing to say, but as long as they don’t find a wealthy patron, they themselves don’t have any worth in existing. 


      Cause they have no production value. 


      It is the same as athletes. It is only when the world has developed to a certain degree and there’s leeway in money that artists end up having more limelight. 


      Even if a city were to increase in population and get bigger…


      …?


      Now that I think about it, why is it that the public entertainers hold the image of having a ton of money? 


      Hm?


      Hmmm?


      This world doesn’t have the concept of idols yet, so I think it is plausible to say they are not seen as necessary. 


      But…then, since when and what served as the trigger to make that kind of job viable? 


      …Honestly speaking, it is a genre that I had no interest in, so I don’t know at all.


      In that case…will the entertainment industry actually be born from Tsige?! 


      No no no, advertisement?


      As advertisement towers…


      I have heard of major companies being sponsors of ace class adventurer parties though…


      I am kinda feeling chills down my back.


      If things like idols, talents, and singers were to begin to pop out from Tsige… Just how does this person see the structure of society? 


      “That’s dangerous. That’s more horrifying than Alte. From where is that person seeing things?” 


      About her, well, I felt I got some good hits in while I was shooting, and managed to kill her. 


      I don’t know if she used teleportation or she simply moved faster with lightning, and I don’t know where she died, but she is dead.


      I almost completely destroyed the cores of her body and magic power, and I also turned her soul into nothing without letting it escape. 


      We won’t be meeting anymore.


      Don’t go calling Ema a pig. Redo your life from the atomic level. 


      With the acquisition of 3 more ritual spells on top of the already 7 existing ones, Rembrandt-san said that he has drawn the whole picture. I don’t know how much meaning those words had. 


      The outer wall that was made so that the mages could be posted at a distance that their ritual magic won’t interfere with each other…


      No, it also served the purpose of delineating the ends of the city, and to accept the deserters. 


      “That just ain’t fair! I heard nothing ‘bout mashing up a wall full of holes! If I knew, I woulda gone full steam instead of ‘em getting ahead by 3 days!” 


      “Aniki, it is showing. That weird dialect of yours is showing. The distance on our side was smaller, so let’s just say it was the win of that side through their hard work. Aren’t we being treated on the drinks today as well? Just calm down.” 


      “I ain’t accepting it!” 


      It seems like they had a bet concerning the wall building, and the Aniki-san team of PRG apparently lost, and they drowned in alcohol splendidly. 


      They were drinking to a terrifying extent, but they didn’t drop from it, and were eating and drinking endlessly. 


      It was only a few days ago that I learned that his way of talking turned into a peculiar dialect and chuckled at the fact that he turned rowdy when he got drunk.


      And yet, he was drinking real good. There were a lot of people around, and yet, he didn’t crash into any things or people.


      Is that also because he is a first class mercenary?


      And it was also thanks to their work that the construction for the long wall was finished. They managed to secure ritual magic, set teams of 3 people at each spot, had their hands on powerful magic power healing potions which made it possible to shoot ritual magic endlessly. 


      Tsige may not have the numbers of the enemy, but if it is about getting ritual mages and spare soldiers, they can get as many as they want since other countries just employ the minimum required ritual mages. 


      The ritual mages that couldn’t get employed by a country or an organization are treated as just outliers that don’t get much attention, which is pretty sad. 


      This world has a job that’s basically a gamble where they only get the minimum they need and the others are not necessary, so it could be said that a situation like that can’t be helped. 


      The other countries will most likely desperately begin gathering the jobless ritual mages after receiving the results of this war. 


      It might even be added in the future career paths at the Rotsgard Academy. 


      It seems like the conditions were pretty loose this time around because the ritual mages had no interest in that loyalty business.


      On this point alone, Tsige overwhelmed Aion.


      Gathering every single ritual mage in the area meaned that even if the enemy tried to urgently replenish their forces, they can’t.


      Having their first move hit for sure with a betrayal, taking out the enemy’s ritual mages, and then using 10 types of ritual spells – including ones that have never been seen before- to eliminate the mages they have in order to reduce their methods of going against ritual magic even more. 


      It looks as if Tsige is being reckless, and it is by no means the best of methods, but there’s logic to it. 


      “This is a move that was made possible because it is against a country that has a coup d’etat happening and the loyalty towards their king was shaking. I am a beginner when it comes to battles after all. But there’s times when the novel thoughts of a newcomer can bring out satisfactory conclusions in decisive moments. Especially in big moments…” (Rembrandt) 


      Is what Rembrandt-san said while laughing, but…I feel like he would be able to win even if he were to fight once more. 


      While doing things like accepting or finishing enemy soldiers who were surrendering depending on the situation, they shot ritual magic at the merchants that were sticking tenaciously.


      By this point, I think the victor was already decided.


      At daytime it is unblockable ritual magic and the giant walls. 


      At night it is a battle against the monsters of the wasteland.


      And then, once morning comes, it is a barrage of ritual magic again, hitting both the Aion Army and the wasteland monsters.


      The Aion Army eventually broke into a run, and battles at the outer wall of Tsige stopped happening on the 7th day.


      A messenger and a letter came from the Aion Kingdom.


      Yes.


      Tsige had gained independence. 


      Chapter 367: The next move


    

  


  
    
      “The countries are moving faster than I thought. Limia or Gritonia might have done something to contribute to that.” 



      “The one calling themselves the Apostle of the Goddess has gone missing. That might have had a lot to do with this.” 


      “…Hmm, in that case, Limia, huh. If I remember correctly, the man that was newly added to the party…we got info that he is connected to the Goddess.” 


      “Yeah, it was a report that we got about Limia. In that case, Raidou-sama has done as promised, and the Apostle of the Goddess is…” 


      “He must have dealt with her. There’s no need for us to know what he did and how. Asking every time how they deal with the sparks flying our way would just be rude.” (Rembrandt)


      “…Right. It is actually quite the joyful thing. What Danna-sama judged would be bringing the most casualties for Tsige was the fight with him and the Apostle. People might have been dragged into that battle after all.” (Morris)


      “There’s nothing bad in estimates going the other way. As you said, it is a joyful thing.” (Rembrandt)


      “Even so, our casualties in that Apostle battle were zero. This is the first time your predictions were this out of the mark…I don’t know how to describe it.” (Morris)


      “Hahaha, there were apparently casualties, you know. The cultists and the revolutionary army that disappeared from Tsige, right? They got dragged into it splendidly.” (Rembrandt)


      “The report stated that they were pitifully wiped out. There’s a lot of things that are not clear, and the information lines are pretty stormy right now.” (Morris)


      “There were around 300 at the very least; 500 at most, was it? Even if it is 500, it wouldn’t reach the casualties I had predicted Tsige would have from that battle. Man, Raidou really showed some splendid work there. I have been completely beaten! Hahahahahahaha!” (Rembrandt)


      Patrick Rembrandt was in a jolly mood.


      It is because he got the letter from Aion acknowledging their independence faster than he thought. 


      It is being said on the back that Tsige will be on the same level as the four major powers, and he is assuming that this is the work of several fronts, but this is something that they can investigate later, and no matter the result, he guessed that it wouldn’t be disadvantageous for Tsige anyways. 


      Tsige is now independent, and it has become an historical event, but the reason why Rembrandt is in such a cheerful mood isn’t that. It is because he is looking forward to seeing just how much Tsige will evolve, and he wants to witness just how much of the future he envisioned will take shape.


      He purposely spread out the words that ‘this war must be won or there won’t be any meaning’, but it is not like it is the end once you win.


      Rather, if you don’t have objectives you want to achieve that would warrant going as far as waging war, you shouldn’t even wage war to begin with. Rembrandt goes by the policy that war is something that should be avoided after all.


      “Part of the outer walls damaged, pillaging of supplies and contamination, casualties from 1,000 to 1,500; but the reality is that the outer walls weren’t harmed, the supplies were unscathed, and there’s close to no casualties. Those were the estimates for the battle against the Apostle. And yet, that Apostle of the Goddess that had continued fighting off the revolutionary army in several battlefields wasn’t able to do practically anything against that person. That is indeed completely out of expectations.” (Rembrandt)


      Patrick was guessing that this war for the independence of Tsige would have casualties of over the 3,000. 


      It was an abnormally low number that would make someone question his sanity. 


      Because of that, these numbers were only disclosed to his long time friend Morris, Lisa, and a number of chief officers. 


      At the gatherings of companies, and when he spoke to the mercenary group, he would use the numbers 8,000 at the lowest. 


      Half of the deaths he was estimating were from the people who would get caught in the battle of Raidou and Alte, which is outrageous.


      Around 500 which would mostly  be spies from the merchants and companies, as well as adventurers. 


      And the remaining 1,000 would be casualties from the large scale battle at the end.


      If commanders and tacticians in this world who have learned about tactics and strategies were to hear about this, he would have no doubt been made fun of and berated.


      At the times when the merchants and adventurers were about to depart to dangerous missions, the Rembrandt Company said they would secure the livelihood of their families if anything were to happen.


      This was regardless of how deep your connection was with the Rembrandt Company. 


      ‘Are you planning on securing the livelihood of all the bereaved families of this war?’, It was natural that he would get questioned about that. 


      It wasn’t realistic for a single company to look after the families of 8,000 people. 


      ‘Of course. I have obtained the approval of everyone, but there’s no doubt that I am the one who is waving the flag. Reciprocating the people who are willing to throw away everything for the sake of this city is…rather than calling it the duty of a merchant, I think it is my duty as a person’, Rembrandt, who wasn’t thinking about 8,000 but 3,000 at most, responded in such fashion.


      However, a single company looking after the family of 3,000 people isn’t realistic either. 


      He would have to shoulder quite the disadvantageous burden in the economic competition that would be coming after.


      On top of that, it would be one thing if they were to win, but if they were to lose, it would have been a heavy hit.


      In reality, he may have said that he would be securing their livelihoods, but it is not like he would be giving them money for their whole lives. 


      It would be enough to introduce them to jobs, and provide them enough money to stabilize their livelihoods.


      Also, if they were to obtain complete independence while Rembrandt still has the main leadership, the benefits he can obtain would be outstanding.


      Work mediation would be easy. 


      3,000 or 5,000? He would be the man for the job.


      It is certain that Rembrandt had that kind of mindset.


      “What are our losses?” (Rembrandt)


      Rembrandt didn’t use the word deaths directly, but Morris could understand. 


      “Around 1,200. About 300 from the deserted soldiers of Aion, and around 300 from Tsige’s soldiers.” (Morris)


      “So there were more casualties from the stealth missions, huh. But in terms of looking after, it would only be around 1,000 households. It is really cheap of a cost in comparison to becoming an absolute hero.” (Rembrandt)


      “…The incident at Rotsgard, huh.” (Morris)


      “Didn’t manage to do as well as the Kuzunoha Company though. They have shown us a vivid example of what happens when a merchant becomes the hero of a place. If we can get it, there’s no harm in claiming it.” (Rembrandt)


      “From here on, Danna-sama will be known as the Saint Patrick, but what do you think are the demerits of this?” (Morris)


      Morris asks his Master with a small sigh. 


      “? There really isn’t that much of an inconvenience. My actions since my daughters were born have been decently saint-like, right?” (Rembrandt)


      “…Now that you mention it, that’s surprisingly true.” (Morris)


      “That’s quite the terrible way of saying it, my friend.” (Rembrandt)


      “Maybe what I should be surprised about is that you still had these many fangs left?” (Morris)


      “Hmm…we crossed a dangerous bridge, so of course you would get in the mood of joking around too. Hahahahaha!” (Rembrandt)


      “Even with that…” (Morris)


      “Hm?” (Rembrandt)


      “There’s the need for ‘poison’. In cities and in businesses as well.” (Morris)


      “We can just leave that stuff to the other places. From here on, the Rembrandt Company just has to use a first rate deadly poison.” (Rembrandt)


      “?” 


      “Poison that will bring harm to cities and countries. If we have a concentration of deadly poison that’s enough to counteract those, it should be okay. Only the bad guys will be hurt and fear, and then die. Let’s go with that role.” (Rembrandt)


      “Good grief. Looks like it is about time I seriously begin searching for a successor. I may have chosen my master myself, but I have no idea just how far into the future he is looking at.” (Morris)


      Morris remembers the words of the woman that he once served.


      ‘The decisive difference between you and him is how far you can see’.


      Despite both of them being at such an advanced age already, the future Patrick could see was far and above that of anyone else.


      Morris ended up smiling wryly at that.


      “Oh! In that case, there’s one who has plenty enough ability and youth, Morris! It is the twer—I mean, the student at Rotsgard called Misura.” (Rembrandt)


      “I won’t allow you to make me the bad guy, Danna-sama.” (Morris)


      “…Tch!” (Rembrandt)


      The Rembrandt Company was slowly regaining its peace. 


      At the representative’s desk, there’s words like: the country’s public position, protection of the remote regions, core power, idols, exclusive roads, station, self-government with limitations.

    

  


  Chapter 368: A new day?


  “Today, we will promise two things to the world. One: We will become the shields that will protect the people of the many threats that push through the wasteland in waves. Second: We will only utilize our power for that sake. In other words, us Tsige will refrain from waging war against hyumans and demi-humans. However, we will fight back thoroughly and aggressively against any invaders -as a measure to continue being the shield that protects the people from the threats of the world.” 


  Tsige had achieved independence and is now approved as a nation. 


  Four weeks have passed since the war has finished.


  Today is the day when envoys have come from many nations, and it is announced that Tsige will now be a country of its own.


  It was being announced at the plaza where the envoys of the countries that answered the invitation were gathered at.


  It is information that has already been told in letters, but a public announcement of the rise of a nation really does carry weight. 


  He is saying they won’t be waging war at all. 


  They will fight back any invaders. In other words, they have drawn the line that they will defend themselves, but the true feelings of the many nations present here was that they couldn’t understand the reason why they would go through the trouble of making a grand announcement about something that can only be taken as disadvantageous. 


  In the first place, Tsige was the one who began the war for independence.


  It could be taken as quite the hypocritical thing to say. 


  Especially the envoys of the Aion Kingdom. They are most likely burning in anger internally. 


  “Now then, let’s leave the greetings of the newly reborn Tsige to this much. There must be a lot of things that you couldn’t properly transmit through letters. From here on, we will be answering your questions as best as possible, and after that, we will be enjoying the banquet. You may begin your questions.” 


  With gestures that show overflowing confidence, the man that is recognized as the head of Tsige, Patrick Rembrandt, takes a seat. 


  Around 10 company representatives lined up in a row took seats too with him at the center, and they were facing the envoys of the many nations.


  At the side there’s a woman who is leading this meeting. 


  This woman was wearing a sensational dress that doesn’t match properly with this serious setting. One of the idols that the Rembrandt Company took the forefront to invest in, and also a former Adventurer Guild receptionist, Ates.


  An injury that was by no means her fault and came from the worst of timings had changed this one woman heavily. 


  One time she was pushed into a negotiation with the Kuzunoha Company’s representative which was something she brought upon herself; the second one was that she was faced with misfortune even though she didn’t neglect her job even once, and ended up being transferred into the idol industry. 


  She still lacks the ability to recite her lines smoothly, but it would be appreciated if it were to be forgiven. 


  “Then, I would like to ask this of the head of Tsige. This city has been serving as the lid of the wasteland until now. Why have you chosen to cause a war for independence in this time when the war with the demons is intensifying? There’s word that there was even a civil war that was a sorry attempt of a revolution. You could say it can’t be helped that a number of such incidents were to happen, but I would like to hear an explanation of this.” 


  The man that Ates directed her hand at threw in a question to the Tsige merchants while sitting tightly on his chair.


  Rather than saying he was throwing a question, it was more like he was demanding an explanation.


  It was a tone that most likely carried criticism.


  “It is true that the civil war and the circumstances overlapped, but…explanation, huh… I think it is obvious enough to not warrant an explanation though. You are telling me you need it spelled out for you?” (Muzo) 


  One of the merchants, the Representative of the Muzo Company, responds to the envoy of Limia.


  “Obviously. If it is an independence that took advantage of the revolution, then that speech of just now would be a complete lie.” 


  “Understood. Then, I will spell it out. It is exactly because a revolution happened in the Aion Kingdom that we finally ran out of any favor towards them.” (Muzo)


  “W-What?” 


  “Even though they are counted as one of the 4 major powers and are counted as one of the nations that represent hyumans, their country was split due to a dispute between royals, and a civil war happened. We have run out of favor towards that so-called Aion country that can’t even properly rule their own lands. Thus, we decided on independence. That’s why it is a bit different from ‘taking advantage’. We were disappointed in this country whose ruling caused a civil war, and that became the reason for wanting independence at this time.” (Muzo)


  “In that case! Shouldn’t it be your duty to show gratitude towards the king who rules the remote regions, and offer your cooperation in subjugating the revolutionary army?!” 


  “If it were like the Limia Kingdom where there’s overflowing loyalty from the nobles, and we had a king with overflowing charisma like yours, that might have been the case.” (Couple) 


  “!”


  This statement that could be taken as ‘the country was way too pathetic, so we abandoned it’ made the envoy of Limia raise his voice because their ruling is similar. 


  The one who responded to him with a gentle smile was the representative of the Couple Company. 


  It was clear that she was being extremely sarcastic when she said ‘nobles overflowing with loyalty’, and the envoy of Limia ended up choking on his words.


  “I don’t mind if you investigate it, but all the generations of the governors assigned to Tsige were not cooperative at all in the defense of the city against the wasteland.” (Couple)


  “What…?” 


  “All those kinds of problematic things where blood is spilled would be thrown to the Adventurer Guild and the Merchant Guild to deal with and regulate. There wasn’t a single one who would be willing to put out money from their own pocket and spill a single drop of blood for the sake of this city. As you can see, I am already old, but as far as I can remember, the only thing they were passionate about was wringing out every single coin they could from us.” (Couple)


  “I have been in Tsige for longer than this lady due to being a dwarf, and I share the same opinion as her. The governors of Tsige have never taken the initiative in utilizing their private armies for the sake of the residents.” (Bronzeman)


  The one who agreed with the Couple Company was the Bronzeman Company.


  He is a dwarf and a demi-human, but his words hold the same weight as the hyumans in this place. 


  He is here due to his position and not his race, so no one could complain.


  If they were to make noise for that matter, they would simply be made to leave. 


  “The public order of the city was managed and maintained by the merchants themselves. Sadly to say, but the nobles of Aion were only seeing Tsige as a bag of gold. Don’t you think it is natural for our hearts to grow apart? A king that’s not worth serving under, a kingdom that’s a major power in name only and hasn’t won an ounce of respect. It was truly a time devoid of worth.” (Batoma)


  The Batoma Company’s representative continued.


  It is correct, but at the same time the complaints were barking at the wrong tree. 


  In reality, the ones who were being encumbered by the governors Aion sent were the merchants. 


  They were actually the ones who created a system where the governor didn’t have to do any work and money would still come into their pockets. 


  There’s a proper reason as to why Tsige was treated as a self-governed city even with its long history. 


  But even if that’s the case, it is true that the governor agreed to become a puppet that only waves their head vertically or horizontally and abandons their duties. 


  If asked whether Aion was putting any efforts in holding back the threats of the wasteland, the answer would be no.


  “…”


  “T-That’s because you bastards made the assigned nobles incompetent through bribery!!” 


  The one who raised his voice this time around after the Limia envoy fell silent was the envoy of the Aion Kingdom.


  “…It is true that the voice and power of the merchants is strong in this city. There must have been those kinds of underhanded people. I won’t deny that.” (Rembrandt)


  Rembrandt showed a meek expression for a second, and then agreed with the envoy.


  “See? Even you bastards have to adm—” 


  “Even so, I don’t think it is a good enough reason to abandon your duties. If only one of them had lost to the temptation, you could say it can’t be helped. However, every single noble that has been assigned to Tsige has lost to their desires. Even if few, if a number of them were to have properly done their job, there might have been some loyalty to the kingdom remaining. It truly is a saddening state of crossed paths. As a result, the kingdom didn’t do anything. And so, we reached the point where we decided that we will become our own nation and be the shield for the people.” (Rembrandt)


  “Rembrandt, a bastard like you is…!” 


  “In the first place, if this so-called country of Aion were to still have their power and dignity as a major power, would there really be deserters running to Tsige in the tens of thousands in the middle of the war?” (Rembrandt)


  “!!”


  “This time around, we somehow managed to win, but we will now be neighboring countries. How about we forget the unfortunate dissonances and begin from zero, Aion Kingdom-san? We also lost more than a thousand lives there after all.” (Rembrandt)


  There were people who had their faces bright red aside from the envoy of Aion.


  They were being taunted there quite heavily, so it couldn’t be helped. 


  If the Aion Kingdom were to add the merchants and mercenaries, their losses would be far above the hundreds of thousands, but there was pressure from other countries, and they were cornered to a point where they had to accept Tsige’s independence. And since they have accepted their independence, that makes Aion the losers. 


  The Apostle of the Goddess that was their lifeline is still missing.


  They may have been called here, but they don’t have the authority in their words as one of the 4 major powers as they have until now. 


  Rembrandt maintained a smile on his face as he glanced at Ates. 


  She directed her hand at the next one in turn to ask questions while panicking slightly.


  “We have received several reports that Tsige used a number of unknown ritual spells. Have you succeeded in the development of new ritual spells? If that’s the case, I would like to strongly ask you for your cooperation as a country in the battle against the demons.” 


  An envoy of the Gritonia Empire.


  Not only Tsige and Aion, many countries who were paying attention to the battle have witnessed the ritual spells.


  There were at the very least 3 ritual spells that the countries have seen for the first time.


  “We didn’t develop it. There were coincidentally around 3 spells that were already developed, so we bought them after testing if they could be used in actual combat. If the 3 spells that we displayed seem to be of use, please go ahead and use them. I will later make the information public to the countries that request it.” (Rembrandt)


  “…Public? In this ci—I mean, in this country that’s ruled by merchants? Don’t you mean sell?” 


  “Yes, publicize. You are going to be using it for freedom, right? Please go ahead and feel free to take that knowledge in.” (Rembrandt)


  “You said you found something that already existed and bought it. Then, who did you buy it from?” 


  “No comment. As we have previously stated, we will only be answering questions in the best of our abilities. We merchants are especially sensitive when it comes to information sources and supply routes, so please take it as a vice of our trade.” (Rembrandt)


  “! Then…!” 


  Questions were being thrown one after the other. 


  Ates was desperately trying to adjust the pace of the place in a state that felt like she was gasping for breath.


  Why is she here?


  That was the very same question she had in her head right now.


  (I was simply given a half holiday because I fractured a toe! Why?! Why did my transfer into the merchant guild turn into an interview with the father of Yuno? They told me to sing, dance, and liven up the place, and by the time I noticed, I am here?!) (Ates)


  The father of Yuno that would normally yell without caring about the surroundings if it were to protect his daughter wasn’t looking where Ates is at.


  He is without doubt averting his gaze intentionally. 


  He would simply raise his hand every now and then and answer the questions of the countries.


  The one here who is taking it the easie—no, the one that is the most worried about Ates must be Rembrandt.


  (I have been taking it easy getting advice in marriage and yet, why is it that I am here in such an unfitting attire as I serve as the lead of an interview?!) (Ates)


  Being swallowed by the wild waves of Tsige while managing to grab success at the most dangerous part; in that sense, you could say she is similar to Makoto. That’s the beauty, Ates Batoma. 


  Her head was already in chaos at her new everyday life. 


  Chapter 369: A name change is urgently required


  Tsige 5.


  It is the group of performers that have suddenly become really popular in Tsige.


  In my eyes, it is an idol group you could find anywhere though…


  That was how it was in Japan though, and I didn’t think I would be able to see it in a world of sword and magic.


  “And so…uhm…can I ask this of you?” 


  There’s no way, right?


  One of them has come to our company and is talking to me, which is hard to believe.


  “I have been told by a lot of people that my father has been rude to you, so I am aware that you would think even the daughter is like that! But now that things have turned out like this -regardless of how nonsensical it is- I wanted to do things properly!” 


  I thought she was a girl I didn’t know at all, but it turned out she is actually a receptionist at the Adventurer Guild who I have met face to face a number of times. 


  Wow, she has a lot of character traits. 


  When I asked her for her full name, she told me that she is the daughter of the Batoma Company who I have also met a number of times recently. 


  The daughter of a big company and the receptionist of the Adventurer Guild. 


  …Quite the connection.


  But it seems like she is working seriously, and she is actually a hard-working girl that I can even sympathize with. 


  This might actually be her acting skill at work here.


  If that’s the case, I am falling right into her trap.


  I invited her into the room to at least hear what she had to say, and the first thing Ates Batoma-san said was an unexpected request.


  “Uhm, Raidou-sama, are you listening?” (Ates)


  “Ah, yeah. Of course.” (Makoto)


  “……”


  “…”


  “What was the name of the group I am affiliated to?” (Ates)


  “Tsige 5, right? I personally recommend that your official name be a different one.” (Makoto)


  “…So you really were listening. Merchants occasionally think of something else as they just nod in response, so I ended up being a bit confrontational there… Sorry.” (Ates)


  Is her father one of those cases?


  I certainly don’t remember a few parts of what she was saying. 


  She had such a loaded background with her being in an idol group, us knowing each other, and on top of that being the daughter of a business partner, so the impact of it made me zone out a bit there.


  It was a bit of a bigger shock than the Rembrandt sisters.


  I heard her mention Yuno and Rembrandt-san a number of times, so she is most likely the friend of the little sister which was surprising as well. 


  “Unlike the other groups, you don’t have any Skills or effects in your performances. You were getting on stage with only raw dancing and singing, so it is natural to be worried about a variety of things regarding the future. It seems like you already understand that with flashy stages like that, this is not a job that one can continue for the rest of your lives.” (Makoto)


  Truly an idol.


  Considering the suitable age of marriage in this world, this job is the very definition of blooming for a short while and scattering right after.


  “Yes…” (Ates)


  “You asking to learn archery as a part of your personal traits is…quite the haphazard idea.” (Makoto)


  Right. Ates came to my place because she wanted to learn archery. 


  When I asked her where she got this information, she said that it was the elf of the Alpine adventurers, Louisa, who told her about it in a drinking party.


  Ates is also a resident of Tsige. She may not have the ability to go to the wasteland, but it seems like she has raised her level as an adventurer to a decent degree, and her class is apparently archer.


  And so, she had gotten interested, and when she saw the archery gi that I sent to Luisa, she felt that this was it.


  She hurriedly added that it was also because archery is a healthy exercise to keep her body in good shape. 


  She is quite the hard to hate girl. 


  She evaluates herself as someone who likes to take it easy, but from what I am seeing, she is actually a very diligent girl at her core. 


  “I have learned a decent amount of Skills in the bow, and I thought that archery is most likely what would be best for me. Louisa-san has told me that archery is a hard to touch topic for you, and she…has warned me to not bring it out lightly. But I am by no means asking this of you with light feelings…” (Ates)


  “Alright, I’ll do it.” (Makoto)


  “Figures! Not only are you a busy man, teaching the daughter of Batoma would just be—hm?” (Ates)


  “I don’t mind teaching you. Archery is in a sense a sacred thing for me, so Louisa did have that right, but that doesn’t mean I would push that ideology to others. No matter the objective, if you want to seriously learn archery, I welcome it.” (Makoto)


  “R-Really?!” (Ates)


  “Yes. However, just as you said, it is not like I have much free time. So keep in mind that I won’t be able to teach you one-on-one, and I would like you to carry it on after teaching you to a certain degree… If you can agree to that, I can teach you archery.” (Makoto)


  Or more like, Louisa isn’t coming back.


  To be more precise, everyone from Alpine hasn’t come back.


  If they were back, I feel like I could just introduce her to Louisa.


  Well, fine. 


  Regarding archery, I have been teaching it to the Weitz Orphanage as if it were radio calisthenics every now and then. 


  She can just add herself in that. 


  At the time when the orphans grow and aim to become adventurers, it would be better to be familiar with as many weapons as possible. 


  Preparing actual game to practice archery as if doing hunting isn’t something that can be done often, but archery itself can be done plenty well inside a city. 


  My style of archery is too formal for this world, so what I teach the children is a slightly milder version, leaving aside Louisa. 


  Ates should be able to handle it plenty enough.


  “Yoshaaa!” (Ates) 


  “’Yosha’, you say.” (Makoto)


  “!…” (Ates)


  “…Uhm, well then, I have preparations to do, so can you tell me the days you are available the day after tomorrow?” (Makoto)


  “I would like it to be the day after tomorrow. Uhm, also, please forget what you heard just now. I am still unmarried, you see.” (Ates)


  “If you are going to be working as an idol, you will soon be able to choose whoever you wish. Okay, then the day after tomorrow. It will be at the Weitz Orphanage.” (Makoto)


  “Weitz…! Got it.” (Ates)


  Maybe because of the relief, her real self was beginning to show. 


  She is a guild receptionist that doesn’t deal with wasteland matters. 


  Cheerful, kind, and high communication skills.


  Her looks are also good which matches her job as a receptionist. 


  It is a job where you have to deal with adventurers who are mostly composed of rowdy people, so those kinds of abilities are required, and she obviously has a different side to her outside of work. 


  It may not be the complete opposite, but it is understandable that she would have parts that she wouldn’t show in her job.


  I see, that means she had the makings of an idol. 


  I don’t know how much of it was calculated and how much of it was a revelation since it is Rembrandt-san we are talking about here, but I think Ates was a really good choice. 


  I am still in doubt as to whether idols will actually be able to become a thing in Tsige though.


  “Excuse the intrusion.” (Mio)


  “Aah, Mio.” (Makoto)


  “Mi! Mi-Mi-Mi-Mi-Mio-sama?! Aah, no way, I am not even a guest, so there’s no need to mind me! I will be leaving soon, so there’s no need to bring tea for me…haaaaah….” (Ates)


  Oi.


  Isn’t your attitude a bit too different when in front of Mio when compared to me, Ates?


  …Well, Mio does go to the Adventurer Guild every so often even when I am not in Tsige.


  I can understand how she is well-known.


  But the difference is way too extreme.


  Also…what’s with that?


  Rather than fear, it looks more like she is getting flustered from excitement, you know?


  “I have brought tea.” (Mio)


  “Thanks.” (Makoto)


  “…Consulting about something?” (Mio)


  “Eh, yeah. This girl here is a receptionist of the adventurer guild. Her name’s Ates. She was apparently chosen as one of the members that did live performances at the area around the outer walls at night.” (Makoto)


  “Oh my. If I remember correctly…it was a group that was given a pitiful name like Tsige 5.” (Mio)


  “Hahahaha…” (Ates)


  ‘Hahaha’, you say.


  Why is your face bright red, Ates?


  You are not gonna be saying something like ‘what’s wrong with a woman liking a woman’, right? 


  You are already a bundle of character traits, so putting even more to your roster is pretty risky, you know? 


  You were talking about marriage and stuff just a moment ago, so restrain yourself. 


  “That’s right. And so, we were talking about how I wanted to learn archery as one of my personal traits as an idol.” (Ates)


  “Heeh, archery, huh. Personal lessons from Waka-sama?” (Mio)


  “No, I am thinking about teaching her together with the children of the Weitz Orphanage. It won’t be like with Louisa.” (Makoto)


  “Then she would just be added to what you are already doing, huh. Oh my, but…” (Mio)


  Oh, as expected of Mio.


  Looks like she has picked on what I wanted to ask. 


  This kind of stuff makes me happy. 


  “Can I ask this of you?” (Makoto)


  “Understood. I will make the arrangements. It can’t be helped since it will be in the morning two days from now.” (Mio)


  “Please do.” (Makoto)


  “Then, I will be taking my leave. Ates, since I have already prepared it, it is only proper to give it a taste. Take your time.” (Mio)


  Alright.


  With this, the archery gi of Ates is good to go.


  There’s nothing else to talk about, so let’s have a casual talk as we drink tea before wrapping it up. 


  “I-I-I have spoken to her! Spoken directly with Mio-sama!” (Ates)


  …Could that even be considered a conversation? 


  I don’t think it counts as one…


  “She is an employee of ours, so of course it is possible for that to happen if you were to come here.” (Makoto)


  “Raidou-sama, about Mio-sama you see…!” (Ates)


  “Eh, ah…yes?” (Makoto)


  And then, I was told in great detail about a part of the deep deep darkness of this city. 


  It is in a sense more deeply rooted than even the Dusk Street, and it has eroded into my daily life without me being aware at all. 


  Chapter 370: SSC


  *Dododododo…*


  A mysterious sound was ringing inside my head at the reception room.


  How ominous. 


  “‘Mio-sama Fan Club’ and the ‘Certain Kill Tomoe Family’?” (Makoto)


  I ended up repeating what entered my ears while having that annoying sound in my head.


  Mio-sama Fan Club.


  Certain Kill Tomoe Family.


  My head feels like it is going to split.


  “Yes!” (Ates) <I have changed Arches’s name to Ates as she was introduced in the extras and that was the name she had.>


  But the idol egg, Ms.Ates, stood up from her seat and tightened her fist as she affirmed my question with splendid fluency. 


  “By the way, a number of the extremists and the fervent ones of similar mind -the freaks- have formed different factions, and would devote themselves to even more core fan activities. And due to their iron rule of not allowing their members to be affiliated to other organizations, the present state is that it is getting chaotic because of the amount of different factions.” (Ates)


  “…By the way, Ates-san, where are you affilia—have you joined any of those?” (Makoto)


  For some reason I didn’t want to say the word affiliated.


  “I am participating in the Mio-sama Fan Club and the Certain Kill Tomoe Family.” (Ates)


  Maybe because that’s just how she is or because she was being considerate to me, Ates didn’t say ‘affiliated’.


  She is a girl that gives out the air of a sporty type, so I thought that maybe she would be in that group with the iron rule stuff.


  Her passion is pretty impressive after all.


  “Aah, both. So there’s that possibility, huh. Haha…” (Makoto)


  Figures, huh.


  ‘You are going for both Tomoe and Mio?!’, is what I thought for a moment, but when I think about it, it is fine to root for both.


  It is just that there’s places that don’t allow going for both. 


  Since I began listening to her talk, I have begun to imagine Tomoe and Mio as the ultimate wives kinda thing, and it was a weird picture.


  …Alright, I have somehow managed to return the image back to a milder one.


  “Do you know just how much those two have contributed to the guild?! As a former guild receptionist, I can’t choose one to root for!” (Ates)


  “Okay…” (Makoto)


  So serious.


  Where’s the normal Ates-san? 


  This woman, I am beginning to think that it would be better for her to not make her get too serious about idol stuff.


  “I think there’s personal preferences, so there will obviously be favorites though!” (Ates)


  “…”


  So there’s favorites, oi.


  “I will root for them with my full power in a 6:4 ratio! I am buying all the goods too!” (Ates)


  What do you mean by goods?! 


  Our company is not dealing with those kinds of merchandise! 


  “I-Is that so? Uhm, right, who is your 6, Ates-san?” (Makoto)


  I continue the conversation while barely managing to maintain a calm face.


  “Mio-sama.” (Ates)


  “Aah, so that’s why you were so happy. I understand now.” (Makoto)


  I am relieved.


  I was scared about that being the 4.


  It still doesn’t change the fact that I was pulled back by her 6, but it does relieve me a bit. 


  “By the way, the highest one within the fan clubs of Mio-sama is the Mio-sama Fan Club, but there’s also other groups competing with the Mio-sama Fan Club and it is by no means a stable top spot. They are originally a group of outsiders that learned of Mio-sama at the Rotsgard school festival, so in the sacred grounds of Tsige…” (Ates)


  M-My brain is melting.


  What’s with this surprise sanity check?!


  Why do I have to get an insane lecture on the fan clubs of Mio?


  “By the way! As for Tomoe-sama, the Certain Kill Tomoe Family has a scale and unity that’s on a whole other level, and the other powers are in a three-way deadlock. They are called the triumvirate and—” (Ates)


  “Stop! Stop!!” (Makoto)


  “?” 


  “I understand plenty well now that my employees are being treasured by the adventurers and the people around. Thank you very much, that’s enough.” (Makoto)


  Yeah, in a lot of meanings.


  “Raidou-sama.” (Ates)


  “Is there…still something?” (Makoto)


  “You said ‘the adventurers and the people around’?” (Ates)


  “…Yeah.” (Makoto)


  “NAIVE!! Tomoe-sama and Mio-sama—no! Shiki-sama, Akua-san, and Eris-san as well…different from the artificial idols like us who were mish-mashed together! They are natural idols! It seems like you don’t understand at all!” (Ates)


  Since when has this become an idol war where producers spill blood, sweat, and tears?! 


  I ended up peeking at the pointless darkness of Tsige that has nothing but risks in it, and yet it feels like there’s no return once you get a sight of it. 


  I feel like this is stealthily derailing past the horizon.


  “On top of that…that young yet perfected…Komoe-chan too.” (Ates)


  “K-Komoe?” (Makoto)


  They are completely nuts. 


  I didn’t know everyone was being treated like some kind of entertainer.


  And I have realized it now.


  I see. It looks like Rembrandt-san had noticed this hidden passion.


  That’s why he tried to create an existence similar to that out of the Tsige people? 


  Meaning that me thinking this was a novel idea that came from zero was actually just me being ignorant about this side of the world? 


  Really?


  I really don’t want to believe it. 


  Tsige is the harbour and mother of the people who aim to challenge the wasteland.


  It is a gathering of quirky people, but it is a city of tough elements…


  “What’s with this place…?” (Makoto)


  “That’s right! Just what’s with the Kuzunoha Company?! Is it a treasury of idols?! How can you mass produce them so easily?! Are you planning on making all the Tsige residents into worshippers?!” (Ates)


  “…” (Makoto)


  Ates is completely in fan mode.


  Hmm, but…everyone in Asora are idols, huh.


  I would say they -including me- are more like stars than idols. 


  They shine powerfully by themselves after all.


  The term idol has been getting pretty loose lately, but if we go by the original meaning of idols being ideal images, it just doesn’t fit them. 


  “This is a rare chance to come by, and you see, I don’t have my own knack or like…a secret technique? And I would like to hear about it from you!” (Ates)


  “…Ates-san, you see Tomoe and Mio as idols?” (Makoto)


  Well, obviously she does.


  “NO!!” (Ates)


  I don’t get anything anymore.


  “How to say it, it is like Tomoe-sama and Mio-sama are on a whole different plane. I feel like everyone from the Kuzunoha Company are on a different level in foundation.” (Ates)


  “Well, in terms of level, they indeed are.” (Makoto)


  “Please don’t joke around! I am not talking about that level!” (Ates)


  “…Okay.” (Makoto)


  “It is like the stage they are standing on is different. We are in a line of work where we are required to become famous!” (Ates)


  …I see.


  I thought she was the type of girl that took things instinctively, but that answer of hers feels like she understands with pinpoint accuracy what’s demanded from in an idol.


  If it is niches, the possibilities spread out endlessly, but she has properly gotten a grasp of the basic points.


  “I…see…” (Makoto)


  “Everyone here in this company has no intention of that, but their way of acting, their way of life, their words; everything about them draws the eyes of everyone around them! It is hard to put it in words…” (Ates)


  “You are saying it is spontaneous?” (Makoto)


  “That! Raidou-sama sometimes says some really strange but amazing stuff. As expected of a representative-san that leads a company.” (Ates)


  “…Thanks.” (Makoto)


  “Yup yup, something like that! Even if you tell us to become popular, we will simply be trying to fit the likings of as many people as possible. It is not like we ourselves are emitting something ourselves. Even though Tomoe-sama and Mio-sama are living life the way they want, it looks incredibly charming.” (Ates)


  “…Well, Tomoe and Mio are the strongest in terms of power in this city, so rather than saying it is the ideal of someone, it is more like they are free to walk their own path without caring about what others say…no, the type that can freely see through their own will. In a sense, their body and heart are strong. At the very least, that’s how it looks. That must be why.” (Makoto)


  “Then, in order to become like them, I would have to raise my level? No matter how you put it…that’s impossible.” (Ates)


  “In the first place, just like you said, Tomoe and Mio are the type that you admire because they live life the way they want. Rather than idols, they are more like stars.” (Makoto)


  “…”


  “Rather than becoming the receptacle for the admiration and ideals of others, they are in a standing that’s similar to pulling people in with the shine of their way of living. It looks similar, but it is a bit different from making them your objective for the future.” (Makoto)


  It is also different from what Rembrandt-san is looking for in these idols. 


  “Are you saying it is a mistake to admire and aim to become like them?” (Ates)


  “What’s desired from the idols of Tsige 5 (temporary name) is literally as the name states, an ideal, which is what weights the most. I think the main part of it is to become popular and serve as advertisers for products though.” (Makoto)


  “I will try to get a proper name change.” (Ates)


  “Tsige will be getting bigger from now on, and I think they will want an easy to tell symbol for the city. One part of that I think will be covered by the ace rank adventurers, but that will most likely not be enough. The symbol for the citizens, the symbol for their many desires. If put in cool terms, they would be the symbol of what Tsige must protect. I think Rembrandt-san has formed you people to serve as that ideal figure.” (Makoto)


  I’ve got an inkling that’s the case.


  Like, a really small inkling.


  A huge city that doesn’t rely on the religion of the Goddess at all. In order to control this giant population, I feel like they will be putting stars and idols like Ates and the adventurers to work.


  I think this line of thought of mine is pretty good.


  No, if I were to be honest, it is because I suddenly remembered *Macross*. <A franchise that combines both mechas and idols.>


  I personally don’t have much knowledge in idols, and don’t have much knowledge in anime of that genre. The most I know is that there’s games and names of them. 


  The very first thing that surfaced in my mind when hearing about idols was the transforming battleship ‘Do you remember love?’. <Name of the song is Ai wo Oboete Imasu ka?>


  I am a mess when it comes to ideal figures and symbols, and my image of idols is that they disappear soon, and my image of stars is that they are the ones who take leading roles. 


  I remember that my friends would reprimand me saying ‘why is your knowledge only on that level?!’ and would say this and that about it, but it has already slipped out of my mind! 


  No matter how fervently you talk about something I am not interested in, this is how it ends! 


  Sorry! 


  “…I am surprised. I thought that your way of thinking was incredibly straightforward. Someone who only sees what’s in front of you, and no matter what’s in the way of that, you would overcome it with brawn and ideas you think up on the moment.” (Ates)


  “Ates-san, you really are not mincing your words anymore.” (Makoto)


  “And everyone in the company is doing a good job as the helmsman to avoid the big waves. That’s the kind of work division I thought you guys had…” (Ates)


  “Guh…it is unexpectedly not wrong which makes it hurt even more…!” (Makoto)


  “I see. The people who live in Tsige who are protected. The symbol of the weak… That’s why we were told to perform on stage in front of the soldiers at the war… But that would make it a short lived role, right? In that case, you gather admiration for a long time, gather wishes… Gather? Hm? That means…” (Ates)


  “Ooi, Ates-san? Are you okay? If you want to think about something, I think it would make it easier to turn the gears in your brain if you were to go back and lie down to think.” (Makoto)


  A pretty haphazard suggestion.


  I call Ates who had begun to mumble and ponder.


  Go with being an idol, or aim to be a star? Or maybe take the third choice and marry into money while she is still popular? 


  Is she thinking about those kinds of possibilities? 


  My sanity points have been reduced by quite a lot from simply learning about the existence of fan clubs for Tomoe and Mio, and I am already pretty mentally fatigued here. 


  “I will do just that… Then, Raidou-sama, I will count on you for the archery lessons.” (Ates)


  “Ah, yes. Looking forward to it as well.” (Makoto)


  She gets up from her seat, but Ates must have been disciplined in the ways of a noble lady, she gave a graceful bow, and spoke about the archery matter that I thought she had forgotten, and then left. 


  I ended up responding in a formal manner too. 


  That…she must have been pretty nervous herself just like me. 


  Now then, as for me…I will try investigating the fan clubs of Tomoe and Mio.


  Now that I know about them, it is difficult to act as if I don’t. 


  Chapter 371: Beep


  “Who would have known that Lime would be changing too.” (Makoto) 


  “Old acquaintances were pleading to me one after the other, and I finally couldn’t reject them anymore… Sorry. ‘If it goes too far, we will stop. We won’t trouble you’, is what they said, so I ended up doing it.” (Lime) 


  “I didn’t even know about their existence until today, and it is not like I am thinking about crushing them, so don’t worry. I was just bothered by the atmosphere.” (Makoto) 


  “I can only guide you to two of the major ones that I am acquainted with, but…if you want to, I can investigate them a bit more from tomorrow on.” (Lime) 


  “No, we will keep an eye on them first.” (Makoto) 


  “Got it. Then, I will guide you to the forefront fan club of Sis, the Certain Kill Tomoe Family.” 


  Even if I were to suddenly go out to the city, I don’t know at all where I should be gathering information about the fan clubs of Tomoe and Mio. 


  Now that I think about it, I don’t have much experience in gathering information by myself.


  When I called out to Lime, who I caught sight of, and brought the topic of fan clubs, his aura clearly changed. 


  His expression didn’t change much from the outside, but thanks to knowing him for a long time, I can feel the…how to say it? Vibes of Lime? The feelings? I could tell he had been shaken heavily. 


  So, once I inquired for a bit, it seems like he knew about their existence, and he also knows the details about them to a certain degree. 


  I tried to confirm if he might be a member, and he clearly denied that. 


  He did spill out that he serves as a consultant for the two top fan clubs. 


  In a sense that’s worse than a member which made me want to hold my head in pain, and Lime explained himself that he was simply asked to do it and he didn’t have much choice… Well, I decided to accept that for now. 


  “Isn’t this the Adventurer Guild?” (Makoto)


  “Well, there’s steps you have to take, you see… Hide your face a bit with this.” (Lime)


  “…Got it. I leave it to you.” (Makoto)


  The place Lime guided me to was the Adventurer Guild. 


  Moreover, the one that’s not for the wasteland. 


  Lime may be a former adventurer, but he was a regular at the wasteland, so he is pretty out of place here. 


  At any rate, this place isn’t that prosperous.


  There may be adventurers here, but the fact that most of them are pretty young ones stands out. 


  I could tell at a glance that it is a gathering of novices. 


  The city itself will be getting bigger, so their chances to make it big will become pretty limited now. The guild might be moved closer to a corner of the city. 


  “It will probably be treated as a fresh experience facility kinda thing…” (Makoto)


  I mutter this as I follow after Lime.


  I cover my head with a large piece of cloth while only showing my eyes.


  Now then, about Lime…he looked at a request…and headed to the reception desk? 


  It is a weird sight, but I have left it to him, so the only thing I can do here is follow him.


  “Welcome. What business brings you here today?” 


  “What’s inside the Fuji of today?” (Lime)


  “…There’s red, reverse, and white.” 


  “I will have white.” (Lime)


  After exchanging a mysterious conversation that feels like code language, Lime and the receptionist bumped fist with the counter in between. 


  More pointlessly secretive moves…


  “It has been a while, Consultant Latte!” 


  “Heya. Where’s today’s meeting? I was thinking about showing up since it has been a while.” (Lime)


  “It seems like today they will be showcasing new merchandise, so we have secured a big place. Let’s see..the 4th storehouse sector.” 


  “Owned by the Oaks Company?” (Lime)


  “Yes! As expected of the consultant!” 


  “Thanks. I will bring some gifts on my way back.” (Lime)


  “! Thank you very much!! By the way, who is that person there?” 


  “New blood. I have been asked to watch after him by a certain someone I can’t go against.” (Lime)


  “…One more for the Tomoe Family! We look forward to it!!” 


  “Yeah!!” (Lime)


  4th Storehouse Sector. 


  So they don’t really have a set base. 


  Like an official FC headquarter kinda thing. 


  Ah, now that I think about it, they are talking about top and all that, but they are all unofficial. 


  So doing it all brazenly wouldn’t be right either huh.


  Just what’s the standing of an unofficial fan club for a famous person I wonder? 


  Is it like a manga circle for 2d artwork? 


  Hmm, don’t know. 


  The 4th Storehouse Sector is a pretty big place. 


  It is one of the storehouses that the wasteland materials are temporarily stored and then withdrawn from, so the coming and going of the materials is pretty intense.


  I have heard that the storehouses from the 10th and up are used to temporarily store the products that come from the Golden Highway to Tsige.


  The Kuzunoha Company doesn’t use the storehouse sectors, so I am not too familiar with them. This is my first time going to a storehouse sector. 


  “4th Storehouse Sector… There’s gatherings even during the daytime?” (Makoto)


  “They said something about the sale of new merchandise, so they are most likely hyping it up from early morning.” (Lime)


  …


  Is this a comic con? 


  “The 4th Storehouse Sector is centered around the wasteland, right? I don’t know much about the Oaks Company though. Are they open at this time?” (Makoto)


  “The circulation of things there is pretty intense after all. Accidents are a daily occurrence there. They must have aimed for one of the gaps those have created. They may be a fan club, but unless they have a decent scale, using a whole storehouse is reckless though.” (Lime)


  And you are saying it is possible for the Certain Kill Tomoe Family.


  Hope they are not dancing with lightsticks in the darkness or something like that…


  “…Woah?!” (Makoto)


  When I entered the storehouse sector, I ended up raising my voice.


  Because there was a pretty shocking sight there.


  “! Boss?!” (Lime)


  “Ah, sorry. Uhm, Lime…” (Makoto)


  “Yes?” (Lime)


  “That storehouse…is giving off a completely different air from the other ones, isn’t it? It is as if it is a war-tempered storehouse, or as if it had been attacked yesterday. There’s smoke, remains of magic power, and pierced swords in it, you know… It is quite the bizarre sight.” (Makoto)


  That’s…since that one is that and the one over there is that…this is the 8th storehouse, huh. 


  This is the 8th storehouse in the 4th Storehouse Sector. 


  Just what’s happening there…?


  Don’t tell me it is that one. 


  “Aah.” (Lime)


  “You know?” (Makoto)


  “That’s our storehouse.” (Lime)


  “‘Our’? …Eh? Ours?! As in the Kuzunoha Company’s?!” (Makoto)


  “Yessu. Sis complained that the number 4 was bad luck and didn’t want it, but when she heard the 8th was open, she said ‘that’s fine then’.” (Lime)


  “…That Tomoe. I don’t get her.” (Makoto)


  “She said something like *48 moves* and forty eight. That she wouldn’t want it if it were 4 alone, but if it comes with 8 as a set, that’s fine then.” (Lime) <Stands for 48 moves in sumo, and it is taken as ‘a lot of auspicious numbers’.>


  …


  I was surprised that our company had a storehouse, but I am also surprised that Tomoe is playing a weird number game with the storehouses. 


  “Well, I understand now that that’s a storehouse we have borrowed, but…why is it in that state?” (Makoto)


  “It is attacked on a daily basis. Well, we are dealing with quite the outstanding products despite our scale, so thieves probably attack us without much worry. Most would fall from Sis, Mio-neesan, and Shiki-danna, but there’s also Mondo, me, Aqua and Eris, and the dwarves. We pride on our strength, but without enough hands, those kinds of people pop out endlessly. It is properly being protected by Eldwa Security, so there’s no losses on our side though.” (Lime)


  “I see. It is because we are making transactions on an amount that would be troublesome to explain if we were to not borrow a storehouse, huh.” (Makoto)


  “Right-ssu.” (Lime)


  “By the way, what do you put inside it?” (Makoto)


  If the attacks are frequent, we shouldn’t put anything too important. 


  “Empty-ssu.” (Lime)


  “Empty, huh.” (Makoto)


  “Yes. We have been throwing out information that we are putting things in there, and there’s times when we act as if we are taking out stuff from there. Actually, in the normal product storehouses at the other side, the 13th storehouse of the 13th Storehouse Sector is ours as well, and it is also empty.” (Lime)


  “That’s…if an attack were to miraculously succeed, it would be pretty pitiful…” (Makoto)


  “The fate of thieves is mostly pitiful-ssu.” (Lime)


  “…Right. By the way, was it Tomoe who chose the general product storehouse one?” (Makoto)


  13th of the 13th. 


  “No, that one was decided on the fly by Mio-neesan because that one was coincidentally open.” (Lime)


  “Aah, this time it was Mio. I see.” (Makoto)


  Just how much in maintenance costs would it take to borrow two storehouses of such sizes? …Wait, it should obviously be in the account book that I check on a regular basis. 


  Is it an amount that I would even skim over? 


  No, let’s just admit that I slack by just skipping over all items that don’t have quite the high number in it. 


  I should reflect on it. 


  “Oh, it is that one-ssu ne.” (Lime)


  “…It is such a normal looking storehouse among normal storehouses. Is it a secret organization?” (Makoto)


  “In a sense, it is. The iron rule of the fan club activities is to not cause any trouble to the people themselves. There’s the possibility that Sis and Mio-neesan have already noticed it and have just left it be since they find it cute though.” (Lime)


  “…I see.” (Makoto)


  Is it like the bro code? 


  They might be more of a decent bunch than I thought. 


  I may get betrayed, so I should stop having faint expectations. 


  “Then, let’s enter.” (Lime)


  “Apologies, but this storehouse isn’t taking or sending any go—Consultant Latte!” 


  “Osu. Are the sales of the merchandise going well?” (Lime)


  “Sorry for the rudeness of just now. Ah, and who may that person be?” 


  “Potential new blood. A request from a person I can’t refuse.” (Lime)


  “If it is a referral from the Consultant, there’s no problem! Go ahead! A bit of a problem is happening, but it will soon be…oh.” 


  “Hm?” (Makoto)


  Feeling the presence of people, I move away, and a number of people pass by flying between us and the person that seems to be the gatekeeper. 


  A fight?


  “You’ve got guts bringing drugs to Tomoe-sama’s fan club!” 


  Drugs?! 


  The comeback of the Dusk Street?! 


  “You as well. Don’t go bringing out strange business discussions here and there!” 


  Aah…people that gather for things like fan clubs do give the impression that they have loose pockets. 


  “You stink of Aion. What. This time you are trying to enter our ranks and thinking of doing some sketchy stuff? …Want me to erase you?” 


  Aion…


  Aion did accept the invitation of coming to Tsige despite having been completely beaten up at the war, so they must have a reason as to why they accepted. 


  Of course they would try to have their prided spies infiltrate Tsige, huh. 


  …They really don’t learn. 


  Considering that they have an eye on Tomoe means that they have quite the discerning eye, and yet, it doesn’t seem like they are taking into account the chances of success.


  Not only that, they were disposed of in an instant. Can’t help but laugh.


  “Looks like it has been wrapped up, so…Consultant, potential new member, please go ahead and come in.” 


  “Alright. Keep it at just driving them away, okay?” (Lime)


  Lime waves at the people who were surrounding the blown away people as well, and entered the storehouse. 


  Now then, it is finally the moment of truth. 


  “Location cleansing-ssu ne! Consultant, thanks for speaking to us-ssu!!” 


  …Hierarchy, physical education gathering system. 


  Location cleansing; is it the edo kind? 


  A type of exile punishment. 


  They also support Lime quite a lot despite what he says. 


  While holding slight uneasiness in my heart, I was also swallowed by the darkness inside the storehouse. 


  Chapter 372: Tomoe Family


  “It is a gambling den?!” 


  What was reflected in my eyes was a sight like that of a hideout of gamblers. 


  Gentlemen and ladies sitting on a tatami-matted ground around a table with their hands occupied. 


  Truly a gambling den. 


  There’s no deck of cards or the like, but the atmosphere is the very same. 


  Where’s the fan club? 


  “Lime, is this a casino wearing the skin of a fan club? The looks seem to be made in the liking of Tomoe though…” (Makoto)


  “Aah…no. This is not a gambling den. I see, so there was this today as well. No wonder the box was big.” (Lime)


  “?”


  “Boss, this place doesn’t allow cheating at all, and it is a one shot match that relies solely on luck… A game spot-ssu ne.” (Lime)


  “…No no no.” (Makoto)


  That’s just switching words.


  “Well, just watch. That place, well, if Sis were to describe it, it would be even-or-odds gambling though.” (Lime)


  “Even in my eyes I think so as well. They are clearly rolling the dice inside the bowl…” (Makoto)


  “But what they are betting isn’t money-ssu.” (Lime)


  “??”


  Hmm? 


  I can see quite the legit-looking coin there though?


  It is basically a chip, right?


  “Those coins are made by the fan club themselves and are called tomoemon. They are distributed by the tops every month, and it is one of the methods they take to make it so that the fan club doesn’t deal directly with money.” (Lime)


  “T-Tomoemon…” (Makoto)


  What a name.


  This is already on the level of Kaiji. <gambling manga>


  “Due to the unwritten rule of definitely not allowing this fan club to become a place where rich people can take all the goods with bags of coins, they thought of something that I would say is pretty nice.” (Lime)


  “Everything with bags of coins, huh.” (Makoto)


  Well, but it is the natural course of society that the rich people get the most. 


  Even if you make adjustments to that, it won’t change that principle. 


  Also, even if you are not rich, the amount you get would be different depending on how much money you put into it. 


  I feel like fervent fans giving out money instead of rich people crushing everything with their money is vaguely different… I should think whether there’s clean and dirty money by using a merchant perspective.


  “There’s not many places with as much difference in economic states as this city after all.” (Lime)


  “True.” (Makoto)


  “Here, by giving information and goods regarding Sis, you obtain tomoemons depending on rarity and distance. By using those, you get other goods, can save it for later use, and well, it is like pocket money between the fans.” (Lime)


  “Then, what’s with that gambling-looking sight there?” (Makoto)


  “That’s a kind of auction.” (Lime)


  “Auction?!” (Makoto)


  “5-10 mons is mostly the participation fee, and the one who is the most loved by lady luck can get a Sis good that day. It is a repeat of double ups, and the one who stands at the top of the tournament will receive a prize that is equal to the total amount of tomoemons.” (Lime)


  Tomoe goods…


  “According to all you have said, the only time you put coins into it is at the participation fee.” (Makoto)


  “Exactly-ssu.” (Lime)


  “…You moved on as if nothing… I understand rarity, but what’s that about distance?” (Makoto)


  “The hair clip of Sis would be zero distance, right? The moment an item like that were to show up, the heat of the auction would not be like this one.” (Lime)


  That’s what distance means…?


  Eh, aren’t these people maturing nicely into maniacs? 


  There’s no ‘nicely’ about it, huh.


  They are already far gone. 


  Lime was nodding constantly as if it were natural. 


  “So you are saying the closer they are to their bodies, the higher the value?” (Makoto)


  “In regards to tomoemons, yes.” (Lime)


  “Then, if there’s a cup that Tomoe used to drink alcohol at the food court…” (Makoto)


  My words are beginning to get weird, but I am still maintaining my sanity here.


  “…Yes?” (Lime)


  “If it is a disposable cup, of course she would throw it away, but…” (Makoto)


  “…”


  “Are there moments when those kinds of things are brought here and treated as rare items?” (Makoto)


  This is to see whether they are an organization that should be crushed in its entirety. The scales are currently shaking. 


  “Boss, that’s quite the taboo case-ssu. There may be hardcore people like that, but this place filters those stuff out. However, the minority that dive underground might have those kinds of items.” (Lime)


  Lime gave an instant response with a straight face. 


  He said the last part with a really low voice and with a regretful tone. 


  “So there’s proper delineations in that front, huh.” (Makoto)


  “Yeah. Things like a hair clip, a katana’s hilt, and a sash fastener for an obi were apparently given to someone from the Tomoe Family by Sis. That they were given it after asking for them when she was going to throw them away. It was from person to person. Well, it may be somewhat in the gray zone, but they don’t do things like rummaging the trash just as you mentioned before, Boss.” (Lime)


  “…I see. By the way, this…” (Makoto)


  “?!” (Lime)


  “Tomoe’s handmade miniature carving. It was something she made pretty early in the times she began to practice it. Are you saying stuff like this is a rare item here?” (Makoto)


  “…I think it would be around 2,000 mons.” (Lime)


  “…As expected of the Consultant. You know a lot.” (Makoto)


  But I don’t know how much that’s worth.


  “How about presenting that and becoming member number 0?” (Lime)


  “That’s a terrible joke, Lime. I don’t think I will be coming here again, so give this to the management of the Tomoe Family later. Just say it is a greeting from a scholar.” (Makoto)


  That way the position of Lime should increase slightly. 


  I will leave the surveillance of this place to him. 


  I feel like if I were to come here on the regular, the chivers on my back that I am currently feeling will become chronic. 


  “…I will accept it with honor.” (Lime)


  “Okay. And so, after checking out the actual goods going around here, I want to go to Mio’s too.” (Makoto)


  “Understood. Over here.” (Lime)


  I walked through this place where bizarre enthusiasm was swirling while following Lime.


  Fumu..the rats of Aion were kicked out, but…I see…


  I could hear words like Tomoe-sama, Nee-san, and Sis thrown around here and there. 


  Also, when it comes to the topics, it would be centered around Tomoe or Mio.


  It doesn’t seem like they hold antagonistic feelings towards Mio, and it is simply a gathering of people that like Tomoe more. 


  It doesn’t seem like they are dissing Mio either. 


  They are not raising Tomoe while lowering Mio.


  Yup, that’s great as a fan club. 


  Also, because it is among people that are so dyed in this world, the people that are trying to fit into this place temporarily stand out. 


  There’s the ones who are fans but are still not used to the atmosphere of the place after all.


  Of course the rats would have a hard time too. 


  Most would end up getting filtered. 


  And the remaining ones were washed off by Lime. 


  Next is the goods. 


  It would be one thing if it were unnecessary stuff, but when it comes to goods, it feels like it would be easy to go wild. 


  If there’s stuff that looks like oppai mousepads…should I put that in the barely acceptable level?


  Out? 


  Hmm, this is tough.


  “Drawings, huh.” (Makoto)


  At the merchandise sales corner that I was guided to, there were postcard size drawings of Tomoe lined up there.


  It is truly healthy. Stuff like her striding the streets of the city, her slightly battle suited mode when she is about to head off to the wasteland. 


  They haven’t drawn her in a swimsuit or anything like that. 


  “This is what’s most popular-ssu ne. It is normally stuff that’s in a size you can keep hidden. Normally, you would exchange with the tomoemons I told you of before, but there’s a few that can be bought with money too. They get a pretty good amount in donations for the management fee, so it is not like they have monetary problems… This is the fervent demand of the rich people, who don’t have luck and want more goods than the tomoemon they get, taken form-ssu ne.” (Lime)


  “…I see. Now that I take a good look, considering the size of this corner, the money section is on the low side in the amount of goods it has.” (Makoto)


  “I think the balance will slowly change in the future, but it is currently this state.” (Lime)


  “I feel like it can’t be helped that it will be turning into a 50-50 in the future. Managing a  gathering of this scale and making events like this must be really difficult after all.” (Makoto)


  “I am sure they must be feeling relieved that you are saying that, Boss.” (Lime)


  There’s also a slightly big medal with Tomoe as the motif, various types of postcard size drawings, dolls of varying sizes, wooden swords in the semblance of a katana. 


  Pins? No, button latches? Well, that kind of small metallic thing as well. 


  There was no specially dangerous stuff. 


  There was one close to life size statue of Tomoe, but…I saw nothing. 


  It was made out of mythil and seemed like it must be worth quite the coin, but I was a little scared to confirm whether it was for sale or not. 


  “Doesn’t seem like there’s any problems.” (Makoto)


  “Me and a number of others are keeping an eye on this group in case anything happens, so don’t worry.” (Lime)


  “Alright. Then, let’s go to the Mio one too, Consultant.” (Makoto)


  “Leave it to me!” (Lime)


  We leave the storehouse sector and into the streets. 


  The Tomoe Family seemed to have an event so they were at the storehouse sector in the suburbs, but I see…they normally gather in the city where it is easier to gather at. 


  I nod at this, and then tried asking something that suddenly popped in my mind. 


  “Hey, Lime, about the Tomoe Family…” (Makoto)


  “?” 


  “Why is it that, even though they are fans of Tomoe, they don’t do ceramic art? I feel like she would go to the fan gatherings with glee if it were about ceramic art. You can teach them how to do ceramic arts, right?” (Makoto)


  “…” 


  “Lime?” (Makoto)


  “Boss.” (Lime)


  “Yes?” (Makoto)


  “You are a genius, Boss.” (Lime)


  “…What part made you think that?” (Makoto)


  “Of course! Sis is really into ceramic arts!” (Lime)


  “Yeah, Tomoe and Beren as well. I think it has become a popular hobby in Asora. You are also one of those, right?” (Makoto)


  “…I see. So it isn’t really something that has to be hidden.Then, it should be fine to have a meeting with Sis and the ceramic arts people once and see, huh…” (Lime)


  “Yeah, there might actually be people who get into it in Tsige too. For now try it out with the Tomoe Family people first… The period to monopolize it has passed. Instead of that, it would be better to lay the groundwork for the birth of what might be incredible artworks, and it could serve as a stimulus for Asora.” (Makoto)


  “…And then, for the works that Sis has approved, we can have her name a few… Right, how about just using the name Tomoe itself…” (Lime)


  “? Lime?” (Makoto)


  It seems like Lime-kun isn’t listening. 


  “The Tomoe Family will become the immovable top fan club!” (Lime)


  “…Lime? Just asking but…you became a Consultant to keep an eye on them, right?” (Makoto)


  “…”


  “Hello?” (Makoto)


  “…O-Of course-ssu!” (Lime)


  “…Got it. Let’s leave it at that.” (Makoto)


  “Boss?!” (Lime)


  Wonder how’s the Mio one. 


  It is a fan club about her, so maybe it is mainly cooks? 


  I want to provide something that will make the presence of Lime in the fan club of Mio stronger too. 


  Now then, first I gotta go check it out or I won’t know. 


  Also, that Lime, is he also seriously being a Consultant for the Mio side too?


  Chapter 373: Tacit Consent


  The fan club of Mio was quite different from Tomoe’s.


  As expected of Mio’s fan club, or more like, it is natural since it is Mio’s…the food factor is strong in this one! 


  What’s apparently the biggest faction currently, the Mio-sama Fan Club, is composed mostly of cooks, and their culinary pursuit is a big objective of theirs. 


  There were no gophers in the Tomoe Family, but it looks like the expensive ingredients and rare ingredients are serving the purpose of eliminating the worries of a difference in standings between members. 


  For good or for bad, it is chaotic. 


  And the Mio-chan Fan Club that is competing with that top is more of a normal idol fan club…I would say it is more of a normal idol fan club than the former. Rather than food, they clearly worship Mio herself more…no, they are dead drunk. Hmmm…despite being maniacs, it is a gathering of people that show admiration. 


  In terms of a fan club, I would say the latter one fits the fan club bill more -that’s my impression.


  The interesting part is that reservation tickets of the establishment that Mio has made at the store of the Kuzunoha Company are extremely popular in both fan clubs.


  It is a bit different from reservation tickets, but since there’s the chance, I gave a number of invitation tickets to them through Lime. 


  Both had conceived deep fan layers, but they were mostly harmless, so this was in a sense a way of telling them that we will be watching over them for now. 


  It seems like Lime understood well what I meant and was talking about connivance and stuff. He really likes using words Tomoe would use. 


  “Anyways, they are really passionate.” (Makoto)


  My impression of them leaked out while I was skimming through the book ‘Mio Stands’ that had the compiled food stands that Mio has eaten at, and her evaluations of them. 


  She wasn’t interviewed about it, and of course she didn’t supervise the making of it. 


  This was pure steady work in gathering information about the impressions Mio had of the things she had eaten at the food stands, making articles about it, and compiling them. 


  It is fun to see the difference between the explanation of the stand owner and Mio’s impressions, but you could say this is borderline the journal of a stalker. 


  Mio is the type that has sharp instincts. 


  But at the times when she is concentrating on food…it wouldn’t be strange for her to not notice a stalker who is also interested in food as well. 


  Because they have no intention of bringing harm, have no animosity, or ill intentions after all.


  On top of that, they are tasting the food -she herself had an eye on- with serious expressions.


  Yeah, it is no surprise she would ignore them. 


  “Right now, when talking about gourmets in Tsige, the name of Mio-neesan would show up no doubt. Rather than having an idol-like popularity…it might be more accurate to describe it as her being popular as an information source.” (Lime)


  “Mio, huh. Ah, I have been brought to this place before. Haha, it is evaluated highly.” (Makoto)


  “…Reality is that the places that Boss would be happy with or would most likely say it is tasty have high evaluations.” (Lime)


  “In other words, if I were to look at this, I would be able to tell which places I would like. I should have bought at restaurants as well instead of just going for food stands, huh.” (Makoto)


  “In my personal opinion, I would like you to go out with Mio-neesan more often. On the day she learns that you rely on such a book instead of her, my hair will turn all white, you know…” (Lime)


  “Hahaha, I will be careful of that. I will try to keep it as only a time waster when I am bored.” (Makoto)


  White hair, huh.


  I feel like that would look good on Lime. 


  But I think Lime wouldn’t be spared with just that much…


  “At any rate, with this, the weight in my shoulders has lessened. Getting consent is a grateful thing.” (Lime)


  “Trying to stop them just for liking something would be a bit… There’s no real harm, and I think most of them are regular customers of the Kuzunoha Company.” (Makoto)


  “Of course-ssu yo. Most of them are the type that first try to get it at the Kuzunoha Company before going to other places-ssu.” (Lime)


  “I am grateful to hear that.” (Makoto)


  Quality and price are of course important, but having a lot of customers who are going to the Kuzunoha Company solely because it is the Kuzunoha Company is a grateful thing. 


  Even if the trigger was Tomoe and Mio, it isn’t something to worry about. 


  I say that, but making merchandise of Tomoe and Mio and selling them is a no though.


  “…Uhm…Boss…” (Lime)


  Early afternoon after we finished checking the top fan club of Tomoe and the two biggest fan clubs of Mio, Lime and I went into a random cafe. 


  It is a cafe, but it is the pure kind that has a calm atmosphere. 


  We were talking about the results of the inspection as we had cold coffee.


  The conclusion is that as long as Lime and the others can properly keep and eye on them, it is okay to overlook them.


  There were peculiar stuff like the Mio★Stands of before within the varied goods, but they were mostly peaceful stuff. 


  After feeling like I finished a field trip of deep society, Lime spoke to me with a serious tone. 


  “? Is something the matter?” (Makoto)


  “…”


  In this unrelaxing space of time, Lime was silent as if finding it hard to speak. 


  But he is the one who wants to say something, so I can only wait. 


  “…”


  “Actually, I have a request-ssu.” (Lime)


  “Yes?” (Makoto)


  “About the rumors of the Kuzunoha Company that the Dusk Street was involved in…” (Lime)


  “…Ah, there was that. The one where the reasoning was all over the place, yet the answer was miraculously correct?” (Makoto)


  One of the schemes to tie us up with the Anti-Goddess Cult in order to divide the Tsige.


  In the end, rather than saying the instigator was the Aion Kingdom, it was more the Apostle of the Goddess, Alte, who they were siding with.


  She did seem like the type that specialized more in scheming than in direct combat. 


  If she had the proper subordinates, I feel like it would have become an even more problematic situation.


  Fortunately, it was simply warriors and mages with special traits, so we managed to deal with it. 


  You could say it is a rare instance of luck for me. 


  The rumors have already turned into stuff that you would go ‘there was that, right. So stupid’, so there’s no problems.


  “We had a variety of people move in that matter. Comrades, adventurers, former adventurers, and also…” (Lime)


  “Yeah, we were helped out a lot by your connections.” (Makoto)


  Lime, who had worked far and wide as an adventurer having come from Tsige, was truly moving here and there in a dizzying fashion, and showed great work at that time.


  “T-The Weitz Orphanage also helped out from the big to the small as small as it may have been!” (Lime)


  “Y-Yeah…” (Makoto)


  There’s no need to state it so powerfully as if you had resolved yourself. 


  I have received the reports of the Weitz Orphanage employees and orphans moving around the city, and I also know it has connected to results. 


  “…I know that you have your thoughts regarding hyumans as a whole.” (Lime)


  Lime took a deep breath, lowered his volume, and spoke in a calm tone.


  His face had gotten so serious that it is hard to believe that this came after a talk about fan clubs.


  They talk about this every now and then, but it is not like I hate hyumans that much… There’s times I do, but have I discriminated against them…?


  “…” 


  “But despite knowing this, I -Lime Latte- have one thing I want to ask of you, Boss.” (Lime)


  “…Speak.” (Makoto)


  A request involving hyumans, huh.


  “With the small services of mine until now, and the hard work of the Weitz Orphanage this time around, could you please allow them to migrate inside as a reward?!” (Lime)


  Inside? Migrate?


  Is he…talking about Asora?


  Is Lime asking me to have hyumans live there?


  He must be referring to the orphans of the Weitz Orphanage. 


  Lime is coming and going from there, and there’s times when he would spend his days there. 


  But that’s…


  “I haven’t heard yet why you thought this up, but right now the Weitz Orphanage is serving as a new model case for magic constructions, and if we were to move them from there, it would put that plan to waste.” (Makoto)


  There’s not a single trace of this being a joke in the face of Lime.


  He may be speaking in a low volume, but he is asking me to please let hyumans move to Asora with strong resolve. 


  “I am not asking for it to be right this instant. Being given such good treatment like the Weitz Orphanage’s reconstruction is something that I can’t give enough thanks no matter how much I were to try.” (Lime)


  Ah, he has returned a bit to the usual Lime. 


  Maybe he has said what he found hardest to say, so his tension has gone over the peak?


  I am going to reach my peak here myself after being told that though.


  “So…what is it that you want me to do then?” (Makoto)


  “After seeing Jin and the others being trained by Boss and the people of the other side at Rotsgard, one -you could say- ideal of mine had been born. That I had gotten a peek of what I would like the world to be.” (Lime)


  “?”


  “The thought that maybe hyumans can be let inside the Kuzunoha Company and inside the heart of Boss.” (Lime)


  “!” 


  “Shiki-san being proactive about it might have helped out in creating this miracle, is the kind of temporary hesitation I had. But…uhm…I wondered that maybe, in that case, the children of our place could be shown that same dream.” (Lime)


  “…” 


  “I was pretty tucked up and worried about it a lot, and it is actually something that I had been thinking about a lot for a long time-ssu! I am lost…I am at a loss here. When I am in the real deal, I can’t bring out the words.” (Lime)


  “Yeah, I understand that feeling. Well, there’s no need to hurry. I will listen to how you feel, but try to explain to me first about what it is you wish to do in a clearer form.” (Makoto)


  “…Yes. Form… In that case, I want to make a branch of the Weitz Orphanage inside, and then allow the children that have accepted the rules there to live there. Something like that-ssu.” (Lime)


  An orphanage branch in Asora, huh.


  Doesn’t sound like an orphanage anymore.


  In Asora, not only are there no hyumans, there’s no orphans. 


  The current Asora has no need for an orphanage in itself.


  Wait, the function of the facility is of no importance right now, huh.


  Lime wants the people who wish to move from the Weitz Orphanage into Asora to be allowed in. He wants that choice, that path, made possible. 


  Hyumans to Asora, huh.


  It is not the orphanage itself, so it is fine to continue what we are doing at that place, and he doesn’t want to get in the way of that. 


  But…hyumans in Asora, huh.


  “Even if I were to accept, you understand right, Lime? It means that once they move, even if they wanted to come back here, they won’t be able to, you know? It is true that orphans have lighter connections to the world, but…do you think they can make that decision themselves? Or more like, is it even okay to let them make it?” (Makoto)


  Orphans have lighter feet in the decision. For good or for bad, there’s little they would look back in regret to. 


  That trait is even more pronounced for orphan children than it is adults that were orphans…


  I feel like having them make a choice that they can’t go back from isn’t fair.


  ‘Then it should be okay to just let them come and go from Asora and here’, at this moment I didn’t have that thought at all.


  I was worried solely about the orphans who would have to be placed in such a position. 


  Or maybe…I was searching for the kindest of reasons I could find to not let hyumans enter. 


  “Even with that, I can’t help but feel like there’s more of a chance for a future there. Be it here or there, there’s not much difference for us. Of that I am sure. It is a mere difference of one being surrounded by hyumans and one that isn’t. It is just that difference, but who knows just how many possible paths there are over there. I want to share this dream-like chance with them. I think so from the depths of my heart.” (Lime)


  “The children of the orphanage are like a family, right? Wouldn’t we be instilling hatred towards us by doing something like separating them?” (Makoto)


  “Boss, ‘when I leave and come back, their numbers are fewer each time they gather, as if it were natural’. This is what Sis told me, and they are wise words.” (Lime)


  I have to question what wise words are for you…


  You are saying ‘as if it is natural’ with such a grandiose tone, oi.


  Hyumans, huh.


  It is true that they are questionable in general because of the teachings and pampering of the Goddess.


  If I were to be adamant in not letting any in, it would certainly be because of my views. 


  Leaving aside an immediate answer, the time to think about it has come. 


  “No matter what?” (Makoto)


  “Please.” (Lime)


  Lime placed both hands on the table and lowered his head deeply. 


  “I can’t give you an immediate answer.” (Makoto)


  “…”


  “But I can tell that you are still not in your best state of mind, and with this being such a sensitive topic to talk about here, your words are being limited. How about we continue the talk at the other side without having to mind the wording?” (Makoto)


  “…Y-Yessu!” (Lime)


  “I would also like to hear since when and how you ended up thinking about this. We are often relying on you, so it is hard to refuse a request of yours. Let’s have dinner together as well with some alcohol, and have a good long talk. Don’t worry, I will properly decide it tonight.” (Makoto)


  I feel like I would end up postponing it for a long time otherwise. 


  I should think about these kinds of things properly, but I am sure that it would be better to give an answer quick. 


  Pushing aside a decision and continuing discussion forever wouldn’t be fitting of a merchant. 


  If we are going to discuss it, we should do so with the thought of reaching a decision and moving forward.


  “…”


  “And so, meeting adjourned for now. Let’s resume tonight.” (Makoto)


  “Understood.” (Lime)


  “Well then, there’s still some work left, so I am counting on you.” (Makoto)


  I leave the establishment and part ways with Lime. 


  Lately, I have been with Tomoe and Mio after dinner, or with only Tomoe or Mio. It has been a while since it has been a night with only men. 


  It is a shame it is more of a serious conversation rather than just hanging out. 


  Anyways, I head back with hurried steps to the company in order to make calls for the sake of that, and to finish up a number of matters left. 


  ◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆◇◇◆◆


  Seeing off Raidou, Lime felt the nervousness that had been gone for an instance come back in full force once again.


  It is finally that time. 


  The migration of the orphanage to Asora that he had wished for.


  Whether this will happen or not will be decided tonight.


  What was in his heart surprisingly didn’t come out as he wanted to, so this time around, he has to tell his master Raidou slowly and properly without messing up.


  “Ah, right. I too have a job of cleaning up the rats that have infiltrated the fan clubs.” (Lime)


  Many are from the Aion Kingdom, but as expected from inviting many important people from other nations – even if it wasn’t as much as the Rotsgard School Festival- there’s no knowing what approach they will be trying. 


  It also wouldn’t be strange if a company in Tsige were to be swallowed and turned into a pawn of some country. 


  Tsige aiming to shape up as a completely new country makes the openings equally as big. 


  There’s plenty of a possibility that they will try something with the Kuzunoha Company too. 


  There’s still a mountain of work for Lime.


  And so, Lime would have to investigate the ones who infiltrated or tried to infiltrate the fan clubs of Tomoe and Mio, and if necessary, deal with them. 


  He has mostly conveyed his desire. 


  What’s left is to face this night without any grievances, exchange drinks with him, and speak out his feelings.


  “Fortunately, Boss didn’t say anything about his own fan clubs, and it didn’t seem like he minded it. Boss has changed… He must have done what he did today because he was somewhat worried about the surroundings of his women. Eeh, Sis and Mio-neesan are truly loved.” (Lime)


  Lime is most likely making a big misunderstanding here.


  He is, but…thinking about the mental burden of Makoto, learning about the existence of his own fan clubs, and then going to inspect them would be way too dangerous at this moment. 


  There’s the saying that there’s things that are better left unknown, and for Makoto, his own fan clubs would definitely fall into that category. 


  Lime is properly aware of the other 3 fan clubs, those being Shiki, Komoe, and Makoto’s fan clubs, and he is properly keeping an eye on them. 


  He simply guided Makoto to the ones of Tomoe and Mio under his orders. 


  “Seina, things got stirred up, but if it passes, I will have you go there as well. I will properly pay back my debt with you. Prepare yourself.” (Lime)


  Lime scratches his nose as he goes ‘hehe’ and looks up at the sky. 


  He still doesn’t know…what it is that the drinking session he will have with Makoto will bring about.


  The sky was slowly beginning to dye red.


  Chapter 374: Tomorrow Morning


  After the night I spoke to Lime passed, I was drawing some sweat out with my everyday early morning bow training.


  Lime’s mouth had loosen up from the alcohol, and he spoke in great detail about his feelings of the orphanage, his feelings for Asora, and his impressions after watching the lectures in both the Rotsgard Academy and Asora. 


  On top of that, he has been an orphan himself, so he knows about the unreasonableness of having your options narrowed. Most of all, he confessed to me that rather than seeing Asora as a different world, he saw it as a new land that’s filed with possibilities.


  “After being told that much…” (Makoto)


  If I were asked whether all my doubts about hyumans have been melted away in the talk of yesterday, my answer would be no.


  But I am now fully aware that I was actively taking a stance that rejected them no questions asked without even giving them a single chance. I also understood that accepting hyumans doesn’t always equal to bringing the fetters of the Goddess’s world.


  ……


  In the end, I allowed the migration of hyumans into Asora -with conditions, of course.


  Even if it won’t be right this instant, there will be hyumans joining Asora in a not so far future. 


  “Well, overthinking it right now won’t be doing anything. Kaleneon is doing well with hyumans, so Asora might be able to manage somehow too.” (Makoto)


  We already have precedents in what kind of city and society demi-humans and hyumans form with Kaleneon and Tsige.


  And both of them do look like successes to me.


  It may be obvious, but it is not like they will definitely mess up things just because they are hyuman.


  “…Lime did mess things up though.” (Makoto)


  Finishing the cleaning up, I felt a wry smile on my face as I thought of Lime who was acting separately as morning arrived.


  I wash off the sweat in the shower, and change clothes. 


  When I head to have breakfast, he…was not there, as expected.


  It was the usual sight of my four followers welcoming me. 


  Lime had been seized by Tomoe and Mio with scary smiles on their faces as morning rose, and he is nowhere to be seen now.


  The air being as usual is instead scary right now.


  Tamaki seemed to be as normal, but the expression of Shiki was slightly stiff as if he knew something. 


  I should at least confirm the safety of Lime…


  The result of reading the atmosphere of the dining table where there’s warm steam wafting about and the four people around it was…that I should avoid the topic.


  “Good morning.” (Makoto)


  ““Good morning.””


  It is truly the usual morning sight. 


  Lately we have had a lot of japanese-style meal mornings, and that was the same today.


  There would be one or two changes here and there which would be just Mio adding things she has been working on, but there’s nothing of the sort this morning.


  There’s no night without end and no unending storm.


  The karaage chaos is over now. 


  By the way, we end up having western style meals on weekends often.


  For some reason, the Misumi households custom had been taken in here as well. 


  Not only Mio, I don’t remember telling anyone.


  ““Itadakimasu.””


  There was no raising of the voice, and we began a normal meal.


  Tomoe and Shiki began to talk, and Mio was checking herself and seemed to be satisfied.


  Tamaki ate her food with a smile and with good manners, and when conversation was thrown at her, she would join in with an expression as if she were really into it. 


  The breakfast became a place to talk about the plans of today.


  Tomoe’s was mostly related to Tsige, Mio was about ingredients and a check of the place as a whole, Shiki will be going around the Academy, and Tamaki would give and listen to reports regarding the shrine in Asora and the sea. 


  Thought transmission may be a convenient spell, but this kind of information exchange meeting has become a daily activity of ours. 


  (Meeting face to face everyday like this was actually something pretty recent… It was after we returned from Lorel, I think? Everyone was moving around a whole lot after all.) (Makoto)


  Be it matters of the company, research, the relationship between hyumans and demons.


  We would actually just wrap things up through thought transmission, and we would all gather only a few times a week. 


  I don’t really hate the times when we are working around busily, but I personally prefer how things are now.


  I can discover things like how Shiki unexpectedly has a hard time using chopsticks. 


  Maybe due to hard work, Tomoe has mostly mastered the use of chopsticks.


  Since Mio has been learning cooking, she has learned to utilize tableware properly. 


  I am used to chopsticks to begin with, so I would say I am average.


  Tamaki is on a whole other level.


  If there were tests on how little you dirty the tip of the chopsticks, she is on a mastery that would let her take a 10th dan black belt. 


  The way she drinks the miso soup, and eats the natto rice and fried fish is beautiful.


  And then there’s Shiki who would sometimes use the chopsticks like a fork, and would get scolded by Tomoe and Mio.


  Even though I told Shiki it was okay to not push himself since there’s forks, knives, and spoons, he is the type that doesn’t want to take the easy route. 


  He may say otherwise, but he actually hates losing. 


  There’s no real rule when it comes to the tableware in Asora.


  We go by the policy that each race can use the utensils that fits them the most, and there’s no complicated table manners at the times when the races gather. 


  I am the one at the top after all.


  Even if I were to throw some table manners that I myself don’t even remember well, it won’t be benefiting anyone. 


  “This is a point of interest-ja no. It is true that we need Waka to put the Academy into place too.” (Tomoe)


  “Just as Tomoe-dono says, it seems like it would be best to show our faces in Koran as well…” (Shiki)


  The port town Koran that announced they will be joining Tsige to Rotsgard.


  Looks like Tomoe and Shiki are talking about my plans for today.


  I didn’t really have any special plans today.


  In that case, I can move as I wish in the morning and the afternoon, and there’s no problem no matter what plans end up added.


  There weren’t any calls related to the Merchant Guild, and the companies are currently desperate in investigating their own position in the new Tsige, and are trying to create footholds for themselves.


  Meetings are being done on the daily lately no matter if it is big or small companies.


  Me participating as the Kuzunoha Company is big, so I do attend a number of them, and the remaining ones I have other employees attend. 


  At the places I have to participate in, I would show up at least once, and have the situation explained, so there’s not as much friction and misunderstandings as before.


  This is most likely what a lull state is.


  No matter what decision Tomoe and Shiki come out with, I will be able to deal with it. Come at me.


  “Has there been no new ingredient found at the sea?” (Mio)


  Mio looks at Tamaki and throws a topic to her.


  These two would sometimes argue when it comes to cooking, but their relationship is decently good.


  That’s how I see these two, but with those ‘ufufu’ and ‘ara ara’, I am not really certain.


  “It may not be suitable for our usual meals, but it seems like they have found a giant shellfish.” (Tamaki)


  “Shellfish?” (Mio)


  “It is a species that doesn’t move much, and it is rooted at the bottom of the sea with its mouth open.” (Tamaki)


  A shellfish that roots itself at the bottom of the sea.


  Is it like a *Tairagi*? <Japanese Pen Shell>


  The abductor muscle of it was crazy tasty.


  I have only eaten it once, so my memory of it may be beautified here, but I remember it being tasty. 


  *Isobeyaki*…oops, I ended up remembering it. 


  “Another unusual one.” (Mio)


  “It goes chomp. It has high battle power, and if you get close and end up getting caught by it, there’s no way of getting out, apparently.” (Tamaki)


  Mantis Shrimp? 


  “If getting sandwiched gets you checkmated, is it the size of a person?” (Mio)


  “No, it is as big as a house. I am going to be guided to it today, so how about accompanying me there too, Mio-san?” (Tamaki)


  Ah, right. 


  This is Asora.


  “…What about the taste?” (Mio)


  “It is a troublesome ingredient to get, but it is apparently an extreme delicacy. The Sea Kings and Lorelais were giving it high praise.” (Tamaki)


  “I’m going.” (Mio)


  Tamaki and Mio will be going to the sea of Asora.


  A shellfish the size of a house, huh.


  Even if a cooking method was to be established for it, it would have to be for banquets.


  Speaking of big, it has been a while since I have eaten the land crab of the wasteland… I want to eat some of that too.


  I should try asking whether there’s some race out there that’s planning on hunting some as training.


  Each race has their turn in cooking.


  The people at the kitchen are most likely eating the same as us.


  I was fine with preparing a big table and having everyone eat together, but all the races declined respectfully. 


  Eating at a family size table with few people is nostalgic and I like it, so I don’t really mind though.


  The people in the kitchen that were trained by Mio will be returning to their groups later and devote themselves to cooking.


  The cooking has become Mio style as a result, but that can’t be helped.


  There will most likely be a lot of variations born from it eventually.


  I am truly happy that the job of a cook has finally been established in Asora.


   “Waka, it seems like you were moving somewhere yesterday, but do you have any arrangements today?” (Tomoe)


  “…No, nothing special today. Only thing I have is teaching a bit of archery tomorrow at the orphanage.” (Makoto)


  “Ah, now that you mention it, you were fulfilling the request of a girl named Ates.” (Mio)


  When I answered the question of Tomoe, Mio joined the conversation as if remembering that.


  This feels so weird when thinking back to yesterday checking out the fan clubs of these two.


  Aah, I haven’t told the two about the matter of the fan clubs.


  That’s because they are unofficial, so I thought there’s no need to tell them about it. 


  Lime will be telling Tomoe about spreading ceramic arts in Tsige, so she will most likely notice their existence eventually. 


  …That’s if Lime is still alive.


  “Then…can you accompany me for a bit? I will be going to Koran to exchange some greetings, and it would be convenient if Waka were to go with me. I think it will be done by noon.” (Tomoe)


  “Got it. Then, let’s have lunch at Koran. Is that okay, Mio?” (Makoto)


  “Of course. I will be making dinner mainly with meat then.” (Mio)


  “Thanks. So, judging from your talk, it will be the Academy in the afternoon, right?” (Makoto)


  I switch my gaze to Shiki.


  Ah, now that I think about it, Shiki also has fan clubs.


  I know that it is crazy at the Academy too, but I didn’t investigate the view the people of Tsige had of Shiki.


  The evaluation Rembrandt-san and Morris-san had of him was good, so I didn’t bother too much with it. 


  “There’s the lectures, but also calls from the executive office and the higher ups every so often. Also…” (Shiki)


  “?” (Makoto)


  “There have been moves regarding the church.” (Shiki)


  “Aah, now that you mention it…” (Makoto)


  There was the matter of the Bishop-san.


  “No, it is not about that, it is about the patient…no, the former patient.” (Shiki)


  “…Ah.” (Makoto)


  The Aion Kingdom’s one.


  There was that.


  Something about the son of a General or a noble. 


  “Both are small matters, but I think it would be best if Waka-sama were to come once and wrap those matters up.” (Shiki)


  “Got it. Then, in the afternoon. If there’s time, I will also attend the lecture.” (Makoto)


  “Thank you very much.” (Shiki)


  Hm.


  Will the mess from the independence be finished with this? 


  And then, I can take it easy…doubt it.


  Tsige will be accelerating. 


  I will do my best today as well to, at the very least, have enough leisure to maintain these mornings.


  ◇◆◇◆◇◆◇◆


  Going back a little bit in time.


  Finishing speaking overnight, the two men welcome morning.


  One of them headed to his daily archery training as if not feeling the fatigue of passing an all-nighter and no hangover of the alcohol. 


  Then, what about the other one?


  He was joking about having flowers in both sides and was dragged into an underground room.


  “…Monopolizing Waka for a whole night? You have become quite the big shot, huh, Lime?” (Tomoe)


  “Pocky, hair plucking, scourer, mop…what shall I do after?” (Mio)


  “Hiiih!” (Lime)


  “We have told you to leave the nights of Waka open as much as possible.” (Tomoe)


  “We have told you plenty of times, right?” (Mio)


  “Today was…today couldn’t be helped!” (Lime)


  “Haah? Something like the path of the orphans can be spoken about tomorrow, the day after tomorrow, at whichever other time!” (Tomoe)


  “There’s no way it has enough worth! To take away my nights! With him!!” (Mio)


  “…No no no, Boss didn’t seem like he had any problems with that… This may sound rude, but…it was just one night. There will be another night today, you know-ssu yo?” (Lime)


  ““…….””


  The explanation of Lime while prostrating to the two flowers, Tomoe and Mio. The two looked at each other’s face and shook them to the sides. 


  It is not the reaction of acceptance.


  Even though he had managed to safely achieve the biggest desire of his life,  why have things turned out like this?


  He was currently in chaos.


  “What about last night?” (Mio)


  “…Huh?” (Lime)


  “Last night won’t ever come back-ja ro.” (Tomoe)


  “Exactly-desu wa. You don’t have the ability to turn back time, and you have the gall of saying night will come again. The night of yesterday won’t come back. It can’t be returned…” (Mio)


  “H-Haha, come on, you two. Things with Boss have just started, and you are all new in this, so…let’s calm down a bit. Take a deep breath first, and just pour all your feelings of yesterday tonight…okay?” (Lime)


  Lime was wondering from the bottom of his heart just what is it he was saying here.


  His two superiors that are normally strict but wise were completely crazy right now.


  “Can’t reason with you.” (Tomoe)


  “Guilty.” (Mio)


  The two had expressionless faces.


  Even though it was only one night.


  Even though their master Raidou was the same as usual.


  Lime was stunned, going ‘seriously?’.


  Tomoe looked slightly above Lime’s face.


  “?” (Lime)


  “Umu, first we begin with the hair.” (Tomoe)


  “Got it. I have things to do, so let’s vent this anger quick.” (Mio)


  “Lucky for you…that it was before breakfast.” (Tomoe)


  “How lucky he is.” (Mio)


  “P-Please spare me!!!!” (Lime)


  It is said that no one in Tsige saw Lime that day.


  Chapter 375: Interlude – Return of the brave warriors


  Having managed to obtain independence, the city of Tsige has been in a festive mood for consecutive days, and that heat still remains vividly. 


  But there’s people missing.


  There were a number of parties that cooperated in the war of Tsige but haven’t returned.


  There would be no problems if they could be contacted, but there’s sadly some cases where it isn’t connecting. 


  One of those cases is the top team of Tsige, Alpine. 


  When contact was finally made just the other day about their safety, Rinon -the little sister of the leader Toa- who was acting tough, began to cry bullets.


  They finally came back today.


  “We stayed too long in Louisa’s place.” (Ranina)


  “Sorry, I didn’t expect kyuudo <japanese archery> to get that popular there.” (Louisa)


  “Oh, Louisa, there’s no need to apologize. That was impressive.” (Ginebia)


  The exasperated words of the dwarf warrior Ranina were followed by an apology from the elf archer Louisa. 


  And then, the priest Ginebia, who was serving as their guardian and seemed to have completely meshed in with the group, jumped into the conversation.


  By the way, the Kuzunoha Company was aware from an early stage that Ginebia was accompanying them, so they didn’t really worry about the safety of Alpine, including Makoto.


  Komoe was sure of the safety of Rinon’s sister thanks to Makoto telling her, and she told this to Rinon, but the fact that news of her sister had been cut off in the middle of the war must have been a heavy hit on the heart of Rinon, she didn’t return to her usual cheerful self.


  And so, it is after today’s reunion that the everyday life of the sisters has finally returned.


  “Sorry, Rinon. It was a bit of a dangerous situation, and it was about to bring harm to the city as well. We had no choice but to hide ourselves till we could consider it safe… I am sorry.” (Toa)


  “In the end, we went to the hometowns of everyone except Toa. How about accompanying Toa and Rinon in their return to their hometown next time since we have the chance?” (Hazal)


  “Listen here, Hazal.” (Rinon)


  “? What is it, Rinon? It is rare for you to call me without honorifics all of a sudden.” (Hazal)


  “It is because you say unnecessary things at an unnecessary time that they tell you that you can’t read the atmosphere, you know? Keep your mouth shut.” (Rinon)


  “…Okay.” (Hazal)


  The scary smile of Rinon made the only man of the party, Hazal, fall completely silent.


  It certainly isn’t the kind of topic you bring out in a situation where two sisters are enjoying their reunion in tears. 


  As expected of Hazal. You could even say that’s Hazal.


  But the usual laughter came out from the party members. 


  “…Leaving aside the joking. It has been a while since I managed to witness japanese archery. He does a good job. Well then, as an outsider, I will be taking my leave now. It was a nice stimulus for me having been together with adventurers that are still active.” (Bia)


  Seeing the figure of her partner having come for her, Ginebia comes out from the circle, and with a gentle smile still on her face, she moves away from Alpine that’s surrounded by a lot of people. 


  “Ginebia-san! It seems the Kuzunoha Company-san is teaching the children of the orphanage kyuudo! How about showing up there if you want! This journey we had together with a great pioneer was an irreplaceable experience that taught us many things. Thank you very much!” 


  Toa, whose limbs are already all attached and doesn’t have any visible wounds from the battle against the Apostle of the Goddess, shouted her thanks in a loud voice at Ginebia without being obstructed by anyone.


  Louisa, Ranina, and Hazal also follow the lead of their leader and lower their head deeply. 


  Ginebia stopped her feet for a short instance, and without turning back, she disappeared into the crowd of people. 


  Everyone from Alpine was once again surrounded by adventurers and were showered with praise. 


  “It really was a journey that made us think about a lot of things.” (Toa)


  Toa said embarrassed with her head hanging slightly down as if pensive.


  “True. It served as an unexpected marriage report after all.” (Louisa)


  “It may have been on the fly…but I ended up doing quite the feminine thing.” (Ranina)


  “…Eh?” (Rinon) 


  The moody words of Toa were answered by Louisa and Ranina with shocking statements. 


  Even Rinon who was exploding with emotions of delight was so surprised that she ended up retorting with a ‘what?’.


  Everyone surrounding Alpine turned silent for a moment. 


  “M-Marriage?” (Rinon)


  Rinon confirms with Louisa.


  It goes without saying that the many adventurers that are fans of Louisa were giving words of praise to Rinon for asking.


  “? Yeah. Actually, a lot of things happened on the way and I decided to marry, Rinon.” (Louisa)


  “C-Congratulations. And so…who is your partner?” (Rinon)


  “Hazal.” (Louisa)


  ““?!””


  The people around who were thinking ‘so she really did have a fiance in her hometown’ had that thought crushed in an instant.


  Louisa, who is normally the cool type outside, had her cheeks redden at the same time as she announced the name of Hazal and looked at him.


  “No way.” (Rinon)


  “Sadly to say, it is the truth. By the way, my partner is also him.” (Ranina)


  “?!?!” 


  Rinon who couldn’t keep up with the situation let out a dumbfounded voice, and Ranina threw another bomb. 


  On top of that, she pulled the arm of Hazal her way.


  For the adventurers who admired Ranina, this was an extra large bomb. 


  An announcement of marriage would normally be a moment of celebration, but today, the atmosphere just wasn’t like that.


  This was too much of a shocking announcement. 


  “…”


  It was taking Rinon her all to just blink.


  She was on the verge of forgetting to breathe.


  Hazal was scratching his head.


  It is the usual him that can’t read the mood at all.


  Rinon doesn’t think Hazal has no good points.


  He is good looking, has the ability, and even when he has become a top class adventurer he hasn’t become arrogant and maintains a modest personality, which makes him a great guy, so she does evaluate him highly.


  Because of all these strengths, he does have times when he is absentminded to a fatal extent which is the only negative he has.


  In the eyes of Rinon, that shortcoming of his reminds her of the acquaintance of hers that is always laughing in the middle of a storm, the young representative of the Kuzunoha Company, which makes it hard for her to hate him.


  By the way, Komoe and Rinon normally end up arguing when it comes to this matter.


  It is the silly discussion of ‘he resembles him!’ ‘he doesn’t resemble him at all!’. 


  “…”


  A strange marriage announcement where you don’t hear much congratulations.


  There are many who do want to speak out their blessings to them, but the problem was the partner. 


  If asked who is the lowest within the group of Alpine, everyone would answer Hazal.


  And yet, he has enticed both Louisa and Ranina, so the male adventurers had complicated feelings about this.


  Well, Hazal may look like an underling, but he is a skilled one. 


  He simply doesn’t stand out because he acts mostly as a support, and the reality is that there’s no adventurer who could replace him.


  It is at these kinds of moments where the evaluation of not being an adventurer that stands in the spotlight brings pain.


  “?”


  And then, in this atmosphere at the Adventurer Guild where people were either giving their blessings to the two, or cursing Hazal, Rinon noticed…


  The one that is making a troubled face as she averts her gaze from Hazal and the others… At her sister.


  “…Onee-chan?” (Rinon)


  “……Hm? What’s the matter, Rinon?” (Toa)


  “Is there something…Eh? Eeh?! Eeeeeeh?!” (Rinon)


  ““?””


  Attention gathered at Rinon who was shouting consecutively with her eyes wide open in surprise.


  The little sister who hadn’t heard a voice like that from her sister before had noticed her change.


  Moreover, she was clearly showing shyness towards the person that the two are going to marry, and the man she herself knows well.


  This is hard to believe.


  It was a truly shocking and hard to believe thing, but it is the reality. 


  Maybe because they are sisters, Rinon could tell instinctively. 


  “W-Wait.” (Rinon)


  Her sister, the adventurer Toa that rampaged in the wasteland was making the face of a woman.


  There was no doubt left.


  “Could it be…Onee-chan as well?” (Rinon)


  “I was, uhm…also thinking that it was about time, and on a whim…” (Toa)


  “Whim?!” (Rinon)


  “Ehehe.” (Toa)


  “Don’t give me a ‘whim’! I do think he is not a bad person! But are you okay? Are you really okay with Hazal?” (Rinon)


  “…Yeah.” (Toa)


  ““?!?!?!””


  It was at this moment when the adventurers in the surrounding -regardless of men or women- nodded at the same time with blank eyes.


  “You are all saying something outrageous, you know?! Unless I listen in detail one by one, I think I will go crazy here!” (Rinon)


  Rinon pushed Toa, Louisa, and Ranina to the exit of the guild with her small body.


  The return of her sister is a joyous moment, but her sister and her group brought back an unbelievable bomb. 


  They must have had many life or death situations due to the nature of their job, but what was it that made the three decide something as important as marriage all together. 


  Leaving aside acknowledging it, she must hear what they have to say first.


  Rinon hardened her resolve to go ask for the details from that priest woman too if necessary, and she hurried their return to their home.


  “Ah, Rinon, if you are going back, I will go too.” (Hazal)


  “No.” 


  “?” (Hazal)


  Being called to a stop by someone, Hazal looks around.


  “Brother, there’s a mountain of things we would like to ask you.” 


  “Yeah, me too.” 


  “Quite the grand return you made there, Hazal-chi.” 


  “I don’t know how much alcohol your body can handle, but don’t worry about the drink bill.” 


  “You bastard. It would have been one thing if it had been only one of them, but what’s that about all three, huh?! 


  “You dirtied Louisa-oneesama.” 


  “Having Ranina-san make such a face, you damn twig.” 


  ““You better be prepared.””


  Condolences to Hazal.


  The return of brave warriors comes with explosives.


  It may be mixed with blood and screams, but one new hearty topic was added to Tsige.


  Chapter 376: Troubling fish army


  The outfitting of the path that connects Tsige and Koran had begun.


  Both settlements are contributing a good amount of people and they are making a road that’s a lot more splendid than what I imagined.


  The two were in a favorable relationship since before the independence matter and the Merchant Guild evaluated them quite highly, so they are apparently going to be making the road connecting the two places into quite the special thing…


  Just from seeing the scale, it is pretty impressive.


  Wagons were passing by each other endlessly, and even with pedestrians moving here and there from the sides, there would still be space left.


  I think they said it would be a perfect road.


  “They are going all out on that road-ja. Koran definitely wouldn’t feel bad being treated this favorably.” (Tomoe)


  Tomoe is looking back at the wide road that is beginning to stretch out to Koran with a pretty evil smile.


  Our way of moving around is mainly teleportation, so even if the road were to be made, I don’t think we would be making much use of it. 


  No…it might be interesting to begin air transportation in between the confusion. 


  Lorel has dragon knights and all.


  It doesn’t need to be strictly dragons in other countries. I don’t think they would complain even if some flying creature were to fly by. 


  Or maybe…airships?


  I think there are people who yearn for flying ships in a fantasy world.


  I would rather prefer a ship that flies in the sky than a super amazing airship.


  I have already said the problem of it but, this is coming mostly from a desire for them rather than actual practicality. 


  If we are talking about flying ability and dynamic lift, the shape of an airship would be best in the end, and I think that’s how it would settle down at. 


  “Every time we come to this town, it gets bigger and livelier.” (Makoto)


  “Yeah. The amount of people coming and going has clearly increased. It seems like the surface mail from the neighboring is showing its effects.” (Tomoe)


  “Surface mail, huh. With these many people gathering in one location, I feel like the recipes sleeping in the small villages might begin to gather in Koran too. Mio would be happy by that.” (Makoto)


  “In terms of seafood, it obviously surpasses Tsige. This is already not a town. It has grown to the point that it should be called a city. This is interesting.” (Tomoe)


  I watch the cityscape of Koran while walking by the side of Tomoe.


  Whether it is fish, shellfish, octopus, shrimps, crabs, placing it on top of wire mesh nets or iron plates was already enough to give out a killer scent. 


  While we were talking about the recent state of the cities and our impressions, we would buy whatever on the way and ate while walking.


  Can’t really consider it well-mannered, but if that wasn’t allowed, they wouldn’t be having food stands and food carts around.


  Thanks to people flowing in from the neighboring villages as well, even when it is mainly seafood, the variations were surprisingly plenty.


  Not only a light snack, I feel like even if we were to have a complete meal out of all this,  I wouldn’t get bored.


  We won’t be heading to the market since we have no plans there, but seeing how things are here, it is most likely pretty lively there as well.


  Koran is really prospering.


  It is truly different from the last time I came here. 


  This certainly isn’t a village or a port town anymore, but a city. 


  A harbor city. 


  It must be filling itself up with all the money that’s gathering, but it seems like they have their gratitude towards Tsige and the Kuzunoha Company, so there’s a low chance for them to become arrogant by that and turn unpleasant. 


  …Probably.


  Tomoe had already notified them beforehand that she will be showing up, so I think it should be okay for me to relax.


  “…Ah, right.” (Makoto)


  “?” 


  “Are the merchants in Koran influential in matters of the city? Or is it the fishermen? The last time we came, there was someone like a village chief, but…he didn’t feel like the one in charge of the place.” (Makoto)


  He seemed more like a rich guy in the place, or like a nice guy. 


  He didn’t really fit the impression of being a person that was sent by the Aion Kingdom.


  “Aah, the landlord. Right… The ones who are currently in power in Koran are the shipbuilders and the fishermen. There’s still few merchants, and it is mostly companies from Tsige rather than people of Koran itself. They have been handling agriculture recently, but I think it will continue being the people who earn their keep from the sea that will be holding the power for a while.” (Tomoe)


  “I see, so shipbuilders and fishermen, huh.” (Makoto)


  “Yes. Also, there’s a lot of places to eat as you can see, but it is mostly the family or relatives of fishermen working in those and in the market. But well, the population is increasing at a remarkable rate, so the amount of immigrants that are aiming to get big with food carts and merchants who don’t know much about the sea are increasing…” (Tomoe)


  “Is that so… It is giving out the feeling of rowdiness.” (Makoto)


  “No need to worry. There’s no fool who would try to do anything rude to Waka in Koran. Ah, also, it seems like there’s a good amount of adventurers staying there.” (Tomoe)


  Adventurers? 


  Ah, there’s obviously people who went to Koran to protect the people here from Tsige.


  There must be people who felt like Koran was a better place to live in, the fishes were the best, or that as long as there’s crabs, they are fine. 


  The appeal of the sea is endless after all.


  It may be appealing as a city to retire to and begin a second life. 


  Working as an adventurer is like being a yakuza after all.


  “In that case, the Adventurer Guild is most likely being pestered to expand their size.” (Makoto)


  “With the amount of adventurers registering Koran as their home increasing, the guild will have no choice but to deal with it. The sea is also an endless stage for adventures. I can’t say I don’t understand the exhilarating feeling of wanting to be hit by the salty winds and putting foot on islands that no one has trodden on before.” (Tomoe)


  “A real adventure aiming at the open sea, huh. I see, there’s those kinds of people too.” (Makoto)


  According to the history I have studied, hyumans haven’t rowed to the open sea to search for the unknown yet. 


  There’s most likely going to be a big sailing era in this world too.


  When that happens, there will obviously be a need to protect the fishermen.


  It slipped my mind the choice that people would come here for adventure. 


  “?” 


  “No, it is nothing.” (Makoto)


  We walk through the coastal road while feeling the pleasant sea breeze. 


  After a while, Tomoe points at a brick building that’s conspicuously bigger than others.


  “It is there.” (Tomoe)


  “It is big.” (Makoto)


  “That’s the most decent residence in the city. We will finish up the meeting first. There’s apparently going to be a light meal prepared for us at the end.” (Tomoe)


  “If there’s no special petition from their side, it should go smoothly. I have to go to the Academy in the afternoon, so I leave the liquor to you, Tomoe.” (Makoto)


  “If there’s a drink they pride on, we could bring it back, and you could enjoy it for an evening drink, Waka.” (Tomoe)


  “Got it.” (Makoto)


  I wonder what sea liquor will be showing up.


  Koran doesn’t eat much raw fish, so it should be safe to imagine it to be more western style.


  When we entered the residence that had a more intricate interior design than I thought, we were surrounded by several people and they bowed at us.


  …Ooh, quite the great place.


  You could even mistake it for a starred hotel. 


  It is clearly higher than the inn we stayed at when Shiki and I went for the first time to the Academy a long time ago.


  I see.


  Different from the sea settlement of Asora, Koran does have the chance to have tourists coming after all.


  It won’t be limiting itself to fishing and shipbuilding, but will be tackling tourism as well. 


  Once the road is made, it won’t only be surface mail, but people coming from overland. 


  Hmm, Koran’s pretty impressive. 


  It seems like they have a hall for events, and while we were being guided there, I was thinking this.


  “This way please.” 


  “Umu, good work.” (Tomoe)


  After bowing deeply once again at the words of Tomoe, the person in duty left. 


  He didn’t even show any gesture of demanding a tip.


  That’s rare. Normally at inns with luggage carriers and waiters, and sometimes even hotel registrants would glance at you as if asking for a tip.


  It is an inn that’s more proper on the inside than its appearance, huh. 


  Nice.


  Tomoe entered the hall first, and I followed.


  There was an elliptical table that must have been placed there temporarily. A worker-like hyuman, a heavily tanned skin hyuman that was the very picture of a fisherman, and a number of eldwas from the Kuzunoha Company were sitting around it. 


  The slender middle-aged man that I spoke to at the time when it was a village doesn’t seem to be here.


  There’s also…an adventurer party and two crowbars standing upright? 


  No, that’s not crowbars.


  It is something that has a bent red end, and one that has a bent black end… Sea Kings?!


  “…It seems like there’s people here that were not scheduled to be present though?” (Tomoe)


  As expected of Tomoe.


  She didn’t show any signs of agitation, touched on the topic of what’s most likely irregulars in this meeting, and demanded information. 


  “Tomoe-sama of the Kuzunoha Company, and its representative Raidou-sama, right? Thanks for coming a long way here.” 


  The middle-aged stern man whose appearance screamed of being a man of the sea welcomed us with a gentle tone. He lowered his upper body deeply at his. 


  The craftsmen also lowered their heads. 


  The eldwas kneeled and welcomed us in the Asora way. 


  “Umu, I was thinking about whether to invite you guys to Tsige since you want to form a deep friendly tie with us, but Waka…the representative of the Kuzunoha Company, Raidou, said that he wanted to see Koran with his own eyes, and exchange opinions with everyone. We will be in your care.” (Tomoe)


  “…I am the Kuzunoha Company’s representative, Raidou. I apologize for taking so long since my last visit to come here. I am aware that the Kuzunoha Company and everyone from Koran have a good relationship with each other through the daily reports I am given, but there has been a big wave of changes, so I wanted to meet you all personally despite the lateness.” (Makoto)


  I hesitated for an instant whether to go the formal way or be the straight rowdy kind, but since we are in a friendly stance with each other, I ended up going the safe way.


  I arranged my words a bit with the story Tomoe gave, and went for a slightly formal speech, but didn’t lower my head for my greeting.


  “Thanks for your kind words. The residents of Koran would love to have a good relationship with Tsige and the Kuzunoha Company and—” 


  “That’s good enough. Waka is already properly aware of that. It won’t be a bad thing for you guys, so I would like to hear about the explanation as to why the adventurers and Sea Kings are here first.” (Tomoe)


  The adventurer party is…hm?


  They are the ones that have been coming and going from the Mist Town…if I remember correctly, it is the Ronin and his amusing comrades.


  No, it is the samurai?


  Not that either.


  I do know that face though.


  If I remember correctly, he wanted to train in Asora, and I don’t remember whether he is a ronin or a samurai, but they are participating in the Asora Ranking, and are aiming for the middle ranks. 


  The Sea Kings are the anchovy ones. 


  They have come to greet me once.


  But at that time, I feel like the two were silver colored though?


  “Oi, it is the real deal.” 


  “Yeah, it is Tomoe. Since the time my Job as a ronin evolved, I have been thinking about wanting to see her katana.” 


  “That’s not what I meant! I am talking about how the top of the Kuzunoha Company has really come!” 


  “As I thought… It is vexing, but I can feel the presence of an overwhelming polished blade. The current me…can tell that!” 


  “Don’t stare at them with your eyes wide open, you idiot!” 


  The two men began to quarrel, and the woman that at a glance looked like a refined lady retorted with quite the foul mouth. 


  The other woman was watching the ocean that could be seen outside the window.


  Listless…no, that’s her escaping reality. I can tell.


  “Waka-sama, my deepest apologies!” 


  The crowbar…wait no, one of the sardines made a really manly apology while maintaining its upright posture.


  I don’t like unexpected appeals, but I don’t want troubles either. 


  Even so, I don’t think there’s any real need to apologize to me just because your body color has changed. 


  “If I remember correctly, you are friends of Tuna, right? Why is an esteemed Sea King apologizing?” (Tomoe)


  “Yes, I will explain, Tomoe-sama! As you say, Tuna is our friend, and we accepted a paid request of his to train the adventurer here Bir Sheet and his party Birgit, and thus we came to Koran!” 


  “Umu.” (Tomoe)


  “At first we intended to train them as if giving them a pat on the head, but as expected from adventurers that caught the eye of Tuna, they were quite the decent adventurers. Because of this, we ended up going all out in training them…” 


  “Hooh?” (Tomoe)


  “By the time we noticed, our bodies reached further heights, and the training went into serious bouts.” 


  What are you doing while there was a war going on, Koran? 


  Or more like, Sea Kings can evolve?! 


  No, in the first place, what do anchovies even evolve to?! 


  Turning red and black doesn’t even make sense! 


  The inside of my head was already super congested from retorting to the weird conversation that was unfolding.


  “It doesn’t connect to your apology. First speak your reason as to what brought the apology.” (Tomoe)


  Nice, Tomoe.


  “Yes!! To put it plainly…” 


  “Umu.” (Tomoe)


  “The coastal waters are on the verge of overflowing with our familiars.” 


  ““…Why?””


  This time it was so plain that it skipped all context. 


  Tomoe and I muttered the same question at the same time, but this was the natural reaction.


  Chapter 377: Evolution – Awakening of ma power


  Sea Kings possess a special ability since birth.


  I have heard about it from Serwhale-san, but because every single point of their race is filled with retortable stuff, the contents of it didn’t remain much in my mind.


  Just like how an adventurer gets a Job and obtains special ability, a Sea King can achieve explosive growth from the experience they themselves accumulate. 


  The two that are standing upright with their head lowered, An and Chovy, reached the explosive growth of evolution while training the adventurers, and as a result, the anchovies of the whole world are coming in droves to Koran. 


  I see.


  I don’t understand at all.


  I can understand that it is bad that they are gathering from the whole world.


  But why does it end up that way from evolving? 


  At times the adventurers would cut in and say weird stuff like the anchovies are like blades or short sharp arrows.


  It would be one thing if I were able to use the magic words of ‘I see, so that’s how it is’ to just push it away, but it looks like it has surpassed the level where it is feasible to fish them, and it may turn into a catastrophe, so it feels like there will be a need to deal with it. 


  By the way, the reason why the two anchovy Sea Kings looked like the all-purpose tool -the crowbar- was because they had their heads lowered. 


  I will say this with all my might here: the body of an anchovy definitely doesn’t bend in such a way.


  It is pointless to retort at this when they are standing on two legs to begin with, but I couldn’t not point out that way of bending. 


  “I see, so you became a king-like existence for the anchovies because of your evolution, but you didn’t notice that and activated your ability.” (Tomoe)


  “It was a mistake from inexperience. Our familiars have already begun moving, and this may be embarrassing to say, but it won’t be stopping regardless of what we say.” 


  “But at that time the adventurers were getting to a pretty good part, and it felt as if the evolution couldn’t be helped anyways, so…you could say it was how things flowed.” 


  Looks like within all the excitement from fighting these strong opponents they consider their rivals, they reached a new evolution, and ended up using the highest summon ability they had in the spur of the moment. 


  The male one that is talking while mostly apologetic is An; full name: Andre Sus.


  The female one that looks like a gyaru and is meekly leaned on An is being called Chovy in short; full name: Chovyre Pence. 


  By the way, the one who became red is An, the one who became black is Chovy. 


  The male being the flashier one I think is something that happens normally in the animal world.


  “Fumu, Sea Kings are in nature the rulers of the sea, so when they grow, they can even obtain such powerful abilities, huh.” (Tomoe)


  Tomoe being able to have a serious talk here is impressive. 


  The influential people of Koran have caught on to the fact that a troubling matter that surpasses a big catch is unfolding here, and it seems like they have thrown the matter to the Kuzunoha-sans who they normally rely on. 


  “We just awakened the ma powers, so we didn’t have a proper grasp of it… Once this situation gets resolved properly, I promise that I will devote myself to master it as soon as possible.”


  “If it is with An, I can do my best~. I also promise it. If there’s anything I can do, I will do anything.” 


  What’s ma power? 


  Is it some kind of power that’s different from magic power? 


  “Umu, leave it to us.” (Tomoe)


  Tomoe?! 


  Aren’t you taking the job way too fast?! 


  “You have already thought of a countermeasure? As expected of Lord Waka and Tomoe-sama…” 


  Including me in that is troubling, you know.


  “The Kuzunoha Company hasn’t formed a friendly relationship with the Sea Kings just for show. Waka-sama has resolved himself to become the bridge for the sea and land a long time ago. So, An-ja.” (Tomoe)


  “Yes!” (An)


  “What’s ma power-ja?” (Tomoe)


  Oi, you don’t know either?


  I don’t mind making me look bigger with some hearty words though. I have already prepared myself for that one after all.


  “Excuse the lapse of mind. I ended up shortening it out of habit. It means Magnet Power, Tomoe-sama.” 


  “Magnetism?!” (Makoto)


  It was that one?! 


  I ended up retorting. 


  Why magnetism when you are a sea species…? Geez.


  Might as well evolve into a cyborg. 


  Why do Sea Kings have the term magnetism as if it were common knowledge? 


  “Magnetism…?”


  “Magnetism… I see. That’s why the bodies of you two are embodying the N pole and S pole, huh. Ha! Sounds like an evolution that would make Shiki happy-ja no.” (Tomoe)


  Red and black.


  Aah.


  No, is it really? 


  I think it was red and blue though…


  “The one that attracts and repels, huh. It certainly does sound like something Shiki would like. Repulsion and attraction, was it?” (Makoto)


  The love for studying that Shiki has is far above mine. 


  The other day, I don’t know where he reached, but he was mumbling about wanting a carbon nanotube. 


  According to my memories, it is some incredible fibre. 


  Shiki most likely knows about it in more detail and thus wants it. 


  If explained to Mio or the Arkes, they might be able to unexpectedly make stuff like that. 


  “It perplexed me when you were talking about this magne-something, but thanks to the explanation of Waka, even I could understand it. Learning that it is not something that should be dealt with immediately is really big.” (Tomoe) 


  “I am glad to know that I have been of help. So, what’s the countermeasure?” (Makoto)


  “? Isn’t it simple? This is about how the school of anchovies that are coming here aiming for An and Chovy will be filling up the coastal waters, right?” (Tomoe)


  “It is because it won’t just end with that that everyone is troubled, you know.” (Makoto)


  “They are their familiars, so isn’t it just a matter of having them control their movements to a certain degree, and have these two go to them to greet them in order?” (Tomoe)


  Ah.


  “C-Could it be that you will use a gate for our mistake?!” (An)


  An was using a tone as if saying this is too much of an honor as he stared at Tomoe.


  Chovy was looking at this with worry, and the Birgit people were watching as if they couldn’t believe it. 


  Due to their relationship with Tuna and the Sea Kings, and from the exchange of just now, they must hold some degree of connection to the Mist Town. 


  Even so, as long as that place holds clear worth for them, there’s not much to worry. 


  It can’t be helped that new developments will occur to a certain degree when information is disclosed. 


  It should be safe to reveal to them that Tomoe and Mio are even higher than the top of the Asora Ranking. 


  “Well, it can’t be helped. It won’t go as far as being Waka himself, but I will accompany you guys. It feels like we will be going around quite a lot including the open sea-ja ga, but I won’t let you collapse in the middle of it, okay?” (Tomoe)


  “Those words are wasted on us! Thank you very much!!” (An)


  Looks like the problem of anchovies coming to Koran will be solved by our side teleporting to them and going around greeting them.


  As for the people of Koran, they were saying ‘it seems like things are going well’ ‘damn, the Kuzunoha Company is the best’.


  The Birgit party was showering us passionate gazes. 


  Well, the Birgit party is being sponsored by the Couple Company, so involving ourselves too much with them would go against the unwritten laws of merchants.


  We will be staying a bit more in Koran, and when An and Chovy have calmed down, we will have them return to Tsige.


  Looks like it would be best to keep in a corner of my mind that the Aion Kingdom might pull something at the sea.


  If I remember correctly, someone in this party should have a job that specializes in the sea and is comparable to an army on their own.


  The Aion Kingdom even tries to infiltrate the fan clubs of Tomoe and Mio, so who knows what they would even try to pull. 


  “Now then, people of Koran, a plan to resolve the problem of our Sea King friends has been reached.” (Tomoe)


  ““Ooooh…!””


  “I heard that there have been preparations for a feast. Let’s have the remaining talk in a relaxed manner when we have loosened our mouths with liquor. For a better future as friends.” (Tomoe)


  Tomoe directed her gaze at me and I nodded.


  “I would be really happy to hear about the shipbuilding and fishing that has its eye further into the ocean directly from the mouth of Koran. Please let us and the companies you are close with help you. First…” (Makoto)


  Giving some moderate lip-service, I summarize things and move with everyone including the people of Koran.


  They seem to have a favorable view towards us, and aside from the anchovy matter, there wasn’t anything really noteworthy, and we managed to hear about a variety of requests and stuff.


  Things regarding us directly, and even things that should be asked to Tsige. 


  Fortunately, An and Chovy moved Birgit away from us. 


  It would just bring unnecessary difficulties. I didn’t want them retorting here. 


  Our meeting and lunch took exactly 2 hours. Tomoe and the two Sea Kings had left for the sea. 


  Well then, I have bought souvenirs for Shiki and the students, so…it has been a while, but let’s go to Rotsgard.


  Chapter 378: The Taboo Word, Storehouse


  After receiving just enough to wet my lips, I arrived at the Rotsgard Academy. 


  I am not drunk at all.


  Uhm…what’s this? 


  But even when I rub my eyes, the scenery isn’t changing. 


  Shiki and Jin’s group were at the lecture location, there’s Daena doing a seiza in front of Shiki.


  Our lecture style is mainly on practical skill, but it doesn’t look like anyone is doing anything right now. 


  What’s going on here?


  “I don’t think I am late… Just what’s happening here?” (Makoto)


  I was being a merchant just a while ago, so I hesitated for a bit when switching to teacher tone.


  If I talk normally, I would be mistaken for a classmate, and it wouldn’t look good on the students, so I am using the same speaking style as when I was talking to them with writing. As a result, it has become a burden on me though.


  “Ah, Waka-sama, there’s still time before the class starts. About this, I gave them some homework since Waka-sama would be coming today, but…” (Shiki)


  “Daena forgot about it?” (Makoto)


  That’s rare.


  The students of the Rotsgard Academy are by nature really diligent, and especially so since after that incident. 


  Since the time my classes have become popular for showing high results, it has a tendency of gathering students with high desire to improve.


  That’s why they put a lot of passion in the classes themselves, but they also covet teachings outside classes like homeworks or tasks. 


  There would be times when they themselves would request for homeworks as if it were a dessert.


  Even when they have eaten their meal, people who have a lot of appetite never forget to eat dessert. 


  It is rare to leave food.


  It would have to be because it just didn’t fit them that much or it wasn’t to their taste.


  In other words, it is a rare occurrence for students of the Rotsgard Academy to forget their homeworks. 


  “No, everyone has finished their homework and the preparations are done, however, Daena had a thought that’s slightly bad to have for a student and as a person who holds strong interest in the lectures, so I am giving him a light sermon.” (Shiki)


  “Bad thought?” (Makoto)


  “Yes. Daena has gained the objective of becoming a teacher recently, and has shown brilliant growth.” (Shiki)


  “Yeah, uhm…right.” (Makoto)


  He is improving without relying on his Job or others after all.


  It reminds me that the Rotsgard Academy is a den of geniuses and prodigies.


  Aside from a part of the nobles and merchants that are just aiming for the title; youngsters overflowing with the talent to stand at the top of the world were gathered here, no exaggeration.


  “This time around, I gave them the homework of what kind of development they would show from a certain truth that a thesis made clear.” (Shiki)


  “…”


  I’m just gonna nod.


  It is probably something like reading comprehension of an article, and to think about how to use it for your own future. 


  Whether that is something to do in a class that’s mainly centered on battles would depend on the thesis.


  I feel like I am off here though.


  “There wasn’t a failing mark for the answer of everyone, and it settled in the expected manner, so we were chatting for a while. There, we touched the topic of the library and the librarian through our talk about theses.” (Shiki)


  “Fumu…” (Makoto)


  Library and librarian.


  Well, that thesis must have been brought from there, so it wouldn’t be strange. 


  It would be pretty shocking if there were theses from the researches of Shiki. 


  “Daena called libraries as book storehouses, and the librarians as storehouse numbers…” (Shiki)


  “Aah…” (Makoto)


  “I was correcting his perception by telling him about the meaning of libraries, the search for wisdom, and the role of librarians.” (Shiki)


  Shiki was originally a researcher, and even now he is a scholar and mage researching many topics in Asora.


  Right, Shiki is a mage that can fight well, but he is originally the type that would hole himself up and immerse himself in research. 


  Within my followers, he is the only indoor…no, the only bookworm.


  The type that brings out the worth from magic and knowledge itself. 


  It is close to Tomoe, but she is the type that simply does a variety of things for the sake of her objective. 


  Mages that specialize in how to best utilize magic in battle is a mainline in the world, and the ones who distinguish themselves in this are the adventurers. 


  In the case of Shiki who loves research and inquiry, his understanding and respect towards libraries is deeper than that of the mage adventurers. 


  So Daena is being scolded for accidentally using words that could be taken as undermining libraries, huh.


  “…I see. It is true that if Daena is thinking about involving himself in teaching in some way, a dislike for libraries would be problematic.” (Makoto)


  Shiki, Sif, Amelia, and Izumo nodded satisfied.


  On the other hand, there’s Jin and Daena who looked as if they didn’t expect me to say that.


  Why?


  “…What is it, Daena?” (Makoto)


  Daena raised his hand hesitantly while still sitting on his knees. 


  “Uhm, you read books, Raidou-sensei?” (Daena)


  “What do you take me for?” (Makoto)


  I am a teacher…in outline.


  “Cause you know…Sensei is like the embodiment of instinct. The incarnation of a prodigy. Not only can you do anything you strive to do, everything you do is outside common sense…” (Daena)


  “Don’t call someone a monster while still tied down by your narrow view of the world and your limited knowledge.” (Makoto)


  That’s rude.


  “…Sensei.” (Daena)


  “Hm?” (Makoto)


  “The first time we met, you told us to not fixate ourselves over just one element, right?” (Daena)


  “Yeah.” (Makoto)


  It doesn’t need to reach the point of your best element, but if you can use the element, it would be better to increase your choices by increasing the cards in your hand, and that would also connect to more possible growth. 


  Leaving aside the common sense of students, that’s how adventurers have been doing normally. 


  I agree with that thought. 


  “That’s written as the standard in all the books of the Academy.” (Daena)


  “…”


  “Also, even though you likened battles to turn board games, you told us to train our real combat mindset rather than our level. That’s a way of thinking that’s not in any book of the library or textbooks from the teachers… It has all been beneficial for us, so I have no complaints about that. It is just that…I have the impression that books are in the end just old knowledge, and in a situation of life and death where the best technique is demanded from you at all times, would something like that be of any use? …Those are my honest thoughts.” (Daena)


  He may have awoken his desire for teaching, but it was the result of overcoming a life or death situation in Lorel. 


  It might be understandable since he has ended up going here and there, making contact with both extremes. 


  “Haah, Daena—” (Shiki)


  I stopped the words of Shiki who sighed, and decided to continue.


  “My classes are completely different from what the books say and the knowledge you have had until now, and my teachings have been useful for you, which is something that I am proud of as a teacher. But the real question is, were these techniques really not in the books of the library?” (Makoto)


  “? But that way of doing things and knowledge…” (Daena)


  I can understand that Daena didn’t find them.


  But that doesn’t equal them not existing.


  “A huge library, and a huge collection of books. Having a grasp of all of them would be impossible. For example…Shiki…” (Makoto)


  “Yes?” (Shiki)


  “Can you show me the thesis for the homework?” (Makoto)


  This must also be from the library.


  “…Yes, here it is.” (Shiki)


  ?


  The movements of Shiki dulled for a moment there.


  Could it be that there’s a bit of a problem with the homework?


  I make eye contact with him to tell me if there’s any problems, and then turn back to Daena.


  And so, what is it about I wonder…?


  Pffft?! 


  T-This is…?! 


  “…This thesis is something that I had a librarian find in the book collection of Rotsgard. Did you know about the existence of this, Daena?” (Makoto)


  The last summer vacation in the variant incident. 


  It was the thesis that I had the librarian Eva find for me…the one that led me to the creation of the Magic Armor. 


  Thanks to that, I just had to skim through it and I could remember its contents. 


  I did read through it a whole ton that summer after all.


  “No. It is quite the old one, it is outside of the mainline common knowledge, and the thesis doesn’t have a title or an author written on it.” (Daena)


  “But it certainly did exist. There are old articles and books that may have been gathered from around the world, but easily end up buried.” (Makoto)


  “Yes.” (Daena)


  “Not allowing that to happen is one of the jobs of librarians. They are not just storehouse numbers like you said. About libraries as well…” (Makoto)


  Wait. 


  In the first place, he considers books as just a pile of papers, making him think of libraries as storehouses for books. 


  Aah, since we are using the preamble of having read that thesis, I should just show a precedent.


  “Sensei?” (Daena)


  “Daena, what did you think when you read this thesis? What did you think you could put to use with it?” (Makoto)


  That Shiki gave them this homework and called me must mean that.


  Let’s hear his answer first before showing it. 


  The way I use magic power that my current self relies on.


  Chapter 379: The lily flower that the Devil blooms


  The minor thesis that served as the trigger to the creation of my Magic Armor.


  The writer was a hard worker and was blessed with talent, but didn’t manage to leave their name in the world. 


  It must mean that it is not about how blessed you are, but how much results you have left that will be important in your posterity. 


  Even the very top of the geniuses like Jin and the others, depending on how they live, they might get forgotten. That’s how it feels like.


  …Well, you could say remaining in history is either because it is convenient, or because it can’t be ignored.


  Here and in my previous world, the history that remains is mostly the record of the victors after all.


  Right, history is…ah, no no. 


  This isn’t the time to be thinking about that.


  “Sensei?” (Jin)


  I snapped back after being called by Jin.


  I ended up remembering a time when I was in Japan.


  “Ah, sorry. For Daena it was a method to defend against mages, and for Jin it was the use of it in the security field, right?” (Makoto)


  “Yes.” (Jin)


  I asked Daena for an answer in regards to the thesis homework, and Jin also joined in, so the two answered. 


  Daena was centered in battle, and Jin was more for general livelihood, but there’s obviously still no line to make it reality.


  It is simply a talk about possibilities.


  Daena had his attention on the magic power barrier at the times when powerful magic is activated, but his practicality approach is still weak when it comes to the strengthening of barriers to support more than 2 people.


  Jin put his attention on the part that the color of the magic power differs when it rises, and he was thinking about the possibility of using it in security as if it were a fingerprint. 


  There’s the need to research how to confirm the color of the magic power from the outside, but it would be interesting if it were to actually be created.


  It would be possible to confirm if it is the person themselves through something different than fingerprints and iris authentication.


  I was interested in what the other students thought of from that thesis. 


  I will have Shiki show me later.


  “You guys who live in the present have managed to meet the knowledge and research results of the past people you had no connection with whatsoever, and have managed to create new ideas from it. Written works serve as the intermediate for it.” (Makoto)


  “…Aah, so it is that.” (Jin)


  Looks like Jin got it.


  For living beings like us who live for only around 100 years and die, there’s the need for something that connects the past and the future.


  Fortunately, people have writing.


  When only relying on passing it down orally, there’s always the fear of turning it vague and changing the past and thinking it is the reality. 


  By recording it in books, a lot of knowledge can remain into the future. 


  That’s why books must not be disposed of like old tools and unnecessary things, and the people who are in charge of them must be specialists.


  Therefore, libraries and librarians are necessary, and even librarians shouldn’t be choosing which books are useful and which are useless.


  But well, it is true that there’s a limit to how many books a library can hold.


  So there will be selectiveness by necessity though.


  If reality could be ignored and we could take ideals, librarians would definitely want to have an infinite collection.


  It goes without saying, but the action of deeming a book unnecessary or burning it because it is of a specific genre or ideology is not a good thing.


  With how Daena thinks about it, it is scary that it sounds like he would be capable of doing it.


  “Yeah. Did you get it, Daena?” (Makoto)


  “I understand the part about not taking books lightly; the part about not treating libraries as storehouses as well.” (Daena)


  “That’s great.” (Makoto)


  “But I have begun thinking that we should actively question whether all books are useful or not.” (Daena)


  “Hm?” (Makoto)


  “It is true that books are important as assets of the past. It is different from a simple tool. But I don’t think that books of old techniques and specialties are necessary.” (Daena)


  “Hmm…” (Makoto)


  So he goes to that, huh.


  In order to not cause confusion because of this, librarians organize the book collection, and that’s where the abilities of the librarian come to play, but…honestly speaking, the library of the Academy is chaos itself.


  It is true that I feel like they could create one or two more.


  I can understand how Daena feels it is a pain having mixed books placed in there.


  “Won’t there obviously be written works that would become irrelevant after an even more superior book appears?” (Daena)


  “That has the risk of cutting off the progress of the past. I do understand your point, but that could be solved by simply expanding the library and making a different library for specialized stuff.” (Makoto)


  “Expanding… True. If the amount of books that can be placed increases, and there’s a more orderly sorting that makes it easier to understand, it can reduce the need to be selective.” (Daena)


  “The preservation of the previous steps that allowed for the development of better techniques and experimentation holds more meaning than you think. It is true that the current library of the Academy is a bit chaotic, but that can be changed by the teachers and students from now on. At the very least, the preservation of as many books as possible, which are the gifts of the past to the future, is incredibly important in my opinion.” (Makoto)


  “…Yes, understood.” (Daena)


  “You can try and have a good long talk with Shiki once. You are someone who has an interest in teaching, so you won’t need to think too deeply about it, the respect towards books will come naturally as you go by.” (Makoto)


  “Thank you very much.” (Daena)


  He awakened to his passion for teaching through the worth of obtaining strength by a fighting style that doesn’t rely on real combat to become better.


  Finding books about things that people have put their life in researching about, and just by getting them people of the posterity can learn about it; he will most likely be able to learn about the meaning and worth of that directly. 


  “Now then, about the answers for the assignment… Shiki.” (Makoto)


  “Yes?” (Shiki)


  “What score did you give Jin and Daena?” (Makoto)


  “I gave a 60 for both of them, and that was me being generous.” (Shiki)


  “So strict. You are mistaking the standard of full scores.” (Makoto)


  “…It was quite the shocking thing, so it is true that I shouldn’t have used it as a standard.” (Shiki)


  ““?””


  So he really did use my Magic Armor as the standard for a full score, huh.


  By the way, for me, Jin would be 90, and Daena a 75. 


  The students were making faces of ‘what are they talking about?’ as they listened to our exchange.


  Looks like Jin and Daena were shocked by how low they were scored.


  “I will explain the source of this assignment. This thesis is something that a certain librarian recommended to me before the school festival. And in that break time, I brought out results that surprised even Shiki a little bit.” (Makoto)


  ““?!””


  The shock in their faces spread like a wave.


  “Waka-sama, it wasn’t ‘a little bit’. It took out my breath once.” (Shiki)


  Shiki retorted with a straight face.


  “Do you want to know what I obtained from this one olden thesis?” (Makoto)


  There wasn’t even a need to ask, but I do it just for the occasion.


  Well, everyone was nodding.


  Seeing this reaction, I also nod slowly.


  “Then, I will show it. Actually, The first generation has already seen it, but…the place I showed it at was special, so it wouldn’t be strange to not remember it properly.” (Makoto)


  Also, I haven’t shown it without hiding the magic power itself.


  But well, pushing it all out would be bad, so I will go with ¼ of the output.


  “…Everyone, pay close attention and don’t miss a single second.” (Shiki)


  Shiki noticed my intention and had Jin and the others pay attention.


  ““?!?!””


  “In my case, I normally restrain it, but well, most people live while having magic power drift about them.” (Makoto)


  I undo the Concealment Sakai, and show them a bit of my magic power.


  However, this should be on a whole other level from what Jin’s group has seen or heard until now.


  They fought with an opponent that released a decent amount of magic power in Lorel, but it seemed like they didn’t really have leeway to feel it. 


  In order to show the change in magic power easily, I slowly chant the aria, and shape the spell. 


  Since we are in the moment, let’s make the appearance of the magic power flashy.


  The Lost Chant that Ema-san taught me herself. I shape up a powerful spell at a fast speed with a language that they haven’t heard much of before. 


  And then, right after activation, I shift into forming the Magic Armor.


  The magic power that swelled and was about to turn into a spell suddenly shifted into condensing, and stayed in place stably. 


  I can now create the Magic Armor without any arias and as if flipping a switch, but yeah, in the beginning, I would make the Magic Armor like this to deceive the people around.


  ““…””


  Jin’s group had their eyes wide open as they watched the change of the magic power. 


  There’s some who are putting their attention on the aria though.


  I intentionally avoid the explanation regarding those parts, and set the magic power into the Magic Armor.


  I made it a deep indigo blue colored magic power to make it easy to see, and finished forming the upper body of a person.


  “After I read through that thesis, I made this from the possibilities of magic power. About visibility, it is obviously…” (Makoto)


  I made it invisible for an instant and made it visible again.


  I wasn’t hiding the magic power itself, so it was still in a state where people could clearly tell there was something there.


  “I managed to half-materialize magic power from the point about making it possible to make physical contact from barriers. Well, this one wasn’t only thanks to the thesis here but an idea that came from other sources as well though…” (Makoto)


  While I explain briefly, I grab Jin and Daena with both of the arms of the Magic Armor.


  Picking people up with magic power or something that’s shaped by magic power is outside the common sense of people here.


  Even though one can clearly tell it is magic power, this feeling of being grabbed by a soft something is a rare experience, right? 


  “It is possible to interact with physical objects as you can see here. It is quite the revolutionary thing as a mage, right? Of course, this is magic power itself, so…” (Makoto)


  I activate the attack spell that even students can use in general, Flame Arrow, and several tens of fire arrows were created inside the arms grabbing Jin and Daena, and were directed at them.


  “It is possible to activate magic again like this. Of course, you can also expend the magic power shaping this.” (Makoto)


  ““…””


  Oh?


  Words disappear from the place.


  Aside from my voice, it was silence itself.


  …This is enough, I guess.


  A few of the students from the second generation seem to not be feeling well.


  Being close to a mass of magic power that they have never seen before must be quite the stressing situation. 


  “And well, this kind of hidden trick result can be born from the most unexpected places, and it was the result of preserving the books appropriately and with care. Now then, let’s finish this side-show with a slightly unusual spell.” (Makoto)


  The aria I used at first when forming the Magic Armor -the spell that spread magic power in a large scope.


  I used all the magic power of the Magic Armor to activate it. 


  A green colored light began to raise like a pillar in the place I was standing at.


  Eventually, two lights rose from the both sides of the pillar and leaves were formed.


  This is a spell that activates in the shape of flowers.


  The flowers that bloomed are lilies. 


  In a brief period of time, pretty big light green lilies bloomed in the Academy. 


  A size that can be seen from any place of the Academy Town. 


  I had them eat up quite a decent amount of magic power, so it is an acceptable size.


  It was a spell that even though I knew about it, I didn’t have many opportunities to use it, but…it is flashy.


  I don’t use spells that require too much supply of magic power at once after all.


  ““!!””


  The moment the lilies swayed as if they were being blown by the wind…sparkling magic power showers down in the whole area.


  If this were a battlefield where magic power is dried up, this would be a really blissful thing no doubt. 


  Well, this is the Academy Town of Rotsgard.


  It should make their condition better for a while, and they have seen something rare, so there’s only good effects like bettering your mood.


  “Then, Shiki, let’s begin the lecture.” (Makoto)


  “…Right. Then, first, how about researching the spell of just now. Try to imitate it.” (Shiki)


  “…Was that unnecessary?” (Makoto)


  “No. It looks like we will be having a more fulfilling lecture now than I expected.” (Shiki)


  The contents of the lecture changed suddenly.


  Shiki doesn’t seem to be angry, but I might have done something unnecessary at the very end.


  Chapter 380: The world tossed about


  “Fuuh…this time around it is the Great Lily? Just what’s happening?” 


  “Was that a secret ceremony of the church? I thought for sure that was just gossip.” 


  “It is a lost secret ceremony of the church. It is almost correct to say it is just gossip.” 


  “The records remained in the olden Elysion, huh. The church that moved to Limia obviously—” 


  “It was a lost technique since before they moved. The current church doesn’t even have historical records of it.” 


  “In the Academy Town of Rotsgard there’s the most prominent library of the world. Then it would be normal to think that there was an old record of it sleeping there.” 


  “It is a tradition of a long time ago after all. It is not even certain whether the church treasured it and passed it down. It wouldn’t be strange that it has been reproduced by a completely different line…” 


  “Impossible. It must obviously be them, right?” 


  “The Kuzunoha, huh. I would like them to bring back the Demonic Amber Kudzu, Maris Amvine, as well if possible.” 


  “It is true that if both poles of the demon killer techniques were to be brought together, the situation of the war would turn around. The demons who showed the ability to even fight back against the Blessing of the Goddess must be reminded of their long past nightmare.” 


  “But that man should have gone to a port town called Koran with a close aide of his, right?” 


  “Raidou himself had been confirmed to have been in the Academy -not with his female close aide, but together with the long haired man teaching the students.” 


  ““……””


  “Ha! We are being made fools of thoroughly.” 


  “Not good at all. We are simply being tossed about, and not a single person is able to get close to the true abilities of the Kuzunoha Company.” 


  “It seems like it is not only Aion but all four major powers who are being beaten up completely.” 


  “It is because the idiots of Aion are only doing unnecessary stuff that it ended up like this.” 


  “…This isn’t the time to be arguing about that, right?” 


  “Even so, we can’t just not gauge them. It wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say that they are a threat to the world right after the demons.”


  “The Anti-Goddess Cult was basically dealt with thanks to them though?”


  “Those guys will be popping up again after 100 years. Also, they may have brought harm to the world, but they haven’t changed the world once.” 


  “Well, the Goddess is in good health after all.” 


  “But we can’t have everyone stay in Tsige. Once the demons get warmed up, they will be moving annoyingly again no doubt.” 


  “…You will suffer if you underestimate the demons, you know?” 


  “I agree.” 


  “The Kuzunoha Company, the Rembrandt Company, and Tsige; what a pain they all are.”


  “It has been proved that even if we were to make a hurried move, it won’t prove any good. It may be trite, but let’s have the Academy get information from the Kuzunoha Company about the Great Lily. That should be the safe move.” 


  “We can’t leave this city be either. We will use all the four major powers to strip them naked. I have a bad feeling about what this place can turn into.” 


  “Foreboding?” 


  “Yeah. We can’t let the framework that’s the major powers crumble. There’s the need to pull some moves in order to make sure the surrounding countries don’t eat onto the weakened Aion.” 


  “Aah…my head hurts.” 


  “This state is okay until the demons are annihilated. I don’t care what happens to Aion after that.” 


  “But it is joyous to see that the resolve of everyone gathered here hasn’t wavered. At the very least don’t forget to extend a helping hand.” 


  “It seems like we have one absent though.” 


  “…The elves. The fact that the successor and the representative can’t be contacted sadly must mean that.” 


  “Estranging? Putting their hopes on the demons?” 


  “Don’t think it is that. But there’s no doubt they don’t share our views.” 


  “It is painful that we are missing the long living race, but…rather than filling up the deficit, it is better to keep stability.” 


  “Yeah.”


  ““……””


  “Then, let’s close it here. The next time, let’s talk about the future of the world.” 


  Influential people were gathered for the announcement of Tsige as a nation.


  There was a time in Rotsgard when the demons aimed for that chance to cause an incident, but these kinds of moments are normally perfect for meetings.


  People from other countries of different organizations are gathered, so they can take that to their advantage to meet up.


  In one of the few places in Tsige that even the eyes of the Rembrandt Company don’t reach, a meeting that goes beyond the borders of countries has taken place.


  It isn’t as old as the Anti-Goddess Cult, but it is a gathering of influential people that live in the world of politics and put great importance in the inheritance of knowledge.


  By the way, the Hopelace household also participated in this, but they have already been removed.


  Anyways, the ‘pretty’ spell that Makoto used in Rotsgard had given them a new topic of discussion.


  Makoto doesn’t know the meaning of the Great Lily spell.


  It supplies magic power to others in a relatively easy manner which was something that one of a team of two, that managed to completely crush the army of demons in the past, used. They didn’t expect it to actually be a spell or skill.


  These legendary two that are called the Two Pole Miracles were actually Ginebia and Haku Mokuren, but the people in the meeting don’t know that.


  Great Lily is a spell that Ginebia created, and Maris Amvine is a Unique Skill of Haku. They basically managed to drive away the demons into the icy fields and were called the Two Polar Miracles, but that’s a story of a far past. 


  It has already gotten hazy whether it actually happened, and now only the name of the two special moves remain in a few who pride in their knowledge. 


  Also…there’s truly few who know about these people who watch over the world while maintaining it a secret, but there’s change showing within them as well.


  “Now then…” 


  The executive that finished their meeting and returned to their surface social position went back to their living room in Tsige, and held a staff that was left in the room.


  Then, she spoke the keywords and disappeared from that place in an instant together with that staff.


  “How was it, the Meeting of the Nameless Ones?” 


  “It was the usual. They wished for the future of the whole world.” 


  “Any penalties on me?” 


  “I moved the flow to defeating the demons first, so it should be safe until this war is over.” 


  “Sorry, I owe you one.” 


  “No, it is a joyous thing that we can have a friendly relationship with the elves. There’s no doubt that it will contribute to the development of Lorel as well. Don’t worry about it. This is apparently called give-and-take in Tsige.” 


  “Tsige, huh. The core of the archery techniques that Louisa brought over were supposedly from there. Sairitz, how involved are you with the Kuzunoha Company?” 


  “I admire them to the point that I would be willing to tell them all about the organization.” (Sairitz)


  “! That’s quite the big betrayal there. Not like I am one to talk when I abandoned them though.” 


  “A connection with them would have been of use in normal times, but in these times…what’s needed is power and resolve. Knowledge and prudence has the possibility of making it too late.” (Sairitz)


  “But the participants of the assembly need to clear the hurdle of the prided thought reading from the church before being able to join the meeting. If you go against it, they will obviously get suspected. I would like to know how you passed over that for future reference.” 


  “Oh my, a long living elf would do something as boorish as shamelessly trying to sniff out the secret of a woman?” (Sairitz)


  “I have never thought of you as a woman. But it is true that it was disrespectful to demand you to show your cards. You only lent us the elf treasure because you wanted my cooperation.” 


  The secret meeting of the absent elf and Sairitz.


  It is a suspicious to the extreme composition.


  The organization that the woman that’s basically the one who manages Lorel was participating in gives out a dangerous and problematic scent to it, but she is defecting. If Makoto were to hear about this, he would say he is fine not hearing any further and would desperately want to leave.


  She was currently at a deep and silent forest where the elf was waiting at a corner of it. 


  The elf is a man and there’s no way to tell how old he is from that young looking appearance of his.


  He is the same as Sairitz who managed to hide her will of betrayal in some way and managed to participate in the assembly. 


  “Fufufu.” (Sairitz)


  “Hahaha.” 


  Eventually both of them make smiles that have no emotion in them.


  There’s no assurance that the enemy of their enemy is an ally. 


  The two knew that plenty well.


  It could be seen as a place where they are showing their wills implicitly. 


  “…If possible, I pray that you are on the side of Tsige the next time we meet too. I don’t know the will of you guys in its entirety though.” 


  “Yeah, let’s meet again one day.” 


  Sairtz speaks out the keyword again and disappears from in front of the elf. 


  “Lorel’s witch…no, the ones who are clearly stirring around the world these few years is the Kuzunoha Company, huh.” 


  The man had seen through the central part of this wildly changing world and muttered this.


  On top of the information until now, it is true that Aion, which may have only existed for 200-300 years but managed to obtain the standing of major power, was easily shaken.


  It is clear that they are outside the norm.


  This is not the first time he witnesses the fall of a big country. 


  But this is the first time he witnesses a major power be tossed about without being able to do anything against it. 


  “I must make sure of it; the conclusion of the hyumans and demons, or maybe the conclusion of the Goddess’s era.” 


  His words would simply be a monologue that would disappear into the forest.


  But it was also foreseeing the maelstrom that would be shaking the world.
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