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      Prologue: My Friend, a Blacksmith


      A few days after his wedding ceremony, Marius sank into his chair and sighed loudly.


      Wedding preparations had exhausted him, but even after the ceremony, he’d had so much to do. Immediately, he’d called upon Margrave Menzel with sincere expressions of gratitude, and following that, he’d gone around and around, thanking other aristocrats and filing necessary reports.


      Now that he was finally finished, Marius had decided to take a few moments and relax.


      Tomorrow, he would be leaving on a trip to the empire—there, his task would be to foster diplomatic relations on the kingdom’s behalf. On the surface, Marius’s goal was to end the skirmishes that frequently occurred on the border of their two nations, but in truth, that issue had already been resolved. No, the real reason for the visit was to show others that the kingdom was always watching and keeping tabs on certain situations. In other words, this trip was all for show; he wouldn’t have much to do in the way of actual diplomacy.


      And so, while he normally wouldn’t have brought his wife on a kingdom-sanctioned expedition, she would be tagging along. Ostensibly, the primary objective for the couple wasn’t leisure, but it might as well have been—this trip to the empire would be their honeymoon.


      “In any case,” Marius mumbled, stretching his limbs, “they have a good family.”


      He was thinking back to the day of his wedding. His friend, a blacksmith named Eizo, had attended the celebration with his family. When Marius had first met Eizo, he’d been told that the man resided in the treacherous Black Forest. At the time, Marius had found this hard to believe, but now, he had no room for doubt.


      Eizo had been the key to resolving the Eimoors’ succession debacle, had contributed the most during the monster subjugation affair, had successfully processed a rare material into rings (which Marius had thought to be an unreasonable demand), and had even gotten a fairy’s blessing applied to said rings. Given all that, even if suspicious rumors swirled around Eizo, Marius thought it would be an act of ungratefulness to doubt his friend.


      When Marius had first met the blacksmith, Eizo had been accompanied by a half-tiger beastfolk named Samya. Back then, Marius hadn’t been privy to the details of their meeting, but judging by how Samya had protectively watched over the blacksmith, it’d seemed clear that Eizo had done something to earn her trust.


      Then there was Rike, Eizo’s dwarven apprentice. Dwarves customarily searched for a skilled blacksmith to train under; Marius had thus guided Rike to meet Eizo. Apparently, once a dwarven apprentice forged a product they were satisfied with, they would take a trip home to share the news of their success. So far, Marius hadn’t heard of Rike ever leaving Forge Eizo. Well, even a skilled dwarf would require ample time to hone their skills to be on par with Eizo’s. Marius considered this as he stared at the elaborate Nordic pattern engraved on his ring.


      When Marius had seen his younger sister, Diana, mingling with Eizo’s family at the wedding, it was clear that she’d grown quite close to all of them. Diana had supported the Forge Eizo family from the shadows as they’d awkwardly fumbled around during the wedding—there’d been obvious signs that the group wasn’t used to such grand occasions. Knowing Diana, she wouldn’t have helped them out if she wasn’t on good terms with everyone. But above all, it’d been apparent that Diana had enjoyed herself—her happy face had left a lasting impression in her big brother’s mind.


      The seventh imperial princess, Anne, who’d practically stumbled into Eizo’s cabin as a hostage, had also seemed to be having fun. In truth, if an imperial princess was in attendance at a wedding ceremony, a guest would be wise to try to form a friendly relationship with her, even if it meant being a little rude or insulting to ceremony etiquette. The possible advantages outweighed the stigma of potentially being disrespectful to the wedding host. Though Diana and Anne were both high up in society, between the two, a friendship with a princess could reap more possible benefits.


      And yet, despite the draw of mingling with nobility and royalty, a strong guard by Eizo’s side had kept most guests away from their family—this formidable figure was Helen, a famous mercenary nicknamed “Lightning Strike.” Though Helen had worn a beautiful dress, the aura she’d exuded had been, frankly, terrifying. Her presence had been more than enough to leave the aristocrats quivering in fear, unable to approach the group. Marius knew that Helen had put a pause on her mercenary career, and he’d worried what her possible decrease in influence would do to Eizo’s family. However, her intimidation factor had still seemed to be more than substantial. No need to fear.


      Surely, guests had wanted to befriend Lidy, an elf. Unfortunately for them, she’d also been protected by Helen. Elves rarely showed themselves in front of people, so the wedding had been a rare opportunity for people to meet one. But ultimately, no one other than the margrave had mustered the courage to brave Lighting Strike’s intimidating aura and offer introductions.


      This unique family had all beamed when Eizo had returned from his dance. It was as though they’d all known since birth that they were going to end up at Forge Eizo. Marius remembered their smiles all too well.


      “It’d be great if I could make a family like theirs,” he murmured.


      The smiling face of Eizo, his unmarried friend, flashed across his mind. It was quickly replaced by his wife’s smile, and Marius found his mind wandering to the thought of his own future family—husband and wife, surrounded by the yet unknown faces of kids and grandkids.

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 1: The Usual Black Forest


      The day after we returned from Marius’s wedding, our lives returned to normalcy. The only slight difference was that two new clumps of metal were waiting atop the kamidana: the hihiirokane Helen had obtained sat alongside the adamantite I’d received as payment for forging Marius’s wedding rings. I’d placed these valuable treasures there as soon as we’d returned from the capital. And so, when the family completed our morning prayer, the two rare metals greeted us in kind.


      After we bowed twice, clapped twice, then finished with a bow, Samya asked, “So, when are we gonna process that?”


      I cocked my head. “Which one are you talking about?”


      “Both.”


      “Let’s see.” I rubbed my chin pensively. “We won’t be able to for a while.”


      Rike gave an obvious slump of her shoulders, clearly expressing her disappointment.


      “First, we probably need to research the methods for processing each one,” I said. “Though, I’m sure we could work them like normal steel...at least, to a certain degree.”


      Neither were soft like meghizium—both seemed hard, and I guessed that they were closer in composition to typical metals. If so, I figured that we should be able to treat them like normal metal. There were no guarantees, though. I’d already learned during my time with meghizium that even my cheats couldn’t resolve every issue in one go.


      However, I had one more reason to delay working with these new materials.


      “Before that, I want to find a way to create a magical jewelstone without it crumbling away.”


      Jewelstones were essential for curing a sickness that affected the fairies of the Black Forest, but the ones I could create were unstable and would disintegrate into the air after a short while. If I could form one that didn’t disappear so quickly, I could provide jewelstones to the fairies as medicine—that way, they’d be able to cure their illnesses even if, for whatever reason, I wasn’t available. I wanted the fairies to live peacefully, with one less thing to worry about, so I felt that this was an important issue to prioritize.


      A major problem was that these jewelstones were prized like actual jewels and thus quite expensive. After all, I was creating a gem out of nothing but magical energy. If I and my family happened to find a reliable production method, that method couldn’t leave the premises of my cabin. I would make sure that the process for creating stable jewelstones was lost to time—no one could know the details until, say, a hundred years in the future. I was adamant about this and felt like it was what needed to happen.


      “It would be dangerous to leak that type of information,” I said, voicing my opinion on the matter.


      Anne nodded in agreement. “I would want to know the secret so badly, but if I returned to my empire with that knowledge, I’d probably never see the light of day again.”


      “Fair enough.”


      For example, anyone who found a machine that could create money out of nothing would want to safely and securely store it away. That impulse couldn’t be changed, and if I were in the shoes of a person of high authority, I’d do just that. Knowing this, I’d decided that such important information would need to stay within our cabin.


      It seemed unbelievable that no person in history had ever successfully created a magical jewelstone. I deduced that perhaps the technology or technique had once been known, but that the information had been abandoned to time. Across history, a lot of innovation has probably been lost this way. I wonder if it was the same back on Earth. Regardless, it was a bit late to become curious about my home world—I lived here now, and there was no way for me to go back and find things out.


      “Anyway, I suppose we can just stick to our normal routine for now,” I concluded.


      Rike and the rest of the family voiced their agreement. After all was said and done, they didn’t hate our laid-back lifestyle (though we did our work properly, of course).


      And so, we began once again. I used my magic to light the forge and firebed. It was a small spell that just ignited the area and blew some wind across the flame, so it took some time before the temperature began to rise. Rike watched the firebed while Samya kept an eye on the forge—each added charcoal as necessary. I stood behind them and observed, supervising like a “Boss” should...I guess.


      I usually tended the firebed if I was making custom models, but as I’d announced earlier, we were reverting to our normal routine. In other words, we were making our usual products, so I didn’t have to carefully watch over anything. Though, it wasn’t like I preferred taking it easy—it made me restless to just wait there. However, this was a good learning opportunity for Samya and Rike, so I had little choice but to stand back and let them work.


      As the room started to grow warmer, I rhythmically clenched and opened my hands, remembering my conversation with Lidy from a little while ago.




      “I can only use the simplest of spells, but could others also learn them with some practice?” I asked. The two of us were working in the garden, and since Lidy was our resident magic expert, I figured she would know.


      “I wonder...” Lidy tapped a finger over her mouth, looking deep in thought. “It is true that anyone can manipulate magical energy with practice, but particular spells rely on a person’s inherent affinity.”


      “Oh?”


      “For example, someone who can use magic to cure deadly illnesses may not be proficient at manipulating fire.”


      “So if you specialize in a field, you might become inept at other elements.”


      “Or so it’s said,” she replied with a shrug. “I can use whatever magic I like to a certain degree, but I can’t cast extremely powerful spells for some elements. For instance, I dislike fire and wind magic, but I can still cast small spells of those alignments—just not strong ones.”


      “And those are the spells I can use.”


      “Right. So it might be a bit difficult for me to teach you,” she said glumly.


      I patted her shoulder. “You don’t have to worry about that one bit. Your current magic is more than enough. I was just a bit curious is all.”


      “If I think of any spells that I can teach you, I’ll let you know!”


      She clenched her fist eagerly, and I grinned.




      Once the firebed and the forge were blazing, I announced, “All right, let’s begin our work!”


      Everyone immediately took to their tasks, chattering away as we picked up the thread of our daily routine once more.


      ⌗⌗⌗


      Two weeks quickly passed. Before the wedding, I’d been challenged by back-to-back irregularities: creating rings out of an unusual material and nursing a fairy back to health. However, in the past fortnight, nothing unusual had occurred. It was like I was being rehabilitated back into my normal lifestyle.


      When I fulfilled my order to Camilo, I asked him about any potentially disruptive situations, but he merely replied, “All’s right with the world.” Marius and Julie were surely spending their newly wedded life in happiness. The concept of a honeymoon didn’t quite exist in this world—in fact, people didn’t really seem to travel or visit other places to see new sights like tourists. Wherever they went, travelers were seen as outsiders. Peddlers and pathfinders likely had their fair share of troubles. And if anything went awry, newcomers were the first to have suspicions pinned on them. But the happy couple has the blessed rings, so I’m sure they’ll be fine. I was truly grateful that I didn’t need to worry about stuff like that.


      And so, my two weeks of normalcy passed by. Then, suddenly, a realization hit me.


      “Hasn’t it gotten warmer lately?” I asked.


      “Yeah,” Samya replied, peering up at the sky.


      Our family was out on the terrace enjoying lunch when I noticed the heat. Now that I think about it, when I leave the forge for meals or breaks, the outside air doesn’t feel as cool as it used to. It wasn’t hot to the point where I’d get sweaty just sitting still, but I could tell that the days were growing warmer.


      “Summer’s here,” Samya said.


      The dense foliage blocked much of the sunlight in the Black Forest. Aside from the lakeshore, the area around our cabin was one of the largest clearings around. The clear blue skies and the shimmering rays of the sun shone down upon us, blessing the soil and plants with sunlight.


      “Guess it’s that season already.”


      I’d first come to this world around springtime. The rainy season followed that, and then summer. Though I hadn’t yet been here for a year, it’d been quite some time since I’d settled in. And honestly, my time here had been jam-packed with so many incidents and events that it felt like I’d been around for much longer.


      “Will it get hotter?” I asked.


      Samya turned to me. “This is only the beginning of summer.”


      The outside temperature wasn’t scorching like it was inside the forge (our climate would be a desert if that were the case), but she’d implied that it would grow hotter still. At this rate, I would start to sweat even when completely motionless.


      I sighed. “Guess I’ll dig a well.”


      Sweating meant that I’d lose hydration. Sooner or later, simply wiping away sweat would cease to cool me down—I’d want to douse myself with water. Krul and Lucy would likely want to do the same. We’ll also need enough water for drinking and tending the garden. 


      Knowing this, it was clearer than the skies above that the lake water we carried back daily wouldn’t be nearly enough for my family’s needs. If we didn’t have enough water, we could just go back to the lake for more, but to do so multiple times a day was a bit...inconvenient. And though I was willing to fetch some water every morning as part of my walk, I decided that it would be best to find a reliable source of water close to the cabin. Besides, if I wanted to create a Japanese-style bath, I’d require lots of nearby water sooner or later. Thus, it was probably best to secure a closer source sooner rather than later.


      I relayed my well-digging plans to the family, then asked, “So what do you guys think?”


      Fortunately, we had just finished our standing order with Camilo, so we had some extra time on our hands. But would the family be on board with using that unscheduled time to dig a well?


      “I’m for it,” Samya said. “I think it’s dangerous for anyone other than Helen, Eizo, and myself to make the trek through the forest to the lake.”


      “Well...” Diana pondered, arms folded in front of her. “It’s not like we’re currently in dire need of water, but it would be convenient to have a well around.”


      Rike and Anne were of a similar mindset—the two were likely on the fence about it, but they seemed to lean more toward “yay” than “nay.”


      “I think a well would be great!” Lidy exclaimed, her enthusiasm bubbling out of her. She’s definitely thinking about the farming plots and our crops. “We might even be able to plant something that requires a lot of water.”


      It was true—if we were able to use water more freely, she could increase her repertoire of plantable crops. I doubted that we’d have the capability for constantly flowing irrigation, though, so crops like wasabi couldn’t be grown just yet.


      Helen didn’t seem all that interested. As Samya had said, she was tough enough to brave the forest alone and go to the lake whenever she liked. As such, she didn’t feel too strongly one way or the other and likely didn’t care what we chose to do.


      “All right. So now the problem is whether we can find water around our cabin,” I said.


      Diana nodded, arms still crossed. “Exactly.”


      We could go through painstaking effort and dig holes all around the clearing, only to find nothing; that’d just be a waste of energy. After observing the flow of water into the lake, I deduced that there was an underground channel or an aquifer nearby. However, there were no guarantees that it continued all the way to our cabin.


      This sticking point probably accounted for Diana and the others’ hesitancy. But then, a realization struck me.


      “Damn! I should’ve asked the fairies if water could be found near our cabin.”


      There was a good chance they knew where the water was—maybe they could sense its presence or something. I should’ve asked them when they’d been staying here.


      “Well, we don’t know how to contact the fairies,” Rike said. “So for the time being, why don’t we just start digging?”


      “Yeah.” Diana nodded. “If water doesn’t come out, we’ll think about it then.”


      With all of us in agreement, Forge Eizo began preparations to dig a well.




      Within this forest, there were two possible methods for digging a well. The first was surface mining. Simply put, one would violently plunge a shovel to the ground and dig up a huge swath of earth. Based on weather conditions, the large pit could be dug wider or narrower to help prevent collapse or sinkholes. Then, once the digger struck water somewhere, planks of wood or rocks would be used to brace the sides. After securing the structural integrity of the pit, the digger would need to cover most of the opening to the sky, leaving just a small hole for drawing water.


      The pros of surface mining were that not a lot of tools were necessary to get started, and we could dig over a large area, making it easier to locate a water source. As for the cons, this method required a lot of time and energy—it’d also be dangerous if the dirt collapsed while we were digging. And though chances of finding water were higher, there was no guarantee that we would stumble across any, and we couldn’t exactly continue digging for eternity.


      The second method was called kazusa-bori. Scaffolds and equipment were required to bore a hole in the ground, and while the necessary tools weren’t too intricate, they still required time to create. However, kazusa-bori was much quicker and safer than surface mining. Also, after digging the well, I’d need to think about using either a well bucket (I’d need to make that too) or a pump that could be cranked by hand. There were many peripheries to consider when using this method.


      Another potential problem: neither pumps nor the kazusa-bori technique existed in this world, so “inventing” them could potentially change the balance of the environment and the kingdom’s power on the continent. Currently, the Black Forest was considered to be a stretch of wildland that didn’t have a reliable water source and wasn’t suited for living on. But what if we ended up discovering an abundance of water below the impermeable layer? Having a water source was vital for ourselves and our crops, and it greatly affected our homestead. However, would this discovery allow a community to flourish here? And in doing so, could we potentially topple the balance of society and nature alike?


      Am I allowed to dig for water here, even just for my personal use?




      That night after dinner, I suggested surface mining and using a well bucket. No one seemed to have any particular complaints. I was slightly worried about safety, but the soil around here was firm and unlikely to collapse easily.


      “When will you start?” Samya asked.


      “Hmmm.” I looked up, crossing my arms in front of me. A magic lantern brightened our surroundings somewhat, but it was dim enough for me to get lost in my thoughts. “I think the sooner the better. I’m willing to start tomorrow, but...”


      “Fine by me.”


      Upon hearing her nonchalant agreement, I looked down and gazed at everyone else questioningly—no one seemed to have a problem with the plan.


      That was settled, but I did need to make sure that we could complete our standing orders for Camilo alongside this project. Though I wasn’t actively trying to save money, we had a lot squirreled away right now. So, if we needed to, we could stop forging for a while and still get by. I didn’t want to do that, though. Camilo was our potential business partner for decades to come, and though I hoped to decrease my reliance on others and slowly become self-sufficient here in the forest, it was best to maintain my trustworthiness until that time.


      “Do we have enough for Camilo’s order?” I asked.


      “We brought him a ton of weapons last time, so our current stock should be enough,” Rike immediately replied. Recently, we’d been able to maintain our usual output while doing other tasks on the side—it was only natural that they’d forged more than usual when that side work was absent.


      “Then I guess it’s not a problem. And, well, I don’t even have to ask about our supply of meat.”


      Samya nodded in reply. Thanks to our family members who tended to eat quite a bit (the number of culprits had increased recently), we didn’t have any excess meat to toss away after the drying and curing process, but our food stock had nonetheless gradually increased. With our current supplies, we could stay holed up in our house for about three months, even while eating liberally and not carefully rationing. Of course, we couldn’t actually stay holed up since we didn’t have a reliable supply of water. It’s not like I wanted us to become hermits anyway.


      “All right,” I decided. “Since everyone has kindly given their assent, we can start tomorrow. First, we’ll need to choose the well’s location.”


      Mentally, I divvied up the work amongst our family members. I remember doing something like this in my previous world. Though now, I was living a hybrid life that was half work and half hobby, so it was much less stressful and more carefree.


      Most importantly, this task didn’t have a deadline. Oh, how wonderful that is! No deadline whatsoever! Yes! But I had to be careful so that I wouldn’t slack off and become lazy.


      After we talked a bit more about our future plans, I decided to head to bed a bit sooner than everyone else.


      ⌗⌗⌗


      The next day, after I finished my morning routine, I decided to choose the digging spot. If we ended up finding no water, that was out of my hands, but I thought it best to decide on a location that was at least convenient.


      “There’s no such thing as a spell to sense a water vein, is there?” I asked.


      Lidy stared back blankly, which I thought implied that such a convenience didn’t exist. As I made to get back to work, she opened her mouth.


      “There is.”


      There is?!


      “To be precise, it’s a spell that can point you in the direction of water,” she continued. “However, if there are obstacles like walls in between you and the source, then the water is more difficult to sense. I don’t think I can find water that’s underground.”


      “I see.”


      Is it like echolocation or something? Well, no use trying to figure out the principles behind magic. From my experience back on Earth, I was aware of how difficult it was to locate water, even from within a hole that was around ten meters deep. It would be much too convenient if magic could sense it.


      “Still, people skilled with these types of spells could probably accurately find some water,” Lidy said. “Unfortunately, I’m not very adept at that spell.”


      “No, no, that’s still more than enough information,” I replied. “I feel a lot better knowing that it’s not meaningless to dig up this entire area.”


      Rike nodded in agreement. Her home forge was close to the mountains but far from a river, and I’d heard that she and her family had gone through quite the effort to dig a well.


      Though she claimed to not be proficient with the water-dowsing spell, Lidy decided to use some of her magic—I hadn’t seen her use any complex spells since the hobgoblin incident. She crouched down and closed her eyes, honing her senses as she pointed the palms of her hands toward the ground.


      A breeze rustled past, and it wasn’t all that cool. Yep, it’s summer.


      “Whoa!” Helen gasped.


      Lidy’s hands started to glow slightly, faintly illuminating a large plot of land in front of her. It looked as though light was leaking into the space between her hands and the ground. Finally, Lidy opened her eyes, though she remained crouched on the ground.


      “By the looks of it, you can dig anywhere and hit water,” she explained.


      “Huh? Really?” I asked incredulously.


      She nodded. “Yeah.” Her confident gaze starkly contrasted her expression from moments before, when she’d seemed a tiny bit anxious. “This magical light should course in the direction of water. Naturally, I noticed some heading toward the lake, though it’s a bit far away. But if there was indeed no water here, it wouldn’t illuminate the ground.”


      “So the strength of light indicates the amount of water, or the extent that one could sense it using magic,” I said.


      “Right. Those skilled with this spell would probably produce a strong light heading to an exact water source. I’m not too good with this kind of thing, so my light is quite faint.”


      “And if your light is scattered around the plot, then it means the water isn’t all gathered in one area. It’s likely distributed underground throughout this clearing.”


      “I believe so.”


      In other words, our cabin (and the forge) was likely built atop an unconfined aquifer. Considering what she’d said of her proficiency with the dowsing spell, she probably couldn’t sense a confined aquifer that was deeper, perhaps beneath the bedrock. We wouldn’t be able to secure seemingly infinite amounts of water, not like a forge on Earth could, but we also wouldn’t need to worry about pulling too much water and causing the land to sink or settle. And, since the ground around here was flat, landslides weren’t an issue either.


      I’m still a bit hesitant, though. If water could be found wherever we dug, we just needed to find a convenient spot for the well. The fact that there was water underground here could be due to the Watchdog’s influence. Y’know, you could’ve provided a well for me from the start. Nah, I’m probably expecting too much. The Watchdog prepared the bare minimum for me, and that should be good enough. 


      While I’d been lost in my thoughts, a bit of a discussion had begun regarding the location of the well.


      “I feel like the garden would require water the most.”


      “It’s better if it’s near Krul and Lucy’s hut. We’ll need to wash them and give them water to drink.”


      “If it’s out front, it’s convenient since we can wash our prey after we cut ’em up.”


      “If it’s near our reservoir, wouldn’t it be easier for us to store water?”


      While none of these choices displaced the well all that much, and I felt like it wouldn’t make a huge difference wherever we placed it, each person wanted the slightest bit of edge in convenience. Ultimately, after talking it through, they all came to a compromise—the well would be dug near the terrace. A well in this location would be around the same distance away from everyone’s needs, and since we could bring the water into the main house and forge from the terrace, it was pretty convenient for our workshop too.


      “All right. Let’s begin,” I said.


      Helen, Anne, and I would dig the well while everyone else carried the dirt away, and Lidy would occasionally use her magic to confirm the presence of water. I grabbed the shovel that I always used to dig during cabin renovations. Helen and Anne were already holding their shovels, but they seemed to be waiting for me to make the first move. What’s going on?


      “You should be the one to break ground,” Helen insisted.


      Like a ribbon-cutting ceremony. I guess it’s the thought that counts.


      “All right,” I said. “I’ll take you up on that kind offer.”


      I cleared my throat, praying for water, and... Shink! The shovel bit into the earth, steel cutting through tough soil. I’d taken the first step. I plan to stop once we hit water, but at worst, we might need to dig about ten meters. We still have a long road ahead of us.


      I placed the soil to the side. Lucy, perhaps waiting for me to make that first small hole, immediately came over. Then, she started to dig with gusto. The ground was firm, so she couldn’t move much dirt, but I was more than happy to let my child try to help out.


      “It’s dangerous if you’re near us, so make sure to dig a short distance away,” I instructed gently.


      “Arf!”


      Lucy obediently stepped back and started digging furiously. Krul skillfully used her legs to push the dirt to the side. The nickname Big Sis Krul is really starting to suit her, I thought as everyone looked on warmly. As summer was upon us, we were in a slight rush to access more water, but the necessity of a well wasn’t too dire. Besides, this wasn’t even part of our usual work. Instead of feeling despair at the task ahead of us, I thought it was much better to work with a smile on our faces.


      “Okay, let’s start digging in a wide area around here. We should leave the loose dirt...over there.” I pointed. “We’ll probably need to bury part of our hole after we find water, so it’s better to have the soil nearby.”


      If our family had been smaller, or if we’d had a more confined yard, I would’ve considered digging in a smaller area while keeping careful watch of the dirt potentially collapsing in on us. However, we had plenty of people and ample space. So, I planned on digging over quite a large area in search of water.


      Fearing the worst, I chose a location that had a slope on one side. It was a safe choice in the event that dirt decided to collapse, and it ventilated the air quite well...or so I believed. After all, the biggest issue when digging in a narrow space was ventilation—it wasn’t unusual to feel suffocated, even without digging too deep. I planned on resolving this issue with the slope, but if we felt like it was getting hard to breathe, we could immediately have Lidy send in air with her magic. I knew she could do that much—I’d seen her easily ignite the forge and push in air like a magical bellows. I use magic on the daily because I’m their “Boss,” but it’s not like Lidy and the rest are forbidden from using magic at all.


      In terms of carrying out the first round of soil, I considered tying a basket onto a piece of rope and having the others haul it out. But if everyone could easily enter and leave the hole, it would be logistically easier to remove dirt. Once our roles were decided, we just needed to press forward—if anything happened during our digging, we’d just have to find a way to deal with it then.


      I once again plunged my shovel into the ground.




      It’d been quite some time since we’d first started digging. While the ground was tough, the custom model shovels allowed us to dig with ease. We made more progress than I’d expected. The pit was too shallow for us to make a rice field, but we’d certainly be able to secure quite a bit of water with a hole this deep. Team Excavate had dug out quite a bit of soil, and it was piled high nearby, almost like a small hill. Lucy had dug eagerly at first, but after a while, she’d gotten bored, and she was now running around with Krul. She’s probably happy to have everyone in her field of vision. Should I reconstruct the forge so that Krul and Lucy can enter as they please? But we use fire there. It’s probably too dangerous for them. 


      I peered up at the skies and noticed that the sun was almost at its apex. Time flies.


      “Why don’t we have lunch?” I suggested. “I’ll prepare the food, so you can all wash your hands and clean yourselves.”


      As I placed my shovel down, everyone voiced their agreement. Today was a beautiful day—Krul and Lucy seemed to be in high spirits. We should eat out on the terrace. Since we’ll continue working after lunch, maybe I should make the soup a little more hearty. 


      I wiped my sweat away and headed into the cabin.




      We were just finishing our lunch out on the terrace when we heard a clear, ringing voice that sounded like jingling bells.


      “Hello.”


      The owner of the voice looked like a doll—it was Gizelle, the chief of the fairies.

    

  

  





















































  Table of Contents


  
    	Cover


    	Prologue: My Friend, a Blacksmith


    	Chapter 1: The Usual Black Forest


    	Chapter 2: The Well


    	Chapter 3: The Number One Client in the World


    	Chapter 4: Subjugating the Monster


    	Chapter 5: A Small Army


    	Chapter 6: Our Small, Triumphant Return


    	Chapter 7: A Small Party


    	Chapter 8: The “Usual” Summer


    	Chapter 9: A Midsummer Night’s Lesson


    	Chapter 10: The Residents of the Black Forest


    	Epilogue: Records of the Black Forest I


    	Extra Story: The Demon in the Royal Palace


    	Afterword


    	Color Illustrations


    	About J-Novel Club


    	Copyright

  


  Landmarks


  
    	Table of Contents


    	Color Illustrations

  


OEBPS/Images/Cover.jpg





OEBPS/Images/TOC.jpg
=g |

ONTENTS

o) o
EE
arll S
3. B8
gm
a
®
=]
[Ty
o
=B
w
2
=
=

hapter 1
e Usual Black Forest

=

Chapter 2

g5
&

hapter 3
e Number One Client in the World

g =

hapter 4
ubjugating the Monster

im

hapter 5
Small Army

>

hapter 6
r Smal

i

g

Triumphant Return
hapter 7

> D
»
=
0
o
g
=

(@)
=
pxy
=1
=
o]
=
oo

The “Usual” Summer

hapter 9
Midsummer Night’s Lesson

>

Chapter 10
The Residents of the Black Forest

Epilogue
Records of the Black Forest I

™
>
Y
s
8
@
(=}
2

The Demon in the Royal Palace

Afterword






