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      Chapter 107: The Oracle’s Orbs


      “Can you see me, everyone?”


      In temples across the continent, followers of the Church of Mithra bore witness to a miracle: a violet orb projecting an ethereal image in pale light. They held their breath when the image first appeared; then quiet exclamations of wonder interspersed the silence.


      “Look... It’s the high priestess...”


      High Priestess Astirra, the founder of their religion, was even more beautiful than the stories about her proclaimed. Excluding the few who had attended ceremonies held in the Theocracy, most had never seen her face, let alone had the opportunity to hear her voice. Yet there she was before them, all thanks to the oracle’s orbs distributed to every church across the land. She was dressed in such solemn splendor that she seemed divine, and many sighs of admiration came from those beholding her.


      “Look at her beauty. She truly is God’s messenger.”


      “You’re being disrespectful. Commoners like us shouldn’t stare so much.”


      “But she looks so—”


      “Shush! Her Holy Highness is about to speak. Don’t you dare miss a word.”


      Over the adherents’ excited chatter, the high priestess’s voice carried through the church.


      “To those of you who are seeing me for the first time, it is a pleasure to meet you. And to those of you I’ve met before, I am honored to make your acquaintance again. I am Astirra, the high priestess of the Holy Theocracy of Mithra. You are all seeing me like this today because I have a request to make. It’s a very important one, so please pause your work and lend me your ears.”


      Her projection stood several times larger than the average person and spoke in a tone so warm and gentle that it won the hearts of everyone who heard it. Her words echoed throughout the church as clearly as a bell, and those listening eagerly anticipated what she would say next.
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      “First, I must apologize. You have all most likely heard about the recent disturbance in the city of Mithra—about monsters spilling out of the Dungeon of Lamentation beneath the Cathedral and attacking the populace. As you are no doubt also aware, this should not have been possible. It would mean that the dungeon has remained unconquered all these years.”


      The congregation broke out in hushed conversation and confused whispers; no one knew quite what the high priestess was trying to say.


      “Huh...? What’s that supposed to mean?”


      “I thought the high priestess conquered the dungeon and established the holy city above it.”


      “Shush. Her Holy Highness hasn’t finished.”


      “This revelation will confuse you, I’m sure. But before I explain, I must tell you the truth: Holy Mithra, the object of our devotion, was an abomination from the dungeon’s depths that I failed to slay. Ignorant of that fact, I spent the past two centuries spreading its teachings. That is why I must apologize to you all.”


      The followers began to stir, and many stared at each other in bewilderment. The high priestess paused as though she could see the commotion, then resumed at the same unhurried pace.


      “Your surprise is only natural, but please, hear me out until the end. For this concerns a matter of tremendous importance: our future.”


      Such calmly delivered words soothed the bustling audience. Their attention returned to the projection of their founder.


      “Leading a swarm of monsters, the abomination that had spent years lurking under the holy city sought to annihilate its populace. Only with the help of several guests visiting for Holy Prince Tirrence’s coming-of-age celebration were we able to defeat it. Among those guests was a boy of a people we have long stood in opposition to: the demonfolk.”


      The high priestess suddenly vanished, and a boy with a slight build appeared in her place. Consternation rippled through the adherents as they all gazed upon their first-ever demonfolk.


      “His name is Rolo. He fought the monstrosity by our side, risking his life to save the age-old enemies of his people.”


      “That’s a demonfolk...?”


      “He fought with followers of the Church? That’s impossible. Everyone knows the demonfolk are an evil race who manipulate monsters.”


      “Are you doubting the words of our founder?”


      “I... That’s not—”


      “They really fought together? The high priestess and this demonfolk?”


      “As you know, Mithra has been in conflict with the demonfolk for centuries. They have killed many of our people—and we, many of theirs. But it was only with Rolo’s assistance that we vanquished such a terrible foe. Our bloodstained past can never be changed, but our future need not be so gruesome. Rolo’s example has shown us that we can wash away hatred and suspicion with deeds of courage and compassion.”


      Those gathered carefully studied the projection of the boy.


      “You know...this guy in the holy city saw a huge dragon in the sky. He said it blasted a disgusting monster with dazzling beams of light.”


      “Now that I’m seeing one, I’ve got to say—demonfolk don’t look as evil as the stories make them out to be.”


      “But looks can be deceiving! Those people are rotten to the core!”


      “This is our founder’s will. What reason do we have to oppose her?”


      “But the divine revelations were wrong! She just told us so! That means the path she’s led us down has been mistaken from the start!”


      “Then what should we believe in...?”


      “And so, everyone... My request.”


      As her followers tried to come to grips with their shock, High Priestess Astirra reappeared in the projection. She stared down at all those gathered.


      “For centuries, I spread teachings that were secretly malign—a grievous sin, if ever one existed. I cannot change the mistakes I made, nor do I deserve your forgiveness, but I ask this of you nonetheless: please, won’t you accompany me a little while longer? Though I realize how self-serving it sounds, I must beseech you to put your faith in me.”


      Facing her congregation, she bowed deeply.


      “High Priestess...?”


      She had admitted to her mistake; her followers had no reason to listen to her request. Yet the sincerity in her eyes and voice had everyone enraptured. They listened intently for fear of missing even a single word.


      “The Holy Theocracy of Mithra was founded on its people’s trust in my words. You put your faith in my promise of a better future, and now I’ve sullied that faith with my mistake. That is precisely why I must make amends. I consider it my duty to grant you all the happiness you desire, so please, even if only until then, won’t you continue to support me?”


      “High Priestess...”


      “I am an unworthy leader whose only merit is her lifespan. But still, I share your burden. Though I do not mean to presume upon your kindness, I implore you—please allow me to continue forging ahead with you all. Please permit me to face the future with you so that we might overcome any hardships together. This is my request to you as an individual; I am the mouthpiece of a false god no longer.”


      The last notes of the high priestess’s request faded, leaving the church silent. The projection disappeared, and a brief while later, a holy soldier came forth to proclaim the end of the congregation.


      “Thus concludes the first Founder’s Address. An announcement shall inform you when the next one is due. Until then.”


      As everyone trickled out of the hall, many began to discuss what they had just witnessed.


      “So...what do you think?”


      “I think it was all too complicated for me. How about you?”


      “The main takeaway was that we don’t need portraits of that disturbing skeleton in our houses anymore, right?”


      “H-Hey! Have you forgotten where we are right now?! You can’t insult Holy Mithra like that when we’re... Oh, wait. I guess that doesn’t matter anymore.”


      “Yeah. So, as I was saying, I’m pretty sure that was her point.”


      “In that case, the first thing we should do when we get home is remove all the sacred images of Holy Mithra from our walls.”


      “Yep.”


      Among some of the other followers, a similar conversation was being had.


      “I’ve never been able to say this before, but...that portrait has terrified me ever since I was a kid.”


      “Me too! I put it up because we had to, but to be honest? It gives me the creeps.”


      “Me three. I’ve always wanted it gone.”


      “Same here. When the high priestess said it was a monster, my first thought was ‘Yeah, that checks out.’”


      “Mm-hmm. She looks way more divine if you ask me.”


      “Isn’t it great that we can take those portraits down?”


      “Sure is. In fact, I don’t see anything wrong with all this. Do you?”


      “Can’t say I do. Those revelations boiled down to our forefathers listening to our founder’s will. If she’s decided on a policy change, we should respect that.”


      “And we’ll get to see her face during future congregations, right? If that ain’t happiness, I don’t know what is.”


      “Yeah, I can’t wait! I won’t sleep a wink the night before the next one; I’m going to be too excited. This is the first time I’ve been glad to be part of the Church.”


      “Don’t be so quick to accept all this,” a grave-looking man interjected, his eyes downcast. “If that ‘Holy Mithra’ was a fabrication, what have we been putting our faith in all this time? And what should we worship now?”


      The others pondered the question.


      “‘What should we worship now,’ huh?”


      “That’s obvious. The high priestess said she’d continue to guide us.”


      “Yeah. So we’ve just gotta pray to her.”


      “Hey... We’re taking down those pictures of Holy Mithra, right? How about we put the high priestess on our walls instead?”


      “Nice thinking! That’ll definitely brighten up my house. As soon as I get back, I’m going to commission a painter friend of mine for a portrait of her.”


      “Oh, I want one!”


      “And me. Maybe I should order a bunch for my relatives as well.”


      “Guess I ought to commission one for each person in my family... No, double that! Then we’ll have some spares on hand.”


      “I’ll pay extra to get some huge ones made—big enough to cover an entire wall. Think I’ll get five to begin with.”


      “I, uh...don’t think my friend can work that fast...”


      Anyone would expect the Church’s followers to be gloomy and anxious in the face of such monumental revelations. Yet as they made their way outside, they looked much brighter and more resolved than before the congregation.


      ◇


      “Phew... How was I, Tirrence?”


      “Wonderful, mother.”


      Still standing atop her podium, Astirra took a moment to catch her breath. She had just finished giving a lengthy address to her people. Then she studied the expression of the boy whose features bore such a striking resemblance to her own.


      “I didn’t mess up any of my lines, did I?” Astirra asked. “Was I standing naturally? Oh, and while it might be a little late to ask...I don’t have bedhead or anything, do I?”


      “You were excellent in all regards. It was an address that will go down in history.”


      “Really? Well, if you’re saying it, then it must be true. Thank goodness. I was so nervous—but at the same time, I’ve always wanted to do something like this.” Astirra gave a gentle smile—the same kind she’d worn during the address—and concluded, “It was a good experience overall.”


      “Nevertheless, I must apologize. It was inconsiderate of me to ask you to make that promise to the Church’s faithful. By all rights, this is an issue that we of the Theocracy should solve on our own.”


      “It’s fine. If we’re talking about responsibility”—she turned her gaze from Tirrence to the white-bearded man across from her—“we were the ones who unleashed that monster on the world to begin with. We can’t just sit by and not try to fix things. Right, Oken?”


      “Ho ho. Indeed. I’ll do all that I can to set this right. That being said, I’m impressed you gave that whole speech without any mistakes. I was getting all anxious, wondering when you would stray from the script and start spouting nonsense.”


      Astirra giggled. “How hurtful, Oken! I don’t mean to brag, but I have an excellent memory. I remembered every word of the script Tirrence wrote for me.”


      “Well, I never doubted that... I was more worried you’d suddenly have a ‘good idea’ for how to improve it and start ad-libbing. You stuck to what was written for the most part, but I thought my heart would stop when you strayed a little at the beginning.”


      Holy Prince Tirrence bowed deeply to the smiling old man stroking his voluminous beard. “Spell Sovereign Oken, allow me to thank you again for providing the oracle’s orbs and for your indispensable assistance with the address in general.”


      “Ho ho, what an upright young man! Say nothing of it; this was a good test run for those orbs, and you provided me with almost all the necessary materials and capital. It was a win-win situation, no? I should thank you for giving me the perfect opportunity to unveil my new invention!”


      “If we hadn’t distributed your orbs to churches across the continent, we would never have been able to convey the Theocracy’s new direction to our followers in such a timely fashion. There was a chance of widespread chaos and confusion. It was a stroke of great fortune for us that mother had a close friend so well-versed in magical items.”


      “Ho ho! I daresay you’re praising me too much!”


      “I was surprised too,” Astirra added. “To think the Oken could invent such a handy magical item! I’ve revised my opinion of you a little.”


      “I didn’t grow this old without picking up some wisdom!” Oken let out an embarrassed chuckle and continued stroking his beard. “Still, I agree that sending out a paper address wouldn’t have been nearly as effective. Delivering the news ‘in person’ was sure to convince many more people. It’s a blessing that it went off without a hitch, given how little time we had for testing.”


      “Ah. I thought that might be the case,” Astirra said, sounding slightly exasperated. “I was actually rather worried about it breaking down halfway through.”


      “Hmph. There was no need to be; I put everything in the capable hands of my outstanding subordinate!”


      “That’s a relief. Though it’s rare to hear you praise somebody like that.”


      “Ho ho. She’s a real gem, I’ll have you know. Dug her up myself!”


      “Oh?” Astirra smiled. “I’d appreciate the chance to meet her one day.”


      Oken smiled right back at her—and a moment later, a man with deep scars across his face briskly approached them. “It is a pleasure to meet you, Your Holy Highness,” the new arrival said.


      “Um, aren’t you the Kingdom of Clays’s...?”


      “Yes, it is my role to govern the Kingdom.” The scarred man came to a stop before Astirra, then turned so that he was facing both her and Oken.


      “It is a pleasure to meet you, Your Majesty. I’m Astirra—the real one.”


      “I’ve heard the story. You look exactly like the former high priestess.”


      “So I’ve been told. I must admit, I never expected a monster to roam the surface while wearing my face.”


      The pair exchanged a look and a slight smile.


      “I’ve also heard that you did much for my daughter, Lynneburg,” King Clays said. “She could have lost her life if not for your actions. I wanted to thank you for that—as both a king and a father.”


      “Oh, right. You would be her...” Astirra trailed off and giggled. “She’s especially reckless, you know. I’m glad that I got to her in time; it was quite a precarious situation.”


      “I could thank you a thousand times, and it still wouldn’t be enough. If there’s anything that you desire, I’ll do whatever I can to provide it. As this is a personal extension of gratitude, there are some limits, but you need only say the word.”


      “That’s okay, Your Majesty. I really don’t need a reward. It was thanks to Lynne that we’re all still here today. Helping her a little was the least I could do. If she’s doing well, then that’s enough for me!” Astirra brought her hand up in front of her chest and gave a thumbs-up.


      King Clays laughed, his eyes wrinkling. “You might look the same as your predecessor, but you’re nothing like her on the inside.”


      “Is that so?”


      “Indeed. Anytime I faced the old high priestess, there was this looming unease that she might pounce and devour me. But with you, I get the feeling I can speak freely.”


      Astirra chuckled softly. “Perhaps that’s because I’m not a monster like she was. And the feeling’s mutual—as you’re the king of one of our neighbors, I’m relieved you aren’t someone scary.”


      “We really are on the same page. Going forward, let’s build and maintain a strong relationship between our countries.”


      “Yes, that sounds wonderful. There are many in your kingdom to whom I owe so much. That includes your daughter.”


      “Then I suppose I must be even more grateful to her than I am already.”


      “Mm-hmm. It’s almost hard to believe what a fine young woman she is. I’d love to meet her parents one— Oh, I suppose I already have.”


      “I’ve heard your Tirrence is rather outstanding too. As I understand it, he prepared the script for your address.”


      “Oh yes! Isn’t he just? I couldn’t be more proud of my son!”


      The two rulers—the highest authorities of their respective countries—exchanged good-natured smiles.


      “Come to think of it,” Astirra mused, “Lynne came here with you, didn’t she?”


      “She did,” the king confirmed. “She’s over there with Rolo, speaking to Milva, the new emperor of the Magic Empire. I thought about asking her to come over here with me, but they seemed so deep in conversation that I decided not to. It’s nice to see kids of a similar age get along.”


      “Is that so? I’m glad everyone’s doing well.” Wearing a kind smile, Astirra slowly examined their surroundings. “Still, there are people from such diverse backgrounds here, and so many faces I don’t know. Is everyone a dignitary of a foreign country?”


      The high priestess continued to look around. On the odd occasion that she locked eyes with one of her guests, she gave them a warm smile and a small wave. “This won’t do at all,” she said. “I don’t know any of their names. Someone’s going to realize I’m not the same high priestess.”


      “In that case, why not do a lap around the room with me? I’ll slip each person’s name into the conversation as we greet them. You can pick them up as we go along.”


      “Oh, that really would be helpful! I’m quite confident in my memory, so hearing their names once should be enough.”


      “Excellent. You’ve much to gain from getting to know the dignitaries in our corner of the world.” King Clays copied the high priestess and gazed around the hall. Then his expression suddenly clouded. “Speaking of which...I can’t see a single person from our neighbors to the south. I thought dignitaries from Sarenza were invited, but...”


      “Really? Tirrence?”


      “Invitations were sent to all the relevant dignitaries of nearby countries,” the prince explained. “But unfortunately, we have yet to receive a response from Sarenza.”


      Standing next to King Clays, Oken exhaled through his nose. “Not an appearance, a messenger, or even a response. They’ve much to lose from Mithra’s new direction, so I suppose they’re staying home to lick their wounds.”


      “Nearly everyone else appears to be present,” King Clays noted. “If we’re going to greet them all, why don’t we have Lynne tag along with us? I can introduce the guests to her, which should minimize the risk of anyone getting suspicious of you.”


      “Oh, that’s a great idea!” Astirra replied. “Each time we approach someone, I’ll say hello and pretend to know them. Your help is much appreciated, Your Majesty.” She scanned the room. “Hmm? Is Noor not here today?”


      “I meant to tell you, but unfortunately not,” the king said with a wry smile. “My daughter and I very much wanted him to be a part of this ceremony. But when we invited him, he flatly declined.”


      “He did...? But you’re the king.”


      “Mm-hmm. He told Lynne that he had other things to see to and asked her to give me his regards.”


      “I see...”


      “I never know what that lad’s thinking,” Oken remarked. “He played more than a bit part in saving Mithra, and there’s no doubt in my mind that today’s events will go down in history. It’s a shame he couldn’t be here.”


      “He mentioned wanting to come,” the king conceded. “He just couldn’t get away from his prior arrangement. I have a present from him, though—something he wanted to give you, High Priestess.”


      “Huh? He went to the trouble of getting me something?” Astirra’s expression lit up in delight...but only for a moment. As she accepted in both hands the strange wooden carving the king was holding out to her, she couldn’t help looking bewildered. “What...is it, exactly? I’m grateful, don’t get me wrong. It’s just...”


      “I don’t know the details, but it’s meant to ward off evil.”


      “Still, what is it? A human-eating monster?”


      “No, it’s supposed to be a bear.”


      “A bear?” Astirra’s brow furrowed deeper as she studied the unusual item. “But why?”


      “He thought it bore some resemblance to you, I’m told. Any idea why? As it so happens, I received one too.”


      Astirra stared at the carving for a long while. “No... I don’t have a clue.”


      The two exchanged looks of confusion before King Clays spoke again. “Hmm... Well, he also wanted to give one to the holy prince.”


      Astirra fell silent once again. Then she finally said, “Would you like a second one, Tirrence?”


      “I shall gratefully accept,” the prince replied. “Though I wonder what kind of significance they hold...”


      “He said you two would probably understand when you saw them,” King Clays noted.


      “Us specifically?” Tirrence asked. “That’s strange... I couldn’t even begin to guess.”


      “Me neither,” Astirra agreed.


      For a while, the three examined their carvings of a bear with its arms spread wide. Many more perplexed glances were exchanged.

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 108: The Unveiling Ceremony


      “The day’s finally here.”


      Half a year had passed since the Magic Empire’s invasion, and the city’s reconstruction was advancing everywhere you looked. But today was especially exciting for me—a project I’d worked on, the creation of the royal capital’s new aqueducts, had recently been completed, and an unveiling ceremony was being held in celebration.


      Looking back, it had taken a lot of work to get here. First, we’d needed to clear the remains of the buildings Rala had destroyed. Then we’d tamped down the earth and started excavating the waterways. I’d contributed to every step of the process, so seeing it all wrapped up was pretty moving.


      My black sword—which helped me with almost everything these days—had played an enormous role in our construction work. It had carried us well ahead of schedule, meaning the aqueducts were opening early.


      After returning from Mithra, I’d gone back to helping out on construction sites. One of my tasks had been to help expand the aqueducts, but as I’d worked, the foreman realized that my sword was carving through not only the earth but also the buried stones getting in our way. It had caused a small commotion as everyone expressed their shock.


      Following a discussion with the construction site’s higher-ups, it had been decided that I would use my sturdy sword for more than just excavation. So I was sent to the Masons Guild workshop to help create the main components of our aqueducts.


      The masons hadn’t been too pleased with me initially—my finger dexterity wasn’t the best, so I’d accidentally broken a lot of stone components. I’d persevered, though, and eventually improved enough to work the stone into the right shapes.


      Despite my initial mistakes, carving stone soon became second nature to me. The masons’ eyes had almost popped out of their heads when they’d seen me work. It would normally take five of them three days to carve a single stone component, but with my black sword, I could produce twenty or thirty in just one.


      The workshop soon ended up with a surplus of aqueduct components, so the masons sent me back to the construction sites to continue excavating. Then, when their supply ran low, they asked me to help them out again. It resulted in many round trips but apparently contributed to our being so far ahead of schedule.


      For my part, I was glad to have found a new use for my sword.


      That wasn’t the only significant discovery I’d made, though. My black sword was so old and decrepit that I’d assumed it wouldn’t be able to cut through anything—but then I’d noticed that it actually had a bladed section. Though it was just as nicked and scratched as the rest of the sword, which was probably why it hadn’t caught my eye sooner, testing it out had revealed that it could split wood cleanly in two. As long as I positioned it just right, that is. To my surprise, it was able to slice through anything small—even stone!


      My discoveries hadn’t made my sword any less unsuitable for cutting through monsters, but they had given me new ways to use it. And use it I did. The weapon was such a powerhouse that it earned me the favor of the masons, who even offered me a permanent job at their workshop. I politely declined, of course.


      To summarize, a decent chunk of the newly completed aqueducts used stone components I’d made. They wouldn’t be visible once there was water running through them, but my heart swelled with pride when I thought about how much my work would support the daily lives of the city’s people. In a sense, I was one of the central figures in today’s unveiling ceremony.


      “Noor—as the workers’ representative, please come forward.”


      I started upon hearing my name and glanced around. A crowd of my coworkers was looking at me, and the guy standing beside me nudged my shoulder.


      “Psst, Noor. They want you to go up!”


      Now that I thought about it, I was told that I might be called up today. But...what was I supposed to do? Lowering my voice to a whisper, I asked my coworker for help.


      “Hey...what do I actually do up there?”


      “Don’t tell me you zoned out this morning when the foreman explained it all to you... Just go stand in front of those important-looking people.”


      “Right. Got it. Thanks.”


      “Important-looking people,” huh? I searched for anyone who might fit that description and spotted a plump, well-dressed middle-aged man. As I approached him, the younger man standing by his side caught my attention. Wasn’t that...?


      The younger man’s eyes shot open in confusion when he saw me. “Sir Noor?” he said. “I thought my eyes were playing tricks on me.”


      I was right—it was Lynne’s brother!


      “It’s been a while,” I replied. “What are you doing here?”


      “The new aqueducts were a nationally managed project,” he explained. “By all rights, it should have been my father here at the unveiling ceremony. But as he’s away right now, I’m appearing in his stead.”


      “I...see?” I was impressed; not only was their family rich, but they were always busy with work of some kind.


      Lynne’s brother stepped in closer. “That aside...why are you here, Sir Noor? I heard my father and sister invited you to the ceremony in Mithra. I assumed you were there with them.”


      “Oh, that. Yeah, I appreciated the invitation, but I turned them down.”


      “You...turned them down?”


      “I wanted to be here for the unveiling. Was that wrong of me?”


      “If my father had no objections, then there is nothing more to be said,” Lynne’s brother replied. He looked troubled, but then he caught sight of the black sword slung over my shoulder. “If you don’t mind my asking, why do you have your weapon with you at a time like this?”


      “Oh, this? It played a crucial role in my construction work. Figured I might as well bring it with me.”


      “You used the Black Blade...for construction work...?” Lynne’s brother studied my sword, an incredulous look on his face. But when the crowd started to murmur, he returned to his senses and gave me a wooden box containing a small gold coin.


      “What’s this?” I asked.


      “A token of our appreciation. Please take it.”


      “Right. Thanks. Can I go now?”


      “S-Sure. Good work.”


      I accepted the coin, which had “To commemorate the completion of the aqueducts” engraved on it, and returned to my spot in the crowd.


      The rest of the ceremony went off without a hitch, and water began flowing through the city’s new aqueducts. I spent a while watching it with my coworkers, enjoying the satisfaction of a job well done, then headed to the Adventurers Guild to finish up my usual errands.


      ◇


      “Great work on the commission this time ’round, Noor. Heard you were a tremendous help with those construction works. Here are the living expenses you asked for. Take ’em.”


      I’d arrived at the Adventurers Guild and given the guildmaster my commission completion slip, which he’d stamped before placing a leather pouch containing my living expenses on the counter. We’d gone through the routine many times before, but something didn’t feel right. Though he sounded appreciative, the look on his face told me he had something weighing on his mind.


      “What’s wrong?” I asked without even thinking. “Did something happen?”


      The guildmaster slowly lowered himself into a chair. “Truth is, we received a huge amount of coin today from the Builders Guild and the royal castle’s branch of the Masons Guild. You probably see where I’m going with this, but it was the reward for all the work you did.”


      “Was it really that much?” The guildmaster always took care of my money for me, so I didn’t have an amount in mind, but I had done a lot of work. It stood to reason that I’d received a little more pay than usual.


      “How can I put this...? You could buy a dozen or two of the city’s inns and bathhouses and still have money to spare. There’s more here than you’d get for slaying a dragon. You’d need to hunt down ten to even come close—ten big ones, I mean. And you made it all in one swoop from commissions within the city? I can’t believe it. Because of you, the Guild is more in the black than it’s ever been. Feels like I can’t tell left from right anymore.”


      The guildmaster seemed upset, but I couldn’t see the problem. It didn’t sound like the Guild had lost anything. “Isn’t being in the black a good thing?”
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Characters

Noor
)

Lynneburg (Lynne)

Lynneburg Cldgs
(Lynne)

At twelve years old, after being told that he had
no talent for any of the six classes, he went into
isolation and spent a decade honing his only
skill: [Parry]. Despite being an adventurer of the
lowest rank, he’s unbelievably strong—though
he’s the only one who has yet to notice.

Ines Harness

A knight of the Kingdom of Clays. She has
wielded a unique defensive skill since she was a
child and uses it in her capacity as Lynne’s
bodyguard. Twenty-one.

Rolo

A demonfolk bay. The circumstances of his birth
and upbringing are mysterious. As his race is
largely scorned and oppressed, he has lived a
very miserable life.

Fourteen. Unequaled in all fields, and the first
princess of the Kingdom of Clays. Enemy powers
made an attempt on her life, but Noor managed
to save her. She has called him “Instructor” and
followed him ever since.

Rein Clays

Lynne’s brother and the first prince of the
Kingdom of Clays. Twenty. A calm and collected
man who bears the duty of guiding the Kingdom
as the king’s advisor. There are some goals he
will go to any length to achieve.

Astirra (Hler Holy Highness)

Astirra the Adventurer

One member of the trio known as the Philosopher’s
Goblet, She spent years trapped beneath the Holy
Theocracy of Mithra before Noor set her free.
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In the depths of the dungeon below Mithra,
Noor freed the adventurer Astirra,
an exact look-alike of the Theocraqy’s
reigning high priestess. Upon learning that her captive
was loose, the high priestess gave her body to Holy Mithra,
allowing its transformation from a giant
skeleton into an even more horrifying monster.

Noor and the others were on the back foot,
against Holy Mithra’s overwhelming strength.
Rolo used the magician’s ring he received from Oken
to summon Rala, the Dragon of Calamity, and it
joined the fierce battle. Their desperate
clash seemed to have no end in sight,
but then Lynne dealt the decisive blow,
using fusion magic to reduce the monstrosity to ash.

In the aftermath of the conflict, the adventurer Astirra
resolved to stay in Mithra and become

Holy Prince Tirrence’s mother.





