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      Prologue: Winter in the Capital


      Winters in the kingdom were fairly mild. The temperature never got too low, and there wasn’t much snowfall either. But that didn’t mean it stayed warm enough that people could welcome winters without any preparation. It was a common sight to see citizens on the bustling streets of the capital reach for another layer of clothes to shield themselves from the cold. Many were also looking to stock up on food, which would become harder to come by during the winter season.


      Even if one had the luxury of a heater within their residence, they still had to prepare for winter. In the Eimoor manor, the rooms were fully equipped with heaters, but they required wood to serve as fuel. After purchasing the wood from Camilo, household staff needed to chop it up into manageable pieces and store it. Indeed, there was much to be done.


      Catalina was tasked with special jobs within the manor. She wasn’t often responsible for the work of a normal servant, but winter proved to be the exception to this rule—she was essential when it came to chopping up firewood and storing it away. She quite enjoyed this period between seasons.


      “It’s not too cold just yet,” she said.


      Still, early morning temperatures were dipping. It wasn’t enough to make teeth chatter or to give people the shivers, but recently, Catalina had been waking up with cold toes, fingers, and other extremities. Well, perhaps she was partially to blame for this—she tossed and turned in bed so much that her coworkers would sometimes complain, and she’d often stick her arms and a leg out while she was asleep.


      She made sure to do some warm-up exercises before she started. Catalina would roll her shoulders and do some squats, exercising just enough to work up a bit of a sweat before she headed out to chop some wood.


      Within the Eimoor residence, there was a garden. This was where the Eimoor siblings had played as kids, and it’d become a place to practice their swordplay as they’d grown older.


      Marius currently had his hands full as the lord of his household, and Diana had left. Julie, Marius’s wife—otherwise known as Countess Eimoor—rarely set foot in the garden, which was sparsely decorated with flowers. Catalina recalled that they would usually plant flowers here at the end of winter. Flowerbeds would be prepared to create a space of serenity for the household, but more importantly, it was most unwise to leave a large abandoned plot of land within the manor. That would create a massive hole within the defense of the residence. A renovation of the garden would make the area less empty.


      Recently, nobles in the capital had taken to building hedge mazes in their gardens. Perhaps the Eimoor garden would soon follow suit; Catalina wasn’t sure if Marius was trying to hide the embarrassment of a poorly kept garden.


      “Hup!”


      Catalina raised the axe high in the air and brought it down to chop the firewood—a lovely thunk echoed throughout the garden. Just like that, there was another piece of wood to add to the pile. Speaking of, Catalina thought, one of my lord’s friends is a blacksmith who lives in the Black Forest. Surely, a residence in the forest requires some sort of heating fixture. I wonder how they prepare the firewood.


      Cutting down trees was quite the dangerous task, but she could imagine the blacksmith’s family easily making short work of that task while casually humming. Catalina gazed up to see the clear azure skies above. No doubt her acquaintances were busily preparing for winter at their cabin under the same sky.


      A smile stretched across her lips.




      “I think we’ve got enough food stockpiled,” Bowman, the head of the servants, remarked. He stood in a dimly lit warehouse.


      “Agreed,” Marius replied. “Preparations were finished rather quickly this year.”


      “Due in no small part to Sir Camilo’s assistance, my lord.”


      The count nodded, grateful for the help. He received gracious accommodations both in the city and in the capital, and he handsomely rewarded those who helped him. And this year, Camilo had managed to gather far more supplies than anyone could imagine—he’d routed all of it to Marius. Naturally, the household didn’t want to prepare too much too quickly since the food was perishable, but if the count was forced to hole up in his manor, he could safely do so until the spring. Indeed, he was very well prepared.


      “You’re already done with the winter fabric prep too, aren’t you?” Marius asked.


      Bowman smiled. “Of course, my lord.”


      The count internally breathed a sigh of relief. Even people who lived in manors with heaters knew the benefits of wearing multiple layers of clothes for warmth. Doing so would cause some wear and tear of garments, and having fabric to quickly repair any holes was quite literally a matter of life or death.


      Apparently, Camilo had also provided the fabric. Marius knew it was unwise to solely rely on one supplier; should anything happen to Camilo’s store, Marius would need to quickly seek help elsewhere. Despite this concern, Marius was torn—Camilo was simply so excellent that he was easy to rely upon.


      “Maybe I’ll send him something next time,” Marius muttered.


      “Ah, shall I prepare a gift basket of some sort?” Bowman inquired.


      “Hmm... No, I think I’ll find a gift for him myself.”


      “Are you sure, my lord?”


      “Yeah. This is a present for my friend, after all.”


      Bowman smiled at his master. “I see.”


      As the two left the storage area, Marius spoke to his servant once more. “By the way...”


      “Yes?” Bowman replied as he raised an eyebrow.


      “I wonder if Eizo has enough food for the winter.”


      “I suspect that he’s been storing the blessings of the forest since early autumn.”


      “But they’re in the Black Forest... Ah, no, you’re probably right. I think Eizo and his family are probably doing well.”


      The two nodded at each other. As they envisioned the Forge Eizo family happily spending a peaceful life in the forest, they let out a hearty chuckle.

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 1: Our Days in the Black Forest


      There weren’t a lot of trees growing in the clearing around the cabin. According to Lidy, our resident elf, it was because the place was thick with magical energy.


      Curious, I went to check out the stumps of the trees we’d cut down. Basal shoots (buds that normally surrounded the stump to signify new foliage) hadn’t grown on the ones near our cabin.


      But that didn’t mean that our garden, where the trees didn’t grow, was devoid of wildlife or was full of only rock chunks. Mysteriously, some plants and flowers were alive and well. The crops on our farming plot were also growing splendidly—the elves’ seeds had a special property that allowed us to immediately replant seeds once the crops were harvested. There was no need to let our fields rest for a season, and we were using that ability to our benefit.


      On the open land around the cabin, our resident mercenary, Helen, was training with Diana, the daughter of House Eimoor, and Anne, an imperial princess. Their energetic voices echoed throughout the forest under the orange sky. Soon enough, night would fall upon us.


      Shunk. A crisp sound rang out from a ways away, where Lidy and a tiger beastfolk named Samya were practicing with their bows. Rike the dwarf had also joined them. She claimed that if she needed to stay back during combat, she at least wanted some proficiency with ranged weapons—this would allow her to offer some sort of support. Samya and Lidy were teaching her.


      Then there was Krul, our beloved drake; Lucy, our wolf (who was actually a magical beast); and Hayate, a petite wyvern who helped us communicate with Camilo—they were scampering around in a funny game of tag. Hayate had a slight advantage because she could fly in the air, but it seemed like flying took quite a bit of stamina. Every now and then, she would rest her wings as she perched atop Krul’s back.


      In the lively evening air, I sat in the corner of the garden and placed a knife under the light of the magic lantern.


      “Yeah, it’s beautiful,” I muttered.


      I’d recently visited Camilo with a delivery for the first time since entering into a contract with Miss Karen of the Nordic region. While at his store, Camilo had handed me a set of three knives. Each had been carefully wrapped in a piece of cloth, and all three were engraved with names, though they were a bit hard to read: Boris, Martin, and Sandro. These men worked at Sandro’s diner, the Gold-Tusked Boar, which was located in the capital. (Sandro was also called “Pops.”) I’d promised to sharpen and adjust their knives if they entrusted them to Camilo.


      I set down the three knives in front of me, and I could practically envision their faces within the steel. The employees of that diner were all brawny, but they treated their knives with the utmost care. Without my cheats, I doubt I would’ve noticed the barely warped blade or how the edge was chipped ever so slightly.


      Repairs of this degree didn’t require me to heat up the steel. I didn’t even need my usual anvil; a smaller one would do. I’d brought out my polishing set and taken the knives outside, choosing to work under the cool breeze. I put the blades under the light to confirm the tiny bit of warping, then placed one on the anvil before gently hammering away. It was easy to crack or break a knife, even during simple tasks like this, but I had my cheats on my side.


      Small clangs of steel rang out as I ensured that I didn’t imbue my swings with too much magical energy (if I let my guard down, I could easily forge a knife that would slice through everything), and slowly fixed the imperfections. Swish. Swish. After I finished hammering, I went right to polishing the knife to restore it to its former glory. Once that was complete, I placed it under the light. The shiny blade dazzled as it reflected the lantern’s glow.


      I finished the first and second knives, then reached for the third. Only then did I notice that my three daughters, who’d been frolicking around, were gazing at me curiously. It was rare for them to see me working since I was usually in the forge. I thought it was a good idea to sometimes show them how their father worked.


      “This is dangerous work, so don’t come too close,” I warned.


      Lucy, Krul, and Hayate cried out in understanding as I slowly and carefully polished the blade. Could you blame me for being a bit fired up to show off in front of them? This is Sandro’s knife, so I don’t think it hurts to put in a little more effort anyway, I thought. I glided the blade over the whetstone several times and finished it off by cleaning it under water and drying it with a cloth. As the sky grew dark, I placed the knife under the lantern, and it glimmered spectacularly. My daughters called out their praise. I felt proud when I heard their cheers, and I headed back inside.


      I could tell that the footsteps of winter were creeping closer. It was the end of another usual day.




      We ate a leisurely breakfast. It wasn’t cold just yet, but we’d talked about how the temperature had noticeably dropped in the early mornings. Fall was departing, and winter was creeping closer by the day. I’d been told by Samya and Diana that we didn’t get much snowfall here, but it was still best to prepare ourselves for the oncoming colder months. We were lucky enough to have a hot spring, a wonderful facility that warmed our bodies. It was a walk away (a short one) because of the location of the hot spring vein and the convenience of building there. In any case, we couldn’t constantly be in the warm water. I’d need something to warm up the entire cabin before winter was in full swing.


      “The newly made rooms are a bit farther away,” Diana said as she gazed down the corridor in that direction.


      There were rooms along the corridor before it bent at a ninety-degree angle to form a block U-shape. That bend was the farthest away, and it contained a few rooms. The living room, where we were currently enjoying our meal, was toasty thanks to the warm air that flowed in from the forge and furnace, but the rest of the rooms, which were positioned closer to the exterior of the cabin, weren’t adequately warm. Since we’ve got a forge that needs to be hot enough to melt steel, it’d be great if we could utilize that heat somehow, but...


      “This issue is that the forge is out when we’re not working,” I said, placing a hand over my chin.


      We didn’t work at night, of course, but there were other occasions where the forge wasn’t used. Oftentimes, the firebed was ablaze while the forge wasn’t, but the firebed couldn’t provide nearly as much heat as the forge.


      “It gets cold in the middle of the night, and that’s when we’d need heat the most,” Diana said as she also placed a hand on her chin.


      Samya and Helen looked like they were holding back laughter at the scene.


      “Right... This cabin doesn’t have a fireplace,” Anne realized as she gazed around.


      I wasn’t sure if the Watchdog had purposely deprived me of one, but the princess’s words were true. Is it a test of some sort? Like surely I would’ve built a heating unit by winter or something.


      I turned to Samya. “How do beastfolk brave the winter? Do you guys keep a fire?”


      “Nah, we just wear layers,” Samya replied.


      Her answer was very simple and straightforward. I see... Since we don’t get much snow, I guess that might be enough for the colder months.


      “I can endure the cold because my body’s built a bit differently. The same can’t be said for you guys,” Samya added.


      I nodded. “Makes sense.”


      Fair enough. Beastfolk come naturally(?) equipped with animal fur on their limbs. Samya’s a tiger—she must feel like she’s wearing warm gloves and socks at all times. I was sure people like the rest of us, who lacked this fur, could brave the winter with an extra layer or two. However, even if people said there wasn’t much snowfall, that still implied that there would be some snow.


      “House Eimoor had a fireplace,” I recalled.


      “Of course,” Diana replied.


      The fireplace served as a central heating unit of sorts—it could send warm air to various rooms using chimney vents.


      “We had a fireplace too,” Anne said before I could even ask her. She was a princess who’d lived in an imperial palace. “Each room actually had its own personal fireplace.”


      “It didn’t get that cold for me!” Rike exclaimed proudly with her chest puffed out.


      I’d heard that the dwarf had lived near the mines, and perhaps geothermal energy or something like that had kept her warm. She added that she’d lived in a small space with her large family and hinted that they only might have produced enough warmth to go around.


      Yeah, compared to dwarven warmth, human warmth is nothing to sneeze at...


      Lidy, who’d lived in a forest like Samya, claimed that she’d had a simple fireplace that’d resembled a hearth. That had helped her get through the winters. Helen was a mercenary who’d traveled around. When asked, she chuckled and said that she’d usually just sat by a fire—sometimes she’d even huddled for warmth with friends when needed.


      “I guess we’ve got three choices,” I said as I raised my fingers. “One, we build a fireplace. Two, we use warm blankets to make it through the winter. Or three, we choose a hybrid method of the first two.”


      “It’ll probably take time to build a fireplace,” Rike said languidly.


      I nodded in response. We’d recently devoted most of our time to building a hot spring facility, and now I wanted to focus on smithing for a while. But it would be too late if we started building after we felt the cold. After all, we couldn’t easily buy something like a heat stove and install it the same day.


      Wait... A stove? 


      An idea was starting to hit me.


      That’s it!


      I was hesitant to introduce culture and technological advancements from Earth, but the item I had in mind was awfully simple and didn’t require much technology. I heard that the first one on Earth was developed over two thousand years ago, and I think something similar would be invented sooner or later in this world, just like the leaf-spring suspensions I once made.


      “What if we use an oil ba—I-I mean, a...cylindrical tube and make a fire inside of it?” I suggested. “We can keep warm with the heat. The smoke will go through a steel tube and will be expelled into the air. I think we’d be able to get quite toasty.”


      In short, I wanted to make a wood-burning stove. It was very simple to make. All I needed was an area to start a fire and then a chimney to let the smoke out. We were swimming in charcoal and had enough wood to sell, so this seemed like an optimal solution.


      “We can make it easy to dismantle and transport,” I went on. “During seasons where it won’t be used, we’ll just toss it into storage.”


      “Sounds good,” Samya said.


      Everyone else nodded along.


      “Then we can begin making it bit by bit,” I said. “Let’s work as we usually do today.”


      The ladies all voiced their assent, and I decided to spend today focusing solely on work. 




      That evening, the topic of this stove came up over dinner.


      “Is it from the Nordic region?” Helen asked as she sipped on a steaming cup of tea poured by Lidy.


      “No,” I replied.


      “So it’s another invention of yours—like that cart.”


      “Huh? W-Well... Yeah, I guess so...”


      I tilted my head quizzically but ultimately agreed. Samya looked at me suspiciously. Well, I didn’t tell the whole truth, after all... 


      It went without saying that I wasn’t the inventor of the wood-burning stove back on Earth. I think some dude in America’s credited with making a certain type of wood-burning stove. But in this world, I guess I’ll be the pioneer, which will make me the inventor of this stove. If I were to make it, this stove would be technology akin to the suspensions—something that could be released to the world. There’s no big “if” to this, or so the Watchdog told me.


      I wondered if this meant that I could do as I pleased and that I would be reined in if I got out of line. Since I had no idea what would occur if I ever did go overboard, I found it best to not risk it. I chose the safer route in providing the bare minimum of knowledge and technology from Earth.


      “And we already have almost enough for our next smithing order,” I remarked.


      Rike leaned forward excitedly. “Shall we get to making that new item of yours?”


      “Hmm, after all that’s happened, I’d like to let loose for a bit, but we’re gonna need that stove sooner or later. Since we don’t have any large orders on the way, it’s probably best to get to work while we’ve got some free time.”


      Rike clapped her hands in agreement. No one else seemed as excited as her, but they didn’t seem to dissent either. My plans became clear. The stove wouldn’t take as much manpower as the hot spring, and at most, it would require some support when digging a hole to insert the chimney into, or when creating a contraption for the chimney’s opening. I was sure that I could get it done in the blink of an eye. Indeed, the issue wasn’t the stove itself, but...


      “How many should I make, and where should I put them?” I wondered.


      The living room that we were currently in was pretty warm, but I couldn’t guarantee that it would remain that way throughout the winter. I felt like one was needed here. Next, I had to worry about the bedrooms.


      “I don’t mind building one for each room,” I said.


      Not everyone was equally fortified against the cold. For example, Samya handled chilly weather quite well, but Rike couldn’t. If I was to take temperature control into account, I thought it was best to place one stove per room and have each person adjust the warmth to their liking. The only issue now was the number that I had to make. I want to build quite a few, and we’ve got the guest room to worry about too...


      “Maybe I should place a stove every two or three rooms—specifically in the rooms of people who can’t handle cold air well,” I suggested. “And I need to put one in my room.”


      This wasn’t because I gave myself special treatment—if the stove was in my room, I could send warm air into the guest room, and I thought that it would overall be much safer. As we discussed the stove locations, ventilation, and the chimney, Lidy turned to me.


      “What kind of heating systems are used in the Nordic region?” she asked.


      “Uh, let’s see...” I muttered. “I’m not sure how Miss Karen keeps warm at her household, but I’m familiar with a small table that’s covered with a blanket. Inside, a small brazier of sorts generates heat.”


      Of course, I was talking about a kotatsu, a devil’s item—once I slipped inside one, I could never crawl out of it. It had almost a gravitational pull that kept me sucked inside, indulging in the warmth.


      “Why not make that?” Lidy asked.


      “Well, we’ll need to use charcoal in a sealed off space,” I said. “And if Lucy wriggled inside, that situation might turn into a horrific accident.”


      While electric heaters and warmth from the hot spring left me with very few worries, I wanted to be cautious when handling fire. One careless move, and we’d all run into the risk of carbon monoxide poisoning. Back on Earth, my grandma had told me that she’d had a kotatsu that’d used a charcoal briquette, and some unsuspecting animal had snuck inside only to be found...later...


      Well, that’s just how accidents happen. I spoke vaguely about this experience to the rest of my family and explained how Lucy could fall victim.


      “Then we won’t have that! And that’s final!” Diana declared loudly.


      I laughed along but vehemently agreed with her.


      After I gathered the tools needed to build these stoves, I expected the project itself to be a cinch. I wouldn’t be focusing too much on making them look cool or sleek, of course.


      “And...” I trailed off as I thought about a few more things that I wanted to forge. “Rike, you’ve been practicing using a bow recently, haven’t you?”


      She nodded. “I have.”


      I had no idea if her skillful hands would translate to superb archery skills, but seeing how she received much praise from Samya and Lidy, it seemed the dwarf was quite precise with her aim.


      “I don’t mind, of course, but I thought that I could make a crossbow for you,” I said.


      Back on Earth, this weapon had been banned by the pope, but I’d heard that it was partly due to the fact that killing off people would prevent kidnappers from collecting ransom. That aside, crossbows weren’t known for rapid-fire attacks, but they were very powerful. It seemed logical to have a few on standby, just in case. Since Rike was a dwarf, she possessed quite a bit of power and could pull on tougher bowstrings. When I watched her forge, I’d noticed that she had some back muscles too, and I felt like she could pull the powerful strings on a crossbow—that weapon required some oomph.


      “Bows are useful in their own way, like for firing multiple times in succession, but I don’t think it hurts to have a new weapon in case we’re asked to fight against something in the future,” I said.


      I wasn’t just talking about the time we’d been asked to subjugate a troll. If, for some reason, we had to hole ourselves up in our cabin, I felt that this new weapon would come in handy. And I need to think of a way to combat a barrage of fire arrows in case such an occasion arises.


      “Crossbows, huh?” Helen asked as she gazed up at the sky, seemingly recalling her mercenary days. “Yeah, those things are kinda more troublesome than I expected.”


      “Even with your speed?” I asked incredulously.


      “I mean, I can handle them.”


      So they’re not really an issue for you. I refrained from speaking my thoughts.


      “Those things are quick, and if you get hit, it’s pretty bad,” she said. “Keeps me on my toes, y’know? And if we attack in a group, someone’s probably gonna get hurt by one of those bolts.”


      “Which means that crossbows are most effective when you don’t have many places to flee,” I said.


      “Like in this forest,” she said as she folded her arms behind her head and turned to me.


      I grinned back.


      Helen nodded along. “Some of these paths are wide enough for a cart, but most of the routes are pretty narrow.”


      “You think I should consider having a ballista too?” I asked.


      “Well, if we’re talking about self-defense, it wouldn’t hurt to have a ballista,” she replied with a strained smile. “If we get our hands on one, this place’ll become a fortress.”


      “A fortress in the Black Forest,” Diana said with an excited twinkle in her eye.


      Right, she likes stuff like this. I sighed.


      “First, we should consider never putting ourselves in a situation where a ballista would be required,” Anne chimed in.


      She had a point.


      Lidy drank a sip of her tea, then said, “Why don’t we make a few crossbows for now that are easy to carry around? I’m not sure if I can use one, but I’m quite sure that Samya, Helen, and Anne are powerful enough to pull the strings.”


      Judging from Anne’s height and muscle, I was confident that she could blow back an ogre if she wished. In a sense, any bow she handles would become a ballista in its own right.


      “Oh, and...” I started.


      “There’s more?” Samya replied wearily.


      “I feel like it’s best if we have some weapons that are easy to wield within the forest.”


      “We’ve got the knives,” Rike said.


      “Yeah, enough to sell to others,” Diana quipped.


      We all enjoyed a chuckle.


      “That’s pretty effective, but I was thinking of a mace or something,” I said.


      Helen clapped her hands together. “Oh, so weapons that are simple to use. One you can just swing around wildly—it’ll become pretty dangerous.”


      “And weapons that aren’t meant for killing.”


      “Like a net?”


      “Yeah.”


      That would be meant to restrain people or beasts. It could be woven from thin ropes or chains to capture our foe. But I feel like chains might become fatal if some unfortunate circumstances align.


      “I also think bolas are nice,” I added.


      “Why a bola?” Helen asked.


      “We can use them in situations where we can’t kill our enemies. Though I can’t guarantee that they’ll make our enemies any more pliant.”


      “Fair enough.” She gazed up once more, seemingly uninterested in nonlethal weapons.


      “But it’s not like we can make all of these weapons, right?” Anne asked with a large sigh.


      I nodded. “I’ll start with the stove, since it’s essential to our life, and then work on the crossbows. I’ll make them in my free time, and if they come out well, maybe we can have Camilo sell some of them for us.”


      “I feel like my brother would want a crossbow,” Diana said, sounding a touch tired.


      Helen chuckled. “I’ll say.”


      Another round of laughter filled our living room.




      I’d been making the knives for our order as usual, and I decided to take a break.


      “I know that we talked about crossbows before, but do you only forge weapons here?” Anne asked.


      “Nope, we make other things too,” I replied. I ladled some drinking water from the forge’s water jug and chugged my full cup.


      “When we first went to the city, you made a few sickles, didn’t you?” Samya asked, reminiscing about the past.


      That had been over half a year ago. Since then, I’d decided to focus on making weapons, Rike had joined our family, and I’d begun to sell my products to Camilo.


      “Y’know the axe and the hoe that we’ve been using? I made them after I came here,” I confessed.


      “They’re easy to use,” Anne said. “I think they’d sell well.”


      Yeah, I thought so too, and I confidently went out to the city with all these tools. And yet...


      “Well, things weren’t so simple,” I said.


      The city had the lord’s—that is, House Eimoor’s—personal blacksmith, and they were in charge of forging and repairing farming tools. That was honestly good enough for most people, and they had no need for my tools. That didn’t mean that I couldn’t sell my tools if I tried, but there was very little demand for them. The knives I’d been making had been purchased by those in the city who weren’t engaged in agriculture. I’d just barely managed to sell my goods in the Open Market.


      “And the other items didn’t sell much either,” I muttered.


      “Like pots?” Anne asked.


      “Yeah.”


      Perhaps people were willing to buy a new one if their old one was incredibly beat up, but usually, small holes and the like could be solved by a resident tinkerer. Many opted to repair and continue to use their items instead of buying new ones. Thus, pots didn’t sell very often; it wasn’t a cheap purchase for those in the Open Market either. I don’t mind keeping some on hand so people can buy one when they feel like it, but pots take up a lot of space.


      “Small items take more time and effort, but produce very little profit in return...” I mumbled.


      There was no demand from commoners for large tableware sets that were metallic. The soup spoons and other cutlery in our house were all wooden. While Marius’s house mostly had metallic spoons, they were made of silver—needless to say, no commoner could just casually afford literally silver spoons. It seemed nails and wood staples were a bit in demand, but I was required to make quite a few, which took a lot of work. The profits just weren’t worth it. Ultimately, I’d ended up making weapons—they took some time to make, but the profits were well worth my time.


      “Sure, but I think Camilo would buy most things from you,” Anne said.


      “Well, yeah...” I said with a shrug.


      I could’ve probably sold Camilo anything, and he would’ve claimed that he had a buyer lined up. He’d probably even buy silver cutlery from me. I wonder if my cheats would be activated in this scenario. And it was his competence that allowed him to make those sales. It wasn’t good to be too arrogant, though; even some of my items wouldn’t sell if there was no demand, as I’d mentioned earlier.


      Camilo also wasn’t the type to hold on to inventory for too long. This had enabled him to branch out to the empire and the Nordic region.


      “Once I get to a point where I don’t have to work so much, I wouldn’t mind making tools and stuff more often,” I said.


      For some reason, Anne smiled at me.


      “But of course, I don’t want to trouble Camilo,” I added with a chuckle.


      Everyone laughed along with me.


      “All right, let’s get back to work,” I said.


      The ladies agreed as the roars of the fire filled our forge, and we returned to our usual workday.




      “All’s right with the world,” I said.


      Camilo stroked his mustache and nodded. “You’re right.”


      Before I started building the stove for the winter, we decided to head to the city to deliver our order to Camilo. Of course, I’d sent Hayate first to give a bit of warning about my arrival. At first, the wyvern had seemed confused when she’d seen that Miss Karen had remained in the capital while the Nordic delegation had returned home, but Hayate had soon gotten used to the quiet life. She preferred to fly every now and then, and I didn’t mind sending her to Camilo even if I didn’t have much to talk about, but it seemed that was unnecessary. I was relieved to hear it.


      In any case, as I turned in my wares, I sat down to speak with Camilo and exchange information. The capital was quiet, and he’d received no word from the Nordic region either. We chatted about how Miss Karen might send us some of her products soon, and there weren’t any issues in Marius’s land—this city included. There was no need for any sort of expedition to solve problems.


      It seemed expeditions had been launched every now and then, but Marius had quickly produced excellent results after taking over the title of count—there weren’t any more flashy incidents for him to resolve. The margrave also seemed to have his hands full, but there were no signs of any work being passed onto me.


      “He’s considerate of you in his own way,” Camilo mentioned.


      “Well, don’t hesitate to reach out if anything happens,” I said. “My next order will be in three weeks, as we discussed.”


      I could fulfill the order in a bit more than a week, and I’d delivered this one now so that I could take an extended break until my next order. I planned on using that time to prepare for the winter. My schedule was to spend the first two weeks preparing for the winter, spend the last week on our order, then head out to the city again.


      If we finished work early, I considered going for a bit of an outing before winter was in full swing. But if it became really cold, I doubted that we’d be eager to head outside.


      Once we dropped off our wares, we returned to our cart with three weeks’ worth of coal and ore for our work, along with another large item—fabric. Specifically, wool. The pile of wool was enough for ten people, and weight aside, it was an impressive sight to behold.


      “We might be warm in the house, but it will be cold if we venture outside,” I’d said on our way to the city as I’d felt the cold breeze.


      “Yeah,” Diana had agreed. “We all have coats and stuff—does the Nordic region have anything like that?”


      “Hmm, yeah, we do. Made to order. They’re not really suitable for going out, but they’re good enough for sticking close to home.”


      I’d decided that if Camilo had the material, I wanted to purchase it. Rike and I would primarily be making the stove. We might need some help here and there, but everyone else would be bored and have some time on their hands. I thought that this plan would give them something to do.


      After we dropped off the order, I gave the usual apprentice a tip, and our family headed out onto the city streets. I greeted the guards as we passed through the gates onto the road out of the city. The cart was a bit more cramped than usual—Lidy gazed at the small mountain of wool that was taking up most of the space.


      “A dotera, was it?” she asked. “Is it like the clothing that Miss Karen’s uncle wore?”
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