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      § Prologue: Reincarnation of God


      Two thousand years ago.


      Demon Castle Delsgade.


      In the silent dark of night, Demon King Anos was seated on the throne of his castle. He stared into the darkness, deep in thought, his chin resting on one hand.


      Light flickered. He raised his face to the clerestory window and saw a ray of silver light beam down into the room.


      What had been a completely dark night was now being illuminated by faint light of the Moon of Creation, Altiertonoa. A single snow crystal that resembled a petal fluttered through the window of the castle to fall before the Demon King.


      In a blink of silver, the lunar snowdrop took the shape of a person. And so Militia, the Goddess of Creation, came to earth. Militia’s tranquil eyes stared straight at Demon King Anos.


      “Waiting for me?” she asked.


      “I figured you would come.”


      Anos stood up and walked towards her with calm, even steps.


      “I have brought down Abernyu, the Goddess of Destruction.”


      Militia only nodded quietly in reply, as though she knew that already.


      “This castle?” she asked.


      “It’s her final, ruined form.”


      The Goddess of Creation looked at the castle. Her Divine Eyes reflected the Demon Castle Delsgade as though she were only observing the world around her.


      “Did Abernyu...” she started quietly. “Did she say anything?”


      Anos closed his eyes for a moment. The Goddess of Destruction’s words flashed through his mind.


      “She said she didn’t want to become despair.”


      At that time her voice had carried a sadness that should have been impossible for her to feel, as gods were not supposed to have emotions. Thus, her last words had left a deep impression on Anos.


      He opened his eyes and looked straight at the Goddess of Creation.


      “She’d had enough of being the order that only saw ruin.”


      “You saved her,” Militia said.


      Anos laughed at himself bitterly.


      “I don’t know about that. I simply disliked how easily everything in this world tended to perish. The Sun of Destruction, Sarjieldenav, was in the way of my ideal Dilhade.”


      Anos held a hand up, activating a three-dimensional magic circle of Delsgade. A shadow of a sword appeared alongside the countless runes, the handle of which was pointed at him.


      The Demon King grabbed the sword. The shadows inverted, revealing the Abolisher of Reason, Venuzdonoa.


      “I haven’t saved her. I’ve only delayed the problem,” he said with a sharp look.


      “As a living being in this world, you’ve done all you can.” Militia’s face was still and unmoving, but there was something gentle about her expression. “The rest is for the Goddess of Creation to deal with.”


      “Don’t be so stubborn. I’ve come this far—I’ll accompany you to the end.”


      Militia quietly shook her head. Her long hair swayed gently.


      “It’s okay,” she said softly, looking at Anos.


      “Hmm... I suppose it’s best if you don’t need my power,” Anos said. “What will you do?”


      “I have a plan. Besides,” Militia said gently, “it’s what she would have wanted.”


      “You know what she wants?”


      Militia held back a faint smile. “It was written in the letter you delivered.”


      “I see.”


      Anos lifted the tip of the Abolisher of Reason.


      “Here,” the Goddess of Creation said, gently placing her hand on her chest.
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      “I could destroy you right now if I wanted to,” Anos said to the expressionless Goddess of Creation. “You’re not scared?”


      “Gods are order. We fear nothing.” Militia moved her hand and beckoned him forwards. “Come closer.”


      The tip of Venuzdonoa was pointed right at her. The Demon King walked through the silent night, even his footsteps making not a sound, and stabbed Venuzdonoa, the Abolisher of Reason, into the right side of her chest. The Goddess of Creation shed no blood, but the blade had definitely cut her—a vital part of her. The Abolisher of Reason had destroyed her order.


      “Syrica.”


      Anos withdrew the Abolisher of Reason and held it over the large magic circle that had been drawn. Countless black particles rose from the castle—they were fragments of Abernyu’s severed consciousness. One by one, the particles gathered, filling the throne room.


      Anos stared at the source wandering within the Syrica circle with his Magic Eyes of Destruction.


      “I will grant your wish, Militia. The Goddess of Destruction Abernyu will be reborn as a demon. She will be released from the duties of the gods, no longer bound by order, so she may be free to feel how she wishes to feel.”


      “Will she be of your bloodline?” Militia asked.


      “Abernyu and I have the same Magic Eyes of Destruction. This trait may emerge in distant descendants of my bloodline. Using the Abolisher of Reason, I will create the illusion of a relation to me through our Eyes.”


      The reincarnation of a god was still a god—unless that order was destroyed by Demon King Anos using Venuzdonoa.


      “Be kind to her.”


      “Me? To Abernyu?” Anos said.


      Militia nodded.


      “Her next life may be better off having no connection to who she was before, since her past is just as she was as the Goddess of Destruction.”


      “Memories can be forgotten, but not feelings. Feelings will linger,” the Goddess of Creation said with conviction.


      “If the logic of the world gets in the way, I will destroy it.”


      Militia smiled. There was something in that smile that seemed to suggest that there were some things the Demon King Anos, who destroyed anything and everything, could not touch.


      “If she traces those emotions, she will remember.” Militia’s eyes glowed silver. “She will remember you.”


      “What makes you say that?”


      Militia had a tender, almost joyful look on her face as she answered.


      “Because she was in love,” she said.


      “I’m honored,” Anos said, with a self-deprecating chuckle. “But that can’t be true. She just fixated on the first emotion she recognized. I just happened to be the one who freed her from the order of destruction. Once she’s reborn in a peaceful world, her heart will be free to feel more.”


      Anos looked away from Militia and up at the tall ceiling of the castle. Perhaps he was trying to say those words to Abernyu herself.


      “This wasted world, the burden of the order of destruction, her sins—I’ve removed all the shackles wrapped around her heart,” Anos said with a faint smile. “She can love again if she wishes to, but with a heart that is free and unburdened. She can meet someone she truly loves.”


      The Goddess of Creation stood in silence. When Anos looked back at her, she spoke.


      “Make me an oath.”


      “Oh?” The Demon King looked intrigued.


      “After you reincarnate, promise me that you will search for her, and be the one to find her before anyone else.”


      “And then what?”


      “If she falls in love with you again, accept her.”


      Such a serious look on such a small god was absurd. Anos burst into laughter.


      “Bwa ha ha! You want me to receive that unruly girl? Hilarious.”


      He chuckled some more.


      “Gods don’t joke,” Militia replied.


      “I’ll think about it,” Anos said.


      Anos looked over at the Syrica magic. The reincarnation of a god was different to that of a demon or human. Especially when the reincarnation involved severing them from their order.


      “Shall we decide on a name?” Anos suggested.


      Militia looked at him in question.


      “Abernyu will be reborn as my descendant,” he said. “But without her divine order, even you will struggle to locate her. It’d be best to have another sign of her past besides her Magic Eyes of Destruction.”


      As a demon descendant born from Anos’s magic, the source could be given a name and have that name be passed down through generations.


      “If you can’t think of one, I’ll choose.”


      “Sasha,” Militia said. “How about Sasha?”


      “A fine name.”


      The Goddess of Creation smiled. “Thank you.”


      Anos turned to face her.


      “What will you do now?” he asked.


      Militia briefly struggled to answer. But eventually she said, gently smiling all the while, “I will choose a place from which I can watch over you and the rest of this world.”

    

  

  
    
      § 1. The Witch Who Swallowed a Star


      Zzzt... Zzzt...


      A static-like noise rang in my ears. Harsh sunlight fell across my eyelids. A dull pain rattled my head, rousing my dozing mind from sleep.


      “Anos dear! Do you think you can eat breakfast yet?”


      I opened my eyes at the sound of mom’s voice in the distance. A girl with soft ringlets sat in the chair beside my bed, blinking at me, an open book on her lap.


      “Good morning,” Misha said, smiling faintly despite her emotionless voice. She closed her book.


      “Did I sleep in?” I asked.


      “A little.”


      Static rang in my ears once again. I must be more tired than usual.


      As I slowly sat up, Misha drew a magic circle. She reached into it and took out a pitcher full of cold water and a cup. She then poured some water from the pitcher into the cup and offered it to me.


      “Just what I wanted,” I said.


      She smiled happily. After drinking the entire glass, I got out of bed. I drew a magic circle and passed through it, changing from my nightwear into my usual clothes.


      “Is Anos awake yet, Misha?” mom’s voice called again.


      “I just got up. Could you prepare lunch and breakfast?” I said, sending my voice down to the first floor where mom was using magic.


      “Okay! You’re a growing boy, after all!” she replied cheerfully.


      I turned to Misha. “When did you get here?”


      She tilted her head to the side. “About two hours ago?”


      She’s been waiting for me for quite a while.


      “Sorry. You could have woken me up earlier.”


      Misha shook her head. “You looked like you were resting well.”


      Looks like I’ve made her worry again.


      “Where are Arcana and Sasha?”


      “Arcana went to Gadeciola.”


      Come to think of it, she had mentioned wanting to check up on things.


      “Sasha’s still asleep,” Misha added.


      Hmm. She wasn’t a morning person, but she normally didn’t sleep all the way until lunch.


      “Let’s go wake her up,” I suggested.


      But just as I drew the magic circle for Gatom—


      “Anos! Come here for a bit! It’s an emergency!”


      A noisy voice called up from the first floor—dad. I looked over at Misha, who shrugged. Well, I supposed there was no way she would know what was going on.


      Just what kind of emergency was it?


      “Hold on a moment,” I said.


      “Okay.”


      We left the room and went down the stairs to the blacksmith and appraisal shop side of the house. Dad was standing with a foot up on a chair, posing dramatically with his blacksmith hammer over his shoulder—and not a single emergency in sight.


      “What’s wrong, dad?” I asked.


      “I can’t decide,” dad said with a look of utter despair. “I can’t decide on a pose at all!”


      And to think that two thousand years ago, this man was a hero who vowed to fight in the shadows and eschew all glory to himself.


      “It looks no different from normal.”


      Dad waved an index finger at me, clicking his tongue in disapproval. “Listen up, Anos. A man cannot stay stagnant. He must always surpass his limits. I got here by surpassing all my limits!”


      What is he on about? I looked over at Misha, who tilted her head in confusion.


      “A candle burns brightest as it fades, and by doing so overcomes its own demise?” she guessed.


      Hmm. So that logic applied to dad’s poses too? If so, it would mean the more ashamed he felt, the more he approached total social destruction, which would make his shame radiate even more. In which case...


      “Are you lacking resolve?”


      Dad gasped. “Resolve...?!”


      His eyes widened as far as they would go in total shock.


      “I-I see... So that’s what it was...” he muttered in realization. “I get it. I’ve finally figured it out, Anos. That’s what I was lacking! I’ve never been told that I lack resolve before. In fact, people normally compliment me for having too much resolve! Or for having nothing but resolve.”


      Hmm. Those didn’t sound like compliments.


      “But you know, once I became a father, I had new responsibilities to handle. I must have started playing things safe without realizing it.”


      Wait, he was holding back all this time?


      “And to think you would be the one to tell me this, Anos! This must be what it means to learn from one’s son!” dad said with a laugh.


      Now he’s just running his mouth as usual.


      “All right! I’ll give it a go. Just one—no, three more steps! I will recall my past self and return to that version of me again!”


      Dad stood his hammer up vertically on its thin handle and lay face down on top. When he stretched his arms and legs out, he looked just like an acrobat.


      “I am grateful to you, my son!”


      What a wonderful demonstration of balance.


      “Just wondering dad, but what are you even posing for?”


      Dad flapped his arms and legs like he was swimming to maintain his balance as he answered proudly. “Listen to this, Anos. I’m getting a disciple. They’re coming to the workshop today, so I want to make a cool first impression!”


      Maybe he should hope this disciple doesn’t run screaming first.


      Mom appeared in her apron. Beaming from ear to ear, she greeted us. “Good morning, Anos! Will you be eating too, Misha?”


      Misha looked at me. I could guess what she was trying to say.


      “Can you prepare some for Sasha too?” I asked mom. “We’re about to bring her here.”


      “Of course, Sasha too. Leave it to me. I know you’re tired, so I’ll do my best! Eat lots and feel better soon!”


      Mum cheerfully returned to the kitchen.


      “All right, bye dad. I’ll be back before the food is done.”


      “Go on, get going! I will be here, making a new world—”


      Just as Misha and I teleported away with Gatom, dad lost his grip on his hammer and toppled off-balance, diving to the floor. But as he fell, he grinned and gave me a thumbs-up. It was pretty easy, with people like this—people who didn’t even bother to catch themselves as they fell—to guess how things would go for them.


      The workshop faded away and was replaced by a canopy, the sound of a rumbling crash fading with it. We were in Sasha’s room at the Necron family home.


      “Will he be okay?” Misha asked.


      “Don’t worry. He’s always like that.”


      I answered her and looked over at the bed, but there was no sign of Sasha. A half-empty glass stood on the bedside table. She’s probably awake by now.


      “Did we miss her?” I wondered. “No...”


      There was a unique scent coming from the glass. I waved my magic over and the glass flew into my hand.


      “What’s wrong?”


      “It’s alcohol,” I said.


      Misha’s eyes widened. “Did she mistake it for water?”


      “She was probably still half asleep. She may be wandering around drunk—”


      I swept my Magic Eyes across the Necron estate and spotted her, surprisingly not too far from where we were.


      “—there.”


      I pointed in the right direction, and Misha hurried over to the other side of the bed. Sasha was asleep on the floor. For some reason, she had stuck her head under the bed, leaving her feet completely exposed.


      “Get up, Sasha,” I said.


      I grabbed her foot and dragged her out from under the bed, revealing to the world a blonde girl snuggling a bottle of alcohol.


      “It’s empty,” Misha observed.


      There wasn’t a drop left in the bottle—it seemed she had drunk it all.


      “No wonder she won’t wake up,” I said.


      I drew the magic circle for Eyss on Sasha’s body. But just before the spell could detoxify her, she blinked awake and destroyed the circle with her Magic Eyes of Destruction.


      “What are you doing?” I asked Sasha.


      “Say, Demon King,” she said, sounding relatively articulate for a drunk. “Being a heavyweight is so boring. It’s better to get drunk.”


      “Yeah, sure,” I replied noncommittally, casting Eyss. Sasha immediately destroyed it again with the Magic Eyes of Destruction.


      “Let’s have another match today,” she said, sitting up with an elegant smile.


      “What are you on about now?” I replied.


      “If you win, I’ll give you a tuft of my hair.”


      “Your hair?”


      “Yes. You want my body, don’t you? If you win, Demon King, I’ll give it to you. But only after.”


      Misha tilted her head curiously. “A rare way to be drunk.”


      Sasha appeared to be completely wasted.


      “And if I win,” Sasha continued, holding her index finger against my mouth, “I’ll receive your lips. I’ll cast a love spell on you and have your total obedience. You’ll never argue with me again.”


      She said something like this the first time we met.


      “You will become my Demon King. Got it?” Sasha asked.


      “Very well.”


      I put a hand on Sasha’s shoulder and pulled her close to me.


      “Kyah!”


      Sasha turned red and stared at me, her Magic Eyes of Destruction showing. Her Eyes would have destroyed most people’s anti-magic wards and knocked them out cold instantly.


      “Urgh,” Sasha groaned. “Don’t touch me. I’ll destroy you! Just watch!”


      “I won’t be destroyed that way.”


      I leaned in close enough for our foreheads to touch and used my Magic Eyes of Destruction to cancel Sasha’s.


      “I’ll face you in a staring contest. Whoever looks away first loses,” I said.


      “That’s my specialty. You know, I can destroy anything in the world with a single look. Demons, humans, spirits—even gods perish before me. No one ever makes eye contact with me.”


      “Bwa ha ha. A bold claim. Let’s see you try.”


      I glared at Sasha with my Magic Eyes of Destruction. Sasha smirked and glared back. After glaring at each other for a few seconds, Sasha’s hand softly cupped my cheek.


      “What’s the hand for?” I asked.


      “N-Nothing...” she mumbled while attempting to turn my head and physically break my gaze. Instead of moving, I sent more power into my Eyes and continued staring into Sasha’s face, forcing her to avert her eyes with the strength of my gaze.


      “I-I get it already...” she muttered.


      “Get what?”


      “Ugh...”


      She turned bright red and looked away from me in resignation.


      “Stop staring at me... Stupid...”


      “Looks like it’s my victory,” I said, casting Eyss on her.


      She sobered up instantly.


      “Huh?” Sasha, with her wits about her, looked between me and Misha. Then she gasped.


      But even back to normal, she seemed distracted—as though her mind wasn’t entirely here.


      “Sasha?” Misha called her name, but Sasha only continued to look at us quietly. A tear fell from her eye.


      “Thank goodness, Militia, Anos,” she said, even though she was sober already. “We met again, just as promised.”


      “Promise?” Misha asked curiously.


      “Hmm. I see.” I stared at her face closely. “Sasha, open your mouth.”


      “Huh? Mouth? Why my mouth? What is this tyrannical Demon King asking of me?!” Sasha exclaimed.


      “Just open it,” I replied. “Your body is mine now, remember?”


      “I-I said it was only for today, and just my hair...”


      But still, Sasha turned to me and opened her mouth shyly. I could see a bluish-white magic power glowing at the back of her throat.


      “Good grief,” I said. “What did you swallow while you were so drunk?”


      I brought my lips closer to Sasha’s mouth and inhaled.


      “Wah... Ugh...” Sasha groaned wordlessly as the light passed her lips.


      “Hmm.”


      The bluish-white light eventually settled in the shape of a pebble, twinkling like a star.


      “An Erial?” Misha asked.


      “So it seems,” I said.


      The Erial glowed brightly before us, then faded and disappeared.


      “Looks like this half asleep drunkard swallowed it when she drank all that alcohol and saw the past contained within,” I said.


      Sasha’s vacant eyes gradually regained focus.


      “The Erial... A dream...?” she mumbled to herself, then looked at me.


      “Are you awake now?” I asked.


      She stared into space for a while, then nodded. “Um, yeah. I slept in... Sorry.”


      “It’s okay.”


      “I had a weird dream... I swallowed the Erial and memories from two thousand years ago started flowing into me.”


      “What you swallowed was no dream,” I said. “I don’t know what you saw, exactly, but the Erial has completely vanished.”


      “Huh?” Sasha looked shocked. “It wasn’t a dream?”


      “In all likelihood, no it wasn’t.”


      “I actually saw the actual past contained inside the Erial?” Sasha mumbled, as though simultaneously trying to recall what she had thought was just a dream. As time passed, a terribly conflicted expression settled on her face.


      “Anos...” she said, looking incredulous. “I’m Abernyu.”

    

  

  
    
      § 2. A Recalling Cup of Water


      Misha’s eyes widened. Most things failed to rattle her, so it was rare to see something truly surprise her.


      “You saw that in the Erial?” she asked.


      Sasha nodded. “Anos and the Goddess of Creation were speaking. The Goddess of Destruction hated being the order of destruction and wished to reincarnate. Anos turned the Abolisher of Reason on Militia and severed Abernyu’s consciousness from Delsgade to fulfill her wish.”


      Misha tilted her head in confusion. “He used the Abolisher of Reason on Militia?”


      “Yeah. I don’t know why, but that’s what he did. Maybe he did something to the Goddess of Creation’s order?” Sasha said with a pondering look. “Either way, Abernyu was separated from her order of destruction. She was reincarnated as Anos’s descendant, since they would be connected by their Magic Eyes of Destruction...”


      “Hmm. It wouldn’t be impossible.” If I had said that kind of stuff back then, I must have had a way to do it.


      “Militia gave Abernyu’s reincarnation a name so that they’d be able to meet again,” Sasha explained. “And that name was Sasha.”


      A descendant with my Magic Eyes of Destruction named Sasha, huh?


      “Indeed, you would be the only one who fits those conditions,” I said.


      “Sasha is the Goddess of Destruction...” Misha mumbled, staring at Sasha. “The Goddess was good?”


      “Surprisingly enough, that may be the answer,” I said.


      “The answer?” Sasha asked.


      “The Heavenly Father, Nosgalia, revived the Sun of Destruction and made it shine in the sky. But Sarjieldenav’s light—the black sunshine—harmed neither my followers nor the people of Dilhade. And for some reason I knew it never would.”


      I peeked into the abyss of Sasha’s source. As usual, it didn’t ring any bells. But it was possible we had met two thousand years ago after all.


      “If it had been you all along, then everything makes sense.”


      What it meant was that the Goddess of Destruction was currently split into two—the order was the Demon Castle Delsgade, while the heart was the demon called Sasha.


      “It still doesn’t feel real,” Sasha said.


      “That’s normal when you have no memories,” I said.


      “Does that mean Abernyu was an ally of Anos’s like Militia?”


      “Most likely. But if that’s the past you saw in the Star of Creation, there’s something that I don’t quite get.”


      “What?”


      “Why did Militia take that memory from me?”


      “Oh...”


      Sasha made a sound of understanding. Militia had taken my memory of Abernyu and left it in a Star of Creation. Unlike the time with my father, there should have been no need to take that memory. So why had she done it?


      “I wonder why?” Sasha said.


      “Did you see anything else?” Misha asked.


      Sasha scratched her head. “It was a dream, so it’s all kind of fuzzy... But I think they said something about delaying the problem.”


      “What problem?”


      “That, I can’t remember...” Sasha said, then gasped. “Can’t...remember?”


      She suddenly looked up at me. “Militia said I’d remember. She said I’d regain my memories of being Abernyu.”


      “How?”


      “Um... I believe it was if I fell—”


      Sasha froze as though she had just recalled something. Her cheeks gradually grew redder.


      “Fell?” Misha asked, confused.


      “N-Nothing! Right, I meant to say felt—if I felt again. Because memories can be forgotten, but feelings will linger. They said if I trace those feelings, I would remember everything again.”


      Tracing feelings to recall one’s memories, huh?


      “I see. Will that actually work?” I said.


      “Is it unlikely?” Misha asked.


      “I can’t say. Gods reincarnate differently than other beings. It’s also possible that those words were meant figuratively and not literally.”


      “The memories were physically left somewhere?” Misha guessed.


      “Yeah, Abernyu might have left her memories somewhere in a form like the Stars of Creation. She might have left the memories somewhere she didn’t want to forget, somewhere she could lead herself back to by her emotions alone.”


      I looked over at Sasha, who hurriedly averted her gaze.


      “Why won’t you meet my eyes?” I asked her.


      “N-No reason!”


      If there was no reason, then there’d be no need to avert your gaze.


      “Did Abernyu leave any emotions from two thousand years ago behind in you?” I asked.


      “I suppose you could say she did...?”


      “What?”


      “I said there’s nothing left!”


      Hmm. Were her memories jumbled?


      “Well, whatever. We’ll awaken your emotions either way.”


      Sasha reeled back, hugging herself. “Th-There’s magic that can do that?!”


      “No. Memories lost in reincarnation cannot be retrieved even with Eviy. And since feelings are even more abstract than memories, there are no spells that could assist us in retrieving feelings either.”


      “So what will we do?” Sasha asked curiously.


      “Do you remember how we invited the people of the underground world to a banquet in Dilhade?”


      “Huh? Ah... I have no memories of that time...” Sasha mumbled, ashamed of her disgraceful conduct back then.


      “You kept saying things that made no sense,” I reminded her, before I continued. “But looking back on it now, you might have been talking about things that happened two thousand years ago.”


      “Huh?”


      Sasha looked surprised.


      “Perhaps so,” Misha agreed.


      “But that doesn’t mean I can remember it now, you know? Can’t you pull out the memories from back then with Eviy?” Sasha asked.


      “Not a bad idea, but just remembering that won’t help,” I said. “However, the banquet itself did give us a vital clue as to how we might be able to extract your feelings from two thousand years ago.”


      I drew a magic circle on the spot.


      “Say... Is that...” Sasha said, trailing off.


      “Wine,” I said.


      A fine wine appeared through the food and drink creation spell Roze. I created a glass and made it hover in the air as I poured the wine into it.


      “Drink. Then remember,” I instructed Sasha.


      “Are you stupid?!”


      “You just woke up from watching the past, so it might be easier to trace your emotions right now. Back at the banquet, you seemed bothered by something after watching Naphta and Diedrich exchange vows of matrimony.”


      I pushed the glass of wine into Sasha’s hands.


      “I guess it’s worth giving it a go...” Sasha said, staring at the red liquid in the glass. “But will a single glass really get me drunk?”


      She tipped the glass back and gulped down the wine in one go.


      “Gatom!” Out of nowhere, Sasha pointed at Misha and drew a magic circle to teleport her away.


      Misha blinked a few times. “Should I go?”


      “Maybe,” I said. “It might be a clue.”


      The Gatom circle completed, and Misha allowed herself to be sent away. The moment she vanished, Sasha looked over to the empty space she left behind.


      “Huh? Where did Misha go?” she asked.


      You sent her away yourself.


      “I’m here,” Misha said, her voice somewhat muffled.


      The door opened with a clack, and Misha entered the room. That was short.


      “Good. Let’s get going,” she said, grabbing Misha’s hand.


      “Where?” Misha asked.


      “Delsgade. I want the three of us to go see my castle self.”


      Misha looked at me.


      “Let’s go along with her for a bit,” I said. “If we try enough leads, we may eventually get lucky with one of them.”


      “Okay,” Misha agreed.


      Sasha reached for me with her other hand.


      “I’ll send you,” she said with a grin.


      “That would be most appreciated.”


      We all linked hands and teleported. We ended up in the Delsgade grounds, right near the entrance of the arena.


      “This way.”


      Sasha walked off with us following behind her. For a time, she was busy walking while scanning her surroundings when she suddenly came to a stop.


      “Ugh!”


      She whirled around and glared at me angrily.


      “What’s wrong?” I asked.


      “This is me?!” She pointed at the Demon Castle. “You’re telling me this is me?!”


      “Well, yeah.”


      “I’m like a castle.”


      You are a castle.


      “Why couldn’t I be cuter? Something pretty and pink... Not this sinister looking...”


      “But there’s no finer castle than this,” I said.


      “Really?!” Sasha beamed happily.


      “Yes. This is the strongest castle in the world. It will never fall.”


      She giggled. “My Demon King is the exception.”


      “You could say that.”


      At that, Sasha resumed walking in a good mood.


      But no sooner had I thought that than she turned back around and started talking to me while walking backwards.


      “Say. Can I go there?”


      “Go wherever you want.”


      “Then I’m going to go.”


      Sasha turned back around and charged towards a nearby tower—not at the door, but at the wall.


      “Sasha, watch out,” Misha warned.


      “It’s okay, there’s a path over here,” Sasha said. “A secret entrance only I know about.”


      Sasha ignored Misha’s warning and moved straight towards the wall. The Demon Castle Delsgade was transformed from the Goddess of Destruction. If Sasha was really Abernyu, it wouldn’t be that surprising for there to be a hidden entrance only she could pass through.


      Misha and I followed Sasha’s movements with our gazes, enhancing our Eyes with magic. She marched forwards boldly, practically leaping at the tower wall with no hesitation at all.


      A heavy thunk later, Sasha was rolling on the ground, clutching her head.


      “Ugh... The secret entrance defied me, Anos...”


      Was she actually tracing the emotions of Abernyu, or was she just extremely drunk? It was almost impossible to tell.


      “There, there,” Misha said, crouching beside Sasha and patting her head gently.


      Sasha smiled at her happily.


      “Thank you, Militia,” she said.


      Misha blinked a few times, then looked up at me. “Militia?”


      “I suppose that’s possible,” I said.


      Assuming Sasha was Abernyu, that is. But Misha was an artificial personality created through Dino Jixes in this era. Was it possible for a god to reincarnate into that?


      “They’ll be here soon,” Sasha said.


      “They?” Misha asked.


      “Yup, them. What was their name again?”


      Misha tilted her head in question, but Sasha jumped to her feet and resumed walking.


      “The secret entrance was over here,” she said, opening the door to the tower as one normally would.


      The door opened to a room filled with books. Bookshelves were crammed everywhere, each shelf packed with books. Sasha made a beeline up the staircase towards the sixth floor with us on her tail.


      “Who’s up there?” Misha asked.


      “Hmm. I can’t remember, but I’ll know once we get there,” Sasha replied.


      We finished climbing the stairs and arrived at the top floor.


      “Huh... They’re not here,” Sasha said.


      But there was no sign of anyone having been there. If she had been tracing her emotions, it was possible she wasn’t talking about the present time.


      “Hmm. That’s weird,” Sasha muttered. “I thought they’d be here...”


      “Know anything?” Misha asked me.


      “No clue. It isn’t enough to say—”


      I stopped mid-sentence, and Misha looked at me in question. I held up an index finger to gesture for her to stay silent.


      The sound of footsteps coming up the staircase could be heard—and they were getting closer. Judging from the number of steps, there were two people, and their steps were also gradually getting faster. The steps eventually sped up into a proper run, whoever they belonged to moments away from reaching our location on the top floor.


      Misha and Sasha focused their attention on the staircase. Two figures rushed into view.


      “Sorry for the wait!”


      “Here...to answer the summon...!”


      The two newcomers spotted us.


      “Wow! It’s Anos and the gang!”


      “Did you...call for Zeshia...?”


      Eleonore and Zeshia had arrived.

    

  

  
    
      § 3. Zeshia’s Dream


      Four pairs of eyes exchanged glances. Like a ray of light in a dark storm of confusion, a certain drunk raised her voice triumphantly.


      “I remember now! It was Eleonore!” Sasha cried, pointing at Eleonore’s face. As though she had remembered it herself.


      Unaware of the circumstances, Eleonore turned to Sasha in confusion.


      “Hmm? What are we talking about?” she asked.


      “Long, long, long ago, someone was called here. I couldn’t remember who was called, but now I’m sure it was you, Eleonore!”


      Eleonore, huh? Had Abernyu really summoned her here two thousand years ago, or did she just meet someone who resembled Eleonore in the past? Or had Sasha assumed it was Eleonore she was looking for because Eleonore just so happened to be the person who showed up then?


      Wouldn’t hurt to just let Sasha stay drunk for a little longer. She might remember something else.


      “You called me here?” Eleonore asked.


      “It wasn’t me!” Sasha denied, slurring her speech.


      “So who called me?”


      “Someone called you!”


      Hmm. And we’ve already hit a snag.


      “But don’t worry, Eleonore. As soon as you answer a certain question, everything will be revealed,” Sasha continued.


      Eleonore looked at her, fully relaxed. For some reason, it was Zeshia who had an anticipatory look on her face, with both fists clenched at her sides.


      “Hmm? What am I supposed to answer?” Eleonore asked.


      Sasha smiled with a short laugh. “You will answer who called you here, and for what reason!”


      “Wow! Asking for the unreasonable out of the blue?!” Eleonore exclaimed.


      Perhaps she was just drunk.


      “I won’t let you say you don’t know.”


      “Even if you say that, I—”


      “Hah!”


      Sasha covered Eleonore’s mouth with both her hands, preventing her from speaking.


      “Get it now?” she said with an elegant smile. She seemed pleased about successfully stopping Eleonore from saying she didn’t know.


      “Ah... Is Sasha drunk, by any chance?” Eleonore asked once she was freed.


      “Sasha? Who’s Sasha?” Sasha asked. “I’m a castle! I’m this castle!”


      “R-Right... Fairly drunk, then...”


      Eleonore was overwhelmed by Sasha’s insistence.


      “More importantly, Eleonore, tell us why you were called here,” Sasha demanded.


      “Hmm. I wasn’t called here, exactly. How should I explain this...”


      Just then, Zeshia raised her hand eagerly.


      “We came...to meet mama’s child...!”


      “Child?” Misha asked curiously.


      “Zeshia...is a big sister...!”


      Misha and Sasha stared at Eleonore.


      “No no, it’s a misunderstanding! It’s not what you’re thinking, I swear!” Eleonore shouted.


      “Whose child is it, then?!” Sasha screeched, pressing close to Eleonore.


      “C-Calm down, Sasha. Listen to what I have to say.”


      “Fine. But answer this question of mine honestly first.”


      “What question?” Eleonore asked, recoiling at Sasha’s vigor.


      “Do you know how children are made, Eleonore?”


      “Which way do you mean?”


      “Which way?!”


      Sasha raised her voice as though she was utterly offended.


      “Wait, you’ve got it all wrong. There’s lots of ways—”


      “Lots of ways?!”


      Sasha’s reaction was over-the-top. It seemed like Abernyu’s emotions were completely gone. Does this really need to continue, or are we done?


      “Guilty! Guilty! Absolutely guilty!”


      She glared at Eleonore, her Magic Eyes of Destruction threatening to appear at any moment.


      “This is my last question for you, Eleonore,” Sasha said.


      “Wow,” exclaimed Eleonore. “I’m not sure why, but it feels like I’m being interrogated right now.”


      “You’re like...a suspect...!” Zeshia said.


      Eleonore tried to look away from Sasha, but Sasha grabbed her cheeks and forced her head to stay still.


      “Whose child is it? Depending on your answer, the Sun of Destruction may shine down on Dilhade once more,” she said menacingly.


      Hmm. Now those words sounded like they had come from Abernyu. It might be worth it to watch this play out a little more.


      “I-I don’t know what you’re saying, but I can tell it sounds awfully violent. Let’s calm down first, Sasha.”


      “You’re the one who needs to calm down, Eleonore. Maybe I was the one who called you here after all—to eliminate you.”


      Eleonore gave me a troubled look. “Anos, isn’t it about time you stepped in?”


      “Anos?!” Sasha shrieked. “It’s Anos’s child after all?!”


      “Argh! No! That’s not what I meant!” Eleonore replied, shouting. “The child Zeshia’s talking about isn’t the kind you need a partner for—”


      “You don’t know who the father is?! Are you stupid?!”


      “I-I didn’t say that!”


      Eleonore tried to clear up Sasha’s misunderstanding but to no avail.


      “Misha, can you do something about Sasha?” Eleonore asked, now completely desperate for help.


      Misha thought carefully for a moment.


      “Right now, Sasha is on par with Anos’s mother,” she said flatly.


      “Wow! That’s like saying you give up!”


      As Eleonore realized the true nature of her enemy, Sasha pointed her index finger in her face.


      “Scandalous! Scandalous, I say!” she shouted. “How could you go and have a child with some unknown man when you have Anos?! And you call yourself a concubine of the Demon King? Shame!”


      “I-I haven’t had any children with any unknown men, and I’m not a concubine either! Are you trying to get us together or split us apart, Sasha?”


      In the first place, the Demon King had no need for concubines. If I wanted descendants, I could make them by myself. Abernyu would have known that. So were these really just the ramblings of a drunkard after all?


      “Even if you’re not a concubine, you’re one of the Demon King’s followers, so you belong to Anos! But you’ll never have his heart, because he’s the Demon King!” Sasha said.


      “You’re saying some really hurtful things here!” Eleonore protested.


      Sasha just bared her teeth and glared at Eleonore.


      “It’s time to calm down a little, Sasha,” I said, lightly placing a hand on her head.


      “Ugh... What, are you saying I’m in the wrong?” she muttered bitterly.


      I ignored her and questioned Eleonore.


      “What did you mean by coming to meet a child?” I asked.


      She sighed in relief and answered. “It’s actually a child Zeshia saw in her dream.”


      Zeshia nodded firmly. “Zeshia dreams a lot... Dreams about a little sister!”


      “And that child in the dream called you two here?”


      Zeshia nodded again. “She called for me...! She said...she wants to be born soon!”


      What an odd story.


      “An unborn child called you here?”


      “Zeshia came to pick her up... She’ll be born soon!” she said, eyes sparkling with a proud expression. “Zeshia is a big sister!”


      Eleonore beckoned me over with a small wave of her hand. I brought my face close to hers, and she whispered, “That’s how it is. I’m just here accompanying her.”


      I see.


      “What were you guys trying to do by getting Sasha drunk?” she asked.


      “According to the final Star of Creation, Sasha is the Goddess of Destruction.”


      “Whoa. So Sasha really is a castle!”


      Eleonore glanced between Sasha and what was visible of the Demon Castle Delsgade outside the window. Sasha shot her an elegant smile.


      “Do you understand now? Don’t step inside me with mud on your shoes,” she said.


      Eleonore held an index finger up to her lips in thought. “Hmm. That’s a pretty surreal picture to imagine.”


      “The one thing we don’t know is why Militia took my memories of this,” I said. “It seems Sasha can recall her emotions as Abernyu when she’s drunk. We decided to try setting her free like this to observe what would happen.”


      “What? That makes me sound like a wild animal...” Sasha whined.


      “How did you end up here?” Eleonore asked.


      “Sasha said someone would come here,” I replied.


      “Ah,” Eleonore said “And then we arrived.”


      Zeshia brightened with a look of anticipation. “Is it related...to Zeshia’s sister?”


      “Who knows? It could be Abernyu’s emotions, or it could be the nonsense of a drunk. There’s no way to tell for sure,” I said.


      That aside, Zeshia had apparently had this dream multiple times, huh?


      “Hmm. It may actually have some relation,” I said.


      “Eleonore magic,” Misha mumbled beside me. She looked up at me. “Could that be it?”


      Eleonore looked surprised.


      “Two thousand years ago,” I said, “Jerga, the king of the humans, split his source into two sentient spells: the magic intent on destroying demons, Jerga, and the source womb magic, Eleonore. The god involved in that transformation was the Heavenly Father Nosgalia.”


      Eleonore had been a failure—she had continued to stand up to the hatred and resentment that had imprisoned Jerga. But why was she a failure? It was hard to imagine the god that governed order messing up for no reason.


      “Militia might have intervened and helped Eleonore,” I theorized.


      “Hmm. So I’m still myself thanks to Militia?” Eleonore asked.


      “In short, yes.”


      Misha blinked a few times and tilted her head. “Did Militia leave anything behind in the Eleonore magic?”


      “Oh, but wait,” Eleonore cut in. “I was born after Anos reincarnated, and that was after Abernyu had been turned into the Demon Castle.”


      I nodded.


      “Militia might be related, but how would I have known Abernyu?” Eleonore asked.


      “Militia might have left a message in Delsgade.”


      If so, that would mean Sasha’s connection to Abernyu wasn’t completely gone.


      “There’s no way of saying for sure. If you two have time, come with us. You may be able to help me retrieve my lost memories,” I said.


      “Sure!” Eleonore said. “That’s fine with us. Right, Zeshia?”


      Zeshia bounced excitedly.


      “Zeshia’s sister...called her... If Zeshia helps...she’ll be born!”


      “Yup yup, she might be born if we help.”


      Eleonore warmly encouraged Zeshia’s enthusiasm.


      “Where are we going?” Misha asked.


      “First—”


      It should be about time. Oh well.


      “—we go home. Mom should be done cooking.”

    

  

  
    
      § 4. Dad’s Disciple


      We returned home with Gatom.


      “No! Not like that! Like this!”


      Dad’s voice could be heard coming from the workshop, though his tone sounded more serious than usual.


      “Oh! Welcome home, Anos. Food’s almost ready!” mom said, sticking her head out of the kitchen.


      “Listen up, skill isn’t in the hands. Blacksmiths use the heart! The soul! Before you hone the blade, you must first hone your heart!”


      Dad’s loud, passionate voice pierced through the workshop door. Sasha and the others looked over, all wondering what was going on.


      “His disciple finally arrived,” mom explained happily. “It’s their first day, so he’s a little more excited than usual.”


      Come to think of it, he had mentioned that before we left.


      “Will Eleonore and Zeshia be joining us for lunch?” mom asked.


      “Ah, we’re not that hung—”


      “Zeshia is starving...!”


      Zeshia eagerly pulled a fork and spoon out of a magic circle. Eleonore laughed embarrassedly.


      “Um, maybe just Zeshia then,” Eleonore added. “If you don’t mind.”


      “I made way too much today, so it’d be great if you could help us eat some too!”


      “Ah... Okay. Then I’ll eat too,” Eleonore said.


      “Hee hee. Thank you. Wait just a bit longer! It’s almost done!” Mom said, then returned to the kitchen.


      “Yes! That’s right, just like that! You’re getting the hang of it! You can do it!”
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