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      § Prologue: The Soul of an Artist

      Two thousand years ago, at the southernmost point of Dilhade, the Fasima Groves of Domunfulus Island.

      Fasima trees were tall and thin trees that absorbed toxins and miasma in the air through their leaves and branches, then filtered and purified them through their trunk. In other words, they had their own natural spell formulas built in. The fibers harvested from fasima leaves could be used to create extra absorbent fabrics for both magic and paint and were often commonly found in painting canvases—their sap was used in paint, and their branches were ideal material for paintbrushes.

      It was because of these trees that Domunfulus was known as the holy land for painters. Over the years likeminded artists had gathered at Domunfulus and created a stronghold to defend the Fasima Groves from succumbing to the ravages of war, whether it be demonic civil wars or conflicts between humans and spirits.

      In the purified air of the Fasima Groves, one man currently stood facing his canvas, painting. His name was Farris Noin, and he too had come to Domunfulus Island to protect the groves. He wore loose beige clothing, with his sparkling blond hair artistically bundled into a ponytail. As he painted his brush moved across the canvas like an extension of his arm, rendering in both paint and magic.

      When he drew flames in the sky, everything in flight burned to a crisp. When he drew dirt in the sea, the water would part to reveal islands. The fearsome power of creation magic was sealed within Farris’s canvas. His mighty power and refined magic technique were all byproducts of his efforts to create the ideal painting. In every white space of a blank canvas he rested a piece of his soul.

      Farris paused in the middle of his intense painting session and sighed; he had sensed a presence behind him.

      “Am I interrupting?” a voice asked.

      Farris turned to see a young man in black clothes. For some strange reason, his face couldn’t be seen. There was some kind of magic casting a dark shadow over him and obscuring his true face.

      “No, I was just about to take a break,” Farris replied.

      “It’s a beautiful painting.”

      The young man stepped forward and stood right behind Farris. The canvas was filled with bare branches and trunks. It was decidedly abstract in its depiction, yet it felt as if its subject would start to glow at any moment.

      “So this is what this grove looks like in your Eyes.”

      “How did you know it’s this grove?” Farris asked, showing an interest in the young man’s words. While the strokes on the canvas could be interpreted as trees, the scale Farris had painted them was too small to be a grove. Yet the young man had correctly guessed what Farris was painting in a single glance.

      “I merely followed your gaze. Your Eyes were looking over the entire grove, not just the tree before you. It was fascinating.”

      The corner of the young man’s mouth peeked out of the shadow, revealing a smirk.

      “What’s so fascinating?”

      “That this is what you’ve made after starting into the abyss of the grove. You were looking into the fasima’s abyss, yet at the same time, you weren’t looking at all.”

      Farris was impressed. What the young man was saying was correct. What he had been drawing wasn’t the true nature of the fasima trees.

      “Can you tell what I’m looking at?” Farris asked.

      “Not at all. I’m unfamiliar with artwork like this.”

      “If you guess correctly, I’ll paint you something of your choice.”

      “Oh?”

      This time, the young man was the one who sounded interested.

      “You’re not a demon from this island. And if you’re not an artist or painter, you’re one of two things: an invader, or a potential patron.” 

      “Doesn’t sound like I’m welcome here.”

      “Only those with worthless ambitions would seek the power of an artist.”

      “How strict.”

      Farris stared at the young man. He was closer than before, but his face was still unclear.

      Artists had excellent Magic Eyes. Advanced use of creation magic required the ability to see the true nature of objects. The fact that Farris Noin—a renown master of creation magic—still couldn’t see through the disguise meant this was no ordinary young man.

      Farris gathered his magic power in his Eyes and stared deeper into the shadows.

      “I want a ship,” the young man said. “One that can fly through the sky of destruction.”

      “You jest. Nothing can fly in the glittering sky of the Sun of Destruction. Any sky fortress that attempts to would be burned and fall instantly.”

      “All except one.”

      Farris looked at the young man.
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