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Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble chapter 1
    Prologue-Diary of a Villager  

1.  

A new person came to the village.  

The impression is not good. There is poison in my eyes as if I've been through quite a bit. It is an atmosphere that seems to do anything.  

Personally, I wanted to throw it out, but the good-hearted village chief accepted the stranger. As always.  

Well, thanks to that, I'm here too.  

I decided to turn off my nerves.  

2.  

Three days have passed since the man settled in the village.  

He is very quiet. Like a person without. It seems that they rarely come out of the house.  

Several remote and spacious residents showed curiosity, but were not particularly interested.  

I just wish a peaceful day as it is now.  

3.  

A week, so ten days have passed since the man came.  

Now I know what he is doing. The little ones who peeped over the fence told me. It is said that he is wielding his sword every day.  

It looked like there was a story, and it was like that.  

Still not very interested.  

I decided to do my job, whether the children chatter or not.  

4.  

Another month has passed.  

He still swings his sword in the yard of his house.  

I didn't see it. I just heard it like that.  

Still not interested.  

5.  

Another month has passed.  

Still the same. The man wields his sword, and the residents prank.  

He was sharpening his swordsmanship for revenge, a fallen knight, or a famous mercenary.  

noisy. I'm not really interested.  

But telling me to stop is more annoying, so I just did my job.  

What to do this time... … It's like taking a nap.  

6.  

Tomorrow I'm going to see him swinging his sword.  

He has been practicing for half a year. Every day, does it rain or snow?  

I was quite indifferent to other people's affairs, but now I have no choice but to admit it. Curiosity grows.  

How fast will it be?  

How heavy will it be?  

How great does that effort to hone your swordsmanship?  

You'll know it tomorrow.  

7.  

disappointed. It is very disappointing.  

Residents who don't know the sword may look great, but I can tell who has seen several prosecutors while working in the business.  

Not great. To be more honest, it was just that.  

I thought while walking with my back on the landscape beyond the fence.  

There will be a story. There will be a painful story that will make your heart hurt and burn your heart.  

However, it was unlikely that that effort would solve him.  

Stupid person. And a sad person.  

Now I really need to stop paying attention.  

I need to drink a drink before going to bed.  

8.  

A family entered the village.  

A retired mercenary, and a son and daughter.  

But my daughter's appearance was very good.  

When I smiled and said hello to the villagers, I thought an angel had come down from heaven.  

A long time. It's been a while since this feeling.  

Even this moment when I write my diary late at night, my excitement doesn't stop.  

I have to talk to you tomorrow somehow. It should be, definitely. I even wrote it down here, so there's nothing to delay.  

Oh, and it doesn't matter.  

The man swung his sword today.  

It was my 3rd year with this.  

9.  

Today is a day where I feel very strange.  

It is clear that he is happier. Because it is the day when two years of courtship produced fruit.  

Right now, my beautiful wife, Rema, is asleep next to me. I am so happy that tears come.  

By the way.  

Oddly enough.  

Strangely enough, the guy who had nothing to do with me kept going to my head.  

Five years is a very long time.  

My dreams were broken and I was overwhelmed by pessimism, so I found a lot of laughter by getting refreshed, dating, and getting married.  

Next door, the nosebleed Jackson left town to grow up and become a mercenary.  

But he hasn't changed.  

While many repeat their emotions and sorrows dozens of times, they simply stand in their own yard and swing, swing, and swing.  

When I think of a man who continues his ascetic as if he had made his first promise yesterday, an unknown emotion rises from his nose to his eyes.  

As I said before, it's weird. In the yard where everyone else's interest has already left, you're belatedly paying attention to him.  

But I decided to accept it.  

I will check how long his ascetic lasts, starting tomorrow.  

10.  

5 years 1 month 12 days.  

The man trained the sword.  

11.  

5 years 2 months 25 days.  

The man trained the sword.  

12.  

5 years 5 months 3 days.  

The day was crazy hot. Still, the man trained the sword.  

13.  

A child was born. Me and Rema's lovely child. Daughter, my lovely daughter.  

Everyone, including artisan adults and village chiefs, celebrated the birth of a new life. My wife and I were congratulated by the locals with laughter.  

And the man continued training.  

It was 6 years and 2 months, and on the 27th day.  

14.  

9 years, 6 months and 16 days.  

The man trained the sword.  

15.  

The day it turns 10 years.  

The man trained the sword.  

16.  

Oops, I couldn't confirm today.  

So… … Today was 12 years and 3 months.  

It didn't matter. I must have been training anyway. Like yesterday. In fact, I am not interested in as much as I used to.  

As if the sun rises in the morning and the moon rises at night, as if spring comes after winter, you have been obsessed with natural things for so long.  

Suddenly, what I had been doing so far felt like a fool.  

Okay, let's pay more attention to my daughter Laura and my wife, Rema, in the time to be concerned about those useless things.  

I have to quit tomorrow.  

really.  

… …  

… …  

This was the end of the diary written by the cousin.  

And 20 years have passed.  

* * *  

The uncle of the wrinkled face woke up early in the morning.  

He was the head of a village. She was Rema's husband, and she was also Laura's father.  

When I was young, I was a young man with a pessimistic personality in everything, but now he wasn't.  

Everyone in the village liked him, treating everyone with a warm smile. Time changed him.  

'okay. That selfish me, I will become the mayor and the day will come when I will be greeted by people. The passage of time is really amazing.'  

A smile was young at his mouth as he walked around in the cold air.  

The uncle moved slowly.  

I was greeted by a hunter going hunting early in the morning, heard the snoring of the shopkeeper leaking out of the house, and remembered the location of the wall in need of repair.  

The last place he headed for, after scrutinizing every corner of the village, was the place where the most peculiar people stayed in this village.  

'… … It's been 35 years today.'  

It was the house of a man who trained swords.  

At first I wasn't interested.  

I was interested in it later, but it wasn't a good thing.  

There was a ridicule in his mouth that would be shed when he saw a futile effort.  

The feeling that came a little later was regret.  

And it was pity.  

But not after 5 or 10 years.  

The emotion he feels now was so heavy and immense that the word reverence was lacking.  

"… … ."  

What on earth have you been through?  

What in the world is driving him into penance? What the hell, what the hell.  

Even such thoughts passed away a long time ago.  

The current villager used to watch him practice once a month, as if accepting something holy.  

It was also for this purpose to move now.  

By the way.  

A different sight came into his eyes.  

The uncle opened his eyes wide and moved quickly.  

"Huh, huh, huh!"  

The old man was over 60.  

I didn't have a special illness, but I wasn't really good enough to run suddenly.  

Even though I didn't run for a while, my breath ran to the bottom of my chin.  

But he didn't stop. I ran to die.  

Thanks. He was able to capture the end of the man's last miracle in his eyes for a moment.  

Wow-  

An old man standing with open eyes.  

A huge sword supporting him.  

And, gradually disappearing, but a silver-gray glow that clearly reveals its presence.  

The uncle couldn't say anything until it was completely gone.  

"… … ."  

The old man was the last one to rise.  

How great it was.  

How enormous and brilliantly the sword of light he created was.  

I didn't see the village man who arrived late. Maybe I saw it, but I didn't understand Because he wasn't a knight.  

But it didn't matter. It was enough just what I had seen so far.  

The effort the old man has built up so far.  

The pain you've been through.  

The years of a lifetime.  

The process was far more valuable than the fruit he had achieved.  

After looking down the old man's body for a while, the old man said with tears.  

"Please, I hope you have gone to a good place… … ."  

* * *  

And after a very long time.  

When the past turned into a past that no one could remember, neither the man wielding the sword, the old man watching the man, nor the village he was in.  

"… … Um."  

The eldest son of the Pareira family, Irene Pareira, a lazy young master, awakened to his former life.  
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    1. Sloth young master, Raising a Sword (1)  

Located in the southern part of the Hale Kingdom, the Pareira estate is famous for trade. Because it is close to the two surrounding kingdoms, there is a lot of logistics and movement of people.  

But there was something more famous than that, the sons of Baron Pareira.  

A veteran guard, who has been in charge of the gatekeeper for over five years, said with a laugh.  

"Haha, you mean Princess Kirill? Great! That's great! You're only 11 years old now, and you've already been officially awarded the title of a witch doctor?"  

"Yes, I see! Could it be that you were directly appointed by the royal family?"  

"I see! You know? How precious a magician is!"  

When asked by the senior guard, the newcomer nodded with a clumsy expression.  

"Ah, I know! I heard that it is harder to see than those great wizards."  

"okay! If you go to the tower, you can't even compare with the wizards in the pile! But since you have already awakened as a conjurer, will the future of Pareira's estates not be as solid as it is?"  

The face of the senior, speaking of Baron Pareira's daughter, Cyril Fareira, was full of pride.  

I had to do that. He has lived here all his life and has been loyal to his family all his life.  

Paraeira's boast was bound to be his boast.  

But for a while, the big nose guard, who had been silently listening to the story, broke the colic.  

"Heng, then what are you doing? No matter how great a princess is, in the end, the firstborn is young master."  

"… … ."  

"The young master is not thinking of coming out of the bed, but as for what he's good for. Glad if it doesn't get eaten by people like hyenas around... … ."  

"This child! Watch your mouth!"  

The best singer who had been singing the praises of the princess was dazzled. But the big-nosed soldier didn't stop roaming, and soon a fierce argument broke out.  

"Even though this young man told me not to do it, he kept talking back and forth... … ."  

"No, I'm not lying, I'm not saying it. This newcomer, coming from a foreign country, would not know anything, but I still shouldn't know what to know... … ."  

"But this guy… … ."  

The faces of the two guards stopped at their seats.  

The newcomer didn't know what to do and thought between the two.  

'No, I know that much... … .'  

Yes.  

It is true that the eleven-year-old enchantress Cyril Fareira is making a mark, but there is another person who is more famous than that.  

Lazy young master, Irene Fareira.  

He was the protagonist.  

Of course it didn't mean a good thing.  

As the modifier indicates, there was always ridicule and ridicule behind him.  

Many ignored him, sleeping all day and doing nothing until he was 15 years old.  

'Last month, young master from neighboring provinces blatantly embarrassed him, but did he say he didn't respond to anything... … .'  

For a newcomer who was sensitive to rumors, this information was nothing.  

He even knew the reason why Irene Fareira became a lazy young master.  

Maybe it was because I lost my mother in an accident when I was a child... … It would have been.  

'Hagin, seeing my mother dying in front of my eyes when I was a child would be shocking… … . However… … .'  

It was when I was thinking about that.  

A high-toned, human-minded voice came from behind.  

"What are you doing now?"  

"Huh!"  

"Heo-eok!"  

Two soldiers who were arguing with their eyes wide open became ice.  

It was Cyril Fareira, and his mother and second wife, Amel Fareira, who stood where they managed to turn their eyes.  

Their blue eyes stuck to the soldiers. The three ran to Burinake and bowed their waists at a right angle.  

"Sorry!"  

"Who told you to make such a fuss while on the job?"  

"I'm really sorry!"  

"Why are you doing what you're sorry for?"  

"I won't do that again!"  

"If not in the future, is it the end? What are you going to do with what you did wrong now?"  

"Well, that… … ."  

Cyril Fareira, who seems to be accustomed to rebuking soldiers, shoots with a screaming shot.  

Then Amel stopped her in a calm voice.  

"Stop it, Kirill."  

"But, those guys… … ."  

"All I have to do is do it. These guys must have figured out enough. right?"  

"Yes Yes! of course!"  

"good. I don't know what you were talking about, but please focus more on your work than on Saddam."  

While smiling gently, I felt strength in the words.  

The top guard, who had sweated without knowing it, answered loudly once again, and the princess and the baron disappeared toward the garden.  

The newcomer, who was watching the appearance nervously, thought with a gulp.  

'I will have to work with a lot of tension in the future.'  

Neither a ferocious princess nor a gentle second wife seem to feel easy.  

* * *  

At that time, Irene Fareira, the eldest son of the Fareira family, was lying in bed.  

It wasn't strange. He rarely left bed after witnessing his mother's accident when he was 4 years old.  

I slept in the mornings when others rubbed their sleepy eyes, and slept in the daytime when I was striving for a living.  

Time for others to sleep?  

Of course I sleep. Even if I can't sleep, I try to force myself to sleep. At least my heart was less painful as long as I was sleeping.  

He moved very little, except in a few cases.  

But strangely.  

The current child, Fareira, couldn't sleep.  

"… … ."  

It was strange.  

The usual Irene rarely dreamed. Even if I had a dream, I only repeatedly experienced the feeling of being submerged in warm water, as if I was in my mother's arms.  

However, the dreams I had in the last few days were of a completely different nature.  

'Swordsmanship training... … .'  

Slash, swing, stab.  

The memory of a man who continued his torture without ceasing while holding a heavy iron sword was reproduced repeatedly throughout his sleep.  

I didn't feel like seeing a third party.  

While I was dreaming, Irene was not. The boy became a middle-aged man and swung his sword.  

Until the sweet smell from the mouth, until the muscles scream.  

That's why Irene couldn't sleep.  

He was stuck in bed to escape from pain, and even a dream makes him difficult.  

'What on earth is it? This dream is.'  

I don't know if I roll my head.  

I couldn't even know who the man was.  

There are some incomplete memories because it is a dream, but even if it wasn't, it was a problem.  

How do you know who a man wielding a sword all day in an extremely normal yard?  

"… … ."  

But, there was a more important part.  

Iron Paraeira, lying covered in a cozy blanket, slowly arose from her seat.  

Then I sat down and started to get up.  

once.  

twice.  

Three, four, five... … Ten times.  

I'm already out of breath because I've never exercised.  

It's been moving so much that you can't even imagine it normally.  

… … Still, I couldn't stop.  

Itching.  

Every nook and cranny of my body, I felt my muscles wriggling.  

I wanted to move. I woke up and wanted to stretch.  

The pain he felt in his dreams disappeared, and only the reward after training remained, encouraging Airn's body to move.  

"… … Whoo, whoo."  

Irene, who finished sitting up and standing up, took a slow breath.  

But the excitement did not subside.  

My heart beating faster than usual, pounding, rang violently.  

It was the same even if I forced myself to lie down again.  

The boy sighed.  

And he said toward the outside of the door.  

"There, who is there?"  

The sound wasn't loud. It was because my throat was locked because I didn't talk for a long time.  

But the reaction was quick. The neatly dressed servant, who quietly opened the door, bowed his head and said.  

"Yes. Do you have anything you need, young master?"  

"Well… … ."  

Irene was excited.  

I clear my throat and cough. He also looks like he's frowning and worrying.  

Curiosity was young at the eyes of the attendant watching this.  

'What on earth are you trying to say?'  

It was usually asked by the Grand young master. Asking for water or simple food.  

Except for such physiological problems, there was almost no exchange.  

That he's thinking about it like this.  

The attendant looked at Irene with subtle expectations.  

Lazy young master made a surprising remark that did not fail to give up expectations.  

"I, the sword… … I want to swing it and see it."  

"… … ."  

"I don't know, so can you prepare the necessary things?"  

"Yes Yes! Hey, that, so... … ."  

A great feeling of embarrassment ran over the servant's face.  

I heard something I couldn't expect.  

He asked young master again to see if what he had heard was correct.  

"In case, I just want to practice swordsmanship… … By saying so, that is, he ordered us to guide to the training center and prepare wooden swords... … Is that right?"  

"… … Okay."  

The skinny boy nodded and said.  

The attendant replied again one beat late, and without hiding his surprise, he went out to work.  

And after a while.  

Lazy young master and Airen Pareira appeared at the training center for the first time in their lives.  
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    1. Sloth young master, Raise a Sword  

"What? young master at this time?"  

"What happened?"  

"Hmm, hmm!"  

The maids of the Yeongjugwan hurriedly bowed to the cough of a high-ranking servant. "Did you get up, young master" can be heard everywhere.  

A moment of silence. However, the silence was soon to be broken.  

This is because the lazy young master, who is known for being lazy, was walking outside the building.  

"what? Where the hell are you going?"  

"Of course, the Baron called, so I thought I was going there… … ."  

"Outside the building? Maybe for a walk?"  

walk. It is an act that is not surprising to others. March is still chilly in the morning and evening, but it is noon.  

Anyone wants to walk in a flowery garden.  

However, if the protagonist is none other than Irene, the story is different. The maids talked for a long time even after he disappeared.  

"Loyal!"  

"Ok. How is the situation at the training center right now?"  

"Yes? What is that... … ."  

"Soldiers and knights training… … No, so it means that young master has space for swordsmanship training."  

"… … The regular training hours in the morning are over, so there is enough space."  

The trainee in the train station, who answered, glanced at the servant's back while swallowing.  

White and fair skin, a very thin body compared to a moderately large height.  

The Grand young master he knows is right.  

However, the manager had to blink several times.  

It looked as if I had seen someone who shouldn't be here.  

'No, what happened to this? surely?'  

Isn't that sure, Master Irene intends to use the gym?  

He thought that, but he thought it was ridiculous.  

However, the words of the attending servant were confirmed.  

"Yes, I knew and came. I just asked you. Hmm hmm. Now, let's go in, young master."  

Irene nodded silently and followed the instructions of the attendant to enter the training hall.  

The janitor stared at the figure embarrassingly, and soon his colleagues began to gather around him.  

"what? this?"  

"Am I dreaming now? Are you seeing it right?"  

"Pinch your cheeks… … Ouch! Pinch your cheeks, not my cheeks!"  

"It doesn't seem like a dream. But what really is. How sloth ball... … Irene Bocchan is this far?"  

"Well, didn't I just come to look around?"  

"right. I don't think it's like training swordsmanship."  

The soldiers who were in individual training made their own guesses.  

None of them thought that Irene would practice.  

But surprisingly, Lao-Tae young master headed to the arms display.  

"Huh?"  

"Is it real… … ."  

Humming.  

Gathering gaze.  

Soldiers gradually gathering after hearing rumors, and employees in the Yeongju building who can afford it.  

Irene didn't care about anything.  

Rather than that, it is because the objects that keep impulsive to one's mind came to the fore as if they were expanding.  

"Shall I call a soldier with a deep sword skill?"  

"… … ."  

"All wooden swords are not the same wooden sword. The shape, weight, and length vary widely. I'm sorry, but I'm also a stranger to swords, so I can't recommend a wooden sword suitable for young master. So if you wait a minute... … ."  

"no it's okay."  

From beginning to end stopped at a much clearer voice than usual.  

Then he quickly bowed his head and stepped back.  

As he climbed right below the hall, he said.  

The current Irene is different from usual. And when there is a change in the heart of the superior, the answer is to just be quiet.  

Thanks to the judgment of the attendant, Irene was able to concentrate.  

I close my eyes quietly, without anyone's interference.  

As if following a dream, the gaze that was pursuing the air turned to one place.  

He slowly picked up his sword.  

'Um... … .'  

The expression of the attendant became dark.  

It's not an unusual black. It is a form close to the standard.  

There is nothing dangerous because it is not a real sword.  

However, it was large.  

It feels like it's hard for an impractical Grand young master to handle.  

"Oh oh, that?"  

"It must be pretty hard. Unless you're a grown-up adult... … ."  

The soldiers on the lookout gossiped little.  

Of course, the sword that Irene picked up was not so huge that the heavy swordsman used it.  

However, he was the first to wield a sword, or even grab it, and he wasn't so easy to digest.  

Not surprisingly, sweat has already formed on the forehead of the child, who has taken the basic posture.  

Wheewoong!  

The sound of a wooden sword breaking through the wind echoed through the martial arts field.  

"Break!"  

"Hmm."  

And a repressed laughter and a sad groan followed.  

It was unavoidable.  

Confidently, he picked up a large sword and took a posture that seemed to be lacking.  

However, since the sword attack shown after that was terrible, disappointment, sighs, and ridicule were bound to come out.  

'Then it is. The most lazy person in the kingdom who has never swung his sword can't do it well.'  

'The first posture was worth watching, so I did it, but after all... … I'm looking forward to being stupid.'  

'Have you been ignored by So Young-ju last time? In the training room?'  

'If it was like that, it was gloomy. I will soon give up and crawl into bed.'  

'I just have to go to do what I was doing.'  

People's interest quickly cooled down.  

The appearance of Iron, not wielding a sword, but wielding a sword was so disappointing.  

It was even more so because the basic posture of lifting the sword was plausible.  

Their negative atmosphere was felt even by the attendant who was standing next to him.  

He opened a double heart in both eyes.  

'The boys!'  

Of course he knows.  

The fact that Irene Fareira is called "Latus young master".  

And the fact that I had a lazy time to the extent that I could not deny this and that I could not be respected as a nobleman.  

But it cannot be an indulgence for such a reaction.  

The attendant sharpened his teeth slightly. Then he said to Airne with a bright smile, as if when he did it.  

"young master, swordsmanship is an art that must be supported by constant effort. There are many difficult things to do on your own."  

"… … ."  

"I'm going to find a great swordsmanship, so how about starting the training tomorrow?"  

"Thanks. But you don't have to."  

Iron lifted the sword again.  

Now it seemed difficult even before I swung it. Hudelhudel, couldn't stop the arm with the sword from trembling.  

As it was, Irene said.  

"It's not because I want to be good at swordsmanship."  

"… … ."  

At the words of the Grand young master, whose reason was unknown, the attendant shut his mouth.  

He decided to save his words because he judged that the little owner was building up his pride.  

However, this was not true. Irene was telling the truth.  

Now he is just moving his body because it is difficult to stay still because of a dream.  

'And… … I already have the memory of the man in my dream.'  

I didn't think the man in my dream was a great prosecutor.  

It was an incomplete memory, but that alone could tell.  

The clothes he wore were poor, and the place he was in was poor.  

But, as I said earlier, it didn't matter.  

Iron's purpose was simply to get rid of the tickling of the body and mind.  

Whooong!  

Whoo-woong!  

Whoo-woong!  

Once, ten, twenty.  

Continued to swing the sword. The muscles screamed accordingly.  

It was weird. It was the arm that was moving, but other parts other than the arm were also struggling.  

I have never been so tired of my body.  

However.  

'Strangely, my mind is comfortable.'  

I did.  

Even if not now, Irene was always sick. My body wasn't sick.  

My stomach and my heart hurt heavily.  

But now, after chasing the sword of the man in my dream, I didn't feel that heavy.  

So I swung it.  

I continued to swing.  

Poop!  

once.  

Wheeik!  

Ten times.  

Wheein!  

Again, twenty times, and then a hundred times.  

It was when he fell into a trance and was throwing a wooden sword while staggering.  

A loud voice came through Airn's ear.  

"young master! Iron Master!"  

"… … uh?"  

It was the attendant who guided him to the training center.  

He approached and said with an expression that he was worried about dying.  

"young master! I think it would be better to stop now. No, stop it! You've been doing this long enough!"  

"What is that… … ."  

Iron asked questions.  

This is because the person in front of you is the one who doesn't usually use a strong tone for himself.  

He took a step forward to ask about this.  

No, I tried to approach. However, unable to do so, he stumbled and sat down.  

Afterwards, intense pain spreads widely like concentric circles in the lake.  

"Ugh!"  

"It was too much! Look above! It's already dark!"  

"… … Really?"  

Irene muttered with a blank face.  

No, the sky was really dark. It's not midnight, but it's a time when the sunset is all close to purple.  

He still couldn't come to his senses, he looked up and said.  

"If it's been that long, I would have to go to see what to do. Or call it earlier."  

"How dare I leave young master and go somewhere else! Besides, what I sang was a long time ago!"  

"okay? Well, uh... … ."  

Iron Fareira, who was trying to get up with a wooden sword, groaned again and sat down.  

From his expression of arrogance, I could guess the pain.  

The attendant trembled.  

"I will support you. I'll tell the maids to prepare warm water, so let's wash and have a good rest. I will also have the therapist on standby."  

"No, what a therapist... … ."  

"Oh, and then, if you get sick, it's a big deal for young master and myself!"  

After hearing the words of the beginning, Irene nodded reluctantly.  

In fact, it's weird.  

He said he wasn't a soldier who rolled in the gym every day, and he could rely on such muscle pain.  

It seemed to be the influence of a dream.  

To be honest, the actions he did today were embarrassingly insignificant to compare to what the man in his dreams had done.  

"young master, you won't be overdoing like this tomorrow, right?"  

"Hmm."  

"You promise. It's really good for young master to hold his sword, but it's absolutely not good to overdo it from the beginning. The famous article said that relaxation is also part of training."  

"Okay. I probably don't think I will do more in the future."  

Irene, who had a wooden sword on the arms display, said, being supported.  

The servant looked suspiciously, but this was also true. As I said before, I had no intention of learning swordsmanship.  

I just didn't feel like staying still, I just moved because I wasn't in shape.  

'It will be a repetition of lying down again tomorrow.'  

Such thoughts intensified when I ended bathing, finished eating, and went to bed at night.  

It was more painful than when I moved my body without hesitation.  

'You did something crazy. I was drunk in my dreams and did something completely crazy.'  

Regret came flooding in. It seemed that I couldn't sleep properly.  

Of course it was an illusion.  

Fatigue greater than pain led him to the world of sleep, and he dreamed again.  

The dream of a man who has been harassing him for several days.  

"… … ."  

Therefore, Irene Fareira was forced to go to the training field again.  
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It was morning. No, it was still closer to dawn.  

However, the attendant in charge of the family's Grand young master, Irene Fareira, was forced to move diligently.  

It was because I couldn't be sleeping until later than the owner.  

She yawns while rubbing her sleepy eyes, and after a simple wash, she cleans her clothes.  

And after accepting the tricks she asked for, she stands in front of So Young-ju's room.  

Smart, smart.  

"young master, may I go in."  

"Yes, come in."  

When I opened the door and entered, I saw a figure of Iron Parreira, who had already done most of the preparation.  

Thought the beginning.  

'I thought I couldn't pass the day... … .'  

It's already been the third day. It means that Irene woke up early in the morning.  

Some may ask what's so great about it, but that's great.  

So Young-ju had never woke up earlier than 10 years.  

'It's not even just standing up.'  

From the day I started training, it was the 4th day.  

After contemplating, the attendant said in a polite manner.  

"Here, this is a meal."  

"Thanks."  

After swallowing the sandwich a few times without chewing it, sip a sip of milk.  

After breaking another sandwich, another sip of milk.  

Soon after eating, Airn exhaled with Pooh.  

This was also different from before. He ate very little originally.  

He doesn't do anything to the point of reluctance to even walk, so there is no reason to need calories.  

But not now.  

'In order to swing a sword, you have to eat a lot.'  

Iron nodded.  

The unknown dream still haunted him, and he had to hold his sword without stopping unless the dream stopped.  

I couldn't resist. Yesterday I tried forcing myself to sleep, but I couldn't.  

After I opened my eyes, even lying still was a hard work.  

Besides, it didn't feel that hard to practice the sword.  

No, it's tough, but I mean... … .  

'… … Should I say that it is rewarding.'  

Irene thought carefully.  

The moment I lifted my sword, the muscle pain accumulated yesterday came up, and by the time I finished my training, even more pain spread all over my body.  

Still, I didn't feel bad.  

It was like finding a new refuge. Until now, sleep has played a role.  

"Are you going to the training center today again?"  

Irene woke up to the cautious voice of the servant.  

Anxious eyes.  

He ignored it. Then he nodded a couple of times and said.  

"Huh."  

"… … Okay."  

Iron left the room, and the attendant, who was bowing his head politely, followed him.  

The maids who were cleaning the corridor looked at them and said to them.  

"Wow, again?"  

"that's interesting. I would like to see such a sight in my life... … ."  

It wasn't just the maids.  

The employees who were working early in the morning, the guards who were patrolling, and the soldiers who were first at the training center were busy making fun of the appearance of the new Grand young master.  

"The burglar came out again. Three days already... … No, is it the fourth day?"  

"Are you awake now? It would be great if it was like that... … ."  

"Heng. I do not believe. Will people change so easily? If it would change right now... … ."  

"Well, that is also."  

Surprises, surprises, and positives and negatives are mixed with more back words.  

Irene didn't even know this. I didn't hear the words, but I could read the atmosphere around me.  

Even though he was a lazy, he wasn't a fool.  

But I understood.  

I wasn't even angry. It was correct that I didn't deserve it.  

What would he have to say about having abandoned the nobility's obligations for over 10 years?  

Irene Pareira picked up a wooden sword he had always used from the weapon display, and then quietly took a pose.  

"Woo."  

Breathe deeply.  

And mental concentration.  

To do this, I quietly closed my eyes and thought of a man.  

When he swung his sword, he remained focused without being swept away by anything.  

Even if it rains, even if it snows, even if children who don't know their fashion make a loud noise. Even when a thunderstorm strikes.  

Compared to that, the gazes pouring into myself right now were nothing.  

"Woowoo."  

It really helped me to think about it.  

Once again, Irene took his breath and quietly lifted his sword.  

And he struck vigorously.  

Wheein!  

A vertical cut that is neither skewed to the left nor to the right.  

With many watching, a long day of laziness young master was beginning.  

* * *  

"Wow, you're doing it today."  

"That's right."  

Two senior guards who finished the morning guard at the castle gate and a new guard visited the training ground.  

I didn't come to train my body. They weren't lazy, but they weren't even passionate characters.  

The reason the guards visited this place was to see the celebrity of the Pareira family, the Lao young master training scene.  

To be more precise, it was to watch the progress of the bet.  

It is a bet that asks,'How long does he, who is known to be lazy, continues his training?'  

Of course, it was not that he looked down on the Grand young master and disrespected him.  

Because they were soldiers who had been working in the Pareira family for a long time.  

Apart from that, however, the current situation was unbearably exciting to move on without doing anything.  

Without this kind of entertainment, I can't live because I'm so busy.  

In the case of the highest guard, it seemed that he had only seen a lot of losses.  

"No way he will appear in the training hall for 4 consecutive days… … ."  

"I didn't say it. Naemi, the son of Gairen's own son, spoke quite hard. Well, I heard that even if it wasn't the level of being spoken outright, it was so embarrassing that if you couldn't understand it, you were a fool... … ."  

"Damn, why do you only know that information!"  

"Am I crazy? Will you let your senior know that in the betting yard? And I know everything except seniors."  

"Huh, maybe even if I come, I'll last for a week," said a guard with a big nose, tearing out the best money and muttering.  

"Hmm… … ."  

When the seniors were murmuring again, the newly hired new guard was focusing on the Grand young master itself, not the bet.  

Not only did he not have enough money to bet, but he was more interested in observing celebrities who were only rumored to be.  

Of course, I didn't plan to visit for long.  

The opponent who was using a certain stigma was not scared enough to openly look at the training of nobles and superiors.  

But that thought gradually began to disappear.  

The newcomer, with a serious expression, concentrated on the appearance of Lazy young master swinging his sword.  

'… … It doesn't feel like you're just spending time?'  

It really was.  

Irene Pareira was wielding his sword with much more sincerity and immersion than the newcomer thought.  

You can also say,'What kind of fuss are you having with only four days old?'  

But he knows. It means that there aren't many people who can properly keep the word Jaksim 3il.  

Originally, it is.  

No matter how motivating you hear, even if you think, 'I should work hard as soon as I wake up,' few people can do it.  

Most of them value their current sleep more than yesterday's plan.  

Even if I managed to get up and lift the sword, it is not the end.  

The more you repeat the training with a heavy sword, the more you repeat, the more pain builds up and your will is cut off. The muscle pain that will come the next morning is a bonus.  

He was also similar. The day after I first lifted the sword, I remember running away for three days and whining that I would not practice.  

By the way… … .  

'Up to now, young master has never shown such a sign.'  

Someone who hasn't even said it's an exercise in his life.  

Like someone who has been doing this for a long time.  

The newcomer couldn't understand.  

Of course, sloth young master's swordsmanship is terrible.  

Due to lack of muscle strength, he cannot digest the weight of the sword, and his stamina is so he cannot breathe properly.  

Of course, it is incomparable to the nobles of the same age who held the sword early, and even if you bring anybody out of the physically healthy course, you will show a more powerful figure than me.  

However, if you evaluate your mental strength alone, the boy's appearance was by no means ridiculous enough to laugh at senior guards.  

Rather, it was right to see it as great.  

no.  

If you look at those eyes right now, maybe even more... … .  

It was when I was thinking about that.  

Suddenly, the atmosphere around me changed.  

It wasn't just that. The highest guard was striking his shoulder.  

"Oh, why are you... … Huh."  

The newcomer couldn't speak until the end.  

And without knowing it, he firmed his expression and looked at one place.  

His posture was polite, and his shoulders went down a lot. The same was true of others.  

Kwaang!  

Small and cute, but somehow the sound of crying with a sense of dignity.  

It was the roar of the legendary animal, Griffin, painted all over in red.  

And what's on it is the bright future of the Pareira family, who at the age of eleven earned the title of "a magician".  

It was Kirill Fareira, the half younger sister of the lazy young master Airn Fareira.  
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Griffin is a legendary animal that does not exist in reality.  

It is said to be a monster that can only appear in a fairy tale book, with a lion's body, an eagle's wings, and a leather as tough as steel.  

But what Cyrillic Fareira was riding on was obviously a Griffin's appearance.  

The people in the train station who saw this, especially the new guards, couldn't hide their expressions of surprise.  

'This is the ability of the magician Kirill Fareira!'  

To move the creatures you owed, and further, to inspire you as if you were alive.  

It is an ability that cannot be explained by common sense. Of course, you can't teach or learn someone.  

Such special power awakened at the age of 10, and now at the age of 11, it was recognized by the royal palace, so it was difficult to even guess what the prestige of Kirill Fareira was.  

"you."  

"Break!"  

Such a Cyrillic Parareira pointed out one to jump off Griffin.  

A girl with a cute appearance with a small kidney slightly raises her chin and makes a point.  

As a result, the flickering blonde is exposed to the sun, giving it a cute and bright feeling.  

However, the recruitment guard who was assigned was knocked down.  

The point was followed two more times.  

"You and you."  

"Huh!"  

"Yes, yes! Princess!"  

"You, aren't you on duty? Why are you messing around here?"  

"Well, I mean, I just finished working sincerely, so I've been doing a shift with the afternoon worker without any problems! No, I didn't do anything that would cause problems!"  

"That's right! I didn't even feel sad while working!"  

Two senior guards made excuses in trembling voices.  

Even though I wasn't making up a story that wasn't there, I was talking about the facts as they are, but my legs fluttered and my heart pounded.  

I had to do that.  

Princess Kirill Fareira is the pride of the territory of Pareira.  

Just as all the people of the kingdom shrug and rejoice when a genius of impoverishment appeared in the kingdom, they were also proud of the rise of Kirill's reputation.  

However, it is a story when viewed from a distance.  

Kirill as a close superior, not a celebrity of the estate, was a frightening and tricky character, not like his age.  

Kalanka, nervous voice.  

A frowned look as if he was dissatisfied.  

And above all.  

"okay? Are you vomiting on my words now? Are you pointing out that I'm wrong?"  

"Oh no! Absolutely not!"  

"No. And what is it now? Rather than training in the sacred practice hall, you're talking about it again, right? Are veteran guards who need to set an example?"  

"Well, that… … ."  

"You too! Shouldn't the subject that has just been hired have to be filled with bad water already?"  

"Sorry! Sorry!"  

Biting the tail to the tail and continuing, and the galgum!  

That was the biggest reason why the soldiers on the premises respected and avoided Cyril.  

Of course, she wasn't arguing at any time.  

She was a little arrogant as she had outstanding skills at a young age, but she was still the daughter of Baron Pareira, who had a good character.  

But today her mood didn't look very good.  

It was the moment she tried to keep the three guards on.  

"Cyrill."  

"… … ."  

"Hoowook, hook… … What's up?"  

Iron Fareira, who came close with his fluttering legs and heavy sword, talked to Kirill while wiping away sweat.  

"… … ."  

Kirill looked at the guards for a while and soon turned his gaze toward the Grand young master.  

Then she opened her mouth with a dissatisfied expression, closed it, and then repeated.  

However, I couldn't stand the words forever. That was her personality.  

Kirill shot with a more ferocious expression.  

"Stop right now."  

"… … What."  

"What would it be? Stop doing this stupid thing."  

"… … ."  

Irene looked at his younger brother silently.  

A bitter expression and a hot momentum.  

I can't believe I'm 4 years younger than myself.  

Probably, if he had been himself, he would have nodded gently and returned to his room.  

No, it wouldn't even have happened in the first place.  

But now things are different.  

I haven't been satisfied yet.  

My body itch has not gone away yet.  

After Irene quickly turned the new sentence, he continued his work.  

"This, this… … !"  

Then, a double heart lit up in Kirill's eyes.  

She shook her body as if she didn't know she would be ignored.  

But for a while, a hot voice resounded in the smoke field as if a flame was exploding.  

"Do you know that swordsmanship is so easy?"  

"What do you think will get better if you just sleep all of the time until that age and just swing it all of a sudden?"  

"look! It's terrible! Did you know that the rookie guard over there is much, much better?"  

"No way, are you doing that because of the words you heard two weeks ago? Ha, it's not enough to say that it's really stupid... … ."  

"Cyrill."  

A clear and fine voice was heard through the sullen language that everyone in the training room was frowning upon.  

It was strange. Even though the voice was not very loud, but rather a small voice, everyone's attention was immediately focused on it.  

Kirill also closed her mouth and creaked her neck toward the back.  

Baron Pareira's second wife and her mother.  

Amel Fareira.  

Cyril Fareira's face, who confirmed her, ran over the face of frustration.  

"Cyrill. Don't disturb you, come here."  

"… … ."  

"Understand?"  

"However… … ."  

"hurry."  

As usual, Amel treated her daughter with a warm smile.  

However, there was a power that was difficult to resist in that atmosphere. Even that ferocious Kirill couldn't resist.  

Eventually, she became like a wild foal overwhelmed and turned to her mother.  

"Then, all suffer."  

"… … Yes!"  

"Yep!"  

"Irene is also working hard. Don't overdo it."  

"… … I know."  

Everyone, including Irene Fareira, responded to her.  

Amel returned with Kirill, leaving a polite smile.  

People have been unable to do their jobs for a while, despite her departure.  

I just keep silent in a strange atmosphere.  

Wheeik!  

Wheein!  

In the meantime, only the Grand young master was practicing the vertical cut as if nothing had happened.  

* * *  

It's a bit early in the evening to say midnight.  

Irene Fareira fell asleep early.  

It wasn't a sleep that I forced to ask for as if to escape. Because of the exhaustion of all the energy of the day, it was inevitably lost.  

Unlike usual with a bright sleep, he fell into a deep sleep that no one knows to carry.  

At that time, Kirill Parreira, who was looking at the surroundings, sneakily approached his room, holding a pack in her arms.  

"young master is sleeping."  

The voice coming from behind her.  

Kirill looked back in surprise. It was none other than Airn's exclusive attendant who stood.  

She, with a ferocious expression, said in a clear voice.  

"so?"  

"I think it would be better to come later."  

"I have something to see."  

"Isn't it enough to come after young master wakes up?"  

"Are you dare to talk back to me?"  

Momentum emanated from the body of Hwaak and Kirill.  

It wasn't just an expression or an atmosphere felt in the voice.  

The magical power of the enchantress pressed the whole body of the attendant with reality.  

'what… … .'  

A drop of thick sweat flowed from the forehead of the attendant.  

Being a younger girl than her own daughter, she could not withstand the pressure.  

As if facing Medusa's eyes, he became a stone statue and hardened.  

"huh. It's nothing too much."  

"… … ."  

"Don't ever think about telling someone else about your work today. If you violate... … know?"  

Cyrillic Fareira enters the room of young master, throwing a subtle but never negligible threat.  

The attendant could not say anything while looking at her back.  

* * *  

Early dawn.  

The eyes of the lazy young master Ai Ren Paraeira opened up.  

Even considering sleeping early, it wasn't that long sleep. Much shorter time compared to usual, not yesterday.  

Still, my body was refreshing. The muscle pain I felt every day was also relatively small.  

Irene felt wondering, then slowly turned her head to the melody in her ear.  

And I shed bloody laughter.  

Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh  

A soft voice that makes the listener's mind comfortable.  

It wasn't a human voice. It was the sound emanating from a paper doll that had been processed into an elaborate shape.  

It's an amazing sight to the point that if you were a rural farmer, you might think you were possessed by ghosts, but Airn wasn't embarrassed.  

He picked up the paper next to the paper doll.  

[To. Brother  

-I'm sorry for what I said during the day. When I heard that my brother wasn't eating properly and being overwhelmed, I was so worried... … As I was talking, I don't think the meaning was conveyed properly. I'm also scolded by my mother. It was hard to beat.  

… … (Omitted)… …  

Anyway, I hope you don't overdo it because of the trash guy's words.  

I'll leave a doll that helps you relax, so I hope it helps.  

Then sleep well.  

PS-Keep it a secret to mom that I came to bed. He told me not to go in. I'm not going to interfere... … I have too much worries.]  

The font is crooked, not like a neat appearance.  

After reading her sister's letter, Irene Pareira laughed.  

He is a really grateful younger brother.  

A precious younger brother who gave him one of the few laughs in his always depressed life.  

'Even though he's such an ugly brother... … .'  

Irene, with a bitter expression, put down the letter.  

Then he took another note next to him in his hand.  

[If Cyril is bothering you, tell me. Until then, I'll pretend I don't know. -My dear mother-]  

The important thing is that my mother was no less than Kirill.  

Although not her mother, Amel has loved and cared for herself all her life.  

With a warm smile, more valuable than a word, with a hug.  

It was thanks to that. Airn's heart, which was almost closed forever, was open to his family.  

And, is it the influence of dreams? Or is it because of the widening of my narrow field of view after moving my body violently for several days?  

The window of my heart, which was only very small, felt like it would be a little wider.  

smart.  

"Can I go in, young master."  

I fell in love with this and that appreciation, but a voice came from outside the door.  

Irene replied low, and the attendant brought the same tricks as yesterday.  

Sloth young master shook his head.  

"Don't like the meal?"  

Asked with a puzzled expression.  

If I skipped food, I filtered it, because he was a great young master who was not unbalanced.  

But, unexpected words popped out of his mouth.  

"Today, I'll eat with my family."  

"… … ."  

"Call me when the time comes. I will be preparing."  

"… … Yes, yes! Then, I'll tell you, Lord!"  

The attendant, who managed to answer, walked out the door carefully.  

Then, with a gradual pace, I moved my body as if running later.  

A smile bloomed on his face he hadn't seen in days.  

'young master... … You have changed!'  

I wasn't just talking about a change in sleep cycle.  

It wasn't even referring to the several days of swordsmanship training.  

A more radical change of mindset than that.  

As he confirmed that the frozen spirit of the soju-in had melted a little, the start-up was bound to be happy.  

Of course it was the same with families.  

"… … Take special care of the food today."  

"Yes, Lord!"  

Baron Harun Fareira ordered heavily.  

It was a stern face, but it couldn't be prevented that the tail of one mouth was slick.  

Unlike his blunt tone and rough appearance, he was a very delicate personality, so he was happy to change his son, who had been stuck in the room for a long time.  

The same was true of Amel, not to mention her sister Kirill.  

"Oh my brother, eat this!"  

"Huh."  

"Eat this, this, this too!"  

Kirill Parreira, holding a fork tightly, served Airn's plate with food. Because of her short stature, she jumped out of her chair.  

When Amel saw it, she graced it, and Irene smiled softly.  

And he said carefully.  

"thank you. Father, mother, and Kirill."  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

"I always wanted to say thank you. I just lie down without doing anything like this... … My mouth didn't fall off. I'm sorry, and I love you."  

Never expected.  

So, a word from my son who is more surprising and happy.  

Upon hearing this, Amel welcomed Airn with a warm smile.  

Kirill shed tears like chicken dung, and Baron Pareira also turned slightly red.  

Even if it's an emotion you already know, what you hear in person and what you don't do is quite different.  

At this moment, the family realized.  

It means that the child, who has been sitting down for a long time, tries to get up from the seat.  

"… … I love you too, son."  

"Sorry for the worry."  

"There is no need to say that. Let's finish eating."  

The meal continued again at the baron's stern words.  

Without a word, only a rattling sound of cooling followed.  

But the atmosphere was good. So.  

A meal for a family of four who has been here in 10 years. The laughter of a family of four who has come in 10 years.  

How much has everyone been looking forward to at this time when it is more precious to be ordinary.  

After a while, a question of Baron Harun Pareira broke through the silence.  

"Son."  

"Yes, father."  

"Recently, I heard a story that I am working hard on swordsmanship. It's a good thing to train your body lately, but I hear stories that I'm doing it all over the place."  

"… … ."  

Iron stopped moving.  

He pretended he wasn't a baron, but looked at his son with an invisible anxiety.  

"There is a saying that excess is not enough. If you try too hard from the beginning, you can easily get tired or get sick. I'll post my reliable article, so why don't you take a break until then?"  

"Thank you for your word. But that's okay."  

Everyone was surprised by the words of the Grand young master.  

Baron, Kirill, and even Mrs. Amel, who has a good sense of composure.  

It was because Irene had never been so stubborn.  

"It's really okay. I'm not overworked at all, so you don't have to worry."  

Even though the voice was not loud, there was strength.  

Because it is not a lie. Actually he was thinking so.  

'Compared to the training the man in the dream did, it's about this level… … .'  

Irene Paray continued to eat, and no one else talked about it anymore.  

This is the confidence that a boy who has been crouching in his life showed for the first time.  

It couldn't be forcibly broken.  

Even if worries are infested inside.  

'Even though… … It would be hard.'  

'Even if you're frustrated in the middle, you have to give me strength to get up again.'  

'Silly brother, I can see all that is unreasonable, but I'm lying.'  

The family didn't expect much from Airn.  

I love him, and I'm happy to change it now, but that's all.  

To hope for something bigger, it was true that there wasn't much of what the Grand young master had seen so far.  

However, the thoughts of the Pareira family went off one by one.  

Irene didn't even give up on the way.  

I didn't even adjust the training intensity.  

No, rather, it showed a way to increase the time even more, causing concerns around the people.  

As a result, Cyril Fareira's nerves were even more intense. It was natural for the soldiers to make the sound of sickness.  

However, ten days later, the wandering knight who visited the estate of Pareira was different.  

He was a man who could only look at the present, regardless of the past of Irene Fareira.  
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Early morning with the dew of dawn forming all over the place. Pareira's troops entered the training field with a tired face.  

I was desperate for oversleeping in a warm blanket, but I couldn't help it.  

I had to follow the regular training at least once a week.  

The soldiers yawned and began to match the heat with Oh.  

"What are you doing there! Move quickly!"  

"These cubs have fallen! So can you catch a goblin?"  

A knight severely rebuked the soldiers.  

But he was no less bothersome than his subordinates.  

Suddenly, his age is forty. Now, there is no passion, will, or hair that was like the spark of a young day. It's just what I have to do, so I just do it.  

'Damn, my head hurts because of the alcohol I drank yesterday.'  

It's not because I like it, so it's obviously annoying.  

The knight looked around to find the streets and shouted bluntly at the old man watching training from a distance.  

"there!"  

"Is that me?"  

"Yes, there! What the hell is it! What if an outsider is watching the soldiers training!"  

"No, it's not a special tactical training, right? Isn't it just physical fitness?"  

"However… … ."  

"I got permission from the lord in the first place. What's wrong with it? I'm just going to be quietly looking around, so don't mind and see work."  

"… … there! At the very end! I can't do it straight!"  

The knight, who couldn't find anything to refute, was angry in a harsh place. The pointed soldier was stunned and swung his sword more vigorously.  

Bran Somerville, a wandering knight, in the corner of the training center, who was looking at it, tickled his tongue.  

'It's not zero. Everyone's mental condition is bad.'  

It is Bran Somerville, who has almost lost its former dignity over seventy years, but fought 40 years ago against those terrifying mortals without any resignation.  

For him, the troops in this place, whose military skills were so tight, couldn't look pretty.  

Of course, it wasn't just about Pareira Young.  

In the last few years, most of the estates he stayed in had soldiers of a similar level.  

'It's because of being overwhelmed with peace. Things are really a problem these days, a problem... … .'  

Bran Somerville shook his head.  

Of course, peace is not the problem.  

Smiles are standing on people's faces thanks to the leisure that comes out of it, and even an old man like him is a war warrior and is treated everywhere.  

That's why I can stay at Pareira's Yeongjugwan.  

But I had to keep in mind.  

That it takes constant effort to enjoy and enjoy the present peace for a longer time.  

'If you say this, you'll only be treated as a bad guy.'  

The old wandering knight laughed bitterly. Then he turned his head and looked toward the entrance of the training hall.  

Just in time, I saw a boy with a bright blond hair.  

Bran, who checked the pure white skin, frowned slightly.  

'He's only a lazy young master with a lot of rumors.'  

The time spent in the estate of Pareira was only a day, but the old man already knew most of the rumors about Irene.  

I had to do that. Since I have been wandering my whole life, I was quick to talk about most of the time.  

Even the boy was insulted by the son Naemi of the neighboring estate, and because of that, he was aware that he was working hard on swordsmanship training.  

It was funny.  

Bran Somerville laughed out loud without stopping to think.  

"Huh huh, huh huh huh."  

"Why are you fucking fucking again, that inspirational man."  

The knight who was guiding the soldiers muttered with an impression. I heard it from the old man, but I ignored it.  

And I watched Lazy young master pull out his wooden sword and move to the corner.  

Of course it wasn't the gaze that looked forward to something.  

'You're the one who looks at the sword very funny.'  

There is no need to look heavy at learning the sword. If that's the case, you won't be able to even get started unless you're a knightly family.  

But it wasn't even more light to look at the sword.  

At least, I couldn't really appreciate the act of listening to something I didn't want to hear, and not having any interest in my whole life, but starting out of hot air.  

'Did you say that today is the fortress? I'm quite trying to do something else.'  

Now the time will come when we will be struggling with strength. Maybe I can quit today.  

Originally, it is like '홧김에'.  

At first, it burns hot as if it could do anything, but the moment the firewood burns out, it cools down as if when it was.  

And the fire that was extinguished doesn't burn again.  

Bran gave up and saw countless numbers of newbies who disappeared.  

Even among the talented young people who listened to the voice of gifted and genius.  

That's why I was able to tell.  

That guy said no.  

It wasn't because I started later than others, but because I was dealing with the sword lightly with impure intentions.  

"Hmm, let's take a look… … ."  

Unlike all sorts of grievances, Bran Somerville carefully watched young master' laziness.  

Because there was nothing to do.  

He's old and on the verge of retirement, and he can't swing his sword around young people. The soldiers who train their physical strength also look very uninteresting.  

So the old man began to sit in a chair under the shade of a tree and observe the blond boy.  

Even when the soldiers go home after morning training.  

Even when the boy finishes lunch and starts training again.  

Even until the dark and dark spiders came, and most of the people went into the building.  

Bran Somerville continued to observe until the late young master had finished his day of practice, and he only got up after he left the training field.  

Patting his back lightly, he muttered quietly as he wandered around.  

"I haven't been playing for the past 15 days."  

However, it will be difficult to come out tomorrow if it is so unreasonable. I'm a young guy, so I don't know how to do it.  

While complaining, the old man left the gym early the next morning.  

Lao young master also appeared at the same time.  

That's how ten days passed.  

One is training, one is watching, and the same time as if stuck in the board.  

* * *  

Wheeik!  

Wheein!  

The sound of the wind came from the quiet train station. It was the sound of the lazy young master Airen Pareira wielding a wooden sword.  

No one was surprised. The surprise of the first day disappeared, and now everyone was thinking of the morning training of the Grand young master as a regular thing.  

However, no one still thought that Irene would achieve a great deal.  

It is a good thing to get rid of the stigma of 'to be indolent', but that's all.  

Swordsmanship wasn't as easy as expected from Bisil, who was years behind others.  

"… … ."  

But some people didn't.  

There was only one person who appreciated the possibility and potential of Lazy young master.  

Bran Somerville.  

He wasn't a man of Gyeongji, but he thought to himself, who had watched the scene of Airn's training for the past ten days without fail.  

'completely… … I was making a mistake.'  

I wasn't simply saying that he misappraised the boy's talents.  

At all, he was mistaken for the very nature of man.  

The forehead of the old man who realized it belatedly was deeply wrinkled.  

'I thought it was simply a flame that burns out a low sense of inferiority and pride without a crush on it… … .'  

It doesn't mean that the flame is bad.  

Most of the young geniuses improve their skills by living like fireworks.  

Someone burns passion, some talents, and some desires to make yourself brighter.  

This could be said to be a privilege only for young people, which the old man who has burned most of his life cannot.  

However, at best, lazy young master uses it as firewood, a wound caused by a modest pride, and a feeling of inferiority due to it.  

Bran, who knows how short it lasts, better than anyone else, so he valued young master Laziness so low.  

But it wasn't.  

Laziness young master wasn't a flame called Iron Paray.  

He was spending day by day with a heart like a blacksmith beating on steel, completely different from the boys who were burning up with a brilliant youth.  

'How is that possible?'  

The old man had a hard time understanding Airn.  

I had to do that.  

Tapping on iron is a very boring task to train yourself as if you were tapping on metal.  

Without firewood or the splendor of flames, it could be said that it was a pain that most people couldn't even dream of doing something that was decided every day.  

Even in the memories of Bran, who has lived for over seventy years, only a few of them have been able to do it.  

Even he was just old people who weren't in the world anymore.  

'By the way… … That young, or maybe, a young boy, you can feel the atmosphere of those people?'  

It was impossible.  

But it was also unfolding before my eyes.  

Even at this moment, the boy is sharpening his swordsmanship without any distractions.  

Like a person who has devoted his whole life to something.  

As if I've lived that way for decades already.  

Creepy-  

Bran Somerville's back was full of goosebumps.  

I thought he got up from the seat.  

No matter how great a hero, the steel's will to be completed only at the old age.  

If the person who completed it at the age of 15 continues to walk the path of the sword... … What will happen to the end?  

'Talent won't be a problem either. Even if it starts later than others, it won't matter.'  

If you just have a good teacher who will guide you so that you don't get into the wrong path.  

if so… … .  

"Huh!"  

The old man who had thought so far was amazed and shouted out loud.  

Hearing this, the manager of the training center looked puzzled.  

The old man, who had been still like a landscape for ten days, showed abnormal behavior, so it was inevitable.  

Even that wasn't the end. The wandering knight who was looking around came to himself as if there was an urgent thing.  

And asked a question.  

"Well, there. The janitor! Ask my one!"  

"Yes, yes, Nari! Feel free to ask."  

"I mean, Young-ju So, who is training there. Do you have any other swordsmanship teachers?"  

"Ah… … ."  

The management of the training center stood up for a while.  

This is because I was wondering if it would be okay to inform outsiders about the work inside the estate.  

But my worries didn't last long.  

It's not a big deal anyway. The manager, muttering inside, opened his mouth.  

"Even though, the lord said he would soon appoint a swordsman. young master said he didn't need it because he wasn't hoping for a great achievement. You could get hurt in the wrong... … ."  

"Yes, it is. Then, can you tell me who the swordsmanship teacher is?"  

"There is nothing to hide. The right-handed Jukran driver... … ."  

"No!"  

"What, what is it?"  

Bran Somerville, who heard the swordsman's name, shouted out loud. The startled manager of the train station stepped back.  

The old man didn't care whether the janitor did it or not. He quickly left the training room and went into the room and took out two pieces of paper.  

One is a letter to Baron Pareira.  

Bran wrote openly in the letter. The right-handed Jukran knight said no.  

It is said that entrusting a lazy young master, or even the Grand young master, to a guy like that is like putting the possibility in the mud.  

'Right jukran… … It was that guy. The guy who drank drunk the day before regular training and screamed at the soldiers!'  

I couldn't.  

I couldn't entrust that jewel-like boy to such a nasty guy.  

All of a sudden, Bran was more concerned about the future of Irene Paraeira more than anyone else in the Pareira estate.  

The sincere worries and expectations, Nogisa pressed down on the second piece of paper.  

"Okay, I'm done!"  

The second document was also completed.  

The wandering knight with a light smile arose from the seat.  

And I asked for a meeting with Lord Burinake.  

Baron Pareira read the documents handed over by Bran Somerville with a stiff face.  

Especially in more detail on the second one.  

'… … Really, does my son have potential?'  

Chrono Swordsman, one of the best in the continent.  

With the recommendation for admission there, he closed his eyes gently.  
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Chrono Swordsman.  

It was an organization with a different reputation than other swordsmen, who selected and taught only talented children regardless of nationality, gender, and status.  

Just by graduating there safely, or even becoming a formal trainee, you can be treated more than an aristocrat.  

Boasting a reputation that is more than a royal academy.  

A place where anyone with a will to sword wants to step into.  

However.  

'… … It's that hard. To enter and to endure.'  

That's sound natural. Only those with brilliant talents from all over the continent graduate from the Chrono Swordsmanship.

Those who have been eliminated from the competition must return to their homeland alone with a sense of frustration and inferiority in their arms.

That's why Baron Pareira was worried.  

I had no choice but to worry.
‘Will Airn be able to overcome the endless competition?’
Bran Somerville's words made him dance. It was fire and yesterday that I laughed all night while drawing the image of my son who became an excellent knight.

But the Baron did not force it.  

He didn't even put any pressure on him.
Because I know how hard is the road Irene has to walk.

I thought that the son who finally came out of the room might be bent again, so I just asked for his intentions in a calm manner.  

And two days passed.  

"I'll do it."  

Likewise, in a cool tone.  

However, looking at the child, Pareira, who answered with a stronger expression than usual, the Baron patted the shoulder without a word.  

It was a moment when a bird that had never thought of me all his life went out of the cage.  

* * *  

Little by little-
At the end of April, even the springtime cold had completely disappeared.
Lazy young master Irene Fareira went out of the territory for the first time in his life.

It was to go to the meeting place of the trainees of the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

Of course, the arrival was not the end.
Although he received a letter of recommendation from the wandering knight Bran Somerville, it was only the right to take the exam as a trainee.

In order to be officially admitted to the Swordsmanship Hall, it is necessary to endure one year of training.
And you have to get good grades on two evaluations.

Recalling this fact, Irene slowly closed his eyes.
'Can I do well?'

He did not believe in his possibilities.  

Except for the past month, I've been lying and sitting all my life.
To expect high grades on such a subject was over-greed.
Nevertheless, Irene accepted his father's offer for two reasons.

The first was to use the present opportunity as a turning point in his life.  

'This strange state right now... … I don't know how long it will last.'  

I am not indolent now. Rather, he is more sincere than anyone else.  

However, it is not because of one's own will, but purely through the operation of mystical dreams.  

In other words, once this unknown phenomenon is over, he may return to his former helpless appearance.
‘I don’t want to. No more... … I don't want to sit down. For me and for my family who loves me.’
Although it is said that it was due to an accident when he was young, but it is his family who have supported him for 10 years.

Irene wanted to be a proud son and older brother in front of them.  

To do that, now that you have the will to move forward even a little, don't hesitate to take on the challenge.
You have to put yourself in an unstoppable environment.

"Whoa."  

Irene sighed.  

New environment, new people. All of that had to be a burden for the boy who was locked up in the room.  

Although I was forced to pluck up the courage, the urge to turn the wagon and return home came up suddenly.
But the second reason.

The intense desire to "reproduce the sword of the man in the dream in reality" suppressed such behavior.  

Irene has been swinging her sword like a crazy person for the past month.
Thanks to that, compared to when I first entered the gym, my posture improved and I gained more strength.
But that alone was not enough. There was a limit to just training the sword alone in the family's hall.
Lao young master wanted to get closer to the man. I wanted to get closer to his sword.

Regardless of whether it is great swordsmanship or not great swordsmanship.  

And there would be no room for disagreement about that the best environment for this was the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

'By the way, what is the man in the dream doing?'  

The boy didn't know much about the man.  

Why did he practice the sword, how long did he practice it, and what achievements was he achieved at the end of his terrible life?  

That's why they rated their potential low.  

I couldn't think that a man wielding only an old sword in a barren environment would be a great man.  

But it didn't matter.  

The will and effort he handed over.  

That gave Airen the power to move forward.  

That was enough.  

It was when young master, the lazy who had finished thinking, gently woke up.  

"You have arrived, young master."  

The wagon arrived at the Chrono Swordsman.  

It wasn't the main building. However, there were magnificent buildings lined up beyond the windows that made the branch office colorless.  

Was this worth investing only in teaching trainees?  

Or was it something that was originally used for other purposes?  

Those thoughts rubbed my head for a moment, but I forgot it. It was an unnecessary idea.  

Parareira, the child who took her breath, got off the carriage and said to the coachman.  

"Thanks. You can go now."  

"Wouldn't it be better to have me at the entrance?"  

"If that would be the case, I would have come with my family. Now you're a trainee, shouldn't you get used to acting alone? Don't worry, go."  

"… … Okay. I hope you will achieve great results."  

The coachman who answered politely, bowed his head and left.  

There was a young smile around his mouth. It was because he felt better at the appearance of the Grand young master, which was clearly changed.  

Of course, Irene did not know this. As he watched the carriage leave for a moment, he took a deep breath once again. And spit out.  

With his will, he headed for the entrance of the swordsman.  

In front, a group of trainees who arrived one step earlier were waiting.  

"Hmm. This is Brat Lloyd young master, who is the prestigious Gerbera Kingdom, Count Lloyd's So Young-joo. It was recommended by the renowned knight Sir Cole Swaydy."  

"I see! It is an honor to be able to meet the noble lineage of the Lloyds!"  

"I have heard of Sir Cole Swaydy's prestige as well! It feels like seeing a future graduate!"  

"Hmm, hmm!"  

Count Lloyd was a famous family that even Irene knew.  

It was not an exaggeration to say that the real life of the Gerbera Kingdom.  

Therefore, the arrogance peculiar to a high-ranking nobleman was buried in every word and action.  

It wasn't unreasonable that the gatekeepers were embarrassed.  

They handed over directions to the inside of the swordsmanship and politely brought Brat Lloyd inside.  

Eventually, even the servants of the Lloyd family, who had been helping out, left, and Irene Fareira's turn came.  

He nodded and said.  

"This is Pareira, the child of the Baron Pareira family. I have received a recommendation from the Wandering Knight Sir Bran Somerville. Take good care of me."  

It was an ordinary introduction that neither himself nor his family was proclaiming.  

In fact, Irene could do anything to show off.  

The Pareira family was the lowest baron among 5th place, but due to the large amount of trade, they were quite wealthy.  

Of course, it couldn't be compared to the Lloyds family, a high-ranking family of great powers, but it was quite a different attitude considering that even the commoners somehow tried to find and emphasize something to be proud of.  

But it is only one's own father's ability to the last.  

'I'm just a lazy person who hasn't done anything for 10 years even though I'm a noble.'  

There was no deserving of anything to scorn on others.  

In addition, the Chrono Swordsmanship said that there was no difference in status, age, and sex, so there was no reason to attach a quadruple.  

After finishing the conversation, Irene waited calmly, and the gatekeepers said again with a fuss.  

"Ah, you were the master of the Pareira family!"  

"It is an honor to see a precious person. Sir Bran Somerville also knows. Aren't you a great person who has been leading the subjugation of mines decades ago! I've been recommended by someone like that, so it's natural to get on the exam!"  

"I will work hard no matter what the outcome."  

"I will cheer. This is the internal map, and the place shown here is the auditorium. Good luck."  

Irene also bowed his head to the doorkeepers who nodded.  

The two doorkeepers opened their mouths as they watched the boy disappear through the door.  

"Bran Somerville, what's the inspiration for you? Write all the letters of recommendation."  

"Yeah. But that guy, isn't it Lazy young master?"  

"What is Lazy young master?"  

"do not know? The lazy guy of the Paraeira family."  

"do not know. But looking at the body, I think I know."  

"Well, it looks too fragile. How the hell did you get into that little old man's eye?"  

The bearded gatekeeper questioned. Then the one who had scars on his eyebrows said not much.  

"Well, do you need to be curious already? You'll find out soon."  

"That's right. Oh, coming again."  

"I think I'm almost there now. It's nice to come quickly and quickly."  

The moment another trainee came, their eyes that were shining brightly diminished.  

The two returned to small citizens and responded politely to the trainees.  

* * *  

The meeting place, the auditorium, was farther away than I thought. It was because the site of the swordsman was wide.  

However, the directions were pretty detailed, so I never got lost.  

Irene Fareira, who was looking at unknown structures, arrived at the door of the auditorium.  

Then, as if what had been okay so far was a lie, a feeling of great pressure filled my heart.  

'Let's be calm, be calm.'  

There will be countless number of trainees in this.  

And each one of them must have a talent that can't be compared to themselves, and they've been working hard.  

Some may have heard the sound of gifted and genius since childhood.  

Quite the opposite of yourself.  

But what does it matter?  

'I'm not here to compete with other people.'  

The boy stood here in order to escape from himself in the past and to live a better today.  

The competitor was himself.  

Thinking so made me feel more comfortable.  

Just do your best. So that no regrets remain.  

Irene, who made a strong determination, opened the door vigorously.  

Then the inside of the auditorium came into my eyes.  

"… … ."  

Subsequently, many people's eyes were drawn to him.  

The boy couldn't hide his embarrassment.  

'What?'  

Why are everyone looking at me?  

Irene thought to himself.  

It wasn't simply a reaction to the appearance of a new character.  

They were clearly showing interest in themselves. Even though you don't know who you are.  

"… … ."  

Fortunately, there weren't even those who spoke directly to them.  

If so, Irene would not have even answered properly.  

For him, who had very little experience hanging out with someone other than his family, the situation was uncomfortable.  

Of course, even now, with hundreds of pairs of eyes scanning myself in silence, it wasn't really a good feeling.  

Fortunately, that atmosphere didn't last long.  

Jerk, jerk.  

"Huh!"  

"That person… … ."  

"What? Why is the gatekeeper... … ."  

A middle-aged man who climbs on a platform where no one is present with a heavy gait.  

There was no trainee whose face was unfamiliar.  

I had to do that.  

The scar on the man's eyebrows was quite strong to forget, and it was less than two hours after I met him in the first place.  

'Not the gatekeeper... … .'  

'You were an instructor?'  

As if answering the thoughts of the children of the trainees, the scared man stopped and opened his mouth.  

"nice to meet. Trainees. No, prospective trainees."  

"… … ."  

"I am Ahmed, an instructor who will teach and evaluate you from today."  

Hwaak!  

After the brief introduction, momentum emanated from Instructor Ahmed's body.  

It wasn't just dignity or atmosphere.  

In fact, the force that exerts pressure on others, which quickly spread among the prospective trainees gathered in the auditorium.  
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It started from the front.  

The children were surprised by the sudden appearance of the instructor.  

This is because he felt the air surrounding him became heavier.  

"this… … ."  

"Hmmm!"  

Even those in the middle and back couldn't avoid it. After a short period of time, the entire auditorium was filled with the momentum of Instructor Ahmed.  

Children couldn't hide their frustration at the pressure they felt for the first time in their lives.  

"Oh ugh."  

"Uh… … Ugh... … ."  

Most of the trainees showed distressed expressions.  

Those who have walked the sword path for at least 3 years. However, the body and spirit were insufficient to overcome the energy of the real strong.  

They couldn't hold up for less than 10 seconds and plunged into the floor.  

"Hoo, hoo, hoo."  

"Ha-ah… … ."  

Of course not everyone did that.  

Those who have a special character that goes beyond the level of simply'to have talent', and where the expression of so-called'giving' suits them.  

Such children managed the momentum of Instructor Ahmed.  

Someone is based on a natural personality.  

Some based on the mental power, another based on the superiority of the body.  

Of course, they were not all for Iron.  

"… … ."  

The boy did not collapse.  

I didn't breathe, I didn't stumble. He just quietly closed his eyes with a firm expression.  

It's definitely encouraging when you think about the troublesome aspects of other children.  

But Irene wasn't puffed up.  

He was just grasping the sword-shaped ornaments hanging from his neck and feeling the texture of the wood grain.  

'Thank you, Kirill.'  

An object made with love by a younger brother for an older brother who challenges something for the first time in his life.  

In fact, it was not very effective.  

Although it helped calm the mind, this alone could not overcome Instructor Ahmed's momentum.  

However, it was enough just to hold the "sword".  

When holding a sword, "the man" did my job without giving in to any external environment.  

'Compared to the company, it's not enough, but... … .'  

Whoo, Irene vomited a light breath.  

I watched the man in my dream for more than a month.  

Thanks to this, while relying on the sword, he was able to borrow a little bit of the steel-like will he had seen.  

Yes, it's just that.  

It wasn't that he was good enough to sustain the instructor's momentum. Lao young master thought so.  

'I didn't recommend that old man for no reason.'  

Instructor Ahmed, who was watching the preliminary trainees in the auditorium, brightened his eyes as he looked toward Irene Fareira.  

I still didn't know how to stand with that poor body.  

But the reason wasn't important. It's important to hold on. You can slowly find out why.  

He raised his mouth slightly and looked at several more places.  

A girl with intense red hair as if taken out of a furnace.  

Naemi, the son of the Lloyd family, who was trembling in front of himself.  

And more than any other children, with a calmer face, a silver-haired child who is staring at himself clearly.  

'The second genius of Lindsay's sword family... … He said he was born with more talent than his brother. It's my name.'  

not bad. It's okay.  

Ahmed, muttering to himself, took his energy.  

Then the pressure disappeared, as if when did it happen. The children who were sitting down and making a crying expression vomited out a harsh breath.  

He didn't care.  

As if nothing had happened, he continued his words.  

"As I said earlier, you are not yet trainees. He's a prospective trainee. As you may have heard, the training process of this swordsman is quite difficult, and the two evaluations are even more severe."  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

"If I can stand in this position safely a year after I overcome all of that, I will remove the word'preparation' in front of it. Of course, when you become a full-time trainee, there will be more hell than that."  

Looking at Instructor Ahmed smiling and looking at him, the prospective trainees looked bored.  

I didn't even have an introductory ceremony, but I'm starting to show off.  

Considering that the people gathered here were on average 12 to 13 years old, it would not be strange to cry out.  

However, no one showed that appearance.  

Everyone's eyes shone.  

Because of the momentum, my legs were still fluttering, and I didn't care if sweat poured over my body like rain.  

Those who are weak enough to be broken by such things can't step into the Chrono Swordsmanship in the first place.  

Of course, Instructor Ahmed also knew that.  

He smiled and said, flicking his fingers.  

"There is no cumbersome ceremonies like an initiation ceremony. We start with the accommodation assignment, and we'll also notify you of the things you need to know. Do you understand?"  

"Okay!"  

"From now on, the answer will be short and concise and unified as'Yes! Do you understand?"  

"Yeah!"  

"Good. Act according to the instructions of the teaching assistants."  

With that said, Instructor Ahmed left the auditorium. Immediately, the dry voices of the assistants were heard everywhere.  

"For pre-trainees, listen. There will be spare numbers assigned to each one. Numbers 1 to 100, this way."  

"Come this way from 101 to 200!"  

"Follow me from 201 to 300!"  

"there! Move fast!"  

The children, swept away by the overbearing atmosphere, moved without hesitation. The same was true of Iron Fareira.  

Having grown up like a flower in the sun all his life, he was forced to be even more embarrassed by the harsh words of the swordsman.  

Fortunately, there were no mistakes.  

After following the instructions of the teaching assistants without dissatisfaction, Irene was able to lie down on the bed in the assigned room after having finished eating and washing herself safely. It was solitary.  

But it wasn't comfortable.  

It was scary and scary. It was a little, but I also regretted it.  

But soon the boy shook his head and covered his head with an unfamiliar touch of blanket.  

While holding the sword necklace presented by her younger brother, Lazy young master fell asleep.  

* * *  

The second day of the Chrono Swordsman.  

A little over 400 prospective trainees gathered at the large training hall at 10 am.  

It wasn't a tight schedule. Was he considerate to be able to relieve his poisoning?  

Enough sleep, a quality breakfast, and a bit of rest are guaranteed.  

However, Lloyd's eldest son, Brad Lloyd, wasn't looking good.  

Even though my hair was trimmed more neatly than usual, I didn't feel better.  

He looked at the silver-haired girl standing quietly in the distance with an uncomfortable expression.  

'Ilia Lindsay... … What the hell is he lacking... … .'  

Count Lindsay family.  

The best family in the kingdom of Adan and one of the best swords on the continent. A place that has a reputation that does not fall behind the Chrono Swordsman.  

Joshua Lindsay, the lord, has one of the ten fingers of prosecutors, and his first son, Carl Lindsay, was a genius among the three of the younger generation, and was prestigious on the continent.  

And Ilia Lindsay, who is in front of her, was evaluated as having greater potential than her own brother.  

In a word, it means that he has no reason to be here.  

'Damn, that's how the senior possibility is completely gone!'  

Brad Lloyd thought about it gently.  

It wasn't just conceit.  

He has been practicing swords since he was six years old. In the process, he was taught by countless celebrities, and his possibilities were recognized.  

It means that he ran this road much earlier and faster than others.  

So I was convinced.  

Unless something really unfortunate happens, you'll be able to raise your family's reputation by achieving shining results that match your greed.  

However… … .  

"Damn it!"  

Brat, who spoke swear words, kicked the stones off the floor.  

I wasn't aiming for anyone. However, the stone flew a long distance and accidentally hit a boy's feet.  

A blond boy who is about a span taller than the average prospective trainees.  

He kicked his tongue wide enough to hear Brad Lloyd who checked his face.  

"Tsu, why is that child getting old? … ."  

Did you say it was Irene? I don't remember exactly.  

Anyway, the reason he didn't like him was because of the exact opposite of Ilya Lindsay.  

It's because he didn't like it that he lowered the level of the Chrono Swordsman.  

At first glance, she looks older than others.  

Nevertheless, a body that did not seem to have been trained in any particular way.  

What it meant was obvious.  

'There must be a back belly. Or they were bribes too much.'  

Brat Lloyd is an arrogant noble to the bones who value bloodline and family.  

However, he was a boy who had the talent and will to match him.  

In his view, he was nothing but a nom-pang, who degraded the nobility of the nobleman, named Airen Farai, standing here without any effort.  

'A guy who is worse than the commoners.'  

Brat looked sideways.  

I saw a girl with red hair as if painting with paint.  

Unlike a childish and cute face, a body that seems quite trained, and a palm that has calluses firmly embedded in it.  

'What was your name... … Was it Judith? Anyway.'  

Yeah, I'd rather prefer a guy like this.  

Than an incompetent aristocrat who doesn't deserve respect, this commoner girl who seems to have struggled with her best... … .  

It was when I was thinking about that.  

The same girl, facing Brat, opened her mouth.  

"Look, baby."  

"… … ?"  

"What are you looking for?"  

"Ji, are you talking to me now?"  

"Then there is someone who has looked at me other than you here."  

"Uh, uh… … ."  

Brad was speechless.  

It was surprising that a girl who was sure of a commoner spoke to herself, but it was a surprise beyond that to swear at her.  

The shock was more severe than when I realized that the Scar Man, who only thought he was a gatekeeper, was an instructor.  

He managed to recover his mind, and he stuttered.  

"This, this spoiled child! I am the prestigious Gerbera Kingdom, the small lord of Count Lloyd. To the extent that something like you is rude... … ."  

"Fuck."  

The red-haired girl, Judith, replied briefly.  

And as if he didn't want to deal with him, he quickly turned his head away.  

After seeing the figure, Brat again made a blank expression.  

But that time was much shorter than before, and before long, hot anger began to settle in the boy's face.  

"It's not enough to chew this… … ."  

"Ah, everyone pay attention."  

Unfortunately, today's Brat was out of luck.  

Because of the instructor who appeared, he had no choice but to stop what he was trying to say and swallow his anger.  

He looked ahead amidst the prospective trainees who became quiet in an instant.  

A smiling top man with a dark beard.  

Like the Eyebrow Scar Instructor, he was one of the two gatekeepers who forgot to fool himself.  

'Damn, it feels really dirty.'  

"Haha, nice to meet you. I am Karaka, one of the instructors who will teach you in the future. How was everyone sleeping? Wasn't it bad?"  

"Yeah!"  

"Is your meal okay?"  

"Yeah!"  

"Fortunately, the. They all look good, too. Very good."  

Whether Brad Lloyd is in a bad mood or not, the new instructor, Karaka, continued to say what she said.  

Fortunately, his personality felt rounder than Instructor Ahmed.  

In such a comfortable atmosphere, Instructor Karaka, who had been talking about things for a few minutes, clapped hands with each other.  

Despite the slightest hand movement, the sound spread far and wide.  

The prospective trainees felt the changed atmosphere and looked at the instructor with nervous eyes.  

Am I enjoying the atmosphere? Or maybe you have another idea.  

Karaka stood with a heavy expression for a long time.  

After a while.  

He smiled and opened his mouth.  
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"Shall we all go for a morning walk together?"  

The sound of laughter and sighs of relief burst from all over.  

Instructor Karaka was suddenly tense to grasp the weight and then released it.  

The prospective trainees answered'yes' one beat late.  

Karaka nodded, clapping her hands again.  

"good. Then, let's slowly look inside the swordsmanship. There is no need to match the heat, so please follow suit."  

Of course I couldn't.  

No matter how comfortable he speaks, he is an instructor. The children still remembered the momentum of Instructor Ahmed yesterday.  

Thanks to this, the heat with Oh was roughly matched. In that state, a group of about 400 people slowly started turning around the swordsmanship.  

"This is an indoor fitness room. It's a place to use when the weather isn't good."  

"This is a place for theory education. Oh, are you listening to it for the first time? Chrono Swordsman is not just where you learn how to sharpen. Appropriate theoretical education is required to complete all of the shim, chi, and sieve… … ."  

"Haha, the words were long. In the end, there is one thing I want to say. Before sharpening the sword, it would be good to sharpen the mind and heart. Do you understand?"  

"Yeah!"  

"good. Oh, you just arrived at the right time."  

Karaka was a pretty talkative person. As informative, correct, but uninteresting stories continued throughout the walk, boredom passed by on the faces of prospective trainees. There were quite a few people who thought differently.  

But I couldn't do that anymore.  

Karaka made a surprise remark as the long and wide avenue unfolded in front of him.  

"Finally, I introduce you. This is a place for physical training such as cardiopulmonary endurance and muscular endurance. It has some curves, but it's a normal running course."  

"Uh, huh?"  

"Then now… … ."  

"Now, let's run!"  

The instructor who finished talking quickly speeded up.  

From a fast walking level to a slow running level. Little by little, step by step.  

But it never slowed down. The prospective trainees eagerly pursued Karaka's back with an embarrassed but adapted expression.  

"Hoo, hoo."  

"Hook, hoo."  

"Good. Don't you feel refreshed when you move your body?"  

"Yep!"  

Loud answers poured out.  

Although they are young, they are children who have walked the path of swords for a long time.  

Each one had a physical strength that exceeded that of an adult male, so no one made the sound of pain yet.  

Of course, this was just the beginning.  

Karaka said with a big smile.  

"good. really good. Then I will speed it up a little more!"  

"… … Yep!"  

Unlike before, this answer was full of anxiety.  

And after a while, the anxiety came to be a reality.  

"Heo-eok, heh-eok!"  

"Ha, hoo, ha... … ."  

"good. A little faster!"  

The speed that keeps getting faster.  

Besides, the slope is only getting higher.  

The faces of prospective trainees became increasingly painful.  

Breathing, which was stable, also became so rapid that it was incomparable to before.  

Some of the younger people have already felt their feet loose. Oh and the fever disappeared without a trace from some time.  

But Karaka didn't stop.  

And even the children who could afford it still had no intention of stopping.  

It was because everyone realized that the competition had begun.  

'You have to run to the end!'  

'You have to endure whatever number you use!'  

'Damn, if you go out early, you'll be familiar with the family... … !'  

Coming, poison, pride.  

All other emotions burned as fuel. The trainees were ready to run until their inner flame went out.  

Perhaps it will take quite a long time before this surprise test is over.  

But not everyone could afford it.  

"Kuck, kuck, huh!"  

A child who continues to breathe violently, as if he could run out of breath right away.  

No, not a little old to be called a child.  

The oldest trainee, young master Lao, suffered for the first time in the country.  

* * *  

Before coming to the Chrono Swordsmanship, Irene Pareira swung his sword harder than anyone else.  

It was really amazing. A boy who hadn't done anything properly in his 15 years of life changed within a day and showed a sincere appearance.  

He trained so much that his family who wanted him to be revived were worried, and the soldiers who were watching around him felt the need to dry up, so no one would depreciate Airn's efforts in the past month.  

But no matter how bright he had a month.  

Even if he had a time beyond what the average boy could seem.  

Compared to those who had been tortured long before that, it was bound to be insufficient sweat.  

The results were appearing now.  

"Gagging, huh, uh… … Hey... … ."  

It has been a long time since the correct breathing method, breathing through the nose and exhaling through the mouth, has not been observed.  

It was a long time ago that tears and a runny nose were poured out, and saliva mixed with dust came out of the mouth.  

In that state, Irene was struggling to stay away from the ranks.  

Beyond the regret, the appearance that makes you feel sad.  

But no one helped him.  

Instructor Karaka was mild and cold, and the other instructors watching the tests everywhere were worse than that.  

Other prospective trainees?  

They were the ones who wanted more than anyone else to want Airn to fall out. This was such a place. You can achieve your dreams only by stepping on others and climbing up.  

So everyone prayed. In particular, the lower-ranking children who were breathlessly prayed even more.  

May those old trainees fall quickly. Break your will, break your knees, fall out of the ranks, and become their cloud board.  

Of course I couldn't.  

Irene Fareira could still do it.  

"Gruk, Kch, Fr, Kheuh... … ."  

'more… … I can run!'  

Sounded like a wounded beast, thought young master laziness.  

It hurts as if the lungs were torn, and the pain as if a knife in his side hits. The joints have been creaking for a long time.  

His muscles were also full of lactic acid, screaming for help.  

So can't you move a little more?  

If you ask that way, you have a set of words to say. You can still do it.  

It wasn't coming. It wasn't poison.  

I was just telling what I knew.  

Because the man swinging his sword in his dreams every night didn't stop like this.  

It is because he fell to the floor and breathed harshly only after facing his "limit".  

As an "experienced" Iron, even indirectly, he couldn't collapse at this point.  

'What is that kitten!'  

'Tough baby, your body looks weak, but you're still running.'  

'Please fall down, fall down! I'm a little limited too!'  

'Aren't you dying like that?'  

The trainees who were pushed behind the ranks looked tired. Some even sent gazes filled with worries and fears about what's going on with that guy.  

Of course, Irene didn't care. I couldn't afford it. In the blurred vision, Lazy young master really did his best to move his body.  

So he ran another five minutes.  

It fell like a marionette doll with a broken thread.  

"Quickly feed the potion and move it to the recovery room."  

"Okay!"  

Towards the exhausted Airn Paraeira, the waiting assistants quickly ran.  

Fortunately, there was no problem. If you take action quickly, you can recover to Jeongyang for a day or two.  

Of course, it should have been restrained before that.  

But Instructor Ahmed couldn't.  

It was because the irresistible curiosity rose to me.  

'I was just trying to check where I could do it, but if I was wrong, I almost cleared the invoice.'  

Ahmed shook his head and thought.  

With good observation skills, he was able to accurately grasp the condition of Airn's body.  

As an analogy, a wet towel was squeezed out enough to prevent a drop of water from coming out.  

Therefore, it could be said that he was exhausted by doing the best that his body could produce.  

'It's not an impossible story.'  

You must have felt yourself, your motive, Karakado, and many other prosecutors who graduated from the Chrono Swordsmanship at least once.  

This is the experience of exhausting all of yourself without stopping at a sloppy level.  

However, to say the opposite, it also means 'a difficult job that even a prosecutor who graduated from the Krono Swordsman could not often do.'  

"It's a weird guy. On the subject of weakness."  

Ahmed pulled the list out of his arms. Then, I picked up the pen and put it on the 'potential' item of the prospective trainee 'Iron Pareira'.  

After a while, what he wrote down was a question mark.  

He shook his head once more and quickly followed the ranks.  

* * *  

"… … ."  

The next morning.  

Irene Pareira came to a ceremony by looking at the strange ceiling.  

It was the white ceiling in the recovery room. The boy, lying blankly for a moment, nodded.  

'You fell while running.'  

I didn't remember the details.  

From the moment the pain exceeded a certain level, the line between consciousness and unconsciousness was blurred.  

It was as if I was running in reality, or as if the man in my dreams was running. Then the blurry vision collapsed and the body seemed to collapse.  

Suddenly I was worried. Is my body okay?  

Iron raised his upper body with a stiff face.  

There was a thick voice in his ear.  

"Don't worry about your body. Because I am healthy."  

"… … ."  

"It's Instructor Rune Tarhal. I am also in charge of the recovery room."  

"Ah… … Thank you."  

This man healed me. Irene, who thought about himself, bowed his head and expressed his gratitude.  

Rune Tarhal nodded and replied.  

"Of course you should be grateful. If it weren't for me, it would have been difficult to recover so quickly."  

Since then, the instructor has been talking for a long time.  

How big is the Chrono Swordsman investing in the recovery room, how good the equipment is, how great he is to deal with it.  

In addition, he said that the reason for investing in the recovery room so far is because the training of the Chrono Swordsman is so hard.  

"Maybe you see it often. Iron Fareira."  

"i See."  

"It's a joke. Don't be so greedy and answer."  

Unlike its stern appearance, it was quite talkative.  

I was thinking about that, but he popped out something.  

It was paper. Many people's names and numbers are written on them.  

Asked Irene.  

"What is this, instructor?"  

"This test ranking. Oh, don't worry. It's different from the intermediate and final evaluations that affect official admission. I just wanted to know what the fitness level of the prospective trainees is, so we took it lightly."  

Irene couldn't think so.  

This is because each trainee was given a rank for a light test.  

Instructor Rune Tarhal said more to see if he knew the idea.  

"Well, a high grade is good because it feels good, and a low grade is good because it gives you the motivation to work harder, isn't it? Anyway, there is no need to pay much attention to the ranks here, since it will be completely messed up after a year."  

Iron nodded.  

That was right. No matter where you are now, it didn't matter.  

However, it was true that curiosity grew.  

The boy who swallowed gulp confirmed the outcome of the competition for the first time in his life.  
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Chrono Swordsman's long journey that will last for a year.  

It started and four days passed.  

There was no longer a hell march that took place until only the last one was left, trying to limit humans like the first day.  

However, the general curriculum was also difficult.  

It was even more so for the first four months, because it was forbidden to hold a sword and only had to do basic physical training.  

'If you try to hold the sword without the basics, it will only cause problems. The swordsmanship training begins after the mid-term evaluation is over.'  

The prospective trainees who listened to the instructor's words sighed completely, but there was no help.  

Since this remark, the children have had to spend each day like a soldier.  

"weather! Get up!"  

"Uh... … ."  

"already?"  

"Sigh… … ."  

Wake up at 5 am.  

Training for 2 hours after the 6 o'clock meeting.  

Meals and personal maintenance by 9:30 and training again.  

Then there is an afternoon training session followed by mental training and liberal arts classes that mark the end of the day.  

This was a daily routine at the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

'Woo, if I only listen to this, is the day over?'  

'I'm tired, I'm tired. I have to do this for a year... … .'  

'tired. Shall I put my eyes on it for a moment?'  

Not a few children, especially those in the back seat, started to sleep.  

It was unavoidable. It's a boring theory lecture to do after training that is difficult even for adults to digest.  

In particular, this time was no different from sleeping time for children who had no idea other than'I want to become stronger'.  

Of course, he wasn't an instructor to watch with.  

"Hey, there! Don't sleep!"  

"Do you know this is time for a break? The Chrono Swordsman is not a place to nurture fools who only wield weapons well!"  

"To have virtue as a swordsman, you need to train your head, not your body! If you neglect the liberal arts class, you won't look good!"  

The instructor yelled, saying words of humility, honor, and protection of the weak.  

It wasn't just a warning.  

Since ancient times, the Chrono Swordsman has been an organization dedicated to cultivating the correct values ​​of the trainees more than knights.  

In fact, the graduates have made numerous feats for the welfare and peace of the continent, which is the reason why the current swordsman's prestige is further elevated.  

Most of the prospective trainees were aware of the fact, and even those who did not know the atmosphere were grasped by the instructor's sincere words.  

Eventually, the children were forced to keep their body and mind tense until dinner time.  

"Woah, but the rice is delicious."  

"right. If the rice wasn't too good, I really... … ."  

"Sigh. I can take some rest now."  

7 pm.  

Now the whole schedule is really over.  

From this point on, neither the tiger-like instructor nor the blindfolded instructor touched anything.  

It means that you don't care about anything unless you go outside the swordsmanship.  

Of course, there weren't any guys who would have a severe accident.  

I wanted to lie down a little more and take a rest in the time to do that.  

That was a time when most of the children were going back to their own quarters.  

A familiar voice filled the restaurant.  

"Ah! I forgot to say something, so I will preach it now."  

"Yeah!"  

"All training centers, indoor fitness rooms, and other places for training are always open, so prospective trainees who want to do self-training can use it at any time."  

"… … ."  

Instructor Karaka leaves the restaurant after speaking with a friendly expression.  

The children sat with a blank expression for a moment, then swear words one by one.  

Some of them were so severe that they couldn't believe they were from the child's mouth.  

Of course, there were also trainees who weren't.  

Most of them were children who received good reviews in their running evaluations, and they were thinking of continuing their night training without Karaka's words.  

It was the same even with Irene Pare.  

After eating and going outside, he slowly digested it and walked to the fitness room.  

It was a calm expression that did not contain any emotions such as likes and dislikes.  

* * *  

An unfamiliar device that trains the lower body that has never been seen in the estate.  

Irene Fareira, who stood in front of him, recalled his physical fitness test rank.  

'lowest rank.'  

I did.  

He tried with all his might, literally doing the best that his body could do, but the result did not change.  

I just went through a little more time.  

In a way, it was good to say that it was a balak.  

But the boy was not disappointed. I wasn't frustrated either.  

It wasn't because I was comforted by the instructor's words, 'The current ranking does not mean the results of the future.'  

It was just because I knew it would be like this.  

'I didn't come here to win the competition with others in the first place.'  

Irene Fareira does not dream of a prosecutor.  

I don't want to be a great person. I have no idea of ​​defeating anyone who has walked this path since long ago.  

He simply reflects on his past, and moves forward little by little.  

That was why he was here.  

'Let's go ahead.'  

When I was done thinking, Irene got on the balloon and took a pose.  

It was awkward that I was using it for the first time, but I knew how to use it because I saw what others were doing.  

He took a deep breath and gave strength to his leg. My body was hard because of the training that lasted all day, but my mind was as solid as metal.  

However, other people's eyes could not see the boy's inner side.  

One of the prospective trainees in the training room said with a bloody smile.  

"Hey, Lazy young master even does self-discipline?"  

"… … ."  

Obvious nonsense.  

That wasn't the end.  

The other children who heard the words were also open to mouth. And when they looked at each other's eyes, they burst into laughter and said, as if they couldn't stand it.  

"Fuch, like that. What do you think will change if you work hard from now on?"  

"It's ridiculous. If you're going to do that, why don't you do anything until you're 15 years old?"  

"It was a spectacle when I looked at the fitness test. He drooled and jumped as if he had crossed the kingdom alone, and he went last."  

"What the hell did you get into the Chrono Swordsmanship?"  

It wasn't a subtle mockery. It was blatant blame. It was too much to say that it was simply because he was last in the physical fitness test.  

But I couldn't help it.  

The person who was at the bottom of the test has a body that has not put much effort into it.  

I was the oldest among the trainees on that subject.  

Even in the Hale Kingdom, it is difficult to understand even the fact that he entered the Chrono Swordsmanship, who has the name of "Latus young master.  

That's why the children quarreled and poured out painful words.  

"Foo-eup!"  

Irene was not embarrassed.  

It's something I've been through many times in the province.  

Of course, it wasn't nothing. Calluses form on the blow of the body, but the wounds in the heart are bruised, but they don't get better.  

But the boy now had a place to escape. It was to move the body.  

For a moment, Irene, holding a sword necklace in his hand, concentrated his mind.  

Then, the surrounding sound had no effect.  

When he found rest, he pushed out a heavy instrument with both legs and began to train his lower body.  

Like a man in a dream swinging a sword.  

As if he has been swinging his sword for the past month, it is hard.  

"Chet. Hearing and pretending not to hear."  

"Just don't care. I'm going to fall out anyway."  

When there was no reaction, the children soon turned off their nerves from Irene.  

And with an expression he didn't want to do, he focused on each individual's training.  

Although it was tight, it wasn't a hellish day like the test on the first day, so all of the general trainees were spared.  

It just came out reluctantly because I was mentally exhausted.  

Thus, the training room regained its tranquility in the hot heat.  

But after a while.  

The silence was broken by a trainee who finished warming up and started training in earnest.  

"Wow… … ."  

"… … ."  

The silver-haired girl was doing very basic movements.  

The back muscles that are the basis of swordsmanship. And barbell weight exercise to train it. It looked like nothing special at all.  

But weight was important.  

The weight of two or even three times that of other prospective trainees was heavy enough to sweat even a veteran mercenary.  

'How is that possible?'  

'I know you are one year younger than me... … .'  

'No matter how genius of the Lindsay family, does that make sense?'  

'How the hell is the body fed back? Is it a different race?'  

Repressed moaning.  

And even more gazes than that.  

The emotions in those eyes were completely different from those of childhood.  

Amazement, amazement, awe.  

Rather, there was no sense of inferiority.  

It was because he was too shabby to be because he was compared to the geniuses that were counted on the continent.  

So they didn't see Ilya Lindsay as an opponent of the "competition." He accepted it as a person who was one dimension above himself.  

The exact opposite of not seeing Iron Fareira as a rival.  

Of course, some did not.  

"Chet."  

"… … Damn it."  

Judith, a red-haired girl, finished second in the physical fitness test.  

And Brad Lloyd, a high-ranking nobleman, ranked third after her.  

These were different from other trainees.  

Anger, jealousy, inferiority, struggle, and other hot and ferocious emotions.  

They came together and made the whole body hot.  

As if they wanted to swallow up the shining presence of the silver-haired girl and make it mine, they became even hotter and raised their eyes.  

However, Ilya Lindsay's gaze was not directed at both.  

As if he wasn't interested in anything, he turned his attention around himself and focused only on my work.  

As a result, the trainees went back to their own work, re-appeting.  

Judith and Brad Lloyd also frowned, and they never approached Ilya and talked to him.  

rather.  

"there."  

"… … ?"  

"If it's okay for a while, can I talk to you?"  

"… … Huh?"  

The silver-haired girl who finished the routine opened her mouth first.  

The conversation partner was Irene Pareira, a boy who only focused on training the lower body without paying attention to how things around him.  

"… … ."  

"… … !"  

Senior and last.  

At the meeting of the two disagreeable people, the attention of all the trainees, including the top level, quickly focused on.  
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In fact, it was a combination that I could only be interested in.  

Even though she was 15 years old, she was much older than average, but it was Irene Fareira, who showed a terrible appearance.  

In a word, the worst failing student of the swordsmanship.  

There has never been a trainee talking to him, who seems to be falling out, even before the middle evaluation is reached.  

But the Lindsay Family's swordsmanship genius, who didn't interact with anyone or even showed no interest in the deputy, talks.  

'What? Did you two know about it?'  

'No, it can't be. There is no contact point... … .'  

'What is it? why.'  

A strange curiosity arose.  

The children stopped what they were doing and watched the two every step of the way.  

Judith and Brad Lloyd were no exception. Rather, they were the two who gave out more intense eyes than anyone else.  

But they couldn't figure out what they wanted.  

It was because the sound of the conversation between the two was very low.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

There was a noise that you couldn't hear unless you were next to him.  

Mainly the chief talked, and the failing student nodded. He sometimes opened his mouth as if he was asking, but most of the words flowed from Ilya's mouth.  

But in the end, no one could overheard what they were talking about.  

After such a short period of time, the silver-haired girl returned to her seat with a calm face as if nothing had happened.  

And continued training. The harsh training that makes other trainees feel tremendous deprivation.  

"Haab!"  

Irene Fareira also continued her own training.  

Its weight is embarrassingly light compared to Ilya.  

But as for the expression, he was more serious than anyone else. In an instant, the boy who was immersed in his movement burst into a strong cheer.  

However, the concentration did not last long.  

After Ilya Lindsay, another trainee visited him.  

"Hey."  

"… … ."  

"Ignore it? If someone called it, wouldn't you have to answer it?"  

Judith, a red-haired girl who has been ranked second in the physical fitness test despite being a commoner.  

Her tic-tick was belatedly answered by Fareira, who was ironic in the way she spoke.  

"Yeah, sorry. Why? Anything to do with me... … ."  

"I have nothing to see for you."  

Judith chopped off Irene.  

It was as if he were interested in something like you.  

The girl sticks close to Irene, maintaining an unpleasant expression.  

Then he asked quietly into his ear.  

"What did you just talk to him?"  

"… … ."  

"What the hell were you talking about, so quietly? Have you ever known? No, just tell me what you're talking about. From start to finish."  

"… … ."  

"hurry."  

Judith was stupid. Like a general of poisonous fire. Irene was embarrassed.  

But the feeling wasn't long.  

I already knew that the girl in front of me is a tough personality, and I have experienced similar types. My sister Kirill.  

Besides, I wasn't asking for a difficult request.  

Irene nodded and opened her mouth.  

"Nothing much. just… … ."  

"Shh. Say it in a small voice. Only to hear from me."  

"… … It's really nothing. I just told them things like the posture when using training equipment."  

"You want me to believe it?"  

Judith's tone became fierce. I felt that my emotions were intensified with my breath. My ears were hot.  

He noticed that he didn't believe his words at all.  

However, as Irene, I had to repeat the same words. It was true.  

The boy said again with a calm expression.  

"uh. They told me if my posture looked bad when I was training. They were actually the first devices to be used, so they helped a lot... … ."  

"really? Is that really all?"  

"Really. It's not a lie."  

Judith, who stopped whispering, stepped back and looked at Iron.  

Cute face.  

However, the expression was scary, like an torturer taking a confession from a sinner.  

Of course, Irene, who had nothing to take, was confident, and Judith was forced to return with a cheating and unpleasant appearance.  

Airn sighed.  

"Woo."  

Judith's actions were also understood.  

The chief, who had overwhelming results like a person on the cloud, and who seemed unwilling to interact with anyone, suddenly approached himself and talked to him.  

It may be curious from the standpoint of the cha-seok who is burning with a spirit of competition.  

But Irene, too, couldn't understand Ilya Lindsay's thoughts, so there wasn't anything she could say.  

'Why did you dare to help me? remorse? Sympathy?'  

Irene thought for a moment and shook her head.  

When I thought about it, it wasn't a problem with an answer. In fact, it didn't even matter.  

It was much more important to use this time carefully than that.  

As much as I wasted more time than others, I had to put in much more effort.  

Once again, Irene, who made up his mind, tried to continue training.  

But there was another uninvited guest.  

Brad Lloyd, the third place in the physical fitness test that came to his front, spoke to him.  

"Hey."  

"… … Why."  

"I have a question, so I'm going to ask… … Can you tell me what kind of conversation you had with Ms. Ilya Lindsay?"  

"… … ."  

"Oh, if possible, even say anything to Judith."  

With his mouth close to his ear, Irene sighed as he saw Brad Lloyd asking the same question as the driver.  

* * *  

Ten days have passed since the prospective trainees entered the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

The daily routine was still the same. Endless physical training and brief liberal arts classes. It was not unreasonable that the expressions of the children were rotting day by day.  

"Damn, I never thought it would be like this… … ."  

"Physical fitness is important, of course you know. But isn't it too much to keep you from holding a sword for four months?"  

"So."  

Of course, it wasn't without any disappointment.  

It is a difficult and painful environment, but that is why we were able to get closer to each other.  

The appearance of greeting each other awkwardly without even knowing their names disappeared a while ago.  

Like-minded trainees eating together and chatting in their free time are now common sights.  

However, people who did not form a group existed, although it was not common.  

"Hueup, hueup, suck!"  

Sweat spilled from Judith's body running on the running course.  

Her red hair and frowned face told her how difficult she was.  

Still, she hardly rested.  

Contrary to the fact that other people gathered for a break as an excuse to chat, they continued their training in solitude and alone.  

Brad Lloyd, who was resting near the sandy course, stopped and muttered.  

"Poisonous baby."  

It's really a great guy.  

I also thought that I would not lose to anyone with my mental power.  

It was pride as a high-ranking nobleman.  

Born to cherish the lower things, he knew the weight of his lineage, and that is why he has lived a more faithful life than anyone else since childhood.  

However, the light faded slightly in front of Judith.  

'I was pushed by the commoners.'  

I didn't want to admit it.  

But I couldn't help but admit it. His high pride begins with cold-hearted self-objectification.  

From the moment you deceive yourself, all of your pride and self-esteem will be thrown into the mud.  

"Damn it."  

"Why do you do that, Lloyd-sama?"  

"Even if it doesn't feel good… … ."  

"Judis, did that lowly guy have a quarrel?"  

He swears slowly. Then, one by one, the trainees who were around each other said something of humiliation.  

Bratt looked at them.  

The shortcomings who came under themselves from the Chrono Swordsman who does not recognize their status. But it wasn't enough to use it.  

They are the ones who can do my part enough if they have a proper support.  

so that.  

'In front of those who only look at me and rely on me, I can't show weakness.'  

The eldest son of a high-ranking noble family, who thought so, said as if chewing.  

"Nothing much. Let's stop getting up now."  

"Hut. already… … ."  

"If you can't, follow slowly. But if you can, follow it with all your might."  

I will never lose. As the eldest son of the Lloyds, I will do my best to defeat you.  

Brat Lloyd made a strong pledge and ran hard on the sand course where his feet were soaking up.  

It was then. I heard a voice from behind.  

"Erect upper body."  

"Kuhh, huh!"  

"Don't breathe through your mouth even if you are having a hard time, but breathe through your nose. Concentrate so that the ankle doesn't turn."  

"Huh, huh, huh, huh!"  

The voice of a very beautiful and dry girl, and the unpleasant sound of gasping, as if breathless, right now.  

Brad Lloyd knew whose voice they were.  

'Ilia Lindsay, Irene Fareira... … .'  

A bizarre combination of the greatest genius in the kingdom of Adan and the worst laziness in the kingdom of Hale.  

In fact, it was unreasonable to even express it as a combination.  

It's only a short time for the Lindsay family's widow to take care of lazy young master, and most of the time, just like Judith, she devoted herself to training.  

However, even for a moment, it couldn't be a wonder that the two get together.  

In fact, all the trainees who followed Brat couldn't take their eyes off the two.  

'You don't need to worry about it.'  

However, Brad Lloyd wasn't interested in this.  

I'm curious about the relationship, but in fact, those two are guys who have little to do with them.  

First of all, one of them has a talent that cannot be surpassed.  

In fact, I didn't think so at first. I thought I could do it enough, and there was no need to be scared by Lindsay's shouts.  

But now I know. That precious body is not something that can be done with effort.  

And in the case of Irene Fareira… … .  

'… … It's the completely opposite reason.'  

A failing student of a swordsman who must have entered with a back belly, who has never been an effort in his life.  

No matter how hard he struggled, there was no way he could reach him.  

No, you won't be able to even struggle long in the first place.  

Now, because of the mockery of the trainees, I'm working hard thanks to Ilya Lindsay's encouragement... … .  

'As soon as I get used to the stimulation, I will go back. As you used to be.'  

There is a reason why Lao young master is called 'Lao young master'.  

There are no unfounded rumors.  

After thinking, Brad Lloyd drew attention from the two.  

Then he started running on the sandy road again.  

'The goal is the second seat.'  

"Heo-eok, heh-eok!"  

"Come with me, Lloyd-nim!"  

The bodyguards following Brat Lloyd's back with a tough face, but with a serious look.  

Compared to the top ranks, it was insufficient, but they also put forth an effort that could not be compared with the children of the same age outside the swordsmanship.  

Or maybe you have a talent equivalent to that.  

That's why I was able to think similarly to Brat. It's not worth considering anything like Iron Pareira.  

Even the low-ranking trainees who were far below them were thinking that way.  

Either that or not, Irene Fareira just did the best she could.  

* * *  

Time passed.  

The 10th, and the 10th. One month after prospective trainees entered the facility.  

The trainees began to adjust to the routine of the swordsman.  

Chrono's evaluation is an absolute evaluation. In other words, there was no need to compete for acceptance.  

Some hopeful stories began to come out saying that if we go as far as we can go, everyone will be able to get along in a good way. Of course, except for lazy young master.  

Irene Fareira didn't care.  

I just did the best I could.  

* * *  

Again, time passed.  

2nd month. When the seasons change and the sun gradually gets longer.  

From this time on, some trainees gave up on self-study. This is because the work to be done during the day has become tight.  

It wasn't that the time had increased. The training difficulty has increased ridiculously.  

Most of the children, except for the top ranks, began to feel their limitations.  

Stamina and injuries were not a problem.  

The recovery room of the Chrono Swordsman was very competent, and Instructor Rune Tarhal made it possible to somehow move the trainees.  

I did. With enough mental power, children could still be loyal to self-discipline after evening hours.  

I just couldn't.  

Of course, this was not the case for Irene Fareira.  

He still did the best he could.  

* * *  

Again, time passed again.  

The 3rd month of admission. When not only the trainees but also the assistants are exhausted from the scorching heat.  

Now, the vast majority of trainees have given up on self-discipline.  

I had to do that. I didn't want to lift a hand after digesting the increasingly difficult routine.  

Had it not been for the instructor's cover, the number of people who skipped dinner and fell asleep would have increased.  

Of course, some did not.  

The top three, consisting of Ilya Lindsay, Judith, and Brat Lloyd, still devoted themselves to self-discipline. I said die.  

Thanks to his great talent, it was okay to be a little rougher than others, but none of the three stopped trying.  

In addition to that, some of Brad Lloyd's bodyguards, and a few others sincere. A total of ten children continued training without skipping.  

And Irene Fareira, of course, was included in these ten trainees.  

Still, he continued to show the best he could.  

It was from then.  

The prospective trainees of the Chrono Swordsman can no longer call Lazy young master as Lazy young master.  
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The fitness room in the late night was busy.  

It wasn't because of the time. It has always been the case since July began. Most of the flames burning in the minds of the trainees at the beginning of the admission were extinguished.  

Of course it wasn't their fault.  

Training that even most soldiers could not digest continued from dawn to late afternoon without rest.  

The steaming heat of the summer was added to it, so it was strange to do additional training.  

And one of those strange people was Judith.  

The girl, with her red hair cut to her shoulders, began training with a strong spirit.  

"Hu-eup, h-eup, uh-eup, puff!"  

A method of training the lower body using an elastic band.  

It didn't look like a feeling of overbearing just by holding a bunch of heavy disks on both sides of the iron bar and lifting them.  

At first glance, you might have thought it was a cute exercise suitable for a 12-year-old girl.  

Not like that.  

Judith is a genius.  

Chrono Swordsman Instructors picked and picked up among the gifted and talented people on the continent, he is a man with a body.  

Nevertheless, he was not proud and continued to carry on rigorous additional training every day.  

Actually, the band she was using wasn't the norm.  

An object that can't even be pulled by an ordinary person, with an extremely high sense of resistance using magical power.  

The girl kept pulling it over and over.  

I didn't stop even though I was tired and hard. Even if the stimulus point came up with a burning pain, I endured it. This was an important timing.  

Because the quality of the muscles changes depending on whether you can do it one more time or not.  

Judith got the band out of hand only after breaking his best record.  

"Hah! Sigh! Sigh! Sigh… … ."  

The girl plunged into the seat.  

My head was dizzy and nauseous came up. But I was used to it at this point.  

Rather, the sense of accomplishment that he had taken one step today made Judith happy.  

Happiness turned into satisfaction, and satisfaction quickly turned into comfort. Having achieved what I wanted to do, it was natural for my mind to feel comfortable.  

Let's go to this for today.  

It was the moment she was about to get up from her seat with a faint laughter.  

Kwaang!  

"Wow, woowook, woowooek!"  

Disgusting sound from the side. Judith frowned.  

It wasn't because it was an unpleasant sound.  

The protagonist of vomiting had just been doing heavy squat, and it was natural for the nausea to rise when training the lower body.  

Judith also experienced countless times.  

The problem was the people, not the sound. No, to be more precise, it was the mental power that the person showed.  

She whispered his name with a hard face.  

"Iron Pareira… … ."  

Judith couldn't understand him at all.  

He was the guy who showed a trash-like appearance even when he first entered the Swordsmanship.  

A trash noble cub who has achieved nothing on a subject that is three years older than himself, but has lived a comfortable life without any problems.  

So I ignored it. I didn't even go nearby, fearing that the moment I got into my eyes, I was going to get caught.  

In the first place, I thought there would be nothing to see after the mid-term evaluation.  

This is because it was a very harsh environment because the gnomepaeng who came in on the rear boat survived.  

'However… … I have endured.'  

It was a mistake.  

Lazy young master, Irene Pareira, endured like a wickedness.  

Despite being far worse than others, he participated in self-discipline training and tried to move forward.  

However, even though I worked hard, progress was slow. Before I entered the Swordsmanship in the first place, I was so scarce what I had piled up.  

So I didn't understand more.  

'With a body like that, how can I do it like this?'  

Of course, it was much better than the initial immigration period.  

In the body where the expression "sanim" was perfect, there were firm muscles in place, and overall physical abilities, including stamina, rose dramatically.  

It was a great achievement that you would never believe if you hadn't seen it from the side.  

However, compared to himself, the person who is still falling apart in all fields is Irene Pareira.  

It meant that even if he spent the same time with himself, he had a greater consumption of mental power.  

Because physical strength and mental strength are not separate concepts.  

It is natural that a person who has physical strength has more room mentally.  

However, he did not stop training until the moment he felt satisfied and was about to finish the day.  

Judith was surprised by it.  

And I was angry. I was angry.  

'I'm weaker than the guy who was rumored to be lazy young master?'  

The red-haired girl clenched her teeth. It's sweaty hair, but the heat of the hair spreads the atmosphere as if it were sparkling.  

Judith also vaguely realized.  

No matter what kind of guy it used to be, that guy today wasn't lazy.  

Irene Fareira's mental power was so great that I sometimes felt respectful. It was like a steel spirit.  

But I can't admit it.  

I don't want to do that yet!  

"Break!"  

When she finished thinking, she stood up with energy.  

Then, after looking toward laziness young master, he continued his training again.  

On that day, Judith left the training room after exercising for a longer time than Irene.  

A smile struck the girl's face, barely taking a shower and falling asleep.  

* * *  

"Woo."  

A little earlier than Judith fell asleep. After a hard day, Irene lay in bed.  

I didn't care at all that I left the training room before the red-haired girl.  

In the first place, he wasn't competing with others.  

Complete a set task and rest at a set time. That's it.  

'Ilia said it was good. Don't be conscious of others and act at your own pace.'  

That's right.  

The man in the dream also digested the same schedule every day. Don't run out or overflow.  

Irene, who once again recalled his appearance, thought of a different person this time.  

'Judith.'  

It was an incredibly strong child to be a 12-year-old girl. Overall physical abilities such as endurance, muscle strength, quickness, and flexibility were not comparable to those of myself.  

Such a great child keeps looking at himself these days.  

Of course, Irene wasn't a fool. So, of course, I knew the meaning of those eyes.  

'I started to be conscious of me.'  

It's not just her.  

Brat Lloyd, who has the highest level of skills with Judith, and the top-ranked children who are less than that, but with outstanding talents.  

And all the other trainees are now starting to watch out for themselves.  

I felt a completely different atmosphere from the beginning of the admission, when there was a lot of ignorance, vulgarity, and ridicule.  

'I feel weird.'  

I've lived my whole life with just the fingertips.  

Even Irene did not know the gossip and contempt he heard from behind.  

But just because I knew, I didn't mean to improve. At first I couldn't afford it, and later thought it was natural.  

He was originally such a person, and he was destined to live this way for his entire life. Such a feeling of desperation has continued until the age of 15.  

Well, not now.  

Bran Somerville, a wandering knight who never knew, admitted to himself.  

Brad Lloyd, a high-ranking noble of the Gerbera Kingdom, looked at himself differently.  

Judith, who was treated as if he had no one, warned himself.  

All of this was like a miracle that couldn't have been imagined before.  

'Let's stop thinking.'  

Irene shook his head while lying on the bed.  

To be honest, it wasn't a bad mood.  

But if you asked if it was good, that wasn't clear either.  

It was unavoidable.  

For the first time in his life, the boy's door was too narrow to enjoy the positive comments of many people.  

Compared to him, there was too much fear.  

So Lao young master decided to think differently.  

'Why are you helping me? Well… … .'  

'Because I don't like to talk about the future of others without knowing it properly.'  

'Don't bother with the backs and eyes. You don't need to care about me. Then shall we run again?'  

When I asked her why she was helping her, it was Ilya Lindsay's answer.  

It wasn't a convincing answer.  

She didn't even care about other people's affairs.  

It wasn't even more of a personality burnt with a sense of justice or a lot of compassion.  

I could tell just by looking at the eyes I met for a moment.  

It was strange that such a person cared about his situation.  

There must be another reason... … .  

"… … ."  

Irene, who was worried for a moment, shook her head again.  

Again, this is a concern for which no answer comes out.  

Besides, I've already wasted an hour or so on thinking of useless thoughts. It shouldn't be like this.  

Over the past few months, I've been sick of how important rest is.  

Moreover, in the case of Irene, there was one more effect.  

A mysterious dream manifested through sleep.  

Thanks to this, the boy was able to keep his mind constantly. I was able to greet the morning with a new will every day.  

'It's hard for the urge to swing the sword to get stronger and stronger... … .'  

Still, if you put up with it, you'll be able to catch it again.  

Irene closed her eyes while tying the sword necklace that her younger brother gave her and fell asleep.  

And the next day.  

"… … ."  

Lazy young master had a different dream than usual.  

The morning was greeted with a different mind than before.  
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dawn.  

Irene Pareira, who got up earlier than usual, stared at the ceiling blankly.  

After a while, I got up from my seat and looked at the scenery outside the window.  

The familiar ceiling.  

Inside a familiar room.  

The scenery that is still in place, the friendly smell of grass, the sound of birds, and everything else that is boring and friendly.  

Everything that touched the boy's eyes was the same as yesterday.  

But myself, not as much as my own heart.  

He quietly chewed on the dream he had last night.  

'long time no see.'  

A dream that I haven't dreamed of at all lately.  

But before the mysterious man appeared, I had a dream that I had at least once a week.  

It was a sweet space like a dream.  

It was all dark, but it felt cozy, and it was full of something, but it wasn't stuffy.  

Rather, I even felt warm and nostalgic, so Irene as a child tried to force herself to sleep to dream this dream.  

This is because it caused the illusion that it was as if it was held in the arms of a dead mother.  

… … Yes.  

It is just an illusion.  

The boy also knew from a long time that this place was not in the arms of his mother.  

But Irene couldn't leave.  

When I opened my eyes, I was afraid of the anxiety that attacked me, and the surrounding gaze that fell heavily when I left the bed. It was hard to bear.  

Therefore, the boy who suffered an unfortunate event gradually sank into himself and became more obsessed with the time in the dark place in his dream.  

However.  

'It wasn't today.'  

A silver-gray sword that revealed a blackout that was difficult to discern even one inch ahead.  

The moment it appeared in front of him, which felt like a pillar of light, Irene had no choice but to hold the sword.  

It's because I haven't caught the sword for several months already.  

So the boy grabbed the light and swung it vigorously. It is the same as the sword road that the mysterious man swung countless times.  

Then the black veil that was blocking his view cracked and a brilliant light poured out.  

A pure white energy that feels brighter, warmer, and a strange refreshing sensation.  

For a long time, Irene Parera, who had escaped from the egg that was trapping herself, felt the light.  

With your eyes closed. With a clearer and clearer spirit than before.  

And the lingering lingering lingering lingering lingering on the boy continued to the day he woke up, making the boy soaked in appreciation.  

"… … It was time to get out."  

Iron muttered quietly.  

I already knew.  

To the extent that the dream that one was obsessed with in the past was not in the arms of his mother. It seems familiar and comfortable, but the fact is that it is an obstacle that was blocking her future.  

And today, the boy finally crossed the hurdle.  

He opened the window and took a deep breath of the outside air, he said vigorously.  

"Let's put it in, now."  

I will not forget.  

Memories of the past made me difficult for a long time, but on the one hand, they were very precious.  

Even now, 10 years later, my heart feels bad, I miss you, and I feel depressed.  

But it won't be entangled anymore.  

never.  

Thinking that way, Irene Fareira left the room. And he strides forward for early morning training.  

To spend the same day as yesterday and tomorrow.  

Nothing seemed to have changed.  

But it wasn't.  

Inside of Lao young master, a much bigger change was taking place than ever before.  

* * *  

"You know what I'm going to say roughly."  

After completing all of the bloody training as usual, all the prospective trainees of the Chrono Swordsman gathered in the auditorium.  

It was because Instructor Ahmed said that there was an important message.  

Of course, the children knew what he was going to say.  

3 months and 20 days after entering the swordsmanship.  

Now it was the time for some mention of him.  

"Then, let's talk about the mid-term evaluation."  

A rat-dead silence circulated in the intestine. I looked at Instructor Ahmed with a nervous expression as if stuck in the board of the prospective trainees.  

The 'intermediate evaluation' was completely different from the first physical fitness test after admission and the end-of-month test, which was taken lightly at the end of each day.  

This is because, unlike previous tests, where the results have no effect on dormitory life, prospective trainees with low grades had to pack their bags.  

'You must never drop out. How hard I was trying to get here.'  

'I've been through that hellish schedule for 4 months, and you want me to go home again? No! Meeting my parents is after I passed the intermediate and final evaluations and took a vacation!'  

'I won't go out even if I die. I can't go out!'  

Horrifying eyes gathered together and poured out to the instructor.  

They are average children of 12 to 13 years old, but they have already endured hellish training for several months.  

Therefore, a momentum that could never be ignored was formed and pressed Ahmed.  

Of course, I couldn't influence him as he reached the stage.  

Rather, the instructor even slightly raised the tail of his mouth as if he was unique.  

'not bad. It is definitely higher than the previous rider.'  

Seeing the guys who are struggling with evil and who could possibly become their juniors, I felt proud to be right.  

Such a mind became stronger when looking at certain children.  

'… … It's roughly about 30 people.'  

The trainees maintain a sense of tranquility despite the pressure given by the exam.  

They had something in common.  

It was a high grade in the evaluation at the end of last month.  

Even in the hot weather, they are continuing their self-training little by little.  

He knows his position, so he doesn't even doubt that he will be eliminated from the mid-term evaluation.  

In other words, it meant there was room.  

'It's okay. Interim evaluation is an absolute evaluation, not a relative evaluation. If you have faith in your skills, there is no reason to worry.'  

That's right. Ahmed muttered inside. He hated cheeky kids, but he wasn't so brave enough to hate showing up-and-coming confidence.  

However, it wasn't even more that he was a grown-up man enough to watch his relaxed appearance.  

With a bloody laugh, he mate and clapped hands.  

Then, the magic appeared in front of the auditorium.  

A map of the course where the intermediate evaluation takes place, and a rectangular screen with detailed information about the test item.  

The eyes of all the prospective trainees quickly chased their teeth, and the auditorium, which was still quiet, was so quiet that you could even hear the sound of a needle dropping.  

However, that atmosphere broke as time passed.  

Sighs, groanings, and insignificant swear words began to flow out of the children's mouths without their knowledge.  

"Such crazy… … ."  

"Nonsense. How do you do that in that time... … ."  

"It's weird? No matter how much I think about it, this seems a little too much?"  

"Isn't the time limit wrong? Or the number of repetitions... … ."  

"It's not wrong."  

The prospective trainees shut their mouths at the words of Instructor Ahmed that popped out. And he looked forward with a face that seemed to be crying.  

Or not, he continued to explain.  

"As you can see, there is nothing special. The first repetitions are all things I've learned over the past 4 months, not to mention running and swimming. You just have to come in within the set time. Regardless of the rank or the like."  

Ahmed's explanation feels very easy.  

But it wasn't.  

The number of repeated movements to verify the overall body abilities such as muscle strength, muscular endurance, agility, and coordination was so many that the number of repeated movements was ignorant. .  

Although the last swimming course wasn't normal, the distance wasn't easy too.  

As a result of that, even the top 30 trainees who had been taking a leisurely time until now were hardening their expressions.  

Ahmed laughed when he saw this.  

It tastes like this.  

He muttered inwardly.  

"The final evaluation begins exactly ten days later, at 9 am at the end of the month. As it is an absolute evaluation, I hope that many trainees pass."  

"… … ."  

"Oh, for reference, the trainees who are in the 5th place will be given a prize directly by the gwanju. This can motivate the trainees who are in the stability zone as well."  

I said it was good news, but the children didn't respond much.  

In the first place, there was no way to hear the word that it was a product or a swordsmanship visit in a situation where even passing could not be guaranteed.  

Of course, Ahmed also expected it.  

He said with a smile once more.  

"There are no classes for the next ten days. Feel free to spend the rest of the time except for meals. It's good to have a break, good to practice... … Good luck."  

With this remark, instructor Ahmed and his assistants leave the auditorium.  

The children stared at the back for a long time. quietly.  

Of course it was a while.  

The children who grasped the reality belatedly cried out in despair.  

"Ah-oh! Isn't this too bad?"  

"So! Finally, I knew that there were less than 20 people who were officially admitted, but how can I get so tight from the mid-term evaluation... … ."  

"If it's like this, will 20 people come in within time?"  

"Even if I catch a lot, I don't think there are 30 people… … Sigh."  

"Isn't this something to be weighed?"  

"Seed… … I can't go back after learning a sword once... … !"  

The atmosphere reminiscent of a battlefield.  

I couldn't help it. It wasn't very old, but most of the children were in a state of dedicating their lives to swords.  

Therefore, when a wall that is much larger than he expected approaches, he has no choice but to shudder in deep frustration.  

However, there was still one who was still calm in this uproar.  

"Lloyd! Will it be okay?"  

"Of course it's okay! Is Lloyd-sama the same as you? Not only the pass, but also the award from the government official is confirmed!"  

"No, that's natural as you said, and we're worried... … ."  

"Do not worry about it. You can do it enough."  

"I, really?"  

"okay. It must be breathtaking, but if you move with all your might, you can come in unconditionally. Can't you believe me?"  

no! I believe! A loud voice burst out afterward.  

Brat Lloyd, who responded to the pledges of the lower ones, looked over some of the children.  

Among the top thirty people, these guys have one of the best skills.  

Ilya Lindsay, Judith, and a few more... … .  

No matter how conservative I thought, there were no risk factors.  

You are in the 5th place unconditionally.  

He nodded and looked at the last boy.  

'… … It's weird.'  

The guy who keeps training hard enough to stick his tongue out.  

Even so, the guy who still hasn't been able to rise from the middle ranks, Irene Fareira.  

It will definitely fall this time.  

Unlike the first impression, he was a proud nobleman, but there is a gap in the training period that cannot be overcome by that alone.  

By the way… … .  

'Why, why do you keep looking at him?'  

I couldn't understand.  

It was a guy I usually don't know, but today it was even more weird.  

Obviously, despite the same appearance and the same expressionless face, it felt like something different.  

Today's Iron was making his heart shake even more than Judith, a rival.  

'It wasn't just me who felt it.'  

Everyone except Ilya Lindsay.  

Judith, the top player, his family, and most of the trainees in the middle and low levels glanced at Irene Fareira.  

Brad Lloyd didn't like it.  

He turned his gaze by force and said to his followers.  

"… … Let's look around slowly from the course. In the sense of grasping."  

"Yeah!"  

"Yeah! Lloyd!"  

"Okay!"  

The Lloyds family left, and the other children also left the auditorium in a group of three to five.  

Some, like Ilya Lindsay and Judith, acted individually.  

Irene Fareira was the latter.  

While stroking the sword necklace, he fell in thought with his eyes closed, and then he stepped belatedly.  

No matter how much I thought about it, there was only one thing I could do.  

Lao young master decided to do his best for the remaining 10 days. Regardless of the possibility of passing.  

And a week later.  

"Hmm, it's much better to see it in person than to hear it."  

Three days before the interim evaluation begins, when the fate of prospective trainees will be decided.  

The peak of the Chrono Swordsman, renowned throughout the continent, appeared in the branch.  

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble chapter 13
     |  ToC | 

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble 14

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble chapter 14
    5. Growth (3)  

Ian.  

The master of the Chrono Swordsman, and a great name that never falls out when discussing the strongest of the continent.  

A positional being that transcends status and lineage, who can grasp much greater wealth and fame with one's heart.  

If you only hear this explanation, you seem to be a person who will carry a high-pressure atmosphere that makes it difficult to approach, but it was not at all.  

"Look. You said you were from the kingdom of Adan, right?"  

"Yes, yes! He is working as a mercenary in Adan. Rain, although I'm not a swordsman, it's an honor to see Ian, the pinnacle of the Chrono Swordsman... … ."  

"No, I don't need such a pretense. How old do I look like?"  

"Yes?"  

"The people of Adan particularly love culture and art. The aesthetics are also fine. So tell me. How old do you look at me?"  

"uh… … that… … hoarse… … five… … Degree?"  

An assistant from Adan said, sweating.  

Of course it was a lie. The age of the swordsmanship was 90 this year, and no matter how well he looked, he looked over 70.  

However, Ian smiled at the teaching assistant's words.  

Kwan-ju, who patted the opponent's shoulder, looked at Instructor Ahmed and said.  

"You picked the assistants very well, Ahmed. Do you like it."  

"Yes."  

"From next month, I'll double this salary."  

"… … Yes, lord."  

"Yeah, how old do I look at the other seniors?"  

"Shh, it looks like she's not even fifty years old!"  

"no! No matter how much you look at it, it looks like forty-five!"  

"What are you talking about! No matter how it looks, it's only just over forty... … ."  

"You are cubs, no matter how moderately ... … !"  

Watching Ian laugh and ask questions again, the assistants spit out ridiculous ages without you or anything.  

The initial frozen atmosphere quickly dissolves.  

It's obvious. Ian, the master of the swordsmanship, was famous for having a good personality and lack of authority.  

Ian's excellent character was also playing a big part in getting a better reputation than most knights from Chrono Swordsmanship.  

However, Instructors Ahmed and Instructors Karaka were just looking at the cross-border joking with the teaching assistants without speaking, in an unopened posture.  

'It's hard to find a person with only the crown owner.'  

Despite having enough influence to establish a country, there was no greed.  

Rather, they valued chivalry more than knights, and worked harder for the salvation of the people more than priests.  

Sometimes, even when a few single-day dogs swept away by such a hogu-like attitude appear cheeky, Ian has no way of taking a step forward.  

Nevertheless, the two instructors were afraid to cross-reference.  

At first glance, what lurks deep in the expression that seems calm, because I have only watched it a few times.  

'Maybe, things I haven't seen... … .'  

'There will be a lot more. I've been watching it for over 30 years, but I still can't figure out the inside of Kwanju.'  

It was when I was thinking about that.  

The cross-border, who had been exchanging silly jokes with the assistants, slowly turned his gaze toward them.  

The two swallowed dry saliva without their knowledge.  

A man who is kind, kind, and sometimes too stubborn enough to look like a country old man.  

As usual, he said with a warm smile.  

"Then, to what extent have these trainees achieved... … Shall we take a look?"  

* * *  

"That kid isn't bad."  

"That guy... … Isn't it okay? It seems like you have neglected your recent training."  

"The lower body is a little stale. It's a shame, it's a shame."  

A temple for trainees that was conducted secretly while concealing the identity. Ian, the master of the swordsmanship, looked back at the self-training of the children with a seemingly insignificant appearance.  

Nevertheless, his judgment was correct. Even more than the teaching assistants who have watched all the trainees for the past 4 months.  

"Wow… … How can you immediately notice just by seeing you run?"  

"Even by looking at just standing over there, you immediately noticed that there was a problem with flexibility."  

'It's natural.'  

Ahmed laughed when he heard the assistants whisper carefully.  

Even he, who is proud of his good eyes, was a firefly in front of the sun compared to the drench.  

To be sure, none of humans have deeper insights than Ian on the continent. Of course, Karaka was thinking the same.  

So, unlike the teaching assistants, the two quietly followed.  

While regretting the standards of cross-references that are much stricter than I thought.  

However, even such Ian had a trainee who made admiration.  

It was Brat Lloyd, a high-ranking nobleman of the Gerbera Kingdom.  

Ian showed a positive response for the first time as he watched a boy who repeatedly performed one action of the middle evaluation item while sweating.  

"A pretty good kid came in."  

"I am the eldest son of the Lloyds. He's a smart and talented kid."  

"I see. You can see the condition is being adjusted according to the day of the evaluation. Besides, looking at the condition of my body, it seems that I haven't been lazy with my efforts so far... … ."  

I have to remember. Ian muttered quietly, and the instructors and assistants did not hide their joy.  

Although somewhat arrogant, Brat Lloyd was an excellent trainee with good reviews.  

When he was praised, it felt as if they were praised.  

"Hmm. Good."  

"That guy is also worth it."  

"Is this better than I thought? Is it because of your hard work? Heo Heo Heo."  

Fortunately, many trainees have received good reviews since then. As a result, the faces of the leaders gradually brightened.  

It was natural. They were the ones who spit and rolled rough sounds every day, but they were always hoping for the children to go well.  

And when a girl appeared in front of their eyes, everyone was forced to hold their breath and look at Ian's eyes.  

A genius that fits in three fingers or two fingers on the continent.  

A monster that has never missed a chief in the Great Chrono Swordsmanship.  

Ilya Lindsay.  

'Surely, what kind of evaluation did the governor say when he saw that girl... … .'  

'No matter how much Ian-nim, would you be very surprised?'  

'It must be like that. Few people in history have achieved such achievements at that age... … .'  

Was such a leader's prediction correct?  

The swordsmanship has looked at the genius of the continent for much longer. One minute each.  

It was a huge difference when I think about the fact that it almost seemed to have seen ordinary trainees.  

But at the end of that long time, the words from Ian's mouth were a little different from what they thought.  

"Poor guy. It would be nice to go your own way, but why do you stick to the path others walked... … ."  

"… … ."  

"Is the world made it that way… … Tsu. I wish the day to throw away my regrets would come."  

All of the TAs were confused at the words of unknown meaning.  

Only Kwan-ju and the two instructors showed sad expressions.  

Of course, there was no one big enough to question this.  

They continued to visit the temple as if nothing had happened, and finally encountered another talented trainee in the first training room.  

Said Kwan-ju.  

"Is this this kid?"  

"Yes. Yes."  

"I know for sure why you are worried. You must have tried to stop it?"  

"naturally… … But it doesn't listen at all. Probably the most stubborn child of this rider."  

Perhaps the most countable in the history of the swordsman. Instructor Karaka swallowed her heart.  

I wasn't thinking that way.  

Although she was a girl who always boasted the same personality as Akbari and continued to train hard, this time she was severe.  

The amount of overtraining that would be insufficient even if you almost abused yourself.  

Unlike other trainees who are striving only to maintain their physical condition for the results of the midterm evaluation day, everyone couldn't let go of their worries while seeing Judith, the assistant of the swordsman, who was struggling with the body as if there was no tomorrow.  

"I have to dry it."  

Ian, the chief of the swordsmanship, had the same idea.  

The muscles are excellent, and the resilience is also excellent. That child named Judith was born with a so-called blessed body.  

However, even in such a body, there are limitations.  

How regretful it would be if it ruined the body through excessive training and ruined the middle evaluation.  

Ian, who knew it better than anyone else, slowly approached the red-haired girl.  

One of the assistants who was watching him asked Instructor Ahmed.  

"Can I dry it?"  

"Of course I can dry it. You'll probably understand it in a few words from the lord."  

"Is it? Well, if you know you're the crown lord... … ."  

Ahmed shook his head.  

Ian is not a person who oppresses the other person by position. Probably he will not reveal that he is the cross-reference of the Chrono Swordsman.  

However, if you feel the sincerity, emotions, and weight of his words, the 12-year-old will have no choice but to break his will.  

'But I'm curious about that. What on earth made that Akbari runaway... … .'  

There must have been something triggered.  

Would you like to beat Ilya Lindsay, who has never won, to take the lead?  

Or was it the real rival, Brat Lloyd's, in the battlefield?  

'If it's not him... … .'  

This was when the speculation went back and forth in my head.  

Ian ended the conversation shorter than expected.  

And Judith continued his strength training with heavy weights, as if toe was still coming out.  

Karaka approached with a surprised expression and asked.  

"Wow, lord? surely?"  

"haha. He's a very stubborn kid."  

Unbelievable. Ignoring the words of Kwan-ju and continuing unreasonable training.  

By this point it became clear. Judith was the most stubborn man in the history of the Chrono Swordsman.  

But that's it, and I still have questions.  

Ahmed, standing next to Karaka, asked additional questions.  

"Have you heard the reason? Why the hell are you doing so overwhelming? Because you didn't talk to us all over... … ."  

"Iron Pareira."  

"Yeah? Ah yes."  

The name suddenly popped up, and Ahmed made a confused voice.  

But soon I came to my senses and replied.  

"Irene Pareira, a sincere trainee. As I said before, the child is also undergoing unreasonable training these days. Like Judith."  

"That's how it happened."  

"Is there any reason why Judith trainee is doing that right now… … ."  

"okay. It's because of that guy."  

Gwanju, who nodded, continued the explanation.  

The guy who is much weaker and weaker than himself continues to train hard all day long, but he asked why he stopped.  

I heard that if you want to stop yourself, you are being told to stop with that guy, so it seems that the order is to meet the trainee named Pareira, the child.  

After hearing Ian's words, Ahmed said, tying his chin.  

"Certainly, if you come out like that, you'll have to stop the Aireun trainee first."  

"Is that trainee too stupid like that guy?"  

"It's not that kind of personality, but… … This time he is also similar. Even if I ask to stop, I don't listen to anything."  

"How are your skills?"  

"To be honest, I can't compare it to Judith. Barely in the middle of the ranks... … Of course, that's been up a lot, too."  

I did. That's why I never thought that Judith was conscious of Iron.  

Competing with someone and burning your desire to compete is with the right opponent.  

Sad to say, Irene Fareira didn't match Judith.  

"Well, should we go seeing first? What the hell is the second troublemaker trainee doing."  

The swordsman who finished talking came out of the 1st training room. And without hesitation, he moved in the direction of the 2nd training room.  

Apparently, Judith heard the location of Iron Fareira.  

I felt anticipation and excitement from my gait. Everyone who saw Ian's appearance became uncomfortable.  

'I'm not as great a trainee as I expected... … .'  

'I look forward to it in the future, but there are still many corners to be refined.'  

'Honestly, there is a high possibility of falling in this midterm evaluation. You will be disappointed.'  

The assistants, even Ahmed and Karaka, who appreciate Airn, were unable to give up negative thoughts.  

However.  

First, Ian's expression, who entered the 2nd training room, was much more serious than they thought.  

"… … ."  

One minute has passed.  

Two minutes have passed.  

Five minutes, and more, has passed.  

The only thing that Irene Parreira had shown so far was that he was repeating the weight exercise much lower than Judith.  

Although it has improved from a few days ago, it doesn't mean much.  

But not for Ian.  

Eyes that were clear and deep like a lake looked through the inside of the boy.  

After about 30 minutes passed, the old man said, embarrassingly.  

"I was thinking of drying that boy and then Judith, but this was completely ruined."  

"What do you mean?"  

"Isn't it called Irene Pareira? That guy, leave it alone."  

"Leave it alone?"  

"okay. Don't let it stop unless you give up. Even if there is a limit to the mid-term evaluation."  

"… … ."  

Unexpected orders, and unexpected serious expressions.  

The atmosphere became weird. Except for the cross-references, everyone looked at each other and saved words.  

"Hoowook, hook, hueup!"  

Likewise, without knowing that many people watched him, Lazy young master was continuing his desperate training.  
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How are physical strength and mental strength related to each other?  

It is not a question with a correct answer. Both are difficult to compare numerically, and the case is different from person to person.  

However, people who have a profession that trains the body.  

Especially if you ask an engineer or prosecutor for an answer, everyone will tell a similar story.  

'A healthy mind resides in a healthy body.'  

Yes. Most tests believe that physical strength and mental strength are two factors in a positive relationship.  

Among them, I think that the growth of the body comes first, and the mental power comes after that.  

'That sounds natural. Would the knights who have never done a tough job in their lifetime have excellent mental power, or the knight who wielded a sword for 10 years, trained his body, and overcome pain and boredom?"  

A word that is quite persuasive enough to be able to make such a slogan even for an unlearned mercenary who has not learned anything.  

Instructor Ahmed also held that idea for a long time.  

He continues to train day by day, gradually expanding the limits of his body, and enduring greater and heavier pain every day.  

In the process, a person's mental power also grows.  

Just as muscle fibers are torn, recovered, and developed, there are muscles that are invisible to a person's mental power.  

Surely it will be... … .  

"The mind controls the body."  

Chrono's swordsmanship, Ian's evaluation of Iron Fareira was different from what Ahmed thought.  

Of course, it wasn't something you couldn't understand. It's not something you haven't heard of.  

An anecdote of a mother who exerts superhuman powers in an instant to save her child under a rock.  

But I never thought it would apply in this case.  

But Ahmed didn't stop talking to Ian, and Ian didn't care about Ahmed's thoughts.  

He just kept talking by touching the teacup that had cooled down a long time ago, placed in front of him.  

"It's weird. It's weird. Of course, it's not something that can't be done. Transcendental mental powers momentarily dominate the body, and as a result, it is not always possible to exert enormous abilities. Not a few times I also received such help in a situation of desperate despair. How about you?"  

"I've experienced it once."  

"I too… … ."  

"But it's a miracle that works only in momentary situations."  

"… … ."  

"As it is now, continuously, in a row… … I haven't seen it in my 90's when I maintain that iron-like mental power."  

Ian closes his eyes when he finishes talking.  

And I remembered the appearance of the trainee I had just seen, Irene Fareira.  

A tremendous mental power far beyond the current nasty body.  

A body that is forcibly growing or 'evolving' to catch up with its supreme mental power.  

Obviously, seeing the trainee's body moving forward and moving even though it was clear that he had reached the limit, Ian had no choice but to feel the shock as if all the common sense he had built up was destroyed.  

'The word magic is not enough. It's as if someone had a magic trick.'  

The muscles, ligaments, and bones that deserve to be broken and broken are forcibly held by the mental force, and they absorb the energy of the world and recover quickly.  

Then, after giving him an unbearable load again, the same process is repeated.  

The drench I thought so far exhaled a light breath.  

Expectations and breathing with a little joy.  

The future of the horse boy was drawn in my mind when I reached with him someday.  

Said Gwan-ju, who opened his eyes quietly.  

"As I said earlier, I won't touch the trainee of Airn Pareira for a while."  

"Yes."  

"Yes."  

Ahmed and Karaka replied right away.  

I didn't worry about damaging Iron's body. Because my belief in cross-reference was absolute.  

However, there was no choice but to express embarrassment in the words that followed.  

"By the way, what does Judith do… … ."  

"Hmm."  

"that's… … ."  

To stop Judith's runaway, the Iron must be dried.  

But now I can't.  

Ian's wrinkled forehead has a deeper wrinkle.  

"This jockey has a lot of really unique trainees. At other times, there are four children who can't even see one... … haha."  

The strange laughter of the Chrono Swordsmanship spread in the room.  

* * *  

The interim evaluation of the Chrono Swordsman, which will determine the critical crossroads of "pass" and "fall out," came one day ahead.  

Most children have tried to maintain their optimal body condition.  

Both the top kids, including Ilya Lindsay and Brat Lloyd, and the middle and bottom kids.  

Only a few tense children couldn't stand the pressure and were running.  

But Judith, the late swordsman's deputy.  

And the two were different, the child who came in with the stigma of laziness young master.  

They continued their training desperately like those who forgot what tomorrow was.  

"Those crazy bitches."  

"Isn't it really tora? What the hell are you thinking?"  

"I'm sick of it, so I won't be able to participate tomorrow."  

"too bad. If it was a relative evaluation, it would be a good match for two... … ."  

The children who faced the madness of the two trainees shook their heads.  

The Bratt family also patted their tongues, and Ilya returned to the dormitory with an incomprehensible expression.  

Nevertheless, the boys and girls did not stop.  

That's how the night came.  

dump!  

"Heo-eok, heh-eok!"  

Judith, sitting roughly on the outdoor course, looked toward the indoor training room.  

A magic lamp was shining inside. It was clear. "That guy" still hadn't stopped training.  

That fact made Judith goose bumps. For the first time, she felt a sense of defeat that she had not even felt with Ilya Lindsay.  

"Crazy Cub! How would you like to do that fucking, huh, test, huh!"  

Pathoe, Merger, Burley, Herbs. Rough swear words constantly flowed out. The girl, who had been sitting down for a while, headed to the dormitory with a hard time.  

I never backed down.  

Enough sleep is essential for the test tomorrow.  

An extremely rational thought comforted Judith, but he didn't feel better.  

The reason that has led her so far is that it is a fiery emotion and a spirit of struggle, not an icy reason.  

But I couldn't help it. It was really, really unreasonable anymore.  

'I'll smash it tomorrow.'  

The red-haired girl brushed her teeth and laid herself on the bed uncomfortable.  

Thus, when all prospective trainees fell asleep.  

Until that time, Irene Pareira did not stop moving her body.  

"Hoo-woo, hoo-wook!"  

The muscles of the whole body are constantly agitating.  

"Hoowook, Heowook!"  

Blood flow throughout the body speeds up.  

As a result, oxygen, nutrients, and unknown energy were delivered to every corner of the body.  

The damaged body was recovering and moving again, as if when it did.  

"Ugh, uh, uh uh... … ."  

Of course, the process was not smooth.  

It took a few days for others to recover in an instant, so the pain was incredibly great.  

To the extent that an ordinary person would give up right away. It fell to the ground and burst into tears.  

But Irene Fareira didn't.  

The boy who broke out of the shell became a solid entity that could no longer be called a boy.  

'I can do it a little more. Let's do a little more.'  

The pain that far exceeded the physical fitness test that was taken for the first time after entering the country came one after another.  

However, laziness young master continued to move forward without being swept away by the waves.  

Going on, going on, going on again.  

So forgetting the time, forgetting the pain, forgetting the gaze around you, the bad memories of the past, and all the chores that have persistently tormented you.  

When I ran forward looking at only one goal like the man in my dreams did.  

I could feel it.  

It means that the limits of the body that was blocking him were all shattered.  

"… … ."  

Airn stopped moving and looked down on his body.  

I was soaked in sweat and seemed to be hit by the rain.  

He welcomed him with a salty color that can be seen in several places, and an unknown odor that is even worse than the smell of sweat.  

Still, oddly enough, I didn't feel bad.  

It was rather refreshing.  

Irene Fareira, who threw off her jacket, left the 2nd training room.  

Wheeing-  

The morning breeze that just blew through him. Cool mood. It made me feel better.  

Airn moved his body with a smile brighter than any other laughter he showed after entering the swordsmanship.  

Swish!  

The fist moves at a much faster rate than before.  

Dig!  

At a single foot cloud, the body floated to a point much higher than before.  

The same was true for other movements.  

Incomparable to the previous day, she felt a sense of uplifting, curiosity, and a little anxiety at the same time, with her body moving as if she was born again.  

'What the hell is it?'  

The last ten days were truly a time when I left my body only on instincts.  

It wasn't something I did because I was convinced.  

It was like the first time I grabbed the sword.  

Just as if you couldn't bear it without swinging it, the impulse that was so intense that you couldn't get it without running, moving, and rushing caught yourself. Much more than before.  

Thanks to that, I earned more than I imagined, but I couldn't help but feel a little offended.  

'… … In the end, is it that you got the help of your dream this time again?'  

The spirit of confusion.  

However, this was only an instant. His eyes, slightly closed and opened, came back to life.  

'Let's not stick to parts that can't be solved even if you're worried.'  

Rather, let's think about what to do in the future.  

It was a precious lesson I realized after dreaming 10 days ago.  

In an instant, Irene Fareira, who had a tight grip on her heart, turned to the back.  

Then, following him, the characters who came out of the training room 2 came into his eyes.  

People who have probably watched their training all night long.  

Instructor Ahmed, Instructor Karaka, Instructor Run Tarhal, and an old man who doesn't know his name.  

Looking at their stiff faces, Lazy young master asked a question.  

"How many hours are left until the mid-term evaluation, instructor?"  

"… … 15 minutes left. It's pretty tight."  

"Aren't you late?"  

"What? Haha, hahahaha!"  

Farei, the child who continues to talk with a casual face.  

The old man burst into laughter when he saw it.  

After a while, he stopped laughing and said solemnly.  

"The other trainees are in the best condition. I got plenty of rest, and it's been a long time since I released my body. On the other hand, you overworked your body right before the evaluation time, like a foolish bear."  

"… … ."  

"But, you won't smoke hard, right?"  

"Yeah."  

"Good. Let's go to the mid-term evaluation site."  

Ian, the leader of the swordsmanship, took the lead with a fast pace. Paraeira, the child who tilted his head for a while, continued to step on.  

Following them, three instructors, who were making serious expressions throughout, moved their bodies.  

Finally, an intermediate evaluation of the prospective trainees was about to begin.  
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Early moning.  

Chrono Swordsman's great performance armament was crowded with many people.  

Of course, the reason was the middle evaluation.  

You can't roughly take the test that took the fortunes of prospective trainees. Therefore, the swordsman hired additional personnel to help with the process.  

One of them, the bald mercenary, yawned droopy and said.  

"Well, live to live, I'm going to be in charge of the physical fitness test assistant for little ones."  

"Yeah. Well, it's okay for small business. It's safe and the pay isn't bad."  

The person who received the word had a similar idea.  

I've had experience as a test assistant for a mercenary agency, but all those who participate are adults.  

On the other hand, from now on, they will be supervising children between the ages of 12 and 13.  

No matter how famous the trainees of the Chrono Swordsmanship, honestly, there was no choice but to have an expectation.  

'Of course, I don't plan to do a rough job, but it would be a bit boring if I didn't have the taste to see it... … .'  

'But it would be better than ordinary kids, right? I hope so.'  

It was when the two strong men and the rest of the mercenaries were thinking similarly.  

One by one, trainees gathered to take the midterm evaluation.  

"Woo."  

"can do. you can do it."  

"Shall I loosen my body… … ."  

The trainees who arrived closed their eyes and performed image training or self-hypnosis. Some of them were even lightly relaxing.  

However, the unusual movement didn't feel that way to outsiders.  

The bald mercenary, watching the little ones, swallowed.  

'… … This is the movement of guys under the age of 13 on average?'  

It was absurd.  

It didn't make sense.  

Excluding the face and small height, the trainees show trustworthy appearances even if they are adults or even more.  

Even some of the children were performing great moves that would be comparable to running as a mercenary right now.  

A colleague who was watching with you from the side muttered without knowing it.  

"Sonya of monsters… … ."  

"… … Yeah."  

Everyone could no longer ignore the prospective trainees.  

A trained body that was not seen before, and a heavy and serious atmosphere reminiscent of just before the war.  

This was never a kiddie play.  

The mercenaries who felt the greatness of the Chrono Swordsman held their breath.  

In it, the trainees also sharpened their swords quietly.  

However, not all test participants were focusing solely on themselves.  

"… … ."  

"Why not come?"  

Top ranking.  

No, the top-ranked trainees lacking the word of the top-ranked.  

The real talented people who could pass even this mid-term evaluation, which is said to be the worst difficulty ever, were looking around continuously without focusing on the upcoming test.  

People who should be, Instructors Ahmed and Karaka, who are in charge of the interim evaluation, were not present.  

Besides.  

'I don't have that guy either.'  

'… … What the hell are you doing? The evaluation will start soon.'  

At first, I didn't get anyone's expectations.  

However, from some point in time, he keeps getting noticed, a peculiar and strange guy who is anxious for some reason compared to his bar skills.  

Iron Fareira, that guy wasn't showing up either.  

That's why Brad Lloyd, Judith, and even Ilya Lindsay, who weren't interested in others, were wondering.  

It was then.  

There was a turmoil from one corner of the Great Yeongyang Station.  

The prospective trainees who intuited the instructors' arrival turned their heads. And he started to look embarrassed.  

"… … ."  

"what. I haven't changed my clothes."  

"surely… … ."  

"Overnight… … continue?"  

The children did not look suspicious.  

I had to do that.  

Isn't it out of common sense?  

I mean, there's an idiot out there who puts an important physical ability test in front of you and overwhelms your body all night long.  

Some even thought that Lazy young master was doing a show to make fun of them.  

But it is not. Everyone soon realized.  

Even if it's wet clothes, it can't be done even with the saltiness sticking to the face.  

What it said was clear.  

Irene Fareira really hasn't stopped training all night.  

And, given the circumstances, the instructors who discovered it later stopped the guy and brought him to the test site.  

It was when the trainees tried to express their own thoughts about this.  

The old man, who was standing quietly next to Instructor Ahmed, moved his body.  

Wheeik-  

fault!  

Most of the children opened their mouths to see him, who had jumped tens of meters in one step.  

The swift children who knew his identity and the hired mercenaries nodded silently.  

After a while, Ian, the great Chrono Swordsman's drencher on the stage, opened his mouth.  

"Well, how do I introduce myself? Hmmm, do it roughly. Many people know, but this old man is the Chrono Swordsman's cross-reference."  

"… … !"  

"… … !"  

"Let's see, the time… … You have about 5 minutes left. It's the rule. You've heard the nails stick in your ears, so there's nothing else to say, right? The remaining time, try to prepare yourself. So that no regrets remain. I have more to say, but it will get in the way, so I'll just do that."  

match!  

When I finished speaking, Ian clapped hands.  

The children who faced a series of embarrassing events woke up.  

That's right, what's important now is the midterm evaluation, not the other little things. Once again, the trainees who made up their minds swallowed gulp.  

4 minutes.  

3 minutes.  

2 minutes, and 1 minute.  

A few seconds before the time finally announced, Instructor Ahmed's mouth opened.  

"Then, the interim evaluation begins now!"  

With a thunderous loud voice, the Chrono Swordsman's interim evaluation began.  

* * *  

"Hoo, hoo."  

With a mercenary acting as a supervisor in front, Irene Fareira breathed briefly. Then he moved quickly and grabbed a barbell with a heavy disc.  

Then, one of the evaluation operations, Push Press, was started.  

"Hoop, hueup!"  

Unlike general press movements that use only the upper body strength, an exercise that requires the strength of the lower body, elasticity of the body, and quickness. Of course, there was no awkwardness at all because it was a movement that I had done countless times over the past 4 months.  

But that wasn't the only emotion that Irene was feeling right now.  

'It's light!'  

The body is light. The barbell is also light. The weight of the discs on both ends feels less than half.  

Even now, he was in the midst of repeating movements at a faster rate than usual. Nevertheless, there was no strain on the body at all.  

He pondered for a moment. He did excessive training all night. Wouldn't it be over face if I did something wrong?  

No, it is not.  

When I had finished thinking, Irene Paraeira speeded up a little more.  

A feeling of surprise emerged in the supervisor's face.  

"Hueup, hueup, suck!"  

He quickly filled the reps and lowered the barbell. Then he stepped over in front of the rectangular box.  

Box Jump. It's a simple operation, but considering the height and time limit, it was never easy.  

However, I didn't feel like it was burdensome at all.  

Iron strengthened his lower body, jumped lightly, and then came down to the floor.  

And it repeated it at a tremendous pace.  

"What is that kid?"  

"Crazy guy, I can't even finish it like that."  

The pranks of the nearby trainees stuck in my ears. Either that or not, Lazy young master didn't care.  

Rather, after finishing the set at a faster pace, even the next movement was finished in no time, and I approached the front of Babel again.  

And I started to repeat what I had done so far.  

Faster. More stable.  

The supervisor's expression looking at himself changed even more.  

Iron was able to fully understand his heart.  

'Because I am also surprised.'  

Last night, he was already aware that something had changed in his body.  

But I didn't know it would be this much. Even though I was speeding up much more and much more than my usual pace, I didn't feel like it was too much.  

Rather, even if I put a little more energy here, it seemed that it would not interfere with the finish.  

No, it has to be higher.  

A stronger thought than before. Confidence led him.  

Irene again speeded up and performed repetitive movements at a terrifying pace.  

Then, the noise around him grew even more.  

"What is that really doing?"  

"Did you change your mind because you want to be exhausted?"  

"Huh… … ."  

"Dorai baby! Crazy cub! "  

More and more children mentioned themselves and looked at themselves. He tried to ignore it again.  

He just focused on his task and tried to shed the surrounding sounds with one ear.  

But I couldn't.  

The enlightenment suddenly came.  

It is because the other changes that came to him led Lazy young master to new ideas.  

'When I was immersed in something, could I hear the words around me?'  

It wasn't.  

Unlike before, he was admitted to the Chrono Swordsmanship to "grow", but in fact, there was little change in his mind.  

In order not to be hurt by the ridicule pouring out on himself, which is lagging behind, Irene has continued to train in loneliness while forcibly blocking outside information.  

As if by sleeping from the world, hiding from the world, lifting a sword and fleeing from the back horses around him.  

But not now.  

"Damn, it's overkill, right? Right?"  

"I'm the one who will fall anyway. Don't bother. Let's not care."  

His wide open ears accepted the sharp voices around him without filtering.  

"Hoo, hoo."  

"… … !"  

The clear view clearly captures the faces of trainees who quietly stare at them and the supervisor's hardened expression in their heads.  

The poisonous, painful, and burdensome reactions were easily handled by Irene.  

I didn't care about the reactions around me anymore.  

So, I didn't even have to force my eyes and ears to close.  

For the first time in his life, the eldest son of the Paraeira family felt the coolness of his chest.  

"Hoo-woo, woo-woo, woo… … ."  

More, more, more and a little faster. It can't be compared with most children.  

Even the top-notch trainee who was nearby, Brat Lloyd, couldn't catch up.  

After such a short period of time, the buzz around him began to subside on the contrary.  

Only the gaze full of jealousy and astonishment came out even more intensely.  

1 minute later.  

Irene Pareira finished all the repetitions and passed the first course.  

I looked straight ahead while preparing for the second course, the sand road run.  

In front of him, only one man, Ilya Lindsay, was running alone.  

Lazy young master nodded and struck the ground vigorously.  

Judith was watching this, and a harsh voice, not like a girl, popped out of her mouth.  

"Sybaaahaaaah!"  
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    6. Interim evaluation (2)  

Chrono Swordsman's intermediate evaluation, which seemed to have no variable, had an abnormality.  

The protagonist is Irene Farei.  

It was the overwhelming last, who received everyone's contempt at the time of admission.  

Of course not even now. Because it was never a short time of 4 months.  

He was able to do a tremendous amount of training while ignoring the reactions around him, and he was in a position to ignore those who laughed at him in reverse.  

But even so... … .  

'It's absolutely not enough to show such a great performance... … !'  

Brat Lloyd, a defiant of noble bloodline, hardened his expression.  

The body was busy moving to perform the set motion, but his head was different. I was thinking completely differently.  

It was all because of Iron Pareira.  

He tried hard to somehow grasp the current situation that he could not understand.  

And then, another incomprehensible thing happened.  

"Wait, these dogs are ah ah ah!"  

A cheeky girl who has a different bloodline than herself, but always crushed her pride by not missing her seat.  

Even Judith finished the repetitive motion course much earlier than expected.  

As he looked at his red hair gradually moving away, Brad grinds his teeth smoothly.  

'Babys without thoughts!'  

Yes. They are moving with wrong judgment now.  

It does not consider the entire course at all. He is being swept away by the atmosphere around him, without comprehending his limitations.  

It's stupid.  

It was an obvious story without seeing how the unreasonable early pace would affect the second half.  

'I'm different!'  

After the mid-term evaluation course was released, we made a truly thorough plan for ten days.  

How do you allocate your stamina to achieve the best record, what are you short of and what are good?  

What else do I need to supplement accordingly?  

Apart from that inner part, I completely managed to the external part, for example, keeping the same diet to maintain condition on the day of the evaluation, and even the really small and small parts.  

So I was confident.  

This time, I'll be able to beat Judith.  

Ilya Lindsay, an overwhelming genius, is unreasonable, but he will take the second seat.  

By the way… … .  

'Calm down. Don't be anxious!'  

match!  

After finishing the box jump, Brad Lloyd slapped himself in the cheek.  

okay. I need to calm down.  

I don't care how others move. I go the road I have laid.  

If you believe in that path and run, you will get the results you want.  

After making up my mind like that, I raised my concentration again.  

Thanks to this, Brat was able to complete the first course safely in the expected time frame.  

It was different from the 1st, 2nd, and 3rd place, but it was well worth trying. Because he could afford it. I wasn't overdoing at all.  

… … However, nevertheless, I couldn't help but feel anxious.  

Again, the evil boy speeded up slightly, very slightly, than planned, and ran on the second course.  

* * *  

Brad Lloyd's worries became reality.  

Unfortunately for him, Irene Parreira, running the second course, was in very good condition.  

Physically, there was no problem at all.  

Rather, he was getting used to every part of his body he didn't know about, and he was ready to show a better performance.  

'Let's forget my state until yesterday, my record.'  

Irene thought in a stable breath.  

At what speed and how do you arrange your physical strength to get the best record with this new body?  

Very abstract and difficult task.  

Surprisingly, however, he succeeded in calculating this without any errors.  

It was thanks to improved vision and insight, and also thanks to a little bit of luck.  

It was definitely a good news.  

Irene ran through the sand at the pace that was most effective for her, and soon found a silver-haired girl in a short distance.  

Ilya Lindsay.  

A person sitting alone in a lofty seat in the heartless Chrono Swordsmanship, a master of infinite competition.  

The moment I saw her, who had never reached Judith, a genius, or Brat Lloyd, a noble bloodline, was in front of her, Irene felt her chest warming little by little.  

"… … ."  

It was a very small ember.  

It was something that was much smaller than the common embers, which bloomed several times a day for ordinary people.  

But for Airn, the embers were by no means trivial.  

'What does this feel like?'  

I didn't know.  

It was natural.  

Irene, who had been confined to herself for the first time in her life, entered society for the first time in her life through a dream called a dream, and competed with others for the first time in her life.  

To understand the feeling of struggle, Irene's experience was too lacking.  

That's why I was worried.  

Will you keep the pace you think is the best for you, your ideal?  

Or, in order to resolve this unknown emotion, will we go further and spur without thinking about the future?  

It was when I was in the crossroads of choice.  

A red line, hot like lava, suddenly intervened between the lines drawn by two beautiful colors, silver and gold.  

"Huh-oh-oh, huh, hu-o-ooh, hyya-ah-ah-ab!"  

A breath of mess. The thunderous sound of energy that follows.  

It was Judith's voice. Irene, who was lost in thoughts, looked back in amazement.  

Red hair running at a terrifying speed caught my eye.  

"Yaahahahahab!"  

Another hot voice echoed. Soon after, Judith's speed got even faster.  

She overtook Irene Fareira, who was running in a stable posture, and overtaken Ilya Lindsay in front of him.  

And, spreading the distance further, he struck forward.  

Irene thought.  

'It seems like it's too hard, is it okay?'  

Anxiety came to my face. The flame that tickled my heart held my breath and turned into a subtle charcoal.  

Ilya Lindsay hasn't changed.  

As always, he was just doing his job with an expressionless face.  

* * *  

'Damn it! damn! Fuck! Damn it!'  

Abuse poured out endlessly. Nevertheless, the anger did not subside.  

My heart was hot as if I had swallowed fire. The lungs seemed to be burning, and the blood shining on the body seemed to be the iron in the furnace.  

Judith knew. The fact that one's body is at its limit.  

The fact that if you don't take a break right away and cool off this heat, something will go wrong.  

But I couldn't.  

The anger in the heart, hotter than the body, was constantly running the red-haired girl.  

'Never lose! never! Unconditionally win!'  

I didn't want to lose.  

Brat Lloyd, who had been squishing with a gold spoon in his mouth from birth, was also annoyed by Ilya Lindsay, who had been praised for life as a continental genius.  

The same goes for the other guys. I didn't even want to be broken by the guys who had lived comfortably in their lives.  

By the way, I couldn't lose to an indolent young master baby, who had been lazy for 15 years!  

"Heo-eok, kheo-eok, mr, k-eop, arm! Mandible!"  

Of course she knew.  

How great has Irene Fareira been in the last four months?  

Even though he ran, moved, and ran hard enough to match him, in the end, he was the best endeavor of the swordsman.  

But, so what?  

So what have you been doing before you entered the swordsman? Is it all going to be absent?  

Was it a time that wasn't worth enough to have to give up like this? Times in the past?  

'Damn, I don't know!'  

Judith shook his head.  

I know it. That the world is like that.  

Just as you see Iliana Airn and feel irrational, someone else will see you and have similar thoughts.  

I know that I am a person full of talent that makes me feel deprived in the eyes of others. I knew everything.  

So that doesn't matter.  

Let's get angry.  

Whatever the reason, let's be angry, irritated, swear, swear, and shit as much as we want.  

I don't know whether it is a feeling of struggle, a desire to win, or a feeling of inferiority, so let's use it all.  

Let's break through the limits with fuel for those hot things.  

Just as the cubs that I did not do!  

"Ahhhhhhhhh!"  

A third roar erupted from Judith's mouth. Then, my legs, which seemed to be unable to be faster, got faster again.  

She, too, was clearly breaking through the limits.  

"Heo-eok, heo-eok."  

The rankings have been maintained for some time.  

Judith, Ilya Lindsay, Irene Fareira, and Brad Lloyd.  

Caught, silver, and blonde lines were drawn, and a blue line followed from a distance.  

Farther away, the hustle and bustle of colors competed for the fifth place.  

And finally, the final course of the mid-term evaluation began.  

Judith, facing the lake, threw himself without hesitation. After stopping for a moment, it seemed that I couldn't move anymore.  

"Fuha, suck. Fuha! Suck!"  

Different environment, different behavior.  

But Judith was still.  

The girl was still angry, and still hot. So I was able to keep moving, and I was able to keep in first place.  

It was amazing. If you can cross the finish line at this pace, you're going to cut your best record tremendously.  

It would not be an exaggeration to use the expression miracle.  

However, because miracles do not happen easily, they are called miracles.  

Judith, who entered the lake, gradually slowed down.  

Little by little, little by little. Then in an instant.  

When I felt the ideal, I was late. Soon she couldn't move a single finger, and she slowly sank into the deep water.  

In silence she thought.  

'Damn it.'  

Is it because I gave up everything. Or is it because you are in a cold lake?  

Judith felt his heart calming, as if when he was angry.  

She fell and looked up, seeing Ilya Lindsay overtaking her.  

As always, a face without an expression.  

I still seemed to have a lot of time to spare. Judith laughed bluntly.  

'A real monstrous bitch. What did you eat and grew up like that?'  

I was angry.  

But I couldn't help but admit it.  

That year was a different year from the seed. Such a human being who cannot catch up with himself.  

For the first time in her life, the red-haired girl was engulfed in a sense of complete defeat and a feeling of despair.  

Then I felt more comfortable.  

Even though he couldn't breathe, he was very happy, and he wasn't particularly angry, even though he knew that those who weren't as confident would be ahead of him.  

'Now, even Irene Pare will appear and outstrip. Maybe Brat Lloyd, that unlucky guy will come in for the third time. Then... … Damn it, this is kind of annoying.'  

Judith canceled his thoughts.  

Iron Fareira... … Yes, even Brad Lloyd could admit it. But it was honestly annoying for the rest of the guys to beat themselves.  

Of course, there is nothing that can be done. She was still sinking, and she would soon lose her mind.  

In fact, I felt my view getting blurred.  

She smiled bitterly and slowly closed her eyes.  

No, I tried to close it.  

Snapping.  

'what?'  

Arms around their neck.  

A boy who moves dynamically in that state, a little bigger than his peers.  

Judith looked at the opponent with cloudy eyes, and soon felt a fever spreading to the tip of his head.  

'Iron Pareira! This crazy cub ... … .'  

It is an evaluation that is taken as to whether or not you can remain in the swordsmanship. In addition, it was evaluated by the award of Ian Kwan-ju, one of the best prosecutors on the continent.  

At such an important point, you break out of the competition and come to save yourself?  

'This idiot... … What the hell... … I don't know what's important and what's not... … .'  

If it hadn't been for water, I would have poured out a double bath.  

But I couldn't.  

Judith lost his mind, and Irene succeeded in pulling her out of the Girko Lake.  

An assistant who arrived late gave first aid. Lazy young master, who was watching this for a moment, threw himself towards the finish line again.  

Of course it was the same for other trainees. Everyone did their best for one goal.  

The same was true of those who exceeded the time limit. There were no children to quit on the way to the final evaluation.  

They shed tears and didn't stop moving.  

So everyone except Judith passed the finish line.  

At last, the interim evaluation of the Chrono Swordsman, where the oddities appeared one after another, was finished.  
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    6. Interim evaluation (3)  

After entering the Chrono Swordsmanship, the interim evaluation, which was the biggest event, ended.  

The evaluation criterion is absolute evaluation, not relative evaluation.  

That's why everyone should be aware of their results the moment the test is finished.  

Passes and failures are hidden without notice.  

However, the atmosphere of the swordsman now was a little strange considering this.  

Not 35 trainees who passed, but a little less than 400 were eliminated.  

They are striving to train without any signs of frustration.  

"Hoo-woo, hu-woo!"  

"this time… … must!"  

"can do. I can do this enough."  

The reason was the remarks of Instructor Karaka.  

Second evaluation. The so-called loser resurrection.  

He informed of this fact with a unique person's good face, and the children who were in disappointment rejoiced as if running while cursing the instructors because they were bad.  

This is because the criteria for the second evaluation were much easier than in the first.  

In fact, the first criterion was ridiculous. Originally, the number of people who passed the intermediate evaluation was usually adjusted at the level of 100 people.  

However, thanks to the exams held in two separate sessions, instructors were able to more accurately understand the trainees' guts, mental strength, and potential.  

"Theron guy, he had enough skills to pass the second evaluation. But in the first round, I gave up early and didn't do it right. Honestly, it's disappointing."  

"On the contrary, McKelan was at a fair level even in the second criterion, but he did not give up even in the first evaluation, which was much more difficult.  

"right. Thanks to that, it seems that he also broke his best record."  

"If I pass this test, I have to pay more attention."  

"Oh, in the case of Judith… … ."  

The Chrono Swordsman is a place to nurture great talent of the future. Therefore, we evaluated not only the current ability but also the mental strength and the ability to become.  

The instructors evaluated each of the prospective trainees and shared it with their colleagues.  

Children who just liked that they had a second chance would not even know this.  

"Then, finally… … ."  

"This guy is."  

Instructors who have completed all evaluations, from the lowest ranks without any possibility to the highest ranks such as Ilya Lindsay and Brat Lloyd.  

Now there was only one left. Instructors, including Ahmed, Karaka, and Rune Tarhal, looked at the names on the score sheet.  

[Irene Paraeira]  

Ranked 34 out of 35 students who passed the first round. A record that is great, but not remarkably great.  

However, you shouldn't judge just by looking at the results.  

Everyone will agree. Anyone who has watched his exams.  

The instructors, who remained silent for a while, looked at one side at the same time.  

Ian, the swordsmanship, who had never said a word, smiled and opened his mouth.  

"In this case, of course, it would be right to treat it like this?"  

The old man wrote on the score sheet, and the instructors who confirmed it nodded.  

As such, it was the moment when the work was about to be completed with the consent of everyone.  

"Hey, Governor… … ."  

"Well? What's going on?"  

Ian made a puzzled look at the voice coming from outside the door.  

Calling yourself even though you don't know you're in a meeting right now. Did something big happen?  

Even before my thoughts were over, I heard the assistant's answer.  

"Ms. Judith, prospective student 101, wants to see Kwanju. That, Yonggeon... … I want the 311 trainee, Irene Pareira, to re-examination, and he said that he shouldn't interfere with the record because of himself... … ."  

"Huh huh, huh huh huh."  

Ian burst into laughter.  

I liked the kind heart that thought about motives and the ability to act as a child and come to ask for it right away.  

It's part of what someone might think is polite, but at least he wasn't.  

There was no problem with the business.  

It is because the discussion on that has already ended in a good direction.  

But I didn't want to tell you this right away.  

Ian Kwan-ju, who was playful, smiled and opened his mouth.  

"okay? What if you can't do that? Then ask me what to do... … ."  

"Can I show you? What am I going to do?"  

But before he even finished speaking, the castle came from outside the door.  

It was Judith.  

While the instructors held back their laughter, the red-haired girl once again opened up a cover.  

"Maybe it's hard to handle! I'm going to have a terrible accident!"  

"Yo child! If you behave like that, you will be punished properly!"  

"It's okay because I'll get as many times as I can after the retest! So quickly retest! Quickly retest!"  

"Haha, hahahaha!"  

Although spoiled, on the one hand, Judith's actions, which gave him the feeling of a cute granddaughter, burst into laughter.  

Even the instructors could not stand this time. The inside of the conference room quickly became a sea of ​​laughter.  

Likewise, in a bright and pleasant atmosphere, the meeting on the interim evaluation was coming to an end.  

* * *  

That time.  

The main character of the topic, Irene Fareira, was having the same time as usual.  

Training, training, training again.  

It was a terrible sincerity.  

Brad Lloyd, watching him run for a moment, shook his head.  

'You're crazy, completely.'  

He had been ignoring him until now, but he had thought that his guts were amazing.  

But not this time.  

Rather than feeling the goodwill of 'I can do it as much as I do,' I got completely tired of it.  

It was like watching something different from a species from birth.  

'Hagin, I think that miracle-like growth was possible because I did it as much as I did... … .'  

I recalled the midterm assessment that Brat had yesterday.  

The physical strength, strength, and all other physical abilities that Irene showed there.  

I had to admit it.  

Even if he did his best, his performance was so great that he couldn't be touched.  

"… … Damn it."  

Puduk.  

He sharpened his teeth.  

I knew.  

It was because he was lucky that he won second place in this midterm evaluation.  

If Judith didn't show a stupid overface, and if Irene Parreira did something more stupid than her, if he didn't.  

If he did, he would have had a shabby report card of only fourth place in his hand.  

"… … I will never lose next time."  

Even Ilya Lindsay.  

Those who pass themselves beyond that are unforgivable. never.  

Brat Lloyd, muttering quietly, glanced at Irene.  

He is him, he is himself. It was much better to take a break as scheduled, rather than doing an unplanned exercise with others for nothing.  

'I don't know how on earth we achieved such miracle growth, but… … .'  

I will grow my own way.  

Bratt returned to his lodgings.  

"Hoo-ooh, wow!"  

Either that or not, Irene Pareira continued to train.  

It was absurd.  

It was yesterday that I was putting all my energy into the evaluation, and it was common to take a break after such a big deal.  

It was no wonder that Brat, the practice bug, chose to rest.  

But that's the story of a common case to the last.  

Irene met the man in his dream every night.  

I knew what kind of training he was going through.  

That's why I was able to tell. It's nothing like now.  

He said that he shouldn't be able to take a break after he started training for less than half a year.  

It was when I was concentrating on breathing and balance while thinking about that.  

"Why did you do that?"  

A voice coming from behind your back.  

It's a familiar voice.  

I had to do that. Since the physical fitness test at the beginning of the admission, there was only one person who spoke directly to him.  

Ilya Lindsay.  

A silver-haired girl that looks beautiful and cold, as if made from snow flowers with moonlight, came into my eyes.  

But something was weird.  

His eyes were always indifferent and his frozen expression was the same. Probably an ordinary person would have felt that there was no difference.  

But since yesterday, I was able to feel the open sight.  

That she is now trying to hide her feelings of displeasure.  

And that the cause lies with you, not anyone else.  

Irene stopped moving and said.  

"what?"  

"You know. What I'm talking about."  

"… … ."  

"do not know?"  

"You saved Judith, are you talking?"  

"okay."  

"… … ."  

"What the hell, why did you do that?"  

A voice that does not feel emotions as usual.  

Irene was able to find out this time.  

The reason her voice feels similar is that she is holding back a lot of emotions.  

It was because he was very disappointed with the behavior he showed yesterday, and he was angry because of it.  

He fully understood Ilya Lindsay's attitude.  

'Because of that, the 5th place prize was blown away.'  

Chrono Swordsmanship Ian's Reward.  

That's a tremendous value.  

How many times in life have there been a chance to win an award from a prosecutor, one of the top prosecutors on the continent?  

Maybe not in a lifetime.  

Even the one who started the sword was so excited that he was immediately excited, and the award that took the mid-term evaluation was a great and enormous one.  

But, if you ask if you regret saving Judith because of that.  

"Just, I think I should do that."  

Irene had no choice but to answer that it was not.  

Of course not everyone did that.  

So did Ilya Lindsay. When she heard the answer, her facial expression shattered.  

His eyes and facial expressions became sharp enough to be seen by anyone.  

In that state, the silver-haired girl spit out cold words.  

"That's ridiculous, you know?"  

"There were many mercenaries who would save Judith even if it wasn't you."  

"It's a reward from the governor. It's a prize given by someone who might be the best on the continent."  

"Would it be much more valuable than money or a piece of gold? You can be taught one-on-one, or you can get golden advice."  

"It's not all that. I was able to close my mouths that have ridiculed you so far, and make the gazes that I looked down on."  

"I know?"  

Ilya's words continued.  

Irene listened silently.  

That was right.  

As she said, there would have been many people who would save Judith, even if it wasn't her, and the award for the cross-reference would have been greater than her vaguely thought.  

It was also an opportunity to stand in front of other trainees who ignored themselves.  

By the way, he forsook all of that and committed stupid behavior.  

However.  

I still didn't regret it.  

Iron, who had been silent, finally opened his mouth.  

"I was called Lazy young master, do you know?"  

"… … ."  

"I've been in the swamp for quite some time. It's not without excuses, but even taking that into account... … Really long."  

Irene recalled the past.  

5 to 15 years old.  

It was a terribly long seclusion. He couldn't go forward all his life, sitting in place and sinking down and down.  

It was the same even if there was a mysterious dream.  

It was because the sport changed from sleep to sword, but he was still running away from the world.  

Yes.  

Maybe it was still sinking.  

If there weren't any family members who always loved you.  

Unless a blunt but affectionate father, a loving mother who is not a real mother, and a consistently lovely younger sister grabbed her hand and lifted it to the surface.  

"I came to the surface with the help of so many people, pretending not to know that others are sinking… … I thought I couldn't."  

"… … ."  

"It's just that. That's why it was yesterday."  

After finishing her story while looking into the air, Irene turned and looked into Ilya Lindsay's eyes.  

She was looking angry. Like having something hot inside.  

Ilya, who had been staring at the front for a long time, quickly turned around.  

And said.  

"You said you've never handled a sword before, right? Until last year."  

"… … Huh."  

"Physical training and swordsmanship are different. Both require hard work and talent, but... … As for the importance of talent, the swordsmanship is much more important."  

"… … ."  

"Because of yesterday's judgment, I missed the prize, I couldn't get my help anymore, and because of that, I would fall back into the laughter of others again... … ."  

As if the emotions had taken over, Ilya's voice changed calmly.  

As usual, innocently, coldly.  

She finished her speech in that state.  

"… … I hope you don't regret it."  

Ilya Lindsay leaves after leaving a lingering linger.  

Airn watched her flickering silver hair for a long time.  

Despite being in the middle of summer, my suspicion was raised as I watched the cold energy from behind.  

'I told you not to care about other people's eyes, but why… … .'  

Why did you seem to care more about yourself today?  

I didn't know.  

To understand, I had too few conversations with the other person.  

Still, he struggled for a long time to understand Ilya Lindsay.  

It's because, anyway, she was the only trainee who saw herself in the swordsman without prejudice.  

'I also got a lot of help.'  

What would have happened without Ilya's help  

Far from winning the 5th place, you may have been in a position to worry about getting a second evaluation.  

Therefore, Irene wanted to understand the unknown feelings of the silver-haired girl, and he wanted to relieve his anger.  

"… … ."  

Of course, there was no income.  

How do you know the feelings of a girl of the same age as her sister, who has an ambiguous relationship?  

Shaking his head, Irene ran through the fitness training course again.  

* * *  

two days later.  

Even the second interim evaluation is over. Including an additional 78 people, a total of 113 people passed.  

About 300 prospective trainees had no choice but to leave the swordsmanship with tears.  

When there are people who are sad, there are people who are happy.  

They were the ones who won the 5th place in the first exam.  

Five children, headed by Ilya Lindsay and Brad Lloyd, stood on the podium with smiley expressions.  

Particularly, Lance Peterson, one of the Brat Lloyd's family, was hard to cover the rip-off of his mouth.  

He would be like that, because he never thought he was going to be in fifth place.  

'Irene, thanks to that stupid guy, I suck honey like this.'  

Lance Patterson, who had an unexpected luck in his hand, immediately struck Airn.  

'Tm. A pathetic guy.'  

'What are you doing on your own during the exam?'  

'Do you want to pretend to be good? I have to do that while taking care of the situation.'  

'It's a good thing though. If you're such a foolish guy who doesn't have any competitive spirit, it's obvious that you don't take the swordsmanship exam.'  

Some of the narrower trainees thought more seriously.  

I can't make fun of him as lazy young master anymore, but after saving Judith, he showed tremendous ability to pass the first round, but it didn't matter.  

They didn't want the one they looked down on to do well. I hoped that I would fall, fall and become uglier than myself again.  

Therefore, I was surprised by the words of Ian, the commander of the swordsmanship.  

"Prospective trainee No. 311, Irene Pareira."  

"Yes."  

"To confer a certificate, forward to the stage."  

"… … ?"  

High-ranking trainees, including Ilya Lindsay and Brat Lloyd, also looked surprised.  

Judith, who visited Ian to ask for a reexamination of Iron, was only clapping her hands with a happy face.  
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Chrono Swordsman is not a knight training center. It is a place where swords are taught.  

However, nobody on the continent treated Chrono as a "ordinary swordsman."  

I am not talking about the skill part.  

Those who are admired for being more knightly than knights, who are as good as knights who value honor and dori, and the so-called 'knights'.  

They were the prosecutors from Chrono.  

"Competition is very fun. It makes the lonely and painful time of training enjoyable. Also, competition is very important. It allows us to reach a level that can never be reached on our own."  

"If you are chasing someone ahead, or struggling not to be caught up by someone who follows you, you will achieve surprisingly great achievements yourself."  

"but."  

If you are too buried in it, you may not be able to look around and be overlooked at the important things.  

Ian said, looking at all the successful candidates. The prospective trainees flinched without even knowing.  

Gwanju, who smiled, continued to talk.  

"But trainee Irene Pareira was not."  

"I sacrificed myself in situations where I could fall into hell if I did wrong, and as a result, I was able to save my motives for drowning."  

"Each of them may have different opinions, but all of the instructors, including this cross-reference, agreed that it was a worthwhile action."  

"That's why this trainee has come up to the stage right now."  

The words stopped.  

The left center remained silent. They were looking at the officials, the instructors, and the Iron Paraeira with different expressions.  

The cross-reference that was deliberately dragging time reopened.  

It was a heavy voice.  

"This swordsman is helping you to fully bloom your talents and better handle your sword. But everyone knows that it's not just what we teach."  

"… … ."  

"Before you think about how you can handle the sword better, why are you polishing your sword, and what will you do with the strength you have gained? I hope to think about this at least once."  

Soon the sermon ended. After that, the procedure for awarding the listed listing was in progress. There were not five winners. It was 6 people, including Irene Fareira.  

Clap clap clap clap-  

All of the trainees ritually applauded.  

But their thoughts were different.  

Lance Patterson, a member of the Brat family, was ashamed of himself for misrepresenting Iron.  

Some other children still haven't changed their minds.  

It was judged that Lao-Tae young master deliberately pretended to be good in order to catch Guan-ju's eyes.  

Some have been thinking about the reason why they lifted the sword for the first time after having no idea, and there were trainees looking back on the character education of the liberal arts time that they had inadvertently overlooked.  

And they all began to become more conscious of Irene Fareira.  

Much more than ever.  

* * *  

After the awards ceremony held in the auditorium, a week of free time was given.  

It was the first free time given to prospective trainees.  

Although I allowed freedom right before the mid-term evaluation, taking a break right before the test was virtually ridiculous.  

The children let go of themselves after a long absence.  

Of course, it didn't apply to Irene Fareira.  

He was still, so his routine was still there. I continued the training that I had repeated to the point that I felt bored beyond the hard work.  

Nothing has changed.  

Nothing really changed, except that the relationship with Ilya Lindsay, who had been constantly caring about her, was broken.  

It was when I was going around the track with that thought in mind.  

Tuk-Tuk-  

"Hey."  

"Huh?"  

"I'm sorry. And thank you."  

"… … ?"  

Judith appears suddenly, knocks on her shoulder, and says something she can't understand.  

Irene paused for a moment with a blank expression, and then spit out a sound.  

He realized it was a story about saving her during the midterm evaluation.  

'I didn't know Judith would say thank you... … .'  

It was surprising, but there was nothing I couldn't understand. Irene nodded with a faint laughter.  

But the question still remained.  

"By the way, what do you mean to be sorry… … ."  

"Okay. Anyway, one thing I'm sorry about, one thing I'm thankful for. I owe you two things like this, but it seems like my help is pretty big that you won the award at this awards ceremony?"  

"uh?"  

What the hell are you talking about?  

Since you won the prize because you saved yourself, do you think you have the credit?  

While thinking about that, Judith's mouth opened again.  

"So one paid off, and one remained. I'll slowly think about how to pay it back."  

"… … ."  

"I will do it anyway, so please take care of it in the future."  

"… … ."  

"Why don't you answer?"  

"uh? Uh, uh... … ."  

"Then I won't disturb you any more. To work hard."  

A red-haired girl who disappears after crying and pouring out only the words she wants to say.  

Iron, who was looking at her, burst into laughter with huh.  

It wasn't a bad mood.  

Regardless of the content, the atmosphere that Judith had throughout the conversation wasn't bad.  

It was the first favor I received from my trainee motives since Ilya.  

However, the method was very unique and fresh.  

'I don't have any mind.'  

That was when Irene was struggling to understand the situation just now.  

An assistant with a familiar face came up.  

"Prospective trainee No. 311, Irene Pareira."  

"Yeah!"  

"The crown lord calls it. Wash and prepare."  

"… … Yeah."  

There was no one who told me what was going on, and no one asked.  

I didn't have to.  

Lazy young master, who had prepared quickly, headed for the room of Guanju, swallowing a dry saliva.  

* * *  

"i See. I definitely understood. I think I've been too narrow until now."  

"You don't have to cut yourself down like that. It's something that a narrow-minded person can't do, right away from acknowledging their shortcomings right away. You don't have to blame yourself too much for what the old man says."  

"It's not like that. I'm old. How can I lightly listen to the Swordsmanship Lord."  

"haha."  

"What you said is correct. I came here to learn more, in a wider world... … Arrogantly insisted on his own method. As Kwan-ju's advice, from now on, if I can learn anything from anyone, I will learn."  

Even if it belongs to someone who looks much worse than me.  

Brat pledged quietly. I didn't say my last thoughts.  

Gwan-ju, watching him, nodded with a happy smile.  

'He has a taste for teaching.'  

He wasn't a genius who learns ten when he learns one, but he has five-sung enough to learn two or three.  

There is nothing to be flawed mentally or personally.  

Although he had the stubbornness and pride peculiar to the high-ranking aristocracy, it wasn't a fault when considering a greater sense of responsibility. It's also a part that can be fully corrected.  

This year's trainees are definitely high standards.  

The swordsman, who thought to himself, opened his mouth.  

"I'm glad you know. Yes, did you like the award?"  

"naturally… … A precious word that cannot be exchanged for gold, I will live with it in my heart for the rest of my life!"  

"It's a bit overwhelming, but it's not a bad mood."  

"Then, let's go back."  

Ian nodded, and Brat politely retreated.  

The atmosphere is so noble and strong that it is hard to believe that he is a 13-year-old boy.  

If he were a different jockey, he must have been the top talent.  

However.  

'Unfortunately, there are too many contenders in this rider.'  

It really was.  

Originally, of course, there were three or four talents who deserved the top.  

Even one of them was showing an overwhelming figure. To the extent that others feel relative deprivation.  

And now, the person in question entered the room.  

Ilya Lindsay said, fluttering her beautiful silver hair, as if it had moonlight.  

"As a reward, I dare to dare to see the governor's guidance."  

"… … It's very crazy."  

"Is this a request that you can't hear?"  

"You have to listen. It's just regrettable. The guy who doesn't even intend to put an enemy in our swordsmanship."  

"… … ."  

Ilya kept a positive silence.  

Ian, with his tongue tucked, shook his head and said.  

"One of my advice. Stop being swayed by others and live your life. Don't waste your time here, trapped in useless obsessions, return to the family and learn the family's sword. It will help you much more."  

"… … ."  

"Did you understand?"  

"I would like Dalian with the guidance of Kwanju."  

"… … It looks like a very stubborn tendon."  

Whoo, the gwanju sighed and looked at the silver-haired girl with sad eyes.  

Others can't feel it. But I knew it myself.  

Just as you can see a person's face through the surface of the water, her water-like energy gave her a glimpse of the hateful spark deep inside Ilya's heart.  

But I couldn't figure out how to turn it off.  

Eventually, Kwan-ju nodded.  

He got up and threw a wooden sword from the wall to Ilya.  

And he said, pulling out the wooden stick from his waist.  

"The room is quite spacious, so it doesn't matter if you can do it here?"  

"Thank you."  

Ilya bowed her head. Sparks fluttered in the girl's gaze coming up with her waist straightened.  

Twenty minutes have passed.  

After completing the map battle, she retired with a satisfactory expression, receiving plenty of advice related to the sword.  

"Thank you for the undeserved grace. I will not forget."  

Sweet-  

"… … ."  

Conversely, Ian's expression was not very good.  

A child who is more talented than anyone else, who can be called a treasure of the continent, walks a difficult and painful path.  

There isn't even something worthwhile at the end.  

According to the old man's experience, the last thing the girl will face is regret and collapse.  

'That's what I can do.'  

You can drag cows to the shore, but you can't force them to feed them.  

I couldn't change someone's mind at will.  

So you have to awaken yourself. You have to get yourself out of vain.  

Kwan-ju sincerely worried about the girl, and prayed for the bright future.  

And after a while, a boy came into the room.  

"Can I go in?"  

"Of course. Come in, come in."  

Ian quickly shed his thoughts on Ilya.  

You can't keep dragging your worries. That's not courtesy to other trainees.  

With a smile, he looked at the last runner-up, Irene Pareira, and spoke to him.  

"Yes, you know why I called it?"  

"Yes, I know."  

"To give you a prize, as you might have expected. Do you have anything you would like to receive? It doesn't matter if it's not necessarily material."  

I wasn't just saying it.  

Chrono's swordsman really thought so.  

I didn't ask these questions to the previous five trainees.  

This is because we have already grasped everyone's disposition and have decided on a prize that is suitable for each of us. Even though I didn't give Ilya Lindsay what she wanted.  

However, in the case of Irene, it was different.  

Even with the eyes that have been cultivated for many years.  

Even with his water-like energy that reflects the other person's heart, he couldn't figure out exactly what kind of existence the boy in front of him was.  

'I have to stay here and watch the rest of the time.'  

It was Ian who had already thought of sitting down here.  

He looked at the trainee with his mouth shut and opened his mouth again.  

"You can speak comfortably. This old man has his own abilities. I can listen to everything, and even if it's hard to hear, I won't take a step forward. Now, what do you want to receive?"  

Was that the courage to say?  

Irene Pareira, who was sitting with her gaze slightly lowered, made eye contact with the drench.  

Then, after a brief breath, he confessed the words he was holding.  
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A time, neither short nor long, has passed. After speaking, Fareira, the child, looked down again.  

Looking at it, the swordsmanship was silent for a long time.  

Stroking his chin, tying an empty teacup.  

He continued to think that way, and then he opened his mouth.  

"So, in summary, please give me advice for reconciliation with other trainees, is this?"  

"Yes."  

"The trainee is none other than Ilya Lindsay?"  

"Yes."  

"Hmm."  

"I'm sorry if it was a disrespectful request. just… … There is no one to say this, so it's only this way... … I'm really sorry."  

"No, it's not like that. Really."  

He touched his hand as if the cross-reference was absolutely not the case.  

It doesn't matter what you want, and it's not you who told you to speak comfortably.  

There couldn't have been a great request or a rude request on such a subject.  

but.  

"But, this old man was just a little embarrassed. So it was."  

It was really.  

The owner of the Chrono Swordsman and the prospective trainee of the Chrono Swordsman met.  

Of course, the prize would have to be related to the sword or swordsmanship in general.  

However, the trainee Irene had made a completely different request than expected, so even Ian, who had a deep age, was confused.  

But for a while, more interest than embarrassment arose in the old man's heart.  

The cross-border smiled and said.  

"I knew you and Ilia. I didn't know."  

"It's not like that."  

"Huh? okay? So, did you become friends in the swordsman? This is also amazing. I know him personally, but he has a very difficult personality to get to know him... … ."  

"We are not very close friends. I just spoke a few times during personal training... … ."  

"Hmm. I don't know more and more."  

He muttered with an expression that the cross-reference was still interesting.  

It's not something we've known from before, and it's not particularly close to each other.  

Still, there was a quarrel, and the boy tried to solve it.  

Ian hired Airn in a situation that I couldn't understand.  

"Let's listen to more stories first. Since I don't know the situation, I can't get a sense of what to say right away."  

"What can I say?"  

"Just tell me everything. How did you get into the conversation, what happened, why did you feel hurt, and why are you trying to ask for reconciliation? Even if it's my lack, I'll do my best to advise you."  

"Thank you. then… … ."  

Farreira, the child who bowed his head, began the story.  

He wasn't very good at speaking. Sometimes the content flowed without hesitation, and there were times when the cross-references had to struggle to grasp the context.  

But it wasn't enough to completely understand. Even in the crude story, there was something that was clearly grasped.  

All the trainees of the swordsman ignored the boy in front of him.  

Ilya Lindsay didn't.  

While all the trainees of the swordsman were prejudiced against the boy.  

Ilya Lindsay didn't.  

Ian closed his eyes and nodded.  

'I understand why you made such an absurd request now.'  

I didn't know before, but now I do. What kind of background this mysterious boy grew up with.  

From the point of view of Irene, who had lived most of her childhood disconnected from the world, Ilia Lindsay's favor would have come even greater.  

'Of course, there are still areas of doubt... … .'  

Difficulty opened his eyes.  

dead pan.  

However, I saw a boy throwing deep eyes.  

First of all, let's start with counseling on this guy's concerns.  

He muttered inside, clapped his hands and struck.  

"Good. Then, shall we start counseling with a boy with a lot of worries?"  

* * *  

Some time passed, and the talk ended smoothly.  

The advice of the cross-reference was only general, but Irene was good at it.  

For him, who had blown up his entire childhood, it was just that.  

Lazy young master bowed his head and said.  

"Thank you, Governor."  

"Thank you, it's just a word that the old man said casually."  

"no. It's been a great help."  

"I'm glad if it helped, but it's still something that doesn't matter. I'm pretty confident about how to use weapons, so I have something to say about it... … haha. I don't know how many years it has been since I gave advice other than swords."  

Kwan-ju closed his eyes and contemplated, and Irene remained silent.  

After a while, Ian, who had a big and cleared throat, continued.  

"okay. I just needed to talk about Ilya, and now let's get to the point."  

"Yes? What do you mean by that matter... … ."  

"I haven't given you anything yet."  

Isn't that any advice you've given me so far?  

Irene looked ahead with those eyes.  

Gwanju shook his head with a serious expression.  

"Did you not say it? My field of confidence is sword and swordsmanship, not how to deal with people. My conscience doesn't allow me to reward me for saying a few words in an area I'm not good at."  

Momentum emanated from the body of the gwan-ju who spoke.  

A solemn atmosphere that can only be seen by a master in one field.  

Even Paraira, an child of poor skill, could feel it.  

It wasn't painful or painful.  

I just realized how great an old man with a small physique in front of me is.  

"Please be a little more specific. I will teach you about the sword. No matter what you ask, I promise to do my best to answer with sincerity. So if you have something you normally have in mind, don't hesitate to tell it."  

The momentum became more intense.  

Pressing the other person, yet creating a feeling of trust. Thus, there was an atmosphere in which he had no choice but to confide in himself without even knowing. In it, Irene remained silent for a long time. The old man's eyes looking at the boy deepened.  

A strange sense of tension.  

Airn's answer, who came through it, was quite dull.  

"Sorry. What to ask... … I don't know."  

"Hmm."  

The old man stroked his chin. Irene continued.  

"As you may already know, my sword training period is only one month before entering the swordsmanship. Even that wasn't someone's guidance, and I just swung it on my own."  

"is it?"  

"Yes that's right. so… … It's a shame, but I don't even know what to ask or what I want."  

It wasn't just words. In fact, as if embarrassed, Airn lowered his head even further.  

He continued to speak with sincerity.  

"Sorry. I don't know how great the opportunity to be taught directly by the government officials and how much it is worth. I am sorry that I have no choice but to give such a terrible answer even though I know that."  

"Look up."  

"Yeah? Ah yes!"  

Irene lifted the bowed head. Then, naturally, eyes met.  

Like a blue lake, her eyes are so deep that you can't tell where the end is. I couldn't take my eyes off it. The boy had no choice but to look at the old man blankly, forgetting that he was sorry.  

After a while.  

match!  

"Ah!"  

Ian paired up and clapped hands.  

Fareira, the child who had a vague expression as if possessed, woke up.  

And said it belatedly.  

"Sorry, I'm sorry."  

"Is there anything to be sorry for? Don't apologize too often. A good prosecutor should be confident."  

Of course, I'm not saying to act without courtesy. The drench added quietly sipping the cooled car.  

His appearance was no different from an ordinary old man wandering around a rural village with his back.  

The atmosphere that filled the room had disappeared as if washed away.  

Ian continued, while Irene still couldn't wake up.  

"I know. Then I'll postpone the award."  

"Yes?"  

"I mean, when you feel inadequate later, you can come back then."  

"Ah… … ."  

"Or I can teach first when I think it is necessary. Do you have any complaints?"  

"no. Thank you!"  

Irene, who got up from the seat, nodded.  

Gwanju said with a bloody smile.  

"okay. Then it's okay to go out."  

"Okay. Thank you!"  

Iron lowered his head again and left the room. He still couldn't wake up.  

Ian still smiled and watched the boy go out.  

His expression changed after the door was completely closed.  

'Really, he's a really peculiar child.'  

I'm embarrassed.  

It was before, but now it is even more so.  

He shook his head and thought.  

'Does it make sense for a boy with a will on the sword to refrain from my teaching twice?'  

no. Not like that.  

Their maps are of great value.  

It is not self-praise, but objectively.  

Among the prosecutors on the continent as many as the stars in the night sky, how many people are called "sword masters"?  

Among them, how much value will your teaching, which is incomparable to others, and possesses one of the best skills?  

You won't even need to think deeply.  

'But he kicked up that opportunity twice.'  

Strictly speaking, it wasn't kicked.  

The first was just asking a question that wasn't related to the sword, and the second was just holding an answer.  

But Ian didn't even understand that.  

The attitude that Irene Fareira showed right now was too foreign to think that it was that of a general aspiring prosecutor.  

Yeah, it's like... … .  

'Because I'm already receiving great teaching, I felt like I didn't need other people's guidance.'  

"… … Huh huh, what am I thinking."  

The swordsmanship shed laughter as if it were absurd.  

That's a ridiculous speculation. He shook his head again and emptied the car.  

Anyway, he's a kid who has fun watching.  

The individual's potential was not negligible, and it was very interesting in terms of its influence on other trainees.  

About 80% of the reason he wanted to remain on the branch was because of that child.  

'Come to think of it… … There was a guy who was as peculiar as me before.'  

Ian got up from the seat and looked out the window.  

And eight years ago, I remembered a trainee who passed by myself.  

Overwhelming talent, overflowing self-confidence, and uncontrollable personality... … .  

"Well, the color is completely different."  

After speaking to himself, the swordsman looked out the window for a long time after that.  

* * *  

The day after the interviews of the mid-term winners.  

About 100 prospective trainees gathered in the auditorium. The children looked at the platform with anticipation, and soon Instructor Ahmed appeared.  

"As everyone knows, starting today, I'm going into the swordsmanship map."  

"… … !"  

Everyone's faces brightened.  

I had to do that.  

Except for Iron Parreira, everyone has been sharpening their swords before entering the Swordsmanship.  

For them, the last four months, when they had only been physically trained, was a very boring and painful time.  

Those who couldn't hide their joy clenched their fists, while others couldn't control the rising corners of their mouths.  

And to my surprise, Instructor Ahmed, who always looked sternly, also smiled.  

"Are you looking forward to it? I'm also looking forward to it."  

"… … ."  

"As you know, even the same swordsmanship shows completely different results depending on who swings the sword. It means that the power of the weak scholar's diagonal cut, the healthy woodcutter's diagonal cut, and the kingdom guard's diagonal cut are all different."  

Ahmed glanced through the prospective trainees. One by one, without exception.  

At the end of it was Irene Pareira.  

The instructor, who made eye contact with him, spoke with a deeper smile.  

"Everyone moves to the Daejeon Armed Forces. Let's feel the achievements of the last 4 months to our heart's content."  
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    8. Raise the sword (1)  

The Chrono swordsman aims to posit the test.  

It's not a comfortable atmosphere because of the tight and arduous curriculum, but that doesn't always mean strict discipline and discipline.  

Because it is not an army.  

But despite that, the atmosphere among prospective trainees was much brighter and more cheerful.  

It was thanks to Instructor Ahmed's words in the auditorium.  

'Give me a chance to swing my sword freely without being overcrowded. Don't pay attention to it, and swing it to your heart's content.  

And feel The power of the sword from the body is different from that of 4 months ago.'  

There was nothing more exciting than this for children who couldn't even hold a stick, let alone black, for more than 100 days.  

About 100 prospective trainees moved to the great gymnasium with comfortable motives and conversations, humming, or with faces that were overwhelmingly reminded.  

Among them, one of the most exciting people was Judith, a girl with red hair.  

"Turtle- Turtle- Give me the sword, otherwise I will grill it. If you don't serve it, you will eat it."  

"… … ."  

"What, why are you looking at me like that?"  

"… … No, it was just the first time I heard it. It's a bit radical too."  

"okay? I sang it a lot in the neighborhood where I lived when I was a child."  

Judith tilted his head at Iron Fareira's confused look.  

Of course, I wasn't going to think deeply. The girl smiled again and humming a new song.  

"It's thick- it's thick- I'll give you an old sword, a new sword. If you don't serve it, you'll be fried and eaten... … ."  

"… … ."  

Iron was still embarrassed by Judith's song, but it didn't show off any more.  

Rather, the reaction came from behind them.  

"Is that crazy all of a sudden? Isn't that right, Lloyd-sama?"  

"Hmm."  

At the words of Lance Peterson, one of the family members, Brad Lloyd nodded slightly.  

Judith's mood was different from what he saw as usual.  

Originally, she did not allow anyone's access, because she showed only the appearance of a nervous hedgehog.  

'No, the hedgehog is too cute to attach to that bitch. Let's do it with a snake full of poison.'  

Anyway, the guy who did that, acted cheerfully as if when did he do it now.  

Lance Peterson opened his mouth once more.  

"Is my head going weird after drowning?"  

"Well, I guess I wasn't crazy enough to build me up to the person who saved me."  

"That's the case, but uh... … It's completely absurd though. Do you think that kind of behavior suits you?"  

"So. Just looking at it makes me goosebumps."  

"that's right."  

The other two of the Brat families also sympathized with Lance Patterson's words.  

They mocked Judith's changed, lively and cheerful atmosphere for quite some time.  

Then I saw Brad Lloyd's eyes.  

If you crush the leader's rival with words like this, hoping that he will show a pleasant response.  

But Bratt's thoughts didn't stay with Judith.  

The boy looked at Ilya Lindsay's swaying silver hair, walking further from the front row than her.  

'Irene Fareira and Ilya Lindsay… … What happened between you two?'  

Most of them didn't notice, but he felt it.  

Ilya, who showed special favor only to Airn, is showing a different look today.  

Rather, he seemed to be more distant than other trainees.  

I wasn't sure. The only reason for the judgment was the awkwardness of the moment when the two passed by each other in the auditorium.  

But it was interesting.  

'If you watch more, you'll know.'  

Brad nodded and put this in his head.  

However, I did not continue to chew.  

It was because I was so excited about what would happen in a while.  

The boy clenched his fiery fist.  

Then I felt a power that couldn't even be compared to before.  

With a pleasant smile, Brat thought as he looked toward Judith, or Lazy young master, who was next to him.  

'He said he had little time to practice swords.'  

Then you won't know. The cramps he has felt over the past 4 months. The excitement you feel at this moment.  

So he couldn't be his rival. Even though it showed excellent performance in the middle evaluation.  

'At least while in the swordsman... … .'  

It was a time when Brat was continuing his thoughts.  

Suddenly, the appearance of a grand training hall unfolded in front of the prospective trainees.  

A completely different landscape from the mid-term evaluation.  

It was much cleaner than when there were some physical fitness tools, and a much wider-looking vacant lot greeted them.  

But that wasn't what caught the eye of the children.  

Numerous, colorful wooden swords displayed in one corner.  

A flame burned in the eyes of the trainees.  

"As I said earlier, for two hours, I'll give you a chance to handle the sword to your heart's content. Make sure you pick up the wooden sword you want under the control of your assistants!"  

"Yeah!"  

"Yep!"  

Instructor Ahmed's permission declined. The assistants led the prospective trainees to the arms display. The process was very smooth and fast.  

Because they knew it too.  

They are full of talent and interest in swords enough to enter the Chrono Swordsmanship, which is regarded as the best on the continent, so they are children who have walked the path of martial arts since childhood.  

Making you wait longer was like torture.  

Thus, the process for the trainees to choose a wooden sword proceeded in an instant.  

Then, after a while, the sound of strong energy and the sound of a sword breaking through the wind resounded through the martial arts field.  

"Haab!"  

Whooong!  

"Taha!"  

Whoo-woong!  

"Hey!"  

Wow!  

Trainees wielding their swords as if they were possessed by each holding a wooden sword in the desired shape.  

Most of them soon looked startled.  

It's been a while since holding the sword, so I thought the desired movement wouldn't come out, but it wasn't.  

As well as the increase in power, each posture and movement were unfolding to the extent that it could not be smoother than this.  

"Wow, you say this movement works so well? In the past, I was wondering if I would do it right once if I tried it three times... … ."  

"Even if you swing much more aggressively, the center doesn't collapse!"  

"No matter how wooden it was, was it so light?"  

Some didn't even know they were talking to themselves, and even the calm children couldn't hide their recalled expressions and swung their swords.  

Instructors Ahmed and Karaka looked at the figure with congratulations.  

'Of course. It wasn't just because it only raised strength and stamina.'  

It wasn't just hard work.  

Chrono's systematic and effective training and recovery system raised all the physical abilities of the trainees.  

Not only intuitive aspects such as strength, endurance, and speed, but also areas that are difficult to measure quantitatively, such as coordination, balance, and accuracy.  

Of course, just because it is not intuitive in the eyes of others does not mean that even the parties do not know it.  

The prospective trainees showed off their swordsmanship and checked every nook and cranny of their bodies, and were delighted. I fell in joy.  

However, such a pleasant atmosphere did not last long.  

Gradually, as time passed, a heavy tension subsided between the children.  

'A gentle guy… … .'  

'Nobody, nobody.'  

'Damn it! As much as I have grown up, everyone else has improved as well!'  

Yes.  

After a long time, they forgot about the joy of holding the sword, but they were still in the midst of competition.  

The situation wasn't easy because he was just happy with his own growth.  

No one in this position is weak!  

The trainees' eyes gradually sharpened at the uncomfortable truth. And I got busy.  

I focused my attention to more accurately grasp the level of others.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

One, one, and another.  

The eyes of the children, who were focusing on the movements of their classmates, quickly gathered at one person.  

Mid-Rated Senior Ilya Lindsay?  

It wasn't.  

It wasn't Judith, Brad Lloyd, or any other high-ranking trainees who showed prominence from the beginning of the immigration period.  

Iron Fareira.  

Someone thought as he looked at him standing blankly without raising his sword.  

'Did he say he never trained a sword?'  

No, did you have a little?  

I heard that it wasn't long after seeing it. It should be enjoyed for about a month. The kids nodded when they thought about it.  

He wouldn't know. How long have they been waiting for this time?  

For them, who haven't let go of their swords for years, how much pain the waiting of the past four months was, and how much they were thirsty.  

You will never know that old kid.  

That's why he seems to be relaxing like that.  

"Five."  

"It moves."  

Did you feel your gaze?  

Irene Fareira, who had been still, moved.  

Seeing him striding toward the arms display, some were favored and others were hostile.  

And, the boy grabbed the sword.  

Turn-up  

Much bigger and heavier than usual.  

A great sword that feels like an ordinary person is overwhelming.  

However, it wasn't that burdensome weight for the current Irene.  

Feeling his body completely different from before, he slowly closed his eyes.  

"Woo."  

Lazy young master has been wasting his life.  

Lazy young master has lived a lazy life.  

Lao young master has extremely few periods of training swords.  

Even, laziness young master doesn't mean much to the sword.  

That's right. All of this was undeniable.  

'still.'  

Nevertheless, Lazy young master has been looking forward to this moment more eagerly than anyone else.  

Amid a tearful longing that couldn't be satisfied by just looking at the man's sword in a dream, he had to control his heart with only the sword ornaments on his neck.  

So I couldn't move right away.  

Given the opportunity, it was never a feeling light enough to be able to move right away.  

But it doesn't have to be that way anymore.  

Irene, who managed to control her heart, exhales again.  

I felt a straight wick standing amidst the tumultuous excitement.  

"Woo."  

Actually, I'm not sure.  

Are these feelings and feelings yours now, or the man who appears in your dreams every night? He couldn't figure it out.  

Of course it is not important now.  

Indolent young master, who had lost his mind, raised his sword high in the sky.  

And.  

Whoo woow!  

He cut his sword down more powerfully than anyone else.  

* * *  

"uh?"  

Judith made a stupid sound.  

It was because of Iron Pareira.  

The only motive that she opened up was that she had just swung her sword.  

What he showed is a vertical cut.  

It was one of the basic movements of swordsmanship, so simple that there was no difference from the diagonal cut that fell from right to left.  

It was quite powerful as the weighty greatsword came down quickly, but there was nothing special.  

However, something was strange.  

'What?'  

A strange sensation that makes the brain itchy.  

Judith looked around in a mysterious, inexplicable mood.  

Most of the children were looking at Irene with a 'Sure' face.  

But not a few.  

"… … !"  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

Instructor Ahmed looked at the boy with a stronger face than usual.  

Instructor Karaka looked at the boy with a completely different expression than usual.  

Among the trainees, Ilya Lindsay responded differently.  

Her slightly wider eyes were telling her that she was feeling differently than usual.  

And at that time, there was one who stepped in front of the boy, overtaking everyone else.  

"Irene Pareira. I would like to ask you for a battle."  

Brad Lloyd, who is more serious than ever, poses in front of Lazy young master.  
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    8. Raise the sword (2)  

The atmosphere changed rapidly.  

They are preliminary trainees who have lived in a tight curriculum for more than 4 months.  

For them, it was simply unimaginable to go out of control and take a sudden action.  

But now, that stability is broken.  

That was also by Brad Lloyd, who followed the instructors' guidance better than anyone else.  

'Brat Lloyd is asking for a duel?'  

'It was said that you can swing your sword freely, but that's... … .'  

'Isn't it a bit dangerous?'  

The children, who became serious, stiffened their expressions. Then he turned his gaze to one side.  

It was in the direction of Instructor Ahmed, who is in charge of this place.  

What kind of judgment will he make in unexpected circumstances?  

"… … ."  

Can not be done. Of course not.  

Instructors Ahmed and Karaka thought at the same time.  

It was to the end that I gave free time to the prospective trainees to control the grade.  

If you forget this and start crossing the line, problems arise. The more talented and passionate children are, the more so.  

But nonetheless, the two couldn't refuse to ask for a single knife.  

There were two reasons.  

Brat Lloyd's hot eyes, never seen before.  

Irene Fareira's mysterious swordsmanship that I could not even guess.  

They were blurring the judgment of instructors who should be cold.  

It was then.  

"Just let me do it?"  

"… … Governors."  

Suddenly, Ian, the swordsman, who appeared at the battlefield, said with a warm smile.  

The children were startled, and Ahmed was spoken with an embarrassing expression.  

However, the meaning of the cross-reference has not changed.  

"OK. I know what you're worried about, but sometimes you have to make an exception. I think it is now."  

He turned his head and looked at Brad Lloyd.  

He is waiting for a decision with his head slightly lowered, as if he has regained his composure.  

But Ian knew.  

How hot is the boy's heart. I could see it even if I didn't face my eyes.  

'To Brat, who was always in moderation, today's work is exceptional. Maybe it will be an opportunity to break up.'  

The Chrono Swordsman exists to help talented individuals grow, and the Swordsman's rules and schedules exist to smooth the process of moving toward that goal.  

There was no need to keep it while preventing the child from growing.  

Gwanju, who nodded, looked at the other side, this time at the opponent across from Brat Lloyd.  

And he laughed.  

'I still can't read it.'  

The thoughts that children have at this time of year are normal only when they can be understood as if they were looking at the palm of the hand.  

An old man who shook his head quietly called the boy's name.  

"Iron Pareira."  

"Yes."  

"Brat Lloyd's trainee asked you for a duel. How are you going to do it? Will you accept it?"  

Sloth young master was silent.  

Then, the entire training area was quiet. Hundreds of people, including instructors and assistants, were glanced at one person. It was the first unfamiliar situation for him.  

But it didn't shake.  

He replied.  

"I will accept it."  

It is not a real sword.  

But it's not even an ornament. It was obviously a "sword" that Irene Fareira was holding in her hand.  

Ever since I had a mysterious dream, the boy holding the sword has never been shaken.  

After speaking, Irene looked at the other person.  

And I slowly settled down.  

"… … ."  

Brad Lloyd flinched.  

But I didn't back down. He, who breathed briefly, also raised his sword and set up a posture.  

A well-balanced long sword-shaped wooden sword drew a smooth trajectory, and admiration flowed from several places.  

Ilya Lindsay, who is from one of the best swordsmanships, can't, but Brat Lloyd is also born with a great lineage that no one can ignore.  

The children realized the gap between them and the top-ranked trainees and made a confused expression.  

And I expected the outcome of the match.  

Brat will win.  

I don't know why he asked for a duel against Irene Fareira, but it certainly will.  

I had to think so. In their eyes, the vertical cuts that young master had just shown did not feel extraordinary at all.  

Of course, not everyone thought the same thing.  

Judith, some of the trainees, and instructors stared at the two with a reserve of hasty judgment.  

In such a situation, the swordsman said with a stern face.  

"From now on, we will conduct a duel between the trainees of Brad Lloyd and trainees of Irene Fareira. As an observer, I will tell you in advance to intervene immediately if one of them is judged to be in danger. Do you agree?"  

"Yeah!"  

"Yes."  

Both boys replied at the same time.  

Kwan-ju nodded and signaled the start of the duel. Brad stared at each other with fiery eyes, and Irene quietly looking at each other.  

And after a while.  

At a point much earlier than everyone thought, the results came.  

* * *  

After the two hours of free time allowed by the instructor, the Chrono Swordsman immediately regained its original form.  

The prospective trainees were forced to return to their tight schedule again.  

Of course, the curriculum began with a test.  

Just as Karaka did a physical fitness test at the beginning of the admission, the instructors closely observed the skills of the trainees again.  

Posture, interval, sophistication of movement, judgment, walking, and other various elements within the category of swordsmanship... … .  

All of them were put together, evaluated, and ranked. And it was divided into 4 groups according to the similar level.  

After all this, Instructor Ahmed spoke to the prospective trainees who had gathered in the auditorium.  

"Ilia Lindsay, Brad Lloyd… … More than ten, the trainees belonging to Class A will receive my guidance in the future."  

Top 10 including Ilya Lindsay, Brat Lloyd, and Judith.  

They had a much harsher and harder training schedule than the rest of the 90 trainees.  

However, no one was saddened by it. Rather, I was delighted.  

Instructors demand difficult and difficult things. That means they recognized their competence.  

He professed that he deserves more.  

'I must pass and become an official trainee.'  

'I'll hold on somehow.'  

'I will absorb all the instructor's teachings and become the best prosecutor!'  

A grand pride filled the hearts of the children of Class A.  

"to the next. Mark Woodruff, Alfred... … Amaya Cykland. The 35 people who have been called above will be in B class in the future. Starting today, I am under the guidance of the new Instructor Brandon Phillips."  

"It's Brandon Phillips. You can look forward to it. I will give you a memorable teaching."  

"Yes!"  

Prospective trainees belonging to class B answered vigorously.  

Their expressions were also bright. They are not the top A class, but they are also top talents who are above average.  

In addition, there was also an opportunity to go up depending on what and how much to learn in the future. This is because classes are not fixed.  

Because of that, rather, some of the B-class trainees showed more intense enthusiasm than the A-class.  

'Damn it!'  

'I'm the C class? Is this me?'  

'Isn't there something wrong? I am the first passer of the midterm evaluation... … .'  

On the other hand, the C-class children were resentful to anyone.  

Of course it was. They were all talented people who could hear the sound of gifted children anywhere on the continent.  

But they had to know. Above the running guy, I have a guy, and among them, there are those who fly higher.  

You have to quickly become aware of your current position and make an effort to outpace the upper class trainees.  

Only then can you survive this fierce competition and move on to the next stage.  

"Are you split up? It can be. Try to do that much more. Try to die. In order to get good grades in the B class, the A class, and even the final evaluation and become a formal trainee of the swordsman, this is not the case. Do you know?"  

"Yeah!"  

"Are you ready?"  

"Yeah!"  

"good. We hope that all of you will be able to get to the upper class in the near future. I will take a break today and start a formal class tomorrow."  

Instructor Karaka finished talking with a smile.  

But the children couldn't laugh.  

"Damn it."  

"Okay, let's do it."  

No one took a break. All of the more than 50 C-Class personnel visited the training hall after dinner.  

Even after the assistants said that they couldn't hold a sword before the official class, they didn't go into the dorm and went to the fitness room.  

At their momentum, some of the lower-ranking B-Class turned their feet.  

I felt anxious.  

As a matter of course, the A-class and B-class high-ranking trainees who are aiming for the A-class did not intend to rest in the first place.  

So again, a sense of tension spread throughout the swordsmanship.  

… … And at the starting line far behind them, there was a prospective trainee.  

"what. Is F class alone?"  

"I can't do that. You said you were supposed to have only three classes? By the way… … ."  

"Is there one more class because of one guy who knows nothing about the sword or really anything?"  

"Well, that's it."  

"What the hell was Brat asking for a duel with that guy?"  

"That's it."  

Irene Fareira, the only F class member.  

Several children questioned him.  

What they couldn't help but understand was that Irene lost the duel even worse than expected.  

All he knew how to do was cut vertically. Other than that, I really didn't know'nothing'.  

This was completely unexpected even for instructors.  

The same was true of Rune Tarhal, who was temporarily in charge of the F class, that is, who became the exclusive instructor of Iron.  

"A diagonal cut, and a vertical cut. You know nothing but these two. Even the basics."  

"Sorry."  

"Nothing to be sorry for. I haven't learned how to do it right from the start? But it's embarrassing. None of the guys admitted to our swordsmanship were so outsiders of the sword. Well, I've been talking about it all this way. Hmm!"  

Rune Tarhal raised his sword.  

A great sword that is much larger than the one with Iron Pareira. As the momentum was scattered in that state, a heavy atmosphere was created with the temple.  

He opened his mouth again.  

"I ask you a question. You hold your sword much later than others, what do you need to catch up with other trainees?"  

Lao young master replied after thinking for a moment.  

"Is it an effort?"  

"no. It's a talent."  

Boo-woo-woong!  

Rune Tarhal lowered his sword.  

Then, a tremendous wind blew around.  

"Effort is important. As Instructor Karaka said, depending on the individual's effort, the trainees of the C class may become the B class, the A class, or maybe even more. However, it doesn't even apply to you, who are more than a few years behind others."  

Boowoong!  

Boo woo woo woo!  

The sword continued to swing.  

A great swordsmanship with a relatively easy-to-learn difficulty level that is powerful and faithful to the basics.  

However, that was the story of people who had been using the sword for a long time.  

If you're a beginner of a sword like Iron Fareira, you couldn't figure out how long it would take.  

For him, Instructor Rune Tarhal gave a pretty difficult task.  

"It's a week."  

"… … ."  

"In a week, learn the basic great swordsmanship you have shown now. If you succeed, I will immediately transfer you to the C class."  

"What if I fail?"  

"Nothing changes. I will remain in F class and learn swordsmanship. However."  

Rune Tarhal, who was once in a hurry, continued to speak with a serious expression.  

"If you don't have that kind of talent, you'd better go out of the swordsman on your own feet."  

Kwaak!  

The great sword that had been over the shoulder was stuck on the floor. The same is true of the gaze. A daunting glance flew into the last trainee's face.  

Irene Fareira didn't shrink.  

He replied, looking as solid as when accepting Brat's duel.  

"I'll do my best."  

"… … Good job, good job. I already know you're working hard."  

Rune Tarhal smiled. The expression I was forced to make to scare me disappeared, and my usual gentle face was revealed.  

He promised to do his best to teach, and Irene promised to do his best to learn.  

* * *  

The time of the week has passed.  

Instructor Rune Tarhal, who was temporarily in charge of Class F, returned to the recovery room business.  

Lao-Tae young master also left F-class and transferred to C-class.  

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble chapter 22
     |  ToC | 

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble 23

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble chapter 23
    9. What has changed (1)  

About 20 days have passed since the duel between Irene Fareira and Brat Lloyd.  

The weather is still in the midst of the late heat.  

However, about 100 prospective trainees were not getting tired and were spending more intense day by day than ever.  

There were many reasons.  

It was important that I finally learned the sword after getting out of the boring and unmatched physical training, and the fact that the class difference ignited a strong sense of competition.  

However, there was a much more fundamental cause than the two previous ones, and it was'the skills of the instructors'.  

"When we move from motion to motion, there is strength in our shoulders. Be conscious and fix it!"  

"The vision is narrow!"  

"Always think about your distance to your partner. Good movement requires a space of judgment, and it is streets that make it possible."  

"Hands and body, feet and steps! Good behavior comes out when these are effectively superimposed."  

It's not just about your sword skills.  

The instructors, including Ahmed, were literally specialized in teaching others.  

They devised an effective curriculum that was faithful to the basics based on their long experience, and they had free instructors who were not bound by it.  

The sharp and wide field of view was always paying close attention to the movements of the trainees, and whenever correction and advice were needed, accurate teaching like a sword fell to each individual.  

It made me think about how appropriate the content of the teaching was, and whether all of the instructors were instructors from birth.  

'The person who taught me in the family was also a pretty renowned knight... … .'  

'It's totally different.'  

'Is it the Chrono Swordsman... … .'  

If the instructors were veterans in the field of teaching, prospective trainees could be said to be veterans in the field of being taught.  

It sounds like a pun, but it was certainly true.  

What if they weren't veterans who had been taught so much from not a few teachers?  

I was able to understand because of them.  

Meeting the instructors of the Chrono Swordsman means that he is the greatest in his swordsmanship life.  

Therefore, everyone was bound to be desperate.  

In class, I turned on my eyes and focused to get one more, and even in the evening, I continued to practice bleeding alone with my classmates.  

It was as if they had gathered the 100 most hard-working people on the continent.  

However, there was a character that all of them had to stick their tongues out.  

"That kid is really the same."  

"… … It's the most poisonous."  

A few of the trainees burst into admiration as they watched Airen Pareira swinging his sword silently in a corner of the training hall.  

It couldn't be expressed by saying that his efforts were great.  

Something was lacking in saying that it was weird, and the word "bizarre" was the most appropriate to find a similar nuance.  

There is no emotional fluctuation.  

There is no change in behavior.  

Like a doll in a play with a fixed story, Irene Pareira does a set job day by day without even a little excitement.  

The trainees watching him felt an unknown pressure.  

'That's why it would be impossible to play an active part in the final evaluation.'  

'I don't know later, but catching up with us in just a few months... … Honestly, it's impossible.'  

Of course, those feelings were still insignificant.  

No matter how inhumane he looks, he's still just a young man.  

The week with Rune Tarhal was not a magical time. It was only a time to be verified for the "minimum qualification requirements".  

Of course, Laziness young master also knew this.  

'Nothing has changed.'  

Before entering the swordsman, immediately after entering, and even now. I am still there. Still behind.  

However, not being frustrated by that fact is the same as before. That's why Irene was able to swing his sword today.  

"Oh, I'm getting a little testimonial now? Would this sister teach you one number?"  

"it's fine now. Wait a moment… … ."  

"Are you rejecting it now? Do you dare to class C? Judith-nim, who is also the top class in A class, teaches himself, how can that be?"  

"… … ."  

"Huh? Huh? Huh? Hey hey hey! Say something! No, I'm not trying to bother you, I'm really trying to teach you? When I close the gap now, the balance is a little... … ."  

Nothing changed except that Judith, who had been ignoring and hostile to him for four months, asked for reconciliation and came to visit him without even attempting beyond it.  

The boy, who put his sword down for a moment, looked away.  

I saw a silver-haired girl wielding her sword with a cold face.  

As she looked at her who had a difficult swordsmanship that couldn't be compared to herself, the feelings that Irene embraced were not like jealousy or envy.  

"What, all of a sudden. Are you tired because I keep getting shit next to you?"  

"no. Just that, can you tell me in more detail?"  

Irene, shaking his head briefly, said, looking at Judith.  

His appearance, lifting his sword again, seemed to be nothing different from before.  

So another day, the day of the Chrono Swordsman passed.  

* * *  

A month has passed since the interim evaluation ended.  

In the meantime, the sense of distance between the prospective trainees became narrower.  

It was a common sight to gather together for three or three times during meal time or private time after class.  

The situation is completely different from before, when only the breathtaking tension caused by competition was full.  

This was because the swordsman's curriculum moved from'physical training' to'swordsmanship'.  

It is a type of black weapon, and a weapon refers to a tool used in war or fighting.  

In other words, "Swordsmanship", a corporation that deals with swords, inevitably needs an opponent.  

In fact, the trainees who finished dinner often quarreled with each other, and the instructors also encouraged this on the premise that the assistants attended.  

It was natural. Practical training was as important as polishing and polishing your posture alone.  

"Hey! Let's fight!"  

"… … okay."  

Even Iron Fareira, who was close to being a lonely person throughout the admission, found a mate named Judith, so other prospective trainees were unquestionable.  

But only one.  

Ilya Lindsay continued to practice alone.  

This is because she had a great difference from other children who were admitted to the swordsmanship.  

"You say the Lindsay family's swordsmanship is so great?"  

"okay. Like a chrono swordsman, it is counted among ten fingers on the continent?"  

"what? Then you didn't have to come this far, right?"  

"Damn, I envy you. If I, too, were born into the Lindsay family... … ."  

First, they were born differently.  

She was born into a prestigious family that would be sad if it were the second among the swordsmen and swordsmen who were said to be flying and long.  

I spent my childhood in an environment better than anyone, receiving better support than anyone, and under a teacher who was better than anyone.  

However, her superior ability did not stem solely from the power of the family.  

"… … That's great. It was a perfect move with no flawless corners."  

"Thank you, instructor."  

"… … ."  

"… … Crazy, just."  

An overwhelming talent that makes even Class A trainees and instructor Ahmed admit it.  

That was the second difference between Ilya Lindsay and other trainees.  

It was the same no matter how great a genius he was.  

In front of the silver-haired girl who heard the voice of the Lindsay family as well, it couldn't be raised like a firefly in front of the sun.  

However, there was a greater difference than the previous two, and her goal was not to enter the official trainee of the Chrono Swordsman.  

Of course, no one knew this. At least among prospective trainees.  

However, there was an atmosphere that I felt even if I didn't speak.  

The children felt a lot of incongruity in Ilya's attitude and felt a wall.  

This soon led to uncomfortable feelings.  

No one else expressed her friendliness.  

The trainees who tried to carry the Lindsay's halo on their backs, as did Brett's bodyguards, would rather talk about Ilya's gossip after five months of admission.  

"Are you secretly going to practice today?"  

"I will. Can't we show the family's arcane swordsmanship to lowly guys like us?"  

"If so, why the hell are you here?"  

"So. Did you want to feel a sense of superiority?"  

"It's a real unlucky guy."  

"I know yeah."  

After dinner, said some of the trainees who looked at Ilya Lindsay, who, unlike others, moves to one of the small combat armaments.  

The silver-haired girl also heard it. Of course it wasn't just now.  

His body and senses, which are more developed than others, have made him aware of gossip surrounding him from the past.  

I also knew that most of the gossip was initially pretending to be close to them.  

'It's not going to happen.'  

I already know.  

Originally, people do.  

He doesn't know anything about his past, present, and future, but he expects and is disappointed.  

There was no need to be hurt by that.  

All you have to do is spend a faithful today just like yesterday.  

So, as in the mid-term evaluation, he also occupies a senior position in the final evaluation.  

That was all.  

Ilia Lindsay finished thinking and exhaled. And he lifted up a wooden sword.  

It was a moment when Lindsay family's swordsmanship was about to unfold in a quiet solitary armament without even a trainee, let alone a trainee.  

Rust-  

The sound of stepping on a leaf that fell on the ground.  

Ilya's eyes narrowed slightly.  

One thing that's true of the gossip children's comments is that she doesn't want to show others how she's training.  

I don't know if there weren't enough seats, and I didn't want to swing the sword with other trainees in the swordsmanship, where there was a training ground.  

That is why she exudes momentum. To those who walk towards you.  

Wow-  

I wasn't just talking about the atmosphere.  

As Instructor Ahmed did in the early days of the incorporation, Ilya Lindsay was clearly giving off a force to force her opponents.  

It wasn't a level with physical power, but it was a surprising level that a 12-year-old couldn't see even if it could break the other person's heart.  

But the approaching one did not stop.  

The silver-haired girl frowned.  

Whoo woo woo-!  

The momentum became stronger. Even that was not enough, I began to concentrate toward the nearby trainees who were walking.  

This, too, was surprising.  

Instructor Ahmed, Karaka, and even Ian, the master of the swordsman, could have seen it as a skill that could have made an expression of admiration.  

However, I couldn't stop again.  

Ilia Lindsay finally gained momentum as she watched the trainees keep getting closer and closer to herself.  

I knew it. That you can't stop the other person at this level.  

Reason?  

It was no longer to ask such a thing.  

I would have answered the same question to any of the 100 trainees here.  

It would be near impossible to break his mind. That was the consistent look he had been showing up to now.  

"Do you have anything?"  

Ilya Lindsay asked with the same face as usual.  

No, it was actually a little cooler. Although the girl did not know.  

It didn't make sense that the trainee, Irene Fareira, gave her the first time.  

With something out of his pocket, he reached out for Ilya.  
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"… … ?"  

Ilya Lindsay looked suspicious.  

This is Iron, who has never approached herself after the midterm evaluation. In fact, I didn't understand well that he came suddenly like this.  

But that wasn't enough, so he held out his hand.  

'What is this? bracelet? And… … .'  

"It's a letter and a gift."  

The answer came belatedly from the boy's mouth.  

His face was no different from that of a girl. It was expressionless.  

However, it didn't feel as cold as Ilya.  

Rather, unlike the usual dry appearance, I felt a little more human.  

However, Ilya's situation was not easy to pay attention to in detail.  

Concealing the embarrassment, she said in a cool tone.  

"Gift? And a letter? What is it all of a sudden."  

"Well, it's sudden."  

"Explain. What are you thinking about giving me something like this?"  

Ilya couldn't understand.  

In a way, he gave a gift even when he heard his words that were like breaking a kite. What's the letter again?  

Naturally, his speech became sharper and sharper.  

However, Irene was not affected at all by that.  

Rather, I continued speaking with a calmer voice than when I first stood in front of her.  

"I have a younger sister, me."  

"What?"  

Ilya's expressionless expression was shattered by the abrupt sound that popped out of nowhere.  

What the hell are you talking about?  

Whether she thought of it or not, Irene continued.  

"Because he is not good at dealing with people. Expressing your feelings, telling your thoughts to others. So, there are quite a few things that I argued with misunderstandings, but when I woke up the next day, there was always a letter on my bedside. With a gift."  

It's his brother's own way of reconciliation, and he, who said so far, looked into Ilya Lindsay's eyes.  

She also looked into the other person's eyes.  

The conversation continued.  

"You know, but I'm not very good at talking either. I didn't know what to say first, and I couldn't organize it, and it was just difficult."  

"… … ."  

"But it's pretty good because I take the time to write it. I think I know why my younger brother liked the letter."  

"Do you think I will help you again?"  

Ilya said.  

Cooler and sharper than before. I did it without even knowing the reason why. The harsh momentum that it had gathered also rose again.  

Of course, Irene didn't care.  

Rather, with a light smile, he handed a letter and a gift to the other person's hand, and said, "  

"It's okay though."  

With those words, Irene Fareira left. As if you don't really want that.  

Ilya Lindsay stood blankly for a while.  

Then, looking at the boy's letter and the bracelet with flower-shaped decorations, he put his sword down on the weapon shelf.  

And he moved on.  

"what?"  

"Linsey? Will you ever go into the dorm?"  

"already? Why?"  

Some who were taking a break because they were not in good condition said as if surprised.  

He would be like that, because Ilya Lindsay has never skipped personal training.  

Because she was as strong as Irene, known as the swordsman's best endeavor.  

Not surprisingly, Ilya didn't care about those words.  

No, I couldn't. Because the surrounding sound didn't get into my ears this time. She just walked and went into her room.  

Then I read the boy's letter.  

I read, read again.  

'Upset.'  

There wasn't much content.  

He understands enough that the behavior at that time may have made you feel bad.  

I'm sorry, but even so, he doesn't regret what happened at that time.  

But regardless of all that, I want to reconcile.  

Strangely, however, I was angry that it was difficult to endure the simple contents.  

'This gift too... … .'  

Ilya looked at the bracelet on her desk.  

Silver bracelet. It wasn't flashy, but I could see that it was a rare item that had a strange energy. It seemed like they had contacted the family and got it.  

But that didn't matter.  

It was important that the intaglio pattern on the bracelet was Adonis, which reminded me of something that happened in the past.  

"Woo."  

A hot breath came out of my mouth.  

I knew it was a coincidence.  

The rumored that he was a lazy young master couldn't know his personal circumstances. No, not that bad guy in the first place.  

But it was annoying. To the point that I can't stand it.  

The girl stood in the room for a long and long time in that state.  

"… … ."  

Tens of minutes have passed. Several hours have passed.  

Even after the swordsman's most sincere trainee stopped training and fell asleep, Ilya Lindsay remained in a standing position after that.  

And I finally realized it.  

Where your anger came from.  

She muttered quietly to herself.  

"It was me."  

Irene Fareira was the same as before and now.  

Your heart, your actions, your attitude toward yourself.  

It was myself that changed.  

She nodded and stayed up all night in thought without falling asleep even after that.  

* * *  

The dawn was bright. No, it wasn't correct to say that it was bright.  

It was a little past 4 am, because the sky was still dark due to the shortened year after summer.  

However, despite the early times, there were children in the battlefield.  

Even that number was over twenty.  

It was thanks to the increased stamina, the support of the swordsman's effective recovery magic, and the rivalry between the trainees getting hotter day by day.  

Of course, Irene Fareira was also one of them. He was a poisonous servant who continued early training even in the midsummer when most of the children were exhausted and collapsed.  

Now that the situation is much better than before, there is no reason to be lazy.  

Whoo woong!  

"Oh, is it morning? I don't have power. Aren't you?"  

"OK."  

"It's amazing. Even in liberal arts class, I haven't seen anything to sleep. Maybe you don't sleep at night?"  

"It's not really that way."  

Judith was with him next to him as if for granted.  

Seeing a girl with a sleepy look as if she was less awake, but still using a sword more powerful than her classmates, the trainees around her looked with jealousy.  

She had the skills to fit within the three fingers of a swordsman without receiving the guidance of a prestigious family, and she was envious of her talent for making it possible.  

However, such gaze was not just poured out on the red-haired girl.  

Rather, more and more children's eyes pointed toward the child next to her, Pareira.  

'envy. If I had a chance to fight Judith too... … .'  

'No, even if it's not Judith, I like anyone in Class A... … .'  

'damn. I should have made friends with the top-notch guys too.'  

Yes. Most of the trainees in the martial arts center were jealous of the acquaintance with Judith, whom he had established during the mid-term evaluation, not Irene himself.  

As mentioned earlier, swordsmanship is a skill that is completed only when there is an opponent, and in the training process, it was very important whether or not there is a good partner.  

There is no other reason why many wandering swordsmen on the continent are looking for masters rather than themselves and asking for Dalian and teaching.  

In that sense, it was very sad that Irene, who can be called last in C class, rather than B class, is monopolizing Judith.  

Of course, apart from that thought, none of the trainees thought of approaching her.  

Because the red-haired girl had a very dirty personality.  

Probably, if it weren't for the mid-term evaluation, Irene would not have been able to get close to Judith either.  

Therefore, the children turned their heads away from them, appeasing their regrets.  

After a while, however, their gaze was forced to turn towards Iron Pareira again.  

This is because Ilya Lindsay, the genius of the prestigious Lindsay family, suddenly approached him.  

'what? suddenly?'  

'Why in the martial arts? Did you come here deliberately because you have something to say to Airn?'  

'Aren't the relationships bad?'  

Ilya Lindsay is reluctant to show the family's swordsmanship to others.  

Because of this, her training had always been performed in a small training area where people were rarely used.  

But now, for the first time in private training sessions, it was not enough to step into the general armament, and I was intrigued to see him walking toward Irene Pareira, who seemed to be separated from each other.  

"Huh?"  

"What?"  

However, the silver-haired girl did not show much.  

It is to stare at the gaze for 1 to 2 seconds after getting close enough to recognize the lazy young master.  

That was it.  

Afterwards, she was out of armament as if nothing had happened.  

Judith, who was watching from the side, asked with an absurd face.  

"what? That bitch?"  

Irene did not answer.  

It wasn't because I didn't know why, like other children.  

He saw Turning around, Ilya's left wrist was filled with the bracelet she presented.  

'I'm glad.'  

There was no conversation. The expression was still cold.  

However, it was enough just to accept his sincerity. Irene's mouth painted a faint smile.  

"what? Did you just laugh?"  

"Is that so?"  

"What did I do. What's going on?"  

"Nothing special."  

"They are really funny guys. One of them suddenly came and looked around and went away, and the other was laughing at it. What the hell are you thinking?"  

Judith looked closely at Irene the whole time he said this.  

The intention was to try to infer what had happened between the two through his expression.  

When I asked openly, something tickled, and when I passed on without knowing, the judging was slightly distorted.  

However, the boy's expression disappeared in an instant, and it continued to remain that way.  

It was impossible to get something.  

Eventually, the girl who gave up spit and raised her sword. It was annoying dawn for nothing.  

At that time, however, another character approached Airen Pareira.  

Again, the curiosity of the trainees gathered. The same was true of Judith.  

She muttered without knowing.  

"Brat?"  

"Iron Pareira."  

Brat Lloyd, who stopped in front of Irene, called his name. It was different from Ilya.  

Anyone could see for sure that there was a problem.  

Looking at the laziness young master, who monopolized the attention of the top ranks of the swordsmanship, the trainees around them each unfolded their imagination.  

'What day is it today?'  

'Why is Brat again? Are you going to ask for a duel again? No, it's not a duel, it's a dalian?'  

'no. It can't be that way.'  

Yes. It can't be.  

I would not know if he showed a boiled appearance in the last duel, it is Irene Fareira, who suffered a vain one-sided defeat.  

Brat Lloyd knows best that just a month has passed and the results can't be different.  

So what is the reason?  

For what reason did he deliberately visit and talk to Irene from early dawn?  

"Why?"  

"Let's live with some exchanges often in the future."  

"… … What is that?"  

"It's literally. Just like with Judith, let's do some commuting in the future and fill in the gaps we're missing from each other. Towards the swordsmanship."  

A surprise suggestion from the top-ranked trainees to the lowest-ranked trainees.  

The children of the martial arts commander looked at Brad Lloyd with astounding eyes as when they heard the duel request.  

'Are you seriously speaking?'  
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Embarrassing remarks.  

Everyone had to think so. Judith was no exception.  

No, rather, I was able to speak with confidence because it was the girl who was closest to Airn Pareira.  

I mean, Brad Lloyd has nothing to get from him.  

'Brat... … Even though he's an unlucky guy, he can't ignore his sword skills.'  

If class A trainees and class B trainees compete against each other, in most cases, Class A will win.  

However, that does not mean that the former is ahead of the latter in all respects.  

Assuming that there are 10 items, class A trainees show an advantage in items 8 to 9, but class B trainees also usually have a corner in one or two items.  

But that's not the case with Brad and Irene.  

'10 for 10, 100 for 100. Brad Lloyd has the upper hand.'  

Of course, Irene wasn't without merit.  

The vertical slash unfolding in a static posture wasn't even compared to the top-ranked trainees.  

In particular, the sword he showed just before the duel with Brat was so great that it still remained in Judith's mind.  

But that was all.  

The only thing that was special was that moment. Afterwards, I didn't feel anything as impressive as that of the movements that Irene unfolded.  

So I was very curious.  

What on earth did that unfortunate blue-haired nobleman see and handed this proposal to Airen Pareira?  

Of course, I couldn't ask it outright. Because she hated Brat Lloyd so much that she didn't want to mix words.  

On behalf of Judith, the lazy young master, who stood blankly, asked a question.  

"Well, it's good from my point of view… … Will you be okay?"  

"What do you mean?"  

"So… … You are much better than me. There is no missing part. In order to help each other, I must have at least one thing that is better than you … ."  

Irene blurred the words. However, it was enough to convey the meaning, and the nearby trainees who were overhearing the conversation nodded at the same time.  

That's right.  

If you know your subject, you are right to reject this offer. Even Judith nodded in his mind.  

But not as much as Brad Lloyd, the party to the proposal.  

He said with an impression.  

"Iron Pareira, give me a piece of advice."  

"uh?"  

"Don't express yourself downright anymore."  

"To express it down... … ."  

"It is literally. It means to speak confidently and act confidently with pride as an aristocrat."  

Bratt's eyes burned hot.  

Not little frustration, and a little bit of anger.  

Irene couldn't understand why the boy in front of him was doing this.  

However, it was the same with the Lloyd's lineage that I could not understand the other person.  

"You are born with the lineage of the Pareira family and the blood of a nobleman. I was born with the qualification to lead others from above. And he entered the Chrono Swordsmanship here, tried harder than anyone else, and showed it through an interim evaluation. That he has the ability to fulfill his nobility's duties and responsibilities, and has a strong mind."  

"… … ."  

"If you were lucky enough to be a nerd born with noble blood… … So, like the rumors that spread, if you hadn't made any effort for 10 years, you can only enjoy rights and remain lazy without fulfilling your obligations. It doesn't matter if you live without confidence, with your head bowed to everyone, whether you are a commoner or a slave. However."  

Brat, who was a little nervous, ended his speech in a stronger tone than before.  

"In my view, you are demonstrating enough behavior and abilities to fit into an aristocratic family. So it means to show a dignified figure that fits it. Like I do."  

"… … ."  

Irene Fareira couldn't answer for a long time.  

I had to do that.  

He is one who has been regarded as "latent young master" for the rest of his life.  

The boy knows that not only the nobles of other families, but also the young people, even the servants of the family, were bored with their back words.  

Nevertheless, I couldn't refute it because he thought he was an ugly person who deserved such treatment.  

For him, Bratt's arrogant, straightforward, and more honest compliment came as a deep resonant.  

"Ah, yes. This is the time for the noble nobles to scrape each other's asses."  

Of course, not everyone felt anything at Brat's words.  

This was the case with the commoner Judith. She looked up at Brat after making an expression that she was likely to vomit right away.  

"Don't talk, so what's it?"  

"What do you mean?"  

"I'm not saying this because Irene thinks there is at least one corner better than you. What is that? Let me know together."  

"I'm stupid. Don't you know if you've been stuck for that long?"  

"What? This baby... … ."  

"Now, wait! Judith!"  

The red haired girl who was about to rush at the moment was curled up by Paraira, the child.  

Fortunately, she didn't run wild anymore.  

Instead, he glared at the noble Perrang with his eyes that were likely to be murdered. Brad snorted.  

However, he did not spare words until the end.  

He looked towards Ai again and said with a serious face.  

"It is concentration."  

"… … concentration?"  

"Yes, concentration."  

Whiic  

Bratt Lloyd's wooden sword was lifted up and positioned.  

Then, the eyes of all the trainees were focused on him, and the scene went well.  

Judith frowned on the thought of whether a nobleman was a nobleman.  

Either that or not, Brad swung his sword. A neat vertical cut.  

He continued to speak, performing movements without shaking.  

"I have a problem after the middle evaluation was over."  

Wheeik!  

"I think the time I'm working hard on is there, but why on earth? Why was there such a difference in performance?"  

Wheeik!  

"I honestly couldn't understand. Of course, he did a little harder than me, but... … If you look at it, there is no difference in terms of absolute time. I was weird."  

Some of the trainees who heard him nodded.  

They also thought strangely.  

Although Irene Fareira is the best hard worker, time is limited. It is impossible to work alone 30 or 50 hours a day beyond the 24 hour frame.  

Because of this, when the upward leveling of efforts has been made, it could be seen that his unrivaled efforts are somewhat faded.  

But Brad Lloyd's idea was different.  

"It wasn't strange. It was natural. He didn't lose a handful of concentration from the beginning to the end of the training."  

Wheeik!  

"I am lost. Sometimes I couldn't show satisfactory concentration even for a minute of the day."  

Wheeik!  

"Some days I don't feel good. Some days the weather is hot. On some days, I was exhausted because I was overwhelmed in class, and on other days I was just lazy."  

Wheein!  

"I couldn't keep my focus. Even so, I comforted myself. It's done because the time has been filled. I mean, I've worked hard enough at this point."  

Brad Lloyd's sword has changed.  

To be precise, it became terrible. The elaborate sword that I saw at first disappears, and the hitting point is shaking back and forth.  

It was as if he was forcibly holding only his sword while his concentration fell.  

"That's why it wasn't possible."  

With that said, Brad took the sword.  

Suddenly, there was a breathtaking silence in the gymnasium.  

Almost all the trainees were thinking and looking back.  

The eldest son of the Lloyd's family, who looked at them, asked the eldest son of the Pareira family.  

"anyway."  

"… … ."  

"How can you keep that concentration all day long?"  

"Hmm."  

At the same time as the question, a lot of gazes flew in. Irene looked embarrassed.  

The reason I could try was one of the reasons I could maintain a high level of concentration. dream. There was only that.  

However, it was not of the nature to be able to tell others, and even if it were said, it was not something that would be helpful to Brett.  

So, what he could say was fixed.  

"just… … I don't know."  

"… … Well, I thought it would. Because all geniuses say similar things. I just did it, I'm not sure, the same."  

"No, I am a genius, what is it… … ."  

"That's a genius. The genius of hard work."  

"… … ."  

"Is it common to have a person who does not lose their concentration even though they continue to strive for more than ten hours every day? That's ridiculous."  

Brat sighed and shook his head.  

Then he again performed his swordsmanship.  

It is completely different from what I showed you a while ago, and it is a proper chrono swordsmanship.  

Irene Pareira, who watched it, was able to grasp that the movements that Brat showed were the parts she always struggled with.  

"The balance always shakes in this area. It is better to move with a lower center of gravity."  

"My hands are too fast here. You have to put it out at once according to your feet and body so that the motion does not go wrong and you can stretch it properly."  

"There is no need to impatience."  

"uh? uh… … Thanks. Thank you so much."  

Brett unfolds five moves in an instant and adds an easy-to-understand explanation.  

Seeing him like that, Airn expressed his gratitude.  

But it was too much to appreciate.  

"But, I have nothing to tell you... … ."  

"done. I think it's an investment for the future."  

"invest?"  

"okay. Whether it's a way to increase concentration or something that I showed you before... … It was strange swordsmanship or anything else. If your thoughts are embodied enough to inform me, then repay them. Okay?"  

"okay. I will definitely."  

Brad turned the new sentence without listening to Irene's answer.  

I didn't go back to where the Bratt family was.  

He walked in front of Judith, who was making a sloppy look.  

"I want to interact with you in the future."  

"Ha! with me? Are you kidding me?"  

"It's not a joke."  

"Gee alone, a handsome cub speaks well."  

Judith fluttered.  

He hated the nobility, and even more hated a guy like Brat, who was anxious because he couldn't show off his nobility.  

I had no intention of interacting with such a guy or dalian.  

But then, Brat again spoke unexpectedly.  

"You have creativity."  

"Eh?"  

"Compared to myself, who is accustomed to the swordsmanship of my family, I am much more flexible in coping with the situation, and I often make unexpected attempts when attacking. This is what I lack now."  

"What, why are you fucking fucking fucking again."  

Judith's eyes shook.  

His tone was hard, but Bratt was praising himself anyway.  

The current situation was very uncomfortable when I thought about the fact that the cows were not just looking at chickens and behaved like a bite to each other.  

However, the blue-haired noble guy had an expressionless face that seemed to be okay.  

"Of course, as much as I get, I am confident that you will get something from me too. What do you think? From now on, will you be a little bit thin?"  

"… … It's okay, so get off."  

"okay. I thought you would, too, for now."  

With that said, Brad Lloyd went back.  

The children who watched also turned to do their own work, and Judith trembled and kicked the floor as if he didn't like it.  

Irene Fareira stood still and thought about what Brat had left behind.  

"Hmmh hmm."  

And the swordsman, who was secretly watching the children, including Brat, smiled happily and left the battlefield.  

* * *  

"Woo."  

Late at night, Lazy young master in bed exhaled.  

What Brat said didn't leave my mind the whole time.  

'concentration… … It's definitely worth thinking about.'  

You cannot increase the amount of effort further. I'm still pushing to the limit.  

The talent that was not there can not be blossomed. If that was possible, the world would have overflowed with geniuses.  

However,'raising concentration' was more likely than the previous two.  

If you increase the density of your efforts through this, you will be able to achieve faster achievements if you increase the purity.  

"Woo."  

Iron sighed again.  

Although it seems more likely than the previous two, it has never been easier.  

I didn't raise my concentration right now because I was good at it. It was purely influenced by dreams.  

'How can I improve my concentration?'  

The boy's head was complicated by thoughts.  

But for a while, he fell asleep.  

Although it is said that he receives a recovery magic every day, it is Irene who is following a difficult schedule beyond that.  

Lying in a fluffy bed and pondering itself was nonsense.  

And after a while.  

"… … ."  

The boy realized.  

It means that the dreams that you dreamed of every day have changed somewhere.  
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dream.  

It refers to the mental phenomena that occur during sleep, and it allows you to see, hear, and feel various things, just like when you are awake.  

Of course, most dreams are not common sense.  

While walking in the dense forest, the background suddenly changes to a desert, and even after sweating in the hot summer weather, it suddenly turns to winter.  

The flow of events is jumbled, and the characters appearing have no connection.  

That's why most people think of dreams as alien to reality. Think of it as something separate, meaning nothing.  

However, only Lazy young master and Iron Pareira were different.  

'… … Has it started?'  

The boy in his dream felt the surrounding landscape.  

A yard that is neither narrow nor wide, weeds growing freely in it, a wall surrounded by walls, a blue sky and white clouds overlooking all of it.  

And in that, an unknown man who silently raises his sword.  

Everything is the same. That system, yesterday, and today.  

Irene Fareira had already had the same dream for six months.  

Even the dream did not end with a dream.  

In this image, the boy possesses and trains in the man's body.  

Constantly swinging the sword. And those memories continue even after waking up, affecting the body and mind in reality.  

'It's all because of my dreams that I was lazy and lazy. … uh?'  

It was a time when young master, laziness, mumbled inward at the same miracle today.  

It was weird.  

To be precise, something has changed.  

As stated earlier, the current Irene is not Irene.  

It was only an unidentified sword-wielding sword from morning to night, and his consciousness sank to the depths.  

But now it wasn't.  

I was able to maintain my ego even though I didn't wake up from my dreams.  

'How the hell happened to this?'  

Of course, I was only awake with consciousness, and I wasn't able to walk through my dreams at will. As always, the man adjusted his breath, raised his sword, and swung strongly.  

Wheeik!  

'Well!'  

Irene was startled.  

This is because the sensations transmitted from the man's body were so vivid.  

Until now, it has never been like this.  

Although it is said to be an image that is so intense that it affects reality, a dream is a dream.  

What the boy felt was a hazy and hazy memory as if walking through a misty dawn.  

After being washed away by the passage of time, there was nothing in my hand other than the bold feelings that could remain.  

But now it was unlikely.  

Wheeik!  

'Eum!'  

He wields a heavy iron sword.  

As a result, power is applied to every corner of the body. The relaxation and tension of the muscles, the heartbeat, and the exhaustion of heat through breathing are felt as if they are caught in the hand.  

Not a little time passes in that state.  

Wheein!  

Repeat, repeat, repeat again.  

If it were a normal person, the number of times he would have exhausted accumulated.  

It wasn't even a rough swing. The man worked hard every moment.  

It was a difficult time that even he, who had a steel-like stamina, felt pain, and that sensation was passed on to Irene Paraeira in the same way.  

But what the boy focused on wasn't the pain that fell heavily on his whole body.  

It was the incredibly delicate concentration of the man who was completely in control of himself despite such hardships.  

'amazing.'  

The motion of raising the sword up and dropping it vertically or diagonally.  

In a way, it seems to be a simple act that even a five or six-year-old child can do.  

But it is not. No matter how easy and rudimentary the movement is, it requires a high level of skill to make it 'perfect'.  

Refined breath.  

Stable center.  

Perfect balance.  

The perfect movement of the muscles, ligaments and joints that make it all possible.  

All of that was contained in the man's swordsmanship, and it was his concentration that made it possible.  

As a matter of course, it was located far higher than the'best' that Irene Pareira usually thought.  

The boy became a hazy feeling as if facing a hero visiting a rural village, and he continued to feel the sense of the man.  

However, such a time was not forever.  

"… … Woke up."  

Lazy young master, awakened from his dream, muttered.  

I didn't sleep much. 3 hours at most? The dark landscape outside the window proved this. Probably it hasn't been less than 4 am yet.  

Of course, there was no physical burden at all.  

The recovery magic on the bedding and the daily recovery technique help trainees to feel maximum efficiency with minimal sleep.  

Irene had never thought of having a bad sleep after entering the country.  

It wasn't as much as today. Even if I forced myself to sleep, I wanted to experience the dream a little while ago.  

But I couldn't help it.  

Mysterious dreams could not be dreamed several times a day. No, I couldn't sleep many times in the first place.  

At some point, Irene became such a body.  

In the end, what he had to do was decided.  

The boy who got up from his seat walked to the gym.  

* * *  

A day has passed, a week has passed, a month has passed.  

Meanwhile, Irene Fareira's dreams continued to change.  

It became more vivid and closer to reality.  

All senses, including sight, hearing, and touch, were sharpened.  

The moment I fell asleep, it felt like I was transferred to another world.  

Thanks to this, the boy was able to immerse himself in the swordsmanship of the man in his dreams more deeply and deeply.  

It means that each time a movement is performed, his body, which is completely controlled, and the high concentration that makes it possible, can be felt more vividly.  

This change in dreams, of course, had a great influence on reality as well.  

"Okay, what I've shown now is a combination of four and six chrono swordsmanships. It's a useful technique that lets you dodge and attack at the same time. I'll show you again."  

Whiick, whip, whiick!  

The motion continues smoothly as if flowing water.  

The word basic swordsmanship was unsurprisingly complicated. At least that was the case for C class prospective trainees. Most of the children had a pooky look.  

However, Irene Fareira was different.  

His wide open eyes captured Instructor Karaka's movements in detail.  

It wasn't that difficult.  

He shares the sense of the man in his dream every night and his sharply forged concentration.  

Although inexperienced compared to the in-house, the boy's observation skills were remarkably improved by that alone.  

"Now, shall we do it?"  

It wasn't just about seeing and remembering.  

Airn Pareira, who raised his great sword, took a deep breath, and then reproduced the applied movements of equations 4 and 6.  

Then, high-quality swordsmanship was unfolded to the point that the attention of the surrounding trainees was focused.  

His tone was gentle on the subject, and even instructor Karaka, who was stingy in praise, clapped his hands.  

"Excellent! The movement of the sword-wielding arm is also important, but you understand very well that the more important thing is the light footwork. With a little more refinement, it can be used in real life!"  

"What, how did you do it?"  

"Have you not done 3 meals properly until a few days?"  

I heard a murmur around me.  

It was true. In fact, Irene wasn't able to keep up with the progress of his C class class just a week ago.  

But not now.  

The boy, who repeated the movement three times in a row, gently closed his eyes and contemplated his body.  

Then, as an image emerged on a clear lake, the senses of each part of the body began to appear clearly in the mind.  

'The body is not a big lump. A combination of numerous parts that play different roles in order to perform one action... … .'  

Sensations raised to the limit distinguish dozens of lumps to recognize, understand, and supervise.  

Efficient role allocation is achieved without waste or deviation.  

And they come together to complete the ideal motion.  

Without rest, continually, constantly.  

Lazy young master opened his eyes, spreading his sword in his head. And again, I did the action.  

A cleaner, more powerful herbivorous diet.  

Instructor Karaka's eyes wide open.  

'Is the talent of the trainee Irene Parreira so great?'  

Not like that. Irene's talent was the same as it used to be.  

It's just that the attitude toward every move and every move has changed.  

This is the result of focusing solely on swordsmanship even the slightest mental powers that would have been meaninglessly shed in the past.  

And, of course, maintaining such concentration for long periods of time created a tremendous mental burden.  

"Huh, huh, huh… … ."  

"He's just panting these days."  

"Yeah? When it comes to stamina, he's bigger than Judith... … ."  

"What did you eat wrong?"  

During self-study, some of the trainees talked about Lazy young master, who often showed a particularly tired appearance.  

A situation they cannot understand.  

However, it was natural for Irene Fareira.  

I couldn't help it when I didn't know.  

However, even now, feeling the density of the man's sword in his dreams and the time he spends in his heart, it was impossible to swing the sword roughly like before.  

"Woo."  

Wow!  

Airn swung his sword. I continued to swing.  

Unfortunately, I couldn't keep my best concentration every minute. Like a long-distance runner whose feet slow down over time, the boy had no way to stop the mental exhaustion that was constantly rushing.  

However, this was not an unfamiliar experience.  

After a day.  

After a week.  

Another month passed and it was just 3 months after I entered the swordsmanship class.  

Finally, Irene Pareira was able to maintain concentration in the morning until late at night.  

"Hmm."  

But he wasn't satisfied.  

The boy still dreams, and every night he shares the sense of the man in his dream.  

That's why I can tell.  

Even the most intense moments of concentration are not reaching the toes of the most ordinary moments of the man.  

'How can I reach that level?'  

The level that he can handle by subdividing himself is at most about muscle masses such as biceps, triceps, thoracic, lats, and thigh muscles.  

In the case of in-house, the dimension is different. He shows delicate and sharp concentration as if he had each muscle fiber under control.  

Of course, even if you just got it now, it's amazing to others.  

But Irene couldn't stop there.  

It wasn't like greed or longing. This was close to a huge meaning that could not be reversed.  

The boy wanted to get closer to a man who didn't even know this name.  

It's as if after having a mysterious dream for the first time, I felt a strong impulse from a sword that I didn't even care about my whole life... … .  

"It's a dream… … ."  

"uh? What did you say?"  

"what. Do not stop during the battle."  

Judith asked after hearing Iron's self-talk, and Brat was irritated.  

They're still not very close, but after Brat's suggestion, they've recovered enough to fight.  

Airn was a car swinging a sword alone next to them.  

But not now.  

As he thought about something, he walked away. It was on the side of the bench in the corner of the train station. It was installed for relaxation, but Irene had never used it.  

Therefore, both Judith and Brat felt puzzled.  

"Hey, hey! What are you doing! Are you chewing my words? Hey!"  

"Leave it. You must be tired."  

I'm a tired child going to rest. It was very awkward, but there was no explanation other than that.  

Bratt, who lost interest, tried to recruit Judith to fight again.  

At that time, Irene, who arrived on the bench, lay down somewhat.  

And gently closed his eyes.  

"What is it now?"  

"Are you sleeping?"  

"surely?"  

"Is that child Pareira?"  

All of the prospective trainees nearby were in confusion.  

The same was true of the Brat family, including Judith, Brat, Lance Peterson, and others.  

Like those who witnessed phenomena that not everyone could understand, they looked vaguely.  

'If you take a posture similar to when you sleep, wouldn't you be able to feel the feeling of that time at least a little?'  

Regardless of whether others were surprised or dark, Lazy young master tried her best to feel the senses in her dreams.  

So about 30 minutes passed.  

Flashed  

A keen momentum was seen in the eyes of Airn Paraeira who got up from the seat.  
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It wasn't just the gaze that just changed.  

There was an unusual atmosphere in the body of the boy who came back to where he was. The attention of the trainees who were focusing on their own training was once again focused.  

It was a novelty.  

Although it sometimes causes ridiculous incidents, Irene is basically the inconspicuous type.  

He was a little taller because he was older, and he didn't stand out very much except that he had a good appearance.  

He had a strange energy to grab attention, so I couldn't help but be interested.  

Swoosh  

Irene didn't care.  

He lifted his sword and quietly closed his eyes.  

Breathe in quietly, and breathe in again.  

He, who was concentrating in the silence, opened his eyes and moved his sword.  

Whooong!  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

And nothing happened.  

Whooong!  

Whoo-woong!  

Iron Fareira continued to swing his sword.  

Unfolding swordsmanship is an application of the chrono basic swordsmanship learned in today's class. The blade of the counterattack continued from the cheerful footstep flashed fiercely.  

But that was it. The boy's present appearance was no different from what he showed before he lay on the bench.  

"Nothing special."  

"Yeah. Suddenly, I thought I gained some enlightenment by grabbing the weight."  

"Would that be so easy on our level? I wonder if there are sword masters who have trained for decades."  

"Well, isn't it? But he said that in order to become a master, you have to have such an experience at least once."  

One by one, the prospective trainees drew attention to the appearance of young master, which is not much different.  

After chatting for a while, they soon immersed themselves in personal training.  

Irene didn't bother this time.  

They just cut, swing, and stab as usual.  

So an hour has passed.  

The boy with the sword again walked to the corner bench.  

Then he lie down somewhat, and quietly closed his eyes.  

There was no need to explain that the eyes of the children once again gathered.  

"Are you sick?"  

"What bullshit, this kid."  

"No, it's weird to see you."  

Brad Lloyd crumpled at Judith's growling remarks.  

"I don't eat, sleep, and swing my sword for 24 hours. I lie down on the bench twice because it's less than two hours.  

"Oh don't know, shut up."  

"This child dares to tell Lloyd… … ."  

"Erubruberolryuk."  

As the SS blew their eyes, Judith closed his ears as if he didn't want to hear them.  

Of course, I didn't think he was wrong. She, too, became uncomfortable in the corners of Airn's abnormal behavior.  

Eventually, the impatient red-haired girl headed for the bench. I was thinking of even telling me how about going to the recovery room if I was sick. No, it did.  

However, Irene's answer was absurd.  

"Oh, it's okay. I'm just training."  

"What? training?"  

"Huh. But it doesn't work. I didn't think it would work out from the beginning... … ."  

What's not going well.  

Where the hell is this a training?  

The words hit my throat, but I couldn't.  

It was because Iron lay on the bench again and closed her eyes.  

Eventually, Judith was forced to return with more curiosity.  

"So absurd."  

"What did you say?"  

"I'm in training, so I have nothing to worry about?"  

"What?"  

The embarrassing thing was also Brad Lloyd.  

Not only that, but all the prospective trainees who heard Judith's words looked at Airan Pareira with embarrassing eyes.  

Either that or not, Lazy young master didn't care.  

It was just to keep quiet and focus on one's inner self.  

* * *  

It was really difficult to reproduce the man's senses.  

Isn't the world itself different? No matter how similar the environment was created, there were many obstacles to bringing the image I felt in my dreams to reality.  

It clears the image by removing the hazy fog in the head.  

Such an image is engraved in one's mind the same way.  

No, the expression to engrave was not correct. Even if my concentration was distracted for a moment, the image was distorted and ruined.  

Difficulty as if drawing a complete picture on the water. Irene's expression kept trying to distort.  

Even this wasn't the end.  

"Hmm… … ."  

He trains and sharpens the concentration he has built up through dreams and sets the blade.  

He forgets the people around him, forgets the wind that passes through his hair, and forgets the scent of the surroundings that subtly penetrates the tip of his nose.  

It brings together all the senses, including the five senses, and finally draws an image on the water.  

However, the finished painting shook back and forth the moment Irene got up from the bench and took the first step.  

It would be nice to end up at that level, but by the time you return to your place and swing the sword, the original shape is already ruined so that you can't even remember it.  

'It's a failure again.'  

Holding a picture drawn on the water and not distracting it while moving.  

Maintaining the sense of the man that has managed to bring to reality in everyday life.  

This was the most difficult part of the current Irony.  

'let's try again.'  

Of course, Irene Pareira does not give up. I don't even get disappointed.  

To be frustrated by one or two hardships, there were too many failures he had built up in the swordsmanship.  

It was also vaguely known that the history of such failures would build up and create a tower of success.  

There was no longer a boy who was overwhelmed by fear and didn't even try.  

Lazy young master, who patted her cheeks with her palms, walked back to the bench.  

The prospective trainees around him looked pathetic.  

'It's like that again.'  

'What happened to your hair?'  

'What do you think is really… … .'  

I couldn't take it out of my mouth. There was a precedent for repaying the ridicule at the beginning of the immigration as a miracle of intermediate evaluation.  

I don't want to deal with Judith's nasty personality who is on his side.  

But it didn't mean it wasn't.  

From their eyes, that couldn't be seen as a practice. It was just an escape.  

Yes, that was right.  

The children thought that Lazy young master had felt a wall to the top-ranked trainees and returned to his former lazy appearance.  

Irene Fareira didn't care.  

Even the non-trainees knew that their eyes weren't fine, but they couldn't afford to waste their minds.  

The sword of the man in the dream.  

The sense of a man in a dream.  

And something beyond that.  

For that, Irene lay on a bench and closed her eyes.  

No, it was a moment to close.  

"Hmm… … ."  

"… … ."  

A blue-haired boy watching himself closely.  

It was Brad Lloyd.  

Airn's concentration was blurred by his blatant gaze felt from a short distance.  

He got up from the seat and asked.  

"Anything to say… … ."  

"that."  

"Huh?"  

"The thing that says you're practicing."  

Brat pointed a finger at Irene.  

It wasn't a dispute. To look like that, this arrogant master's expression was too bright.  

The face of realizing something.  

Through a moment of silence, he said in a strong voice.  

"It's not lying down and sleeping, it's a meditation practice!"  

"… … Meditation practice?"  

"okay! What priests do to clear their minds and look back on themselves. Right?"  

It wasn't.  

Irene just wanted to bring her dreams to reality, and when she found the best posture for her, she lie down and closed her eyes.  

But I couldn't explain it that way.  

He stumbled roughly.  

"Well, what… … It's similar."  

"okay. I've heard of it. Priest practices are in vogue among some swordsmen. I definitely remembered it."  

Brett's words continued constantly.  

I heard that mentality is a way of important religious people, so I heard that it is quite effective in increasing concentration, that a famous prosecutor has gained enlightenment through meditation and has entered the state of a master. .  

Irene's heart became heavier by the quiet yet excited voice.  

However, there was no fool to catch the illusion, so the boy just stayed silent.  

"Good. Then I will try it."  

"… … ."  

"But it's a little peculiar. Was this the original meditation posture?"  

"… … I just did it in a comfortable position for me."  

"Is that so? Well, then let's do it your way."  

"No need to… … ."  

"Shh. I'm going to focus. Do what you did."  

When finished speaking, Brat went to the bench next to him and lie down. And after putting his hands together on his abdomen like Irene, he closed his eyes gently.  

He was convinced. It is thanks to this that Irene's high performance recently.  

His greatest strength, his concentration, must have come from this meditation.  

If so, you will be able to get a meaningful effect too!  

'Good. Let's calm down the excitement first.'  

I don't know much about meditation.  

However, I knew it was important to put my mind in a state of miracles.  

Brett cleared his breath. Then, the heartbeat that was beating faster due to the training slowed down.  

'Is it okay?'  

The feeling is not bad.  

Judith has been hanging out with that wild boar for a while and has abandoned his personality, but it feels like he has found stability after a while.  

Brad Lloyd tried to get rid of all sorts of disturbing thoughts.  

A little more serenity.  

A little quieter.  

A little more… … .  

"Lloyd-nim!"  

surprise!  

A voice piercing his ears opened his eyes.  

Looking to the side, Lance Peterson was looking at himself in a squat position.  

He said.  

"Why?"  

"there… … I feel like I'm sleeping... … ."  

"… … ."  

In a brief silence, Brat turned to look at the clock tower.  

Two hours have already passed.  

Brat decided to take off the prestige.  

"Well. I'm not sleeping. I just followed the method of practice that Irene had."  

"… … ."  

"that that. Meditation, started with priests, is now enjoyed by high-ranking knights... … ."  

"okay? Are you doing that meditation or something, while you're originally snore?"  

Judith spits out while passing by herself.  

Lance Peterson is embarrassed and embarrassed.  

And the other two guards standing next to him.  

"… … ."  

Brett left the training center without a word.  

He saw his red face, but Irene decided to pretend he didn't know.  

* * *  

Irene Fareira still continued her training.  

There were no results. It was a daunting task to keep the painting still on the water.  

The ridicule of prospective trainees grew a little more. Of course I didn't care.  

What was surprising was that Brad Lloyd still continued his meditation practice.  

"The posture was a problem. It is said that it is a standard to have a cross-legged posture."  

"Two headed man, are you useless? It's just that he's peculiar."  

"It's not too late to judge after trying that."  

He even cursed Judith, but Brad didn't bother.  

He was different after hearing the advice of the cross-references, as if he had been hardened in the past.  

He accepted that he was arrogant. Others realized that there was something to be learned as well as something that was as good as their own.  

I still felt reluctant to admit others, but that's why this attempt was even more valuable.  

'If I follow the teachings of Kwan-ju like now, my inner narrowness will gradually disappear.'  

After thinking, Brat headed to the corner of the training hall. And, as the priests do, after standing cross-legged, he fell into his own world.  

Prospective trainees ignored even that.  

In their eyes, the two just seemed to waste time.  

But after a month's time, things changed.  

"Irene Pareira trainee. Starting today, it is class B."  

"Yes."  

Instructor Brandon Phillips replied.  

No one complained. No one expressed surprise.  

Everyone knew. At some point, Irene Parreira's skills grew at a steep pace.  

And that 'what point' is not much different from when you started meditation.  

And this wasn't the end.  

Wheeik!  

"I won."  

"Oh shit, this is invalid! Do it one more time!"  

"It's not invalid, but it's welcome to do it again."  

Judith and Brad Lloyd were fighting over the chairman of the swordsman.  

Between the two, who couldn't hide their superiority and inferiority, a gap gradually began to appear.  

I didn't even have to ask who was in the lead.  

Brat Lloyd's face, raising his sword, was full of confidence.  
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The new year was bright. Nine months have passed since the prospective trainees entered the swordsmanship hall, and the weather has entered a clear winter.  

A skin-burning wind blew dozens of times a day.  

Fortunately, no children were affected by him.  

"Hoowook, whoop!"  

"Damn it doesn't work!"  

Smoke erupted from the bodies of those wielding swords in the training hall.  

Some of them were bleeding with sweat that made them forget the weather.  

I did. It would be a terrible season for some, but winter was much better than summer for prospective trainees who constantly move their bodies.  

Of course, I would cool down during rest, but that didn't matter.  

The common room near the gym was always available, and the space was large enough for many people to use it.  

However, there were no prospective trainees who visited the common room only for'relaxation'.  

As if something wasn't going well, a boy who was tilting his head muttered.  

"It's a little blocked. Would you like to meditate?"  

"I also. I can't keep focusing."  

"I want to go too."  

Children rushing to meditate.  

Even they weren't the end. Inside the common room, there were already several passengers sitting cross-legged.  

Instructor Ahmed, watching them from a distance, smiled and thought.  

'It will be that the trainees of that bloody age will voluntarily meditate.'  

The growth of prosecutors does not come from effort alone.  

To be more precise, it requires'work in the right direction', not random effort.  

The destination is located in the front, but if there is a case of running to the left, running to the right, or even sprinting backwards, you will have no choice but to be frustrated.  

The problem is that the person involved in the hard-working effort may not realize it.  

'Meditation is a very good way to solve such problems.'  

Put down your heavy sword and take a comfortable position.  

Cool down the heat in your head and get rid of floating noise.  

Afterwards, if you concentrate on the subsided excitement and the calmness that has come, your mind's vision will expand and you will realize many things that have been missed.  

The part I was making mistakes over and over again.  

Something you need to pay more attention to.  

Since you are doing well enough, you need to grind and polish it further and make it your strength.  

Likewise, he calmly looks back at the footsteps of the past and stares at himself clearly.  

And through this, you can get the right direction to move forward.  

However, despite knowing all of this, Ahmed did not recommend meditation to the trainees.  

It wasn't just that. All the instructors did.  

They knew. A young age that is embarrassing to say that he is young, in his early teens with full blood.  

This is because I thought that it was not easy to leave such prospective trainees still in their seats.  

It was quite difficult to recommend an unintuitive way of performing to children who were already nervous and couldn't afford because they were in a competitive arena.  

Of course, the situation is different now.  

Lazy young master, Irene Fareira.  

High-ranking noble lineage, Brad Lloyd.  

It was because these two showed a dazzling growth.  

'Rather than an instructor's abstract advice, the definite achievements of the motives are far more convincing. The two trainees played a really big role. Especially… … .'  

The instructor's eyes pointed to one side.  

Brat Lloyd, a boy who wears a dignity that exalts himself instead of arrogance that seems to look down on others.  

Ahmed judged that his actions had a more positive effect on the swordsman than the first attempt at meditation, Iron Fareira.  

That master looked without prejudice at the training method of Iron, which everyone laughed at, and he digested it in his own way.  

And after generously giving that enlightenment to other trainees, he gained more achievements from others through it.  

Accept, give, and accept more through him.  

What one wasn't easy.  

It felt more so because I knew Brat's rather narrow initial appearance.  

'It was the way it was originally, but you need to pay more attention.'  

With that thought, it was time to leave the training center.  

Ian Kwan-ju, who appeared without a warning, spoke to him.  

"Are you fine?"  

"Ugh! Yeah? what… … ."  

"I mean kids level."  

"Ah… … ."  

Ahmed, nodding his head belatedly, replied with a serious face.  

"That's right. Great talents gathered. Enthusiasm is overflowing, and no one is lazy... … ."  

"Besides, I've grown more recently. Thanks to Iron and Brat."  

"Yes. There are quite a few children who see the effect of meditation. I dare say... … ."  

I think it's okay to say that it's the best among prospective trainees ever. Instructor Ahmed said in a low voice.  

This time, Ian nodded.  

"That's right. Eight years ago, it was amazing, but on the overall level, there seems to be no rider beyond these children."  

"Yes."  

"Hmm… … ."  

The drench stroked his chin. His gaze slowly glanced at the children gathered at the battlefield. Ahmed quietly waited for the next word.  

It was a cross-reference with an indefinite character, but I could see that there was some intention in the current conversation. Maybe instructions will follow.  

Ian opened his mouth terrifyingly to think about it.  

"Gather the children."  

"Yes, I understand."  

"Not the auditorium, but here."  

A question mark appeared in Ahmed's head.  

Whenever there was something to spread, I always used the auditorium.  

But now, when I asked them to gather prospective trainees as a militant armament, I had no choice but to arouse curiosity.  

However, such a mind did not last long.  

The words of the belated cross-reference stuck in his ear.  

"If it's the kids now, there will be quite a few people who know it."  

"… … !"  

Instructor Ahmed's eyes widened.  

It wasn't until Ian Kwan-ju realized what he was going to do.  

"I'll collect it right now."  

He replied with a trembling voice.  

Although he was a discerning Ahmed, it was not easy to press down the rising excitement.  

* * *  

"Damn it."  

Judith wasn't in a good mood.  

There were many reasons. It was very annoying to see Brat, who thought he was under him, recently being outnumbered, and that meditation is spreading like a fashion among trainees.  

'What the hell are you getting so big because you sit still and do something?'  

I couldn't understand. It's better to wield the sword once more than to do such a moth tingling thing.  

Judith still thought so. Whatever the other kids say.  

But the reality was different.  

Looking at the results alone, the guys in meditation are getting decent achievements, and they aren't.  

That fact was putting a lot of stress on the girl.  

'I hope it ends soon.'  

The unscheduled meeting occurred in such a car, and the expression was bound to be uneven.  

If it's nothing special, I have to spit in front of the irrigation room.  

It was when Judith was looking forward with that thought.  

Gwanju, who looked at the trainees surrounding him in a circle, made a surprise remark.  

"I will cut back and start with the main story. This is the story of the final evaluation."  

"Ugh!"  

"Break!"  

"… … !"  

A repressed groan flowed from all over.  

I had to do that.  

Is there still nearly 100 days left before the final evaluation proceeds?  

The children's heads got complicated.  

However, Ian continued to talk without giving him time to think.  

"It's not a way of measuring something quantified like an intermediate evaluation. It's a bit abstract, but I'm going to see the'potential' of the trainees in the final evaluation."  

Where are your strengths?  

What is the direction you are pursuing, and what efforts have you made for him? How will you express the effort?  

Additional explanations of the cross-references were added, but the children were still curious.  

The cross-reference burst into laughter.  

"Huh huh huh, don't worry too much. There is nothing difficult to think about. You just have to show the best part you think is best with a sword. It can be done with the will of a blow kill, or you can use the ever-changing swordsmanship to dazzle the opponent's eyes. A quick sword wouldn't be bad either. It means you can do anything to show your potential."  

"… … ."  

There was still silence among the trainees.  

It was better than before, but it was an evaluation criterion that had no choice but to get complicated.  

'I… … .'  

'My black, what is it?'  

The children thought seriously about what they were good at and what kind of prosecutor they wanted to be.  

The same was true of children who had been having similar worries from the past.  

They tried to further refine their thinking, frowning as if holding a tightly twisted rope.  

then.  

Chrono's sword crowned the sword.  

Threw-  

Everyone's attention was paid to the sound of the sword and sword. It was intended.  

Ian, with an unknown smile, said in a low voice.  

Because it was filled with energy, it was clearly transmitted from a distance.  

"I know it's not easy. But it's not that difficult. With more than 90 days out there, I'm sure that anyone here will be able to blossom their possibilities and find a way."  

"I prepared a small gift as well. It's just a sword dance (劍舞) that an old man dances on his own, but I hope there's something to be gained."  

That was the end.  

With a closed mouth, Ian, the crown lord, began to move her body with a serious expression.  

"what?"  

"suddenly?"  

Voices popped out from various places in the unexpectedly unfolding sword dance.  

But it was for a while. The turmoil quickly subsided, and silence came as if when it had happened.  

It wasn't just tranquility.  

In a short moment, less than a few seconds, the trainees were forced to lose their mind to the old swordsman's sword.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

It wasn't because of the reputation of being the best on the continent.  

It wasn't because he was the master of the swordsman who grabbed his future.  

Even if I didn't know Ian's identity, it would have been the same.  

The children were immersed in the sword dance itself unfolding in front of their eyes, and they had no choice but to forget everything around them.  

Swish  

Wheeik-!  

Soft yet strong.  

Light and heavy.  

Even though it is calm like water, it is violent like fire and explosive.  

Truly, countless images are drawn in the air and drawn again.  

The intense image is imprinted in the minds of the trainees watching the sword dance.  

It is deeply imprinted.  

"Hmm. I'll do it all this way. Good luck."  

Suddenly, after finishing the sword dance, Gwan-ju left with a smile. He was a grandfather in the countryside who walked with his arms shook.  

However, there were no trainees to greet him as he left.  

They stood as if they were nailed, and they were able to wake up only after a long time had passed.  

* * *  

'Every time I see it, I only get admiration.'  

Instructor Ahmed thought, following Ian Kwan-ju.  

I've seen it before, but it's really ridiculous.  

No matter how talented you are, you can provide enlightenment to children who have a long lack of experience with a single sword dance.  

Not even the same enlightenment.  

Ian's sword did not contain only one property. Dozens and hundreds of tricks are mingled together to continue a lofty trend.  

Thanks to this, the trainees who have seen the sword dance can accept the part that they can understand best or that they long for the most.  

'As expected, the government official... … He is the best swordsmanship teacher on the continent!'  

If you ask who is the strongest prosecutor on the continent, opinions may be divided.  

But when asked who was the best teacher on the continent, Instructor Ahmed couldn't find a reason to hesitate to answer.  

Extreme respect!  

It was a moment when he felt it springing up in his heart, and he tried to vomit his feelings.  

"It's amazing."  

"… … What are you talking about?"  

"One of the trainees did not seem to have gained anything after seeing my sword dance."  

"Ah… … ."  

Ahmed took it for granted.  

They are gifted children who are not lacking anywhere on the continent, but even so, not all of them can achieve achievements.  

If there was anything that even half of the 100 trainees realized, it was a great success.  

'It's a personal idea, but I think there's a lot more children gaining than that!'  

It was a feeling close to conviction, and Ian probably guessed it too.  

As such, he has a face full of worries because of one trainee, so I did not understand well for Ahmed.  

However, as the words of the cross-reference continued, his thoughts were bound to change.  

"I didn't intend to get it in the first place."  

"Yes?"  

"You haven't seen my sword dance. I was looking at it with my eyes, but my heart was all over. It's as if there's no time to get lost in pursuing something more attractive."  

"… … ."  

"Okay? Who are you talking about."  

It was hard to imagine.  

It wasn't Ilya Lindsay. It's for immigration purposes Anyway, her respect for cross-border is by no means lacking.  

The same is true of Judith. Although he is stubborn with a tomboy, no one is as desperate for a chrono swordsman as he does.  

Neither Brad Lloyd, Lance Peterson, or most of the trainees would.  

There was no way that children who devoted their lives to swords since childhood could ignore the swords of Gwanju.  

However.  

If you have to choose from among them… … .  

"Irene Pareira trainee… … is it?"  

The cross-reference did not answer. I just laughed.  

Of course, that was enough.  

Ahmed frowns as if it's hard to believe, but an old voice came out belatedly.  

"I'm curious. I'm really curious. What the hell are you looking at? However… … ."  

"… … ."  

"Right now, other emotions are stronger than that curiosity."  

As a teacher, my pride is a little hurt.  

The old man grunted in his heart laughed out loud and empty.  
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Two days after Ian's swordsmanship, the instructors in charge of each class changed the class policy at the same time.  

"In the future, we will increase the weight of autonomous training."  

Until now, the instructor taught the chrono basic swordsmanship type, and the prospective trainees followed it.  

Although various teachings were given according to the individuality of each trainee, it could be said that the basic flexibility was somewhat inferior.  

Not now.  

The trainees were able to intensively hone the areas they wanted to dig into.  

Instead of forcing a rigid curriculum, instructors focused on asking questions or giving advice first.  

In other words, it has changed to support rather than lead the class.  

"Instructor, if you want to be more empowered in this movement… … ."  

"How to stay centered while unfolding this continuous motion… … ."  

Prospective trainees welcomed this change.  

Five months was a very long time for talented children. I have already learned all the basic form of chrono swordsmanship.  

Some of them were pioneering their own path, and even those who were relatively slow to grow were cars that gained clues of their growth through the swords of the cross section.  

Yes.  

The ridiculous sword dance of Gwanju completely changed the situation.  

'If this is the case, I have a possibility too!'  

'If I just polish what I felt yesterday enough to use it in practice... … .'  

'Although I'm in C class now, I can do it! If I only make this realization my own!'  

Even though it wasn't, the enthusiasm that was hot boiled.  

The trainees, who were elevated as if they would burst out, swung their swords tirelessly until late, and the atmosphere did not change even after ten days.  

However, in such a pleasant atmosphere, there was a person who was uncomfortable with planting.  

"A baby that felt like an anemone covered with butter."  

"?"  

Suddenly, Judith's swear words turned Brat Lloyd into an absurd face.  

I already knew that this cheeky girl's mouth was rough, but she picked it up in her hand who sweared before she even mixed her words like it is now.  

He asked.  

"What?"  

"What."  

"There must be no reason for swearing."  

"No?"  

"okay?"  

"uh. Originally, I swear often for no reason?"  

"okay. Then do what you were doing."  

Brat replied insignificantly.  

I don't know what it is, but it's not related to myself. Then you don't have to worry.  

He swung his sword again. The same was true of Lance Peterson and three of the SS.  

"… … ."  

Judith became a floating entity and stared at them.  

His fat expression gradually began to distort, and then he began to mutter to himself. The Brat family ignored it again.  

However, it was hard to ignore the continuous increase in voice.  

It is because there was a strange swearing that I had never heard of in my life.  

"Woo."  

Bratt, whose concentration was broken, sighed.  

Then he approached Judith with an annoying expression.  

"In words. If you have anything you want to say."  

"You've been talking so far?"  

"These nasty words are not words. It is the sound of a beast."  

"Tell me what the real beast sounds are?"  

"That's it, so tell me quickly. I'm not doing this because there's something that bothers me. Is it because of the child, Pareira?"  

"Why is he suddenly coming out?"  

Bratt asked openly, and Judith jumped, asking what he was talking about.  

But I couldn't get rid of the pretense until the end.  

The girl who turned her gaze said in a slightly smaller voice, as if spitting out.  

"Will you be okay?"  

"Iron Pareira?"  

"… … okay."  

Much was omitted, but Bratt could understand it right away.  

Judith was asking if Irene Fareira could survive the final evaluation.  

The reason for asking such a question was also possible to guess.  

"It doesn't look very good."  

It was as Brett said.  

Unlike most of the children who were enlightened by Guanju's swordsmanship, Lazy young master didn't seem to have earned much income.  

Because there was no joy, joy, or excitement in the face of Airn.  

Rather, it was the opposite.  

Judith felt a lot of anxiety as he saw him getting less and less talkative, and as the boy took longer to meditate instead of lifting his sword.  

It was because his behavior in contradiction with others seemed like a person who was despondent.  

'… … It might fall.'  

It was the first time.  

How do you care about other people's affairs? Judith was ridiculous about himself. I didn't like it.  

However, he couldn't force him to get rid of his feelings of concern, and that's why Brat's positive positivity sparked annoyance.  

However, the following words completely changed her expression.  

"Apart from that, of course, Irene Pareira is a pass."  

"uh? what?"  

"That guy passed it unconditionally. Final evaluation."  

A voice that is calm and low, but full of confidence.  

I couldn't help but ask.  

"How do you feel so confident?"  

"Hmm. Isn't it natural?"  

"No, what is natural?"  

Judith wasn't the only one curious.  

Bratt's bodyguards and those who were practicing hard around them all focused on their conversation.  

I had to do that. How can it be overlooked to predict with confidence in terms of the final evaluation?  

Brad didn't care about them.  

But he didn't even hide his thoughts.  

He shook his head once and said to Judith.  

"What is the evaluation criterion for the final evaluation?"  

"uh? That's of course... … It's potential."  

"Yes, potential. In this test, we measure'future potential', not'current skills'. Ask another one. Who has the potential?"  

"Huh? Uh, that's it... … ."  

Judith hesitated.  

In fact, I never thought deeply.  

Kwan-ju said something about him, but I'm not sure, and just'I'll show you that he's stronger than other guys!' was all she thought.  

That's why the voice to answer didn't have any strength.  

"Uh, so, well, I work harder than others, and I'm so talented that when I teach one, I know the heat, uh… … So you count faster than others... … ."  

"okay. Hard work and talent. As a result, the growth rate superior to others. That's the potential."  

Fortunately, Brat convinced himself, and Judith was relieved.  

Apart from that, the frustration of 'if I had to stop talking about the main subject and talk about the main subject' came up.  

Fortunately, the girl's wish came true immediately.  

"Lastly ask. In your view, who has grown the most during nine months at the swordsman?"  

"… … ."  

Judith didn't answer.  

Brad didn't immediately answer.  

But it didn't matter. Everyone who was listening to the two came up with the same name.  

'Iron Pareira!'  

Everyone knew of the beginning of Irene Fareira.  

A physical fitness test conducted at the beginning of admission. Bad rumors known since then.  

The poor body that supports the rumor.  

The appearance that was so messy that it was difficult to say that it was a general person rather than a prosecutor was still vivid.  

No one thought that Lazy young master would be placed in the mid-term evaluation.  

But the predictions collapsed.  

Irene Pareira has been constantly growing.  

He raised his stamina at a faster rate than anyone else and developed his body.  

She followed Ilya Lindsay, who she thought would be out of reach, and was awarded a cross-reference award that was only granted to a small number of people.  

It wasn't just that. In the tests taken after the midterm evaluation, he again showed poor appearance and was awarded an unprecedented F-Class.  

Prospective trainees thought this was the end.  

But now, five months later, Irene has entered the B class and proved that he is above average for a swordsman.  

This was a fact that no one could refute.  

"Probably, even if I get the evaluation right now, Irene Fareira will pass. Why? Because all of the instructors know his first time. If you compare the sword of the day with the sword of that time, you can't know if you don't know how ridiculous potential the child has."  

"… … Yes."  

Judith nodded.  

Although she was rebellious and bad-natured, she couldn't help but agree.  

As Brat said, no one showed the growth rate above Iron, and there would be no one in the future.  

The red-haired girl felt joy at that fact.  

But I also felt other emotions.  

'I don't want to lose!'  

It was intense fighting spirit.  

Judith didn't want to lose.  

It wasn't just the present. No matter how great Irene was, he was much stronger now.  

Probably the same for the final evaluation, three months later. But I can't be satisfied with it.  

'I don't want to lose to future guys too!'  

Even after a year.  

Even after 5 years.  

Even after 10 years.  

Even in the future, even farther than that, Judith hated to imagine himself being defeated by Irene. It was unacceptable.  

This was a completely separate problem from the liking he had for him.  

'It's potential and it's shit, and I win unconditionally!'  

I was confident too.  

Through the sword dance of the cross-reference, Judith clearly realized what he was aiming for. And I was thrilled.  

If you follow the brightly shining milestones in front of you, you will not be defeated by anyone.  

The red-haired girl had a faith close to her faith.  

"Then, you can now comfortably show your skills and get first place."  

It was not unreasonable for Judith, who had cleared his worries, to say this.  

Of course, Brad Lloyd disagreed.  

"It's a bunch."  

"This kid is at odds with my words in all matters. Why? Because of Ai? Or maybe you?"  

"no. Of course I'm much better than you, but for a different reason than that."  

"Ha, yes. Let's listen to the story. What is it for?"  

"Of course it's Ilya Lindsay."  

"You say the evaluation criteria are potential? How can I be so sure... … ."  

"Because it is of the Lindsay family."  

Brat, sharply interrupting the other person, continued to speak.  

"Being from a martial artist who is one of the best on the continent means that the future is guaranteed. The talents in the veins, the training methods and attitudes that have been refined with history, and the great prosecutors of the family to see and learn. It's strange to say that you don't have any potential. Besides… … ."  

"Besides?"  

"Swordsmanship that put Lindsay Street in the ranks of prestigious families. Just by learning it... … Ilya Lindsay has no choice but to get first place in the final evaluation."  

"Does that make sense?"  

"It makes sense."  

Brat nodded with a cool face.  

"Because that is the power of a prestigious family on the continent."  

"… … Fuck."  

Judith couldn't hide his resentful expression.  

She knows too. How great and famous the sky sword of the Lindsay family is.  

Just knowing that you are learning that great swordsmanship will make your future more prosperous.  

All other words that Brat uttered were correct. She knew enough.  

However.  

'Then fuck, why are you taking the exams that are all set?'  

Angry.  

Even for Ilya Lindsay, who came to the Chrono Swordsman on the subject he was born with everything he had. Unbearable anger burns even at a shabby self who has nothing.  

But more annoying than that was Bratt and the guys around him.  

'Why are the idiots who aren't half-punished and have quite a bit of skill, lose them before they even start?'  

I want to kick Brat's expressionless groin.  

I want to hit the heads of the guys around me who are nodding their heads without even getting angry.  

I want to scream whale whales to tell them not to lower their tails from now on, and to try to struggle.  

Of course I couldn't. Arguments outside of the TA's control are reasons for leaving the house.  

'I'm not even the ones who know they're a fan.'  

Hem. Judith, whose judges were twisted, spit.  

That alone didn't work.  

The girl thought of all sorts of things to soothe her simmering inside, and soon found a distance that would damage Lindsay's fame.  

There was no reason to hesitate.  

She snores and spits out what is inside.  

"Well, what's great about that family? His older brother, who used to be said to be the best genius on the continent, is now broken by a commoner orphan and is unable to appear in front of others... … ."  

Creepy  

Judith couldn't finish talking.  

Goose bumps on the back. Live a terrible life as if a shriveled sword touched under the chin.  

Her eyes turned to an eerie energy that she could not feel even in the back streets of the slums.  

In the distance, a silver-haired girl approached with her sword hanging down.  
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Why is that guy here? This was Judith's first thought.  

Except for the occasional visit to see Irene, she was always alone in a small gym. It was strange.  

However, that thought did not last long.  

Ilya's momentum was getting stronger.  

Fast  

Judith shut her mouth tight. He sharpened his teeth with his face distorted, and thanks to his groaning situation, he was able to avoid.  

But that was all.  

The red-haired girl was sloppy and had no choice but to listen quietly to Ilya's words as she approached her.  

"I don't care if you hate me, curse me, or ignore my family."  

"No matter what people like you say behind the scenes, nothing affects you."  

"okay. Nothing affects you. I'm going to be the chief again this time. Like I did on the last exam. Like it will be in the future."  

"The family's swordsmanship? I do not need. Just learning here at the Chrono Swordsman... … ."  

"… … It's easy to prove you're ahead of you guys."  

A quiet tone as usual.  

However, content that can never be ignored.  

However, no one objected to the words of this silver-haired girl.  

Some of the trainees enjoyed Ilya Lindsay's back-talk, but even they were dumb and couldn't say anything.  

Judith couldn't even be angry at the fact.  

It was the same. Even myself wasn't different from them.  

'damn!'  

I want to speak coolly.  

I want to scream whale whales saying what you are, don't get ridiculous, and see you at the final evaluation, and that you'll put the fame of the handsome Lindsay family on the ground.  

But nothing came out.  

Surely  

Judith bite in his mouth.  

The skin was weak, and blood oozes out. It wasn't enough to rush, but it had a nasty taste.  

The painful pain that follows belatedly. The girl felt the rise of the poison she had been lacking for a while.  

When she woke up, she took a breath.  

It was a moment when I was about to open my mouth to swear at an unlucky prestigious guy, albeit late.  

"stop."  

Said Brad Lloyd, the boy who intervened.  

The calm tone that goes well with the blue hair loosened the tension.  

Of course, Judith didn't care.  

"Do not interrupt, turn off… … ."  

"If the job gets bigger here, it's time to leave."  

Bratt shook his head after looking at Judith and Ilya Lindsay.  

It was in the direction of two assistants. Ilya, who felt that she was watching herself, reduced her momentum.  

Whoo, Judith, who breathed deeply, also shut his mouth. The dissatisfied eyes were still there.  

The silver-haired girl did not take the other person's attention.  

With an expressionless face, as if when you were angry. I walked away with a modest gait.  

Judith trembled as she turned to see her disappearing. There was nothing I could do other than that.  

"The Lindsay Family's swordsmanship."  

Then, Brad Lloyd opened his mouth again.  

A louder voice than before. And a voice that seemed a little more excited than before.  

Ilya's pace stopped. She couldn't figure out why either. I just seemed to have to.  

Likewise, Bratt's voice continued to flow from behind the girl who stopped with her back.  

"It's the name that came from the demons who ruled the sky 400 years ago, the Dragon King? I mean the sky sword."  

"… … By the way?"  

"I want to see. How great is it."  

"I have nothing to show you."  

"Sorry. If you don't like it, I won't force you. But be aware of this."  

Bratt, who was a little nervous, spoke again.  

"If you don't see the sky sword, I will be the chief."  

"… … ."  

Ilya Lindsay didn't answer. After stopping for a few seconds, she walked away.  

To go back to where you were.  

However, he didn't completely ignore Brat's words.  

In her mind, after a long time, another person's spark rose.  

Of course, the hottest person right now was Judith.  

She was blank for a moment, breathing a rough breath.  

"Hoo, me, dog, hoo, the same cub, suck, I must, smash!"  

"Speak straight. And you did it wrong."  

"I… … That child too... … No, I mean... … Whoa, just shut up!"  

"Yes."  

"Hey!"  

Bratt lifted his sword, leaving Judith, who couldn't calm down his excitement, and was running wild on the road.  

He seemed calm, but his chest was beating much faster than usual.  

* * *  

The quarrel between Ilya Lindsay, Judith, and Brad Lloyd quickly spread among prospective trainees.  

Ilya's frantic remarks, of course, spread together.  

There weren't many who were surprisingly angry.  

Because I knew. Although it is a field of infinite competition, it means that first place is a battle that has already been decided.  

Crossing the Lindsay Street, crossing the wall that was set from birth is impossible in the first place.  

All they could do was to say back words in the dark.  

It was a bitter reality.  

'I do the senior.'  

But since Bratt's words, the children have changed.  

A boy full of talent enough to be counted in the hand.  

However, an extremely realist who did not dare to cross the top spot.  

Such he challenged the beings in the sky.  

It succeeded in raising the pride of the children who had been sinking to the surface.  

'I didn't come here to be defeated!'  

Yes.  

No one came here to be defeated by someone.  

It's not just to survive.  

The trainees came here to become the best prosecutors.  

What I had forgotten for quite some time, Brad Lloyd told me.  

Judith informed me. By confronting Ilya Lindsay head-on.  

'More, more can be done!'  

'I'm not satisfied with the level of simply surviving the final evaluation!'  

'I win! If it is the enlightenment of Geommu, I have enough potential!  

'I won't win anyway!'  

Everyone's eyes have changed.  

Prospective trainees who go back to before being broken, broken, and frustrated by someone who pursues more than realistic goals.  

The heat they exude was incomparably hotter than before. The winter weather was colorless.  

And the hottest person among them was the eldest son of the Lloyds, who had a cold hair color.  

'Can I do it?'  

After her conflict with Ilya Lindsay, she asked herself.  

Is it possible? Can you really keep your words?  

The conclusion I drew after hard work was that it was'deserving to try.'  

After the teaching of Guanju, he grew up.  

The narrow vision widened, and the rigid accident became flexible.  

As a result, he absorbed and digested the strengths of numerous people as his own.  

Even that strong Judith was now below himself.  

'… … hot.'  

There was added fighting spirit.  

In fact, he didn't like words like victory, win-win, and struggle.  

This is because I thought that those feelings of excitement would disturb the cold-hearted reason and only hinder the growth of thorough and efficient growth.  

But I don't think so now.  

How explosive power is drawn from this flame burning in the heart. I didn't see the future, but Brat knew it already.  

"Brat! This part... … ."  

"I felt it! Let's fight!"  

"Lloyd-sama? What to do in this case... … ."  

It wasn't just the Brat party that noticed Brad Lloyd's flame.  

Prospective trainees also noticed him shining brightly. I had to do that.  

Brat right now is really, dazzlingly shining.  

Suddenly, there were countless children around Brat.  

The situation was different from Ilya, the same genius.  

Unlike her, who erected walls and walked her own path, Brat embraced everyone.  

Helped, and helped. The bright, hot atmosphere continued to grow in size and spread throughout the swordsmanship.  

When more than two months have passed.  

Brad recognized that he had grown up.  

'It's not bad.'  

People who don't know them well say they are arrogant.  

But it is not.  

As the eldest son of the Lloyds, he just knows where he is.  

Isn't there a need to deliberately beat oneself who is superior to most people?  

That's why I never thought of challenging Ilya Lindsay. Because she is a person above herself. Because it is decided like that.  

But now, the frame of the world he had set up was breaking down little by little.  

'Nothing has been decided. Even those who thought they were worse than me could surpass me.  

Even Judith and Irene Pare can become stronger than me.'  

So, you can surpass Ilya Lindsay yourself.  

Full of self-confidence, he looked as bright as the sun.  

sure.  

"Well."  

The light didn't shine everywhere.  

No matter how bright the sun is, there are shadows. And some people live in dark places with deep shadows.  

That's what Pareira, the current child, is.  

After Brat Lloyd's remarks, interest in laziness young master rather withered.  

Prospective trainees completely excluded him from the competition.  

Since he has overwhelming potential, no one doubts his success.  

However, it is also true that his skills are currently lacking.  

In the case of a real battle, none of the B-class or higher trainees will be able to defeat him.  

Even a few of the C-classes are likely to lose. This was the evaluation of Irene.  

In short, he is now recognized and not recognized.  

I know his future will be brilliant, but the ability he sees right now fades the light.  

Thanks to this, Irene Pareira was now treated like a remote island alone in the heated competition.  

But it was okay.  

Lao young master rather greeted the present atmosphere.  

Even if I didn't have the realization of the sword dance that everyone else got, even if I drastically reduced the time I swung my sword, I was comfortable now that I didn't pay any attention even if I invested in meditation that might seem meaningless to the time I saved.  

There has never been such a good environment to focus quietly.  

Likewise, in a calm atmosphere, Irene Pareira, who was lying on the bench, woke up.  

And he lifted up a wooden sword.  

I wasn't trying to practice moving the body.  

It just changed the way of meditation.  

After holding the posture for about 30 minutes, he opened his eyes and nodded.  

"This is also right."  

A voice with confidence.  

It was unusual.  

Lao young master was always not confident. I wasn't sure.  

For him, who is the first to have everything, it was certainly special to say 'right' with this steadfastness.  

It felt good that much.  

Irene thought quietly.  

'It wasn't a dream that I wanted to reproduce, it was a man in a dream.'  

If the old house you saw in your dreams, the small yard, the scattered weeds and the blowing wind were important, then lying down meditation is correct.  

But it wasn't like that. The only thing the boy wanted to resemble was a man, and he was a whole man's sword.  

If so, you need to take a closer look at the man you are. It is correct to meditate while holding a sword.  

However, not everything is completed by this alone.  

'I need something more.'  

The direction is right.  

But that alone is not enough. I thought I needed something more to get to the point I wanted.  

Of course, there is nothing to gain by thinking about it right now.  

When I knock on it impatiently, instead of opening the door, my own hand hurts.  

Iron, who had given up his obsession, raised his sword again.  

And it was a moment to indulge in meditation.  

"No way, is that also meditation?"  

The boy opened his eyes to a voice coming from behind him.  

Irene, who checked the other person's face, said in a calm voice.  
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    12. Before the Storm (3)  

"Judith?"  

"Why are you talking high? Is it weird that I'm here?"  

"No, it's not… … ."  

"I just said it. Knowing that my personality is dirty, I always react seriously. He's funny."  

Judith continued to grumble over what was so dissatisfied.  

Of course, I haven't been doing that all day.  

She came close, pointing to the bench and said.  

"Would you like to talk to me for a while when I'm free?"  

"Well… … ."  

It wasn't free.  

That didn't mean he was very busy.  

Besides, it was the first time that Judith talked with this atmosphere, so I didn't want to refuse it because of curiosity.  

Irene nodded and sat down on the bench. Judith also sat next to him.  

So, for about a minute, the girl who looked at the night sky without saying anything opened her mouth.  

"Are you well prepared?"  

"uh? Ready?"  

"Of course, this is the final evaluation. Now there are less than 15 days left. Can I tell you something else?"  

"Ah… … ."  

To be honest, I wasn't conscious of it.  

I know myself. How important is the final evaluation.  

Doesn't the outcome of the day determine whether the last year's efforts will shine or be in vain?  

But there was something much more bothered about the current Irene than that.  

"Just, I'm working hard."  

Of course, I wasn't stupid enough to say that right away.  

"I have no strength in the answer."  

"Hmm."  

"Well, you always do."  

"… … How about you? Are you confident?"  

This time, Irene asked, and Judith asked right away.  

"What yourself?"  

"Yourself to stick?"  

"It's obvious that it's sticking, but why do you ask. Other than that, I have to ask, Ilya, if you can beat that unlucky bitch."  

"… … Can you win?"  

I just skipped it and said it because it felt like acknowledging that if I said Ilia's name as it is, it was unlucky.  

I know others hate her, but it doesn't change that she is the first person to help her.  

But for Judith, Ilya was just a bad bitch.  

She replied with a growling voice.  

"Of course. How hard did I work. No, isn't it just working hard? Win anyway. Anyway, win."  

"okay."  

"what. Respond a little more."  

"how… … ."  

"Ha, done. You're a really boring guy, you are."  

"sorry."  

At the end of the boy's apology, there was silence between the two.  

Judith kicks the floor alternately with both feet silently. Irene is timidly playing with her feet.  

It was a red-haired girl who opened her mouth first.  

"I'm sorry too."  

The words from her mouth were surprisingly apologies.  

Irene, embarrassed, couldn't even answer. An apple for Judith's personality?  

No, what is she doing to apologize to her before that?  

The boy stared at the opponent blankly, and Judith talked with his head down.  

"You haven't been concerned for a while. At first, I did a dalian, and you taught me awkward movements."  

"uh? Alas… … ."  

"Because I almost didn't care after Kwanju's swordsmanship. I've come because I'm sorry for that."  

"No, there is no need to be sorry for that… … ."  

"I'm Goa."  

Remarks popping in.  

Airn shuts his mouth.  

He also lost his mother, but he had no way of knowing how to react to Judith's saying that he had no parents.  

She continued to talk about whether she was hoping for an answer either.  

"I didn't ask for pity, I just… … As a child tries to live like an evil, all he has to do is pickpocketing or stealing, and as he has just lived, all the people around me look the same, and whether it is an adult or a child, there is nothing to cover... … ."  

"… … ."  

"Anyway, so I didn't have to thank anyone or say thank you. So during the midterm evaluation, you couldn't say thank you when you came to rescue me. In fact, I still can't do anything openly because it's so ugly."  

"that's… … ."  

"So, instead of taking care of things, letting them know, and trying to repay me in a way that I could do, but when I woke up, it turned out like this. so… … I'm saying I'm sorry."  

Whoo, Judith, who said so far, exhaled.  

Perhaps she felt a little relieved, and her expression seemed more comfortable than when she first came here.  

Irene still couldn't remember what to say, so he looked at the other person's face blankly. Thanks to this, as soon as Judith turned his head, each other's eyes met.  

Again, the girl's mouth opened.  

"stick."  

"Huh?"  

"Attach it unconditionally, final evaluation. Attached, take off the spare ticket, enter the Chrono Swordsmanship officially, and become a trainee... … ."  

"… … ."  

"I'll help you properly and harder so that you don't leave this unpleasant feeling, so stick with it unconditionally. Understand?"  

Irene nodded without knowing.  

Looks stupid. Judith, with a bloody smile, got up from her seat and brushed her ass.  

Then he patted the boy's back.  

"Then, my sister goes. To work hard."  

Judith disappears without looking back at the end.  

The red short hair flutters and moves away. Irene looked at the back for a long time, then slightly lowered her gaze and thought about it.  

Again, no matter how much I thought about it, there was nothing for Judith to be sorry for.  

It was myself that I had to be sorry.  

"I haven't paid attention to anyone in the past two months… … ."  

He said he was neglected, but Judith still came to him once a week and took care of everything.  

It's not just her.  

Brat Lloyd gave a lot of advice while he was busy, and Ilya Lindsay took care of herself again after handing over the gift.  

Although they may have been together less frequently than before, their spending of their hearts has never decreased.  

'On the other hand, I was distant not only of my actions but also of my heart.'  

I did. He was focusing only on dreams.  

He was buried only in the man's sword and couldn't care about his surroundings.  

It wasn't that it was bad.  

Still, the boy would do his best to get close to the mysterious man... … Apart from that, it was unavoidable to feel sorry for Judith.  

'It's ridiculous, you're a god.'  

Rather, it is you who have to repay your debts.  

I've gotten a lot from Ilya, from Bratt, and from Judith.  

On the other hand, nothing he gave. I don't even have time to give it anymore. It's the final evaluation in two weeks right now. Irene felt belated regret.  

'No, it's not too late.'  

Yes. It's not too late.  

If you don't know if you fall in the final evaluation, if you stick, the story changes.  

As Judith said, if everyone is officially admitted to the swordsmanship, the relationship can last longer.  

You can spend the future to pay off the neglected past.  

I finally felt relieved. Irene smiled.  

'that's interesting.'  

The boy with his eyes closed looked back on the past.  

I've been trapped in my room all my life. There was a time when joy, anger, sadness, and joy were all covered with depression and lethargy and were not revealed.  

But life in the swordsman completely changed the boy.  

I was surprised at myself every moment.  

When you rescue Judith from drowning, when you hand a gift to Ilia Lindsay who is offended, when you stand up in front of Brat Lloyd, who has asked for a duel... … Each time, I felt strange and strange that I could do this, and I could feel this feeling.  

The past year has been a time to get to know yourself one by one you don't even know.  

Get to know me  

Get to know my heart.  

It was unfamiliar, but it wasn't bad.  

Lao young master spent a long time looking into his mind, not his body, not his movements.  

But it's also for a while.  

As the thought passed by his head, he jumped up from his seat.  

Tub  

Grab a wooden sword placed across the bench. Walk to the center of the training center where you were. Take a pose and breathe quietly.  

And what I was missing, even belatedly pursues.  

'… … It was a problem to imitate only the appearance.'  

Yes.  

It wasn't just the appearance that mattered. That much, or even more, was important in it.  

At the sudden enlightenment, the boy closed his eyes and started meditation.  

The cold breeze of the evening ran through my ears, but the boy just kept his posture without making a fine move.  

* * *  

"I went."  

"okay."  

"Aren't you asking? Are you doing well?"  

"You must be doing well. As I said last time, he's stuck unconditionally. Even if you don't care."  

"It's really unlucky to say. Isn't all the nobles always cheap like this?"  

"The firstborn of the Lloyd's family is educated on etiquette and culture from an early age."  

"But why is this shape?"  

"If everyone who sees it doesn't seem to be cheap, those people will not be the problem, but you will be. I think I need correction."  

"I'm going to tell you that I'm not educated right now?"  

"Okay, let's get started."  

Brat Lloyd raised his hand and raised his sword.  

Then the atmosphere changed.  

A very dense sphere of water. It feels like it is tightly enclosing the boy's whole body.  

I can't see a gap. I can even feel the frustration.  

Judith laughed at that appearance.  

"It's fun anytime I see you."  

Brad Lloyd and Judith decided to join forces in preparation for the final evaluation.  

It was because we thought that it would help each other to improve each other's skills, and that they were also suitable partners to show their potential.  

In fact, the instructors' evaluation of them was increasing day by day.  

But Judith knew.  

The present self is in a state of lack of being called Brat's rival.  

'Illya may be able to win, but this guy... … .'  

I knew it better because I had been putting it together for a long time.  

The guy now was a monster.  

Although he aims to create a gap that is not there, he couldn't imagine distorting his expression and breaking his breath.  

For now.  

'After becoming a full-time trainee, I win.'  

Ilya Lindsaydo.  

Brad Lloyd, you too.  

The burning frustration sublimated into a spirit of struggle, and Judith followed up with his sword.  

Eventually, a battle reminiscent of a real battle unfolded.  

It wasn't just two.  

As the final evaluation was not left, a keen energy lingered in the eyes of each of the prospective trainees gathered at the Daeyeon Armed Forces.  

Wow!  

Wow-!  

"Hoo-ooh, wow!"  

"haha!"  

The atmosphere is so sharp that it is incomparable to the day before the midterm evaluation. Each person's enlightenment is elaborately refined in it.  

In the eyes of government officials and instructors watching this from a distance, there was a feeling of anticipation that could not be hidden.  

* * *  

2 weeks later.  

The final evaluation began with the official admission of the Chrono Swordsman.  
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    13. Final evaluation (1)  

The place where the final evaluation took place was the vacant large combat armament, which was much shorter than during the mid-term evaluation.  

The evaluation method was also simple.  

Prospective trainees can show the swordsmanship they want in the way they want in front of the swordsman and four instructors.  

However, their achievements over the past year were never shallow.  

"The lower-ranking trainees are more than expected."  

"There are a lot of guys who have grown explosively. This final ranking will be completely messed up."  

There is something the instructors said at the beginning of the immigration period.  

The ranking of the initial fitness test doesn't matter. Anyway, after a year, the ranks of all the jumbles will be waiting for you.  

But I thought that was also somewhat, but the situation was really unexpected.  

Of course, it was a positive situation.  

There were many people who performed more than expected, and none of the trainees were worse than expected.  

The instructors were happy to see the children showing their potential in various ways.  

So, as time passed, about two-thirds of the preliminary trainees finished the exam.  

And Judith, a trainee who everyone pays attention to, stood in front of the instructors.  

Said the girl.  

"Can I take the evaluation with other prospective trainees?"  

"Well? What is the reason?"  

"I think showing them together is the best way for me. Of course for that trainee as well. He agreed."  

"There is nothing that can't be done. Yes, who is that trainee?"  

"This is Brad Lloyd."  

There was a bit of a fuss between the children.  

Although I thought that I was stuck quite often during training, despite my hardships, I'm sure I'll try to get evaluated together. The trainees' eyes became more powerful.  

The same was true of the instructors.  

Judith is also a great trainee, but everyone knows how fast the recent Brat Lloyd is growing.  

Are those two taking the test together?  

"I'm looking forward to it. Brat Lloyd's Prospective Trainee!"  

"Yeah!"  

"Come forward."  

"Yeah!"  

Brat Lloyd, who was called, walked out.  

A slightly reminded face. However, it did not seem to be in a state that could affect his condition.  

Rather, it was a feeling of deliberately maintaining moderate excitement and tension. There was a smile on the face of the Kwan-ju.  

To him, Brat said in a confident voice.  

"From now on, I'm going to fight each other to show what they are most confident about."  

"Hmm. It's Dalian."  

"Can I start right away?"  

"good. Please, open your own possibilities to your heart's content."  

Permission was denied, and the atmosphere was crushed. After exchanging eyes, the two nodded once and then stood together in a posture.  

The blowing wind, the sun shining down, and the scent of grass. I didn't feel anything.  

The trainees gathered at the Great Yeongyangjang watched the Dalian unfolded by the two geniuses without even swallowing saliva.  

After a while.  

The evaluation began with Judith's attack.  

"Hey!"  

The red-haired girl's movements were considerably larger compared to general swordsmanship. Vertical cuts falling from above the head.  

An experienced prosecutor would be able to avoid the trajectory slightly and aim for a gap after a large motion.  

But I couldn't.  

Most of the trainees who witnessed Judith's sword stiffened without their knowledge.  

The same was true of Brad.  

He was bound by the fierce pressure of his opponent, and he had no choice but to lift his sword to defend.  

Kwa-Aang!  

It wasn't the sound of the sword and the sword colliding.  

Judith's sword bounced upward with a deafening sound. But there was no time to breathe.  

A tremendous power surged from the body of this evil-moon girl.  

Vicious momentum was added to the strength transmitted through the core, the shoulders, and the arms. Flowed with the sword.  

The completed ruthless attack again flew towards Brat.  

Guo-Aang!  

Flew in.  

Ahhh!  

Flew in.  

Kwa-Aang! Qawahang!  

It flew in, flew in, flew in again.  

The prospective trainees who watched Dalian felt a sense of pressure that seemed to be choking. Stretching cold sweat flowed down from my back.  

Overwhelming violence!  

That was the reality of the sword Judith was showing.  

It vomits a ruthless attack like fire. What if it gets blocked? Does not matter. Immediately pouring out even more terrible separation.  

Blocking, blocking, blocking is useless. The attack continues until the opponent is completely broken.  

Of course, a lot of gaps are exposed in the process, but that doesn't matter either.  

Judith's momentum and opponents exposed to attack will reveal even greater gaps!  

"Keaab!"  

Kwa-a-a-ang!  

Judith's spirit resonated throughout the training hall.  

Holds the bounced sword and stands it. No, it swings over it again.  

A tremendous core and stamina made it possible.  

The red-haired girl wielded an iron sword in the hope of killing her opponent.  

But I couldn't. Right now, it couldn't be pierced or broken.  

This is because it was Brad Lloyd, not anyone who was attacked.  

Wow!  

A heavy attack.  

You can never get it head-on. It doesn't end at the level where the arm breaks after naively stopping the attack with the acceleration of the centrifugal force added.  

Brat gathered quietly and opened his eyes sharply.  

Calm and calculated the perfect timing, he drew a large circle with his sword.  

Kwaang!  

Still a loud crash.  

But it was definitely smaller than before. This is because the opponent's power was shed through the sword path of the ideal angle.  

Of course this wasn't the end. Judith's black flames explode and smashed over and over again.  

It flew in regardless of the top, bottom, left or right.  

However, there was no end to the circle that Brat was drawing.  

Kwaang!  

Kwaang!  

That's it!  

Kwaang!  

Wow!  

A dull sound continued as if tapping on a sphere made of water.  

Then it gradually increased in frequency, and after a while only such a sound resonated in most of the settlements.  

Now everyone knows. Judith's sword was being destroyed little by little.  

Hazy  

Judith sharpened his teeth.  

It was also difficult. I always wanted to get him down this time, but I think I have to pass that opportunity to the next.  

After thinking, she prepared for the final blow.  

Wow!  

The sword bounced from the bottom rotates greatly upwards.  

Whoo-woong!  

It's not perfectly vertical. The most powerful thing a person can do is cut diagonally at an angle of 45 degrees.  

Judith's sword fell violently towards Bratt's right shoulder.  

Centrifugal force, gravity, and in addition to Judith's life force, the ultimate swordsmanship was collected without waste!  

Surprisingly, Brat Lloyd's kendo mirror that coped with it seemed to be completely reversed.  

An attack as violent as Judith, like a flame, flew like a tsunami.  

For the first time after the battle, the two swords were confronted in front.  

Kagang!  

Blah blah!  

"… … Whoo."  

"haha."  

Bratt's sword was smashed without being able to handle the shock. And Judith's sword.  

Dalian was over.  

The children couldn't say anything as they watched the two vomiting rough breathing while holding a broken sword. Even the instructors loved talking.  

Only Ian Kwan-ju clapped his hands with a joyful expression.  

"excellent! You can both go back to your seat!"  

"… … Thank you."  

"Thank you."  

Blue hair, red hair go down the nose. And he goes back to his place.  

One was a satisfied face, and the other was not.  

The instructors understood.  

Ahmed thought to himself.  

'Both were great, but Brat is also above.'  

Judith, who showed his sword without any hesitation, was amazing.  

However, Brat Lloyd, who was able to unfold his best with him, while coordinating the opponent to show his best was even more amazing.  

'Maybe, really... … .'  

No, it is still too early to conclude.  

Ahmed shakes his head and shakes his thoughts.  

There is no need to think ahead. Wait, and when it comes to turn, it is not too late to compare at that time.  

He calmed down the excitement and focused on the evaluation again.  

The next trainee came forward.  

"Hmm… … ."  

However, the trainee's sword was not very good.  

No, it was actually wonderful. At least it wasn't ugly compared to the previous trainees.  

It was because of Brat. It was because of Judith. It was because they both raised their eyes too high.  

And these thoughts weren't just for myself.  

'Damn it. I had to do it before those guys.'  

'How do you get evaluated in this atmosphere... … .'  

The final evaluation is conducted in reverse order of the middle evaluation ranking.  

It means that after the lowest in the 2nd test and the highest in the 2nd test, they are evaluated in order from the lowest in the 1st test to the highest in the 1st test.  

But unexpectedly, Judith and Brat showed their swords early, and the tension of the test was greatly reduced.  

The children in the back order could not hide their irritation even though they did their best to perform swordsmanship.  

Of course, such as for a while.  

At the moment when Ilya Lindsay, a genius from the continent shining at the top of all tests, including the first test, was called, the trainees were forced to remain silent again.  

"Yes, Ilia Lindsay trainee. What are you going to show me?"  

The cross-reference asks.  

The children quietly closed their mouths and opened their ears.  

Everyone remembered Ilya's words. It's enough not to open the family's sword.  

To her arrogant words, Brad replied: If you don't show the family sword, you won't be able to protect the chief.  

What choice will she make?  

After a while, the answer came out.  

"I will open the family's sword."  

"Is it the sky sword that cut the neck of the dragon king? good."  

Everyone's eyes turned to Brat.  

Amazement, cheers, jealousy, envy. Various emotions were mixed in various eyes.  

Seeing this, Brad exhaled lightly to hide his trembling heart.  

"Woo."  

Then he turned and looked at Ilya Lindsay.  

I thought it was something I couldn't reach.  

Far from surpassing, I thought he was a genius who couldn't follow.  

But not now.  

Not only does it bring out the sky sword, but there is also a good chance of surpassing it.  

He said he had that possibility. Brad truly believed so.  

Her gaze on the silver-haired girl's face burned hot.  

Ilya didn't care.  

The eyes of Brad Lloyd, the eyes of Judith, and the eyes of other prospective trainees.  

Said the girl who picked up the sword with a calm face.  

"let's begin."  

After a while.  

The storm unfolded.  

* * *  

Brad Lloyd stood still.  

The eyes had no focus, and the fists had no strength. The same was true for the legs.  

It was hard just to keep my soul. A powerless breath flowed out of his mouth.  

The start wasn't great. Ilya's sword, at first, was just a butterfly.  

However, when the flapping of the wings of that slender butterfly called the wind, and the wind that was called received strength, it began to increase its strength and eat its surroundings.  

So, when it suddenly became a storm dominating the sky.  

Only then could Brat feel it.  

How thick and high the wall exists between her and herself.  

Clearly, I could feel it.  

'Calm down.'  

Again, I squeezed my fist. It gave strength to the legs. He kept his collapsed posture upright and managed his facial expressions.  

Yes, I lost myself.  

But it wasn't completely lost.  

The final evaluation will return to his victory, but in the end he succeeded in pulling out Lindsay's sky sword.  

It was enough to take one step closer to him. It was a big enough step.  

'let's try again.'  

I have grasped my willingness to break.  

You can still do it. As such, the boy in Cheong-haired turned around with his eyes wide open and prepared to face Ilya's eyes.  

However, the silver-haired girl's gaze turned away from her sword and turned away from him.  

"Finally… … Irene Pareira trainee."  

"Oh right, it's not over yet."  

"Yeah. I thought it was over. That guy was out of the rankings because it was a special award."  

"But it feels over already."  

Words were heard here and there at the name of the Kwan-ju.  

It was worth it. Isn't it the Iron Paraeira who has been quietly without anything special for the past three months?  

The children didn't feel much anticipation for him.  

It will have to stick. Because he has great potential.  

However, I didn't think the swordsmanship he would show would surpass Judith's, Brat's, and Ilya, a continental genius.  

There was no way they could get rid of the lingering lingering they left behind.  

Thanks to this, despite the last turn, the atmosphere was calm and unpretentious.  

But.  

"Yes."  

The moment young master, lazy holding a sword and maintaining a meditation posture, opened his eyes, the atmosphere changed.  

"… … ."  

"… … !"  

No one could speak.  

No one could turn his head.  

The moment they saw the iron rising from the buried dream, everyone had no choice but to fix their gaze as if they were attracted by a magnet.  

Awful  

Brad Lloyd's expression collapsed. Blood flowed out of my tightly held hands.  

He was the only one to alternate between faces of Ilya Lindsay and Irene Fareira. Neither was looking at themselves.  

In time, Lazy young master, who completely returned to reality, took a step forward.  

It looked like a giant made of steel.  
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    13. Final evaluation (2)  

It is a Chrono Swordsman who gathered all the talented people in the world, but among them, Irene Fareira was a unique character.  

Whether it was great or not, the image he showed was strongly engraved in the minds of prospective trainees.  

Of course, there were cases where we couldn't properly recognize even though we had done something great.  

For example, immediately after an interim evaluation, when the first time it is allowed to hold the sword.  

At the time, Irene Pareira showed a mysterious swordsmanship that would sparkle the eyes of the instructors, but not many of the trainees grasped it.  

At best, about five or six, including Ilya Lindsay, Brat Lloyd, and Judith.  

However, the atmosphere that young master is now lazy is more intense than that.  

I can't even notice it.  

Go-oh-oh-oh  

It doesn't sound.  

But I seem to hear something. It feels like something huge is stretching and standing up.  

In the past, the situation was different from when Irene first lifted the sword.  

None of the prospective trainees gathered here couldn't feel it.  

It was natural. All of them have been working hard over the past 8 months.  

Because I have developed my skills that I can not lack even if I put it anywhere in the world.  

Of course, among them, the biggest surprise among them was Brad Lloyd, who applied for a duel once after the midterm evaluation.  

'I can't admit it!'  

However, the boy with blue hair and noble blood flowing, could not admit the child, Parareira.  

I didn't want to admit it.  

The heavy atmosphere formed around him.  

Ilya Lindsay is also looking at him with hot eyes.  

'This can be... … I can't do this!'  

I thought I admit Irene more than anyone else.  

That's why I said it neatly. He'll stick. There are no prospective trainees who have shown a steeper growth than that.  

One of the seats of formal trainees is that of Lazy young master.  

But I didn't know it would be like this.  

Not only the potential.  

Not the future child, Pareira.  

The idea that even the current child, Pareira, and even that, would have surpassed himself, was very miserable for the boy.  

'So I can't. No, it can't be. There won't be much.'  

Brad Lloyd, who swallowed a gulp, calmed himself.  

right. You won't see much.  

The atmosphere is huge, but it will be difficult to show something great enough to surpass your own shout.  

Ilya Lindsay's gaze will also be just a normal gaze looking at the last turn.  

It is you who pulled out the sky sword.  

"… … I have to."  

Brad Lloyd mumbles in a low voice.  

Without worrying about him, Irene Fareira proceeded to the stage.  

Jumble  

Normal footsteps, normal gait.  

But something was different. To be precise, people themselves looked different.  

The current Irene Fareira was not the Irene Fareira. Everyone, including the instructor, instinctively felt it.  

Of course, the same was the case with the parties.  

How much effort have you put in to recreate the man's sword?  

"Woo."  

Inhale and exhale.  

It was a man's breath.  

It tenses and relaxes the muscles of the whole body.  

It was in-house preparation.  

The same was true of the movements made since then.  

The gait, the motion of lifting the sword, and the part where you spread your feet and pose properly. There was nothing that didn't resemble that of the man.  

However, this alone was not enough.  

I was able to do it even before 15 days.  

And now, as time passed, Lazy young master was able to reach the truly important part that was missing.  

'mind.'  

will.  

The steel-like will that allowed the man to move forward, constantly swinging his sword, sweating beads in pain and patience.  

It was overlaid.  

The willingness to cut down the enemy in front of him fell on the boy's body.  

'I can't fully know.'  

It was a pity. I was tenaciously digging between dreams and reality, but I still don't know.  

What was the object he was trying to cut?  

But at least for now, that was enough.  

Wow-  

The strong concentration gathered in one place flowed through the sword.  

Whoo woong!  

And it was struck. Along with the release of power, the will of steel also fired forward.  

The power to cut everything in front.  

It unfolded in reality, not in a dream.  

* * *  

Instructor Karaka frowned a little.  

That's great momentum. It is a feeling of heavy pressure that can not be seen at 16 years younger.  

But the only thing that is great is the atmosphere.  

His posture standing with his sword was full of cracks.  

'No matter how much it is a place to evaluate the possibility, the practicality is too low... … .'  

He was in the midst of continuing the evaluation with a cold reason different from his usual soft personality.  

Whoo woong!  

Without any warning, the iron sword of the trainee of Airin Pareira fell.  

Of course, there was nothing to be affected. The distance between the trainee and himself is 5 meters.  

Unless it was throwing a sword, there was no way he could be exposed to attack.  

However, Karaka avoided.  

I had to avoid it.  

Without a sword, I unwittingly thought that it was quite dangerous to stop something flying in front of me.  

Guagua Gua Guang Guang Guang!  

"… … ."  

Instructor Karaka, who got out of her seat, looked at the place where she was.  

He said nothing. I just swallowed dry saliva.  

It wasn't just that.  

Other instructors, teaching assistants, and around 100 prospective trainees around them.  

No one could speak out.  

Instead, he was looking only at the floor of the train station with unbelievable eyes.  

Huiing-  

The wind blows. Unexpectedly generated dirt and dust are removed, and the scene created by Irene Parreira is clearly visible.  

A huge scar far beyond the length of a great sword.  

Seeing the incredible trail across the floor, the children came up with a lot of thoughts.  

'how… … .'  

'Is it possible?'  

'It's a sword that doesn't stand up... … No, what did you cut in the first place?'  

Something I can't understand.  

But it certainly happened.  

Prospective trainees fell into confusion. Even the assistants couldn't calm them down.  

Even as them, most of them mercenaries who have gone through all of the maternity battles, it took time to understand what a 16-year-old boy showed.  

At that time, Ian swordsmanship, who was keeping silence, came out.  

"It's quiet for a moment. The final evaluation is not over yet."  

It was a cross-reference that usually used honorifics against a large number of unspecified people, but now it was not.  

He frowned for a moment, looking alternately at Airne, his sword, and the enormous trace he had made.  

"This makes evaluation difficult at the last minute. I have something to talk to the instructors for a while, so everyone wait a little longer."  

Who would I say to reject it?  

The teaching assistants and prospective trainees stayed quietly according to the words of the Kwan-ju.  

Of course, the only thing that was modest was the appearance. All kinds of thoughts were flowing in my head.  

How the hell is that possible?  

I thought I would pass, but how much would it be?  

So what will be the first place? Is this an iron parlay? Or is it Ilya Lindsay?  

Maybe, maybe Irene Fareira could take the lead... … ?  

A question that arises naturally that anyone can only ask.  

So, who is the winner of the final evaluation?  

Not everyone could easily judge.  

It is true that Irene Fareira showed a great, incredible disastrous.  

However, Ilia Lindsay's sword was no less than that. To be honest, it was much more amazing when it comes to practicality alone.  

Just thinking of herself standing in front of her made me goose bumps.  

In the storm that dominated the sky, the prospective trainees were not confident in their own bodies.  

'But Airn's sword is no less than her. If you look at the preparedness and gaps, practicality is insufficient... … still… … .'  

In short, the direction was very different.  

It was a very difficult situation to evaluate with absolute standards.  

Is it so?  

This was the conclusion that the swordsman and the instructors concluded at the end of the meeting.  

"Ilia Lindsay trainee."  

"Yeah."  

"And Irene Pareira trainee."  

"Yes."  

"I'm sorry, I kept you waiting. In fact, I never thought this would happen. It's an abstract test, but I still thought that I and the instructors had objective standards. But I can't. It's too difficult to evaluate."  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

"So I mean, do it one more time. Each one shows their confidence one more time."  

Preliminary trainees swaying.  

But the fuss was brief. With their mouth shut, they soon drew attention to Ilya Lindsay and Irene Fareira, two boys and a girl.  

It was Lindsay's second genius who moved first.  

"I will do it first."  

"Good. Can I look forward to this again?"  

"of course."  

The silver-haired girl cleared her breath.  

A face that was a bit more tense than when the sky sword was first opened.  

A drop of sweat stalk flowed from my forehead and fell. Shortly thereafter, Ilya's sword began.  

A swordsmanship based solely on the heart gained from the Chrono Swordsmanship, completely different from that of the family. Brad Lloyd's eyes widened again.  

Judith, in anger, could never take his gaze off her sword.  

In time, Irene Fareira's turn came.  

The drench opened his mouth.  

"I always feel it, but you surprise me every time you see it."  

"… … ."  

"Can you surprise me this time again?"  

"I will do my best."  

Ian nodded. The instructors looked at Airn with serious expressions, and the prospective trainees also attracted attention.  

Brat, too, kept raising his head in the midst of distress.  

After a while, Airn Pareira's second swordsmanship was also finished.  

Gwanju nodded again, looked into the eyes of the instructors, and declared solemnly.  

"I hate to wait, so I'll tell you the results of the final evaluation right away. Oh, it's not just the current number of ranks that decides the official admission. Of course, more than 90 percent are decided here, but there are also final interviews left... … Anyway, call them in reverse order."  

One by one, names were called out of the playful old man's mouth.  

The low-ranked trainees were frustrated, and the high-ranked trainees were delighted.  

The children of the vague ranks had to worry about interviews with their brains getting complicated.  

And… … .  

"4th place, Judith. Third place, Brad Lloyd. Deputy... … Iron Fareira. Chief Ilya Lindsay. Everyone struggled with the evaluation. I'll tell you about the interview later, so it's okay to go back and take a break."  

There was no surprise. As expected, the chief became Ilya Lindsay's charge.  

But it wasn't she who left the strongest impression in everyone's minds.  

"… … ."  

Looking back to see young master laziness returning to the lodge, each prospective trainee had a different idea.  

So, the most important event of the year of the swordsman ended.  
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    14. Four Geniuses (1)  

Final evaluation is over.  

That meant that the schedule at the Chrono Swordsman Branch was all over.  

A final interview with Swordsman Ian remains, but it is not so important.  

Everything is decided at the final evaluation.  

In this situation, the only job the prospective trainees will do is to sit blankly, roll around in the room, or wield a sword like inertia while being enchanted.  

However, the instructors did not leave them alone.  

"What is Gaa, a prospective trainee?"  

"Yes Yes?"  

"Oh, don't be nervous. I wasn't calling it because of the final interview. I just have something to say."  

"Ah… … ."  

"The swordsmanship that I showed in the final evaluation was impressive. It was a series of quick movements. It was a swordsmanship that was so fast that most guys couldn't wake up."  

"Go, thank you."  

"But I'd also like to tell you how to clutter your opponent's eyes a little more efficiently. It is a method of mixing Heocho with the real seed and mixing the hwan with the pleasure… … ."  

Ahmed and Karaka, Brandon Phillips. They were true educators until the very end.  

The three did not simply line up through the final evaluation.  

For a few days without sleeping, I pondered and thought about the appropriate teachings, and I gave them to each child.  

They were preliminary trainees who were suddenly called, but when they turned around after being taught, they all had overwhelming emotions in their hearts.  

But it's also for a while.  

Most of the prospective trainees realized.  

That this is the last teaching given by the Chrono Swordsman.  

Now, it is time to leave the swordsman and return to reality.  

'Damn it… … .'  

'It's really over now.'  

Of course, the interview with Kwan-ju has not even started yet.  

But, as mentioned earlier, children already know some of the consequences.  

On average, 20 people were selected as official trainees for the last jockey and the previous jockey.  

In other words, most children who couldn't reach him had no choice but to embrace the feeling of resignation.  

"Sigh. still… … It wasn't bad."  

"I haven't got anything. No, there were a lot."  

"too bad. I still have no regrets. I did my best."  

The prospective trainees who received the last gift from the instructors slowly began to organize their minds. Then I looked around the chrono swordsman.  

The running course where I ran, the sandy road that made people lost, the fitness room full of all kinds of equipment, and the rest room where I liked to meditate.  

I put it all in my heart. In order not to forget even when I go back to my home.  

Where such children last stop.  

Greater armament.  

Looking at the huge scar inscribed in the center, most of them smiled.  

'The only thing that can enter the continent's best swordsmanship will be those of a different class enough to perform such swordsmanship.'  

Sloth Young master.  

Iron Fareira.  

Reminiscent of the blond boy's name, the prospective trainees were forced to shook their heads.  

At first, I wondered if there was such a guy.  

Physical strength and strength that cannot be reached by ordinary people.  

It was only a month ago that he held the sword in his hand, and before that, he was rumored to be the lazyest in the southern part of the Hale Kingdom.  

That's why everyone treated him with ridicule and contempt.  

But it wasn't. His essence was completely different.  

'The guy who is said to have worked harder than that guy... … Could it be?'  

'Wouldn't there be no if we search the whole world, not just among us?'  

Irene could not be expressed in terms of'poisonous'.  

There was nothing that could hold the ridiculous guy.  

No regrets about the past,  

Even the current terrible pain.  

Even doubts and worries about the future, and the anxiety and frustration that resulted from him, could not stop him.  

The obstacle that caused many people to sit down was not as much as in front of Iron Pareira.  

Therefore, when prospective trainees think about laziness Young master, they have no choice but to think of the word effort rather than talent.  

'Of course, it is true that he is a genius.'  

This was also true.  

No matter how great Irene's efforts are, there is no test that can be completed with only effort.  

The sword attack he showed at the end proves this.  

You can't show such a ridiculous sword unless you're a genius.  

'Then what happens?  

'It is natural to be a genius. But it's a tremendous effort that I don't feel like that... … .'  

'then… … .'  

The genius of hard work.  

It was a word that didn't go well with the abbreviation of laziness Young master, which the children who were looking at the sword marks on the martial arts center came to mind at the same time.  

However, as prospective trainees who had seen him for a year, they had no choice but to agree.  

They thought last, one by one, recalling three geniuses who had made names on the continent in the last 20 years.  

'The fourth genius of the continent... … .'  

* * *  

A sword mark left by Airn Parreira on the battlefield.  

Those who watched it weren't the only ones leaving the swordsman.  

Rather, those who are sure to become official trainees have watched the traces for a longer period of time.  

Judith was the worst.  

She watched it with eyes burning for hours already, without saying a word.  

I didn't care who came next.  

Even if other prospective trainees come, even if the hired assistants stand next to them and burst into admiration, Instructor Ahmed goes with a serious expression.  

Even when you are standing next to you, who took the lead in the final evaluation.  

'… … Is it correct that I took the lead?'  

Ilya Lindsay, who was worried for a moment, nodded. right. I am well deserved of number one.  

Isn't it the decision of Ian Kwan-ju, the best prosecutor on the continent, not anyone? Do not express doubts about it.  

However.  

'It is undeniable that Irene Parreira and Irene Parreira's sword have been chasing all the way to the bottom of my chin.'  

It's unwelcome.  

Although I was able to safely hold the position of the chief, it was not a result that I liked.  

I don't know if this is the final goal, because she had a bigger goal.  

It's just the first step to get a senior in the final evaluation.  

So, from the beginning of the journey, now that we have allowed the pursuit of others... … It is by no means a pleasing situation.  

By the way.  

'Isn't feeling bad, what's the reason?'  

Still unable to take his gaze off the sword, Ilya recalled the day of the final evaluation.  

The faint presence that seemed to be in reality and fantasy until just before the test was revealed in a strong sense the moment he was called.  

The prestige was heavy as if a giant with iron armor had risen. At that moment, Irene became a completely different being.  

The boy did not stop. No, I couldn't stop.  

Whether it's a hot flame, a huge tsunami, or even a storm dominating the sky.  

He moved forward without worrying, grabbing the sword. Swung it.  

Ilia Lindsay, who had thought so far, nodded.  

'It's not that I was lacking, but Irene was excellent.'  

I did. He did his best, and showed that he was not lacking.  

Probably, even if you spread the sky sword the same way now, you will not be able to show a better appearance than then.  

Nevertheless, it wasn't because he was ugly that the game was breathtaking.  

It was because the opponent's skills were excellent. I honestly admitted and accepted it.  

"Sigh."  

You don't even have to cut yourself down.  

I don't even intend to beat others.  

When I concluded that way, my heart was refreshed after a long time. It feels like something that has been blocking you is breaking away.  

Ilya turned to the new model with a faint smile after a long absence. I wanted to hold onto anyone and talk about my feelings.  

No, is anyone that way?  

If so, then... … .  

That was the time to think about it.  

A blue-haired boy standing a little farther away from himself.  

Laughter disappeared from Ilya's face when she found Brat Lloyd.  

"… … ."  

He had been looking at the swordsmanship of the great military commander for a long time before he came.  

He was probably here before Judith. I could just know. She showed a sad expression.  

'… … Brad and Judith weren't too easy.'  

It was true.  

Honestly, it was unexpected.  

I didn't ignore it, but I thought there was a considerable gap between them and myself.  

And I also thought that three months would be very short to close the gap. No, I was sure it would happen more and more.  

But it wasn't.  

The reason Ilya took out the family's sword wasn't just because of Iron Fareira.  

'What I'm telling you now… … It won't help.'  

Ilya, who hesitated for a moment, caught her gaze from Brat.  

It wasn't that he couldn't guess what he was feeling, but it was something he couldn't solve.  

Leaving the two behind, Ilya Lindsay escapes from the general armament. And he moved quickly to find the person he wanted to meet.  

It wasn't that difficult.  

It was obvious what he was doing now, so it was obvious to specify the place.  

Not surprisingly, the boy was in meditation in the corner of the Soo-yeon armament.  

A peculiar appearance of quietly closing his eyes while holding a large sword.  

Ilya, who shed bloody laughter, called the other person's name.  

"Iron Pareira."  

"… … ."  

Sure, the boy's eyes opened.  

Then, like a person who appeared through the veil, I immediately felt a huge presence.  

That state did not last.  

As time passed, the atmosphere changed, and after a few seconds, a familiar feeling that Ilya knew well came into contact.  

It was a real child, Pareira.  

'Interesting.'  

Airn at the time of the final evaluation was similar as it is now. It's a while, but I feel like I've become someone else at all.  

Of course, that wasn't what matters now. The girl is here to talk to the boy.  

Ilya said.  

"Can I take a little time?"  

"OK."  

Iron nodded.  

To be honest, I wanted to touch the sword of the man in my dream a little more, but I wasn't in a hurry enough to reject Ilya's request.  

The two naturally headed for the bench and sat a little apart.  

After a few seconds of silence, Ilya opened her mouth.  

"I will not remain at the Chrono Swordsmanship."  

"what?"  

"I am leaving. In the first place, I had no intention of becoming a formal trainee. Winning the chief in the mid-term and final evaluation... … I was thinking of going back to the family right away."  

Irene was embarrassed.  

Of course, for Ilya Lindsay, the Chrono Swordsman may not be desperate. Lindsay's sword is also one of the best in the continent.  

However, I wonder if I hadn't come in the first place, and the words of returning to the family after having been admitted to the hospital for a year and then returned to the family were inevitably questioned.  

"What the hell, why?"  

So I had to ask.  

Surprised eyes, a surprised voice.  

Ilya had a good reaction from the boy.  

If I had asked in a calm manner as usual, I would have been quite disappointed. As much as I am conscious of the other person, I wanted the other person to be conscious of myself.  

With that in mind, the girl opened her mouth again.  

"Irene."  

"Huh?"  

"Do you know who the best genius on the continent is?"  

A topic that doesn't seem to have anything to do with the question.  

But Irene didn't pick up. Ilya's face was too serious for that. She turned her head and looked up at the sky.  

After a while, the story of a monster that everyone on the continent puts on their first finger came out.  
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    14. Four Geniuses (2)  

There are countless talented people on the continent. Children who stand out at a much younger age than others.  

People look at them and use the expressions as gifted, brilliant, and genius.  

Of course, not all geniuses are the same.  

In rural villages, Ido, who was praised for being a genius born of the sky, can be treated as normal if you come up to the city.  

Even those who have one of the first talents in the city often lose their self-confidence as they become one of those children when they rise to the kingdom level and the continent level.  

But about 20 years ago.  

A real genius, different from those common geniuses, was born into the Lindsay family.  

"Carl Lindsay. It's my brother."  

Ilya, who introduced her brother, stopped talking.  

It wasn't a long time. However, Irene vaguely grasped that there had been a considerable conflict in the girl's heart in that moment.  

The story continued.  

"I do not know well. The age difference with my brother is quite big. 9 years old... … Still, by the time I ran, it was said that there were no people on the continent that I didn't know."  

As Ilya Lindsay said.  

Her brother, Carl Lindsay, was recognized by countless celebrities and quickly became known as the continent's greatest genius.  

It was natural. The clichéd expression of knowing heat when learning one was for him.  

The expression of a body formed by God was also for him. The fact that a 10-year-old kid won a battle with a knight was no particular boast.  

Because he has done countless times much greater than that.  

That's how Carl Lindsay grew up with countless expectations.  

When he was 16 years old.  

A prosecutor visited Lindsay Street.  

"Ignet… … It's a person named."  

Ignet.  

He was a pretty famous person.  

Even though he was a commoner, he entered the Chrono Swordsmanship, overtaking many prestigious sons and taking the lead.  

He refused to become a full-time trainee, led his followers, and formed a mercenary at the young age of 14.  

Those who have achieved countless achievements since then.  

She challenged Karl Lindsay. With the cheeky saying that he was the one he wanted to stick with.  

"My brother readily accepted. In the first place, our family is not a family that is reluctant to Dalian, but... … I was confident."  

I did. Carl Lindsay was confident.  

No matter how much the other person appears like a comet, he is the same age as himself.  

He had hardly been behind even against older knights, and he had never thought of losing to his peers.  

The duel schedule was in an instant. Carl Lindsay hated dragging, and so did her opponent.  

Ignet arrived at Dalian, fluttering long black hair.  

With his own followers. With a creepy smile and a gradual curve drawing... … .  

There was a game in an instant.  

In 3 go, Carl Lindsay lost the match.  

"After winning Dalian, Ignet went away without saying anything."  

Ilya closed her eyes.  

The appearance of Ignet, who trampled on her idol, her brother, and turned around, was still an indelible wound to her.  

The girl, who was only 7 years old, cried more sadly than her brother. Carl Lindsay was rather pleased with her.  

As I fell asleep, Ilya thought. I'll get over it. Because you are a genius, you will eventually overcome it.  

So I'm going to fight again with that witch-like guy and win the victory.  

… … It was just her thoughts.  

"My brother could not come back."  

… … Until now. Ilya's subdued voice stuck to Airn's ears.  

In fact, it was common.  

The fact that the genius who had been triumphantly won't be able to overcome a single hardship and collapsed.  

As there was nothing difficult, it is a story that everyone would have heard of at least once that they are often frustrated even more when faced with difficulties.  

Weak mental power compared to talent.  

Weak mentality compared to talent.  

Those who praised Carl Lindsay quickly turned their heads. The continent met its second genius, and the first genius dries away from the outside.  

And the sight was watched by Ilya Lindsay as a child.  

Keep watching, keep watching.  

"It is people's eyes that made him stuck in the room."  

Currently, Carl Lindsay does not lift a sword.  

They just stay in the room and hold their breath to spend time.  

It is difficult to endure the expectations of others that poured out as a child, and the disappointments, ridicule, and criticism that have poured out.  

Carl Lindsay feels indescribable pressure when they judge, judge, and evaluate themselves at will, who don't know anything about themselves.  

So his younger brother doesn't welcome people's attention. I have no choice but to be reluctant to speak of others.  

That is why, even when many of the continent's luxury celebrities called her'the third genius of the continent', she wasn't happy at all.  

It is sweet like honey now, but it may turn sharp like a knife at any time.  

So ignore it. Remove it. I don't care what others are saying.  

Go on your own path without being swung over by others.  

I thought so, but I promised... … .  

"I was already swept away. Without knowing it."  

It really was.  

Ilya was admitted to the Chrono Swordsman at the age of 12 because Ignet was enlisted at the age of 13 and reached the highest level.  

Ilya tried to be recognized as an official knight at the age of 14 because Ignet was appointed as an honorary knight at the age of 15.  

The same reason is for Ilya to conquer the Land of Proof at the age of 18, and the same reason for Ilya to become a master before she turns 20.  

Ignet more than my brother, Ignet more than myself... … I wanted to show the people who said Ignet was a better prosecutor than the Lindsay family.  

By breaking all the youngest records that Ignet has left in the world.  

Without knowing it, Ilya was spending every day losing herself after chasing people's words.  

"But not now. I don't think so anymore."  

"okay?"  

"Huh. Thanks to you."  

"… … I?"  

"okay."  

Irene was embarrassed, and Ilya laughed. It was a bright smile the boy saw for the first time. It was even more embarrassing.  

However, I could only know that the other person's heart was sincere. She continued.  

"I don't get swept around, I don't care what others say, I walk my own path honestly… … It completely changed the evaluation around me."  

"… … ."  

"Of course you don't even care about that now. Not even one."  

"that's… … ."  

"Engcha."  

Ilya got up from her seat. And I stretched all the way.  

A clear expression as if she had shaken something off.  

"I want to quit now. To chase after the Ignet, to be swung by other people's words. I don't need everything anymore. I just wanna go my way."  

"… … ."  

"If I go the way I want to go and look in the direction I want to see, I can reach it enough. Prove it my way, act my way. Then, someday, you will be able to reach the mastery level... … Maybe Ignet, that monster-like guy should be nervous too?"  

Ilya Lindsay, who had spoken so far, shed a bloody laugh.  

He said he would walk his way, but he still seems to be conscious of Ignet.  

Of course there was nothing strange. The current girl was trying to stand in front of Ignet with her own will, not because she was swung by other people's words.  

Such her appearance looked very bright.  

At that time, Ilya suddenly asked a question.  

"What do you think?"  

"uh?"  

"What do you think? I am now."  

"Well? uh… … ."  

There are so many things to be embarrassed about today. Irene thought to himself.  

Until now, why are you asking such a question, even though you have pledged that you do not care about the gaze of others or what others say?  

I also thought of this, but for now, I decided to confide in my heart as it was.  

The boy said his honest heart.  

"amazing."  

"okay?"  

"Huh. It's great to overcome hardships, it's great to think about a world that's bigger than a swordsman, and you're thinking of dealing with the Swordmaster... … ."  

It's Ayren Fareira, who spent most of her life on the bed.  

But he knows how great the Swordmaster is.  

Even across the continent, there were fewer than 100 people, and it was the master who was located at the highest peak of the sword.  

'After reaching such a great stage at the age of 20… … Even Ilya tries to climb before she turns 20.'  

Nonsense.  

But someone who seems to realize that ridiculous thing for some reason.  

He was like a person in the world who was completely different from himself. She and Ignet.  

That's why it wasn't easy to immerse yourself in the story.  

It feels like reading a fairy tale book, not a real story.  

"Hmm."  

The character of the great fairy tale book crossed arms.  

The expression was subtle. An ambiguous atmosphere in which something seems to like or not.  

Did you ever make a mistake? Airn felt a new feeling that he didn't even know.  

At that time, Ilya folded her arms.  

Then he tapped on the boy's chest and said.  

"Don't answer so stupidly."  

"Huh?"  

"It means don't relax."  

"What does that mean… … ."  

Irene, who understood belatedly, stopped talking. He looked at Ilya with a surprised expression.  

But she was already moving away.  

She looked back and said the last time.  

"Work harder. Otherwise... … It will widen the gap in an instant."  

With a brighter smile than before, she left the battlefield.  

Irene stood there for a long time without saying anything.  

"… … ."  

It was someone else's story.  

It was a story far from myself. Obviously it was.  

That is why Ilia Lindsay's words weren't what happened in reality, but the thought that it was only happening in the fairyland of a fantasy song, the whole mind was occupied.  

But Ilya's last words. Just like Ignet, be nervous, or you'll quickly widen the gap.  

The moment he heard that, the boy realized that he had become part of a fairy tale book.  

Beating  

It was a little, but my heart was beating quickly.  

It's a little bit, but a spark is rising.  

Of course it wasn't great. This amount of heat could not melt the lump deep in the boy's heart.  

In fact, Irene couldn't even figure out what he was feeling right now.  

But it was clear that a spark had blossomed in his heart.  

"… … ."  

In those unfamiliar feelings, Irene Fareira has been standing in the dark for a long time.  

* * *  

A few days later, the final interview began.  

It didn't take too long. Communicate encouragement, advice, and pass or fail. Most children accepted the result.  

Some say thanks with tears, others say goodbye with regret.  

Of course, there were no unusual cases.  

"Thank you so far."  

"In the end, it worked as I wanted. Is it a little cool now?"  

"Yes, it's cool. But it's not because I've achieved seniority."  

Ilya Lindsay said calmly. Gwan-ju, looking into her eyes, laughed and said.  

"I do see it. It looks much better than the mid-term evaluation."  

"Thanks to the teachings of Kwanju."  

"What is my teaching. You did a good job. All right, go out."  

"Thank you so far."  

Neither Ilya nor Kwanju nor Instructor Ahmed next to talked about the results.  

For the silver-haired girl, that didn't make any sense anymore. A smile on Ian's face was young.  

But it's also for a while.  

Next, at the words of the prospective trainee who entered the room, Kwan-ju was forced to sigh.  

"Really?"  

"Yes."  

"Your grades are blameless. I'm not just talking about test results. The four appearances in the swordsmanship were great enough to serve as a model for other children. I abandoned my uncle and fixed my shortcomings, and refined my strengths even more. Personally, I have a lot of expectations for you."  

"… … Sorry. I'm not confident anymore."  

There was no life in Brad Lloyd's voice.  

It was like a burned out candle. The expression and the eyes.  

The watchdog sighed again.  

"… … Do whatever you want."  

At the end of the cross-reference, Brat stood up.  

As he nodded and watched the boy leave the room, he sighed three times in a row.  

'Sometimes like this.'  

Objectively, even though you are gifted with great talent, you are discouraged by the emergence of a better genius.  

I experienced several times in the swordsmanship and outside the swordsmanship. Lindsay's Carl Lindsay was a prime example.  

It was unavoidable.  

Although it is possible to drag a cow to the shore, it is up to the cow's heart to eat water.  

'I hope that the opportunity to bring about a reversal of mind will come to the child.'  

Kwan-ju left the regret and called the next prospective trainee.  

A boy who comes in neat and looks a little more adult than other children.  

"Irene Pareira trainee."  

"Yes."  

"Final evaluation, it was impressive. To be honest, I was most surprised while working on cross-references."  

"Thank you."  

"After the mid-term evaluation, do you remember the interview content?"  

"Yes? Oh, yes."  

The boy nodded.  

Suddenly the topic changed, but I definitely remember. At the interview then, Irene asked for a consultation with Ilya.  

Also, apart from him, he was given the right to ask for instruction whenever he wanted.  

And this was also possible in reverse.  

The cross-border first spoke about him.  

"I have one advice for you."  

"I will listen."  

"I ask you a question before that."  

"I will listen to him as well."  

One advice. One question.  

This is a completely different aspect from the general interview. Instructor Ahmed calmed down the excitement in his heart by forcibly managing his facial expressions.  

Irene struggled to remain calm even in situations that were completely different from what was expected.  

Before long, a question flowed from Ian's mouth.  

"Irene Pareira trainee. You... … What is the reason for lifting the sword?"  
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What is the reason for lifting the sword?  

It's a very clichéd question, but it's a topic that would be considered seriously at least once.  

The question of what you started the sword for, you are learning, and the question of what you are going to learn is an important issue for a prosecutor, such as deciding the direction of life.  

'If you take the direction that suits you, you will grow faster. On the other hand, if you choose a path that doesn't suit you, there are limits no matter how hard you try.'  

Instructor Ahmed thought quietly.  

Of course, there was no worries about Irene Fareira.  

If I hadn't been on the right path in the first place, I wouldn't have been able to show me that terrible sword in the final evaluation.  

No, in the first place, he would not have endured a month at the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

This is not an easy place to endure with an easy mindset and easy determination.  

'But I'm curious. What on earth does he mean, so could he be the best endeavor even at the Chrono Swordsmanship, where the best akbari on the continent gathered?"  

Eyes filled with pure curiosity poured out toward Airene.  

But the boy didn't answer.  

Well, if you suddenly hear a question like this, you will have no choice but to be embarrassed. Maybe because it's in front of you, you're choosing a horse.  

When finished thinking, Ahmed said to him.  

"There is no need to worry too much, Irene Pareira. Unlike other swordsmen, we tend to emphasize morality and culture, but that doesn't mean that we are forced to feel cramped similar to that of the Knights Templar. It doesn't have to be pure passion for the sword. It's okay if it's not for something noble. It doesn't matter if it's a secular thing like honor or money. Anything that doesn't mean it's against humanity is okay, so feel free to say it."  

When you think of Ahmed, it's hard to believe it's a kind voice.  

But still, Irene didn't open his mouth.  

No, it didn't seem to be possible.  

Ahmed now felt strange and stared at the face of the gwanju.  

The wrinkled face nodded up and down.  

"Right."  

And, incredible words flowed out of Ian's mouth.  

"Iron Pareira, you… … You don't have a sword with your own will."  

"… … That's right."  

marvel.  

Ahmed was forced to open his mouth with a blank expression.  

Not your own will?  

You couldn't say the reason for lifting the sword, not because you were embarrassed, but because there was no reason?  

What the hell does that mean?  

"Cross-owner? This is the hell... … ."  

"I don't know well either."  

Hmm, hmm. Ian, who had trimmed his throat, sipping tea.  

It was really. Even he, who is proud of his excellent human eye, was unable to fully understand this child in front of him.  

"I thought it was weird. Move harder than anyone, and take a sword more seriously than anyone else. By the way… … I couldn't feel any of the feelings that such a person should have."  

"… … ."  

"When I realized that my skills were increasing, the trainee Brat Lloyd was more delighted than anyone else. Judith was really scared when he fell behind him. I was so angry that I couldn't see anything. Not only the guys, but all the children who had studied at the Chrono Swordsmanship were crying at the sword, laughing at the sword, mourning at the sword, and joyful at the sword. And you... … ."  

I didn't show it like that.  

After that, there was silence for not a few hours.  

All I could hear was the sound of Ahmed with a serious expression swallowing, and Ian, the swordsman, sipping a car.  

Among them, for the first time in her life, Irene Fareira seriously thought about her sword.  

… … There wasn't.  

The only thing that comes to mind is the sword of the man in the dream, not his sword.  

In front of his huge and heavy iron sword, the boy's thoughts were only as ephemeral and light as smoke that would disappear suddenly.  

"Without your own will, just by following the path of others… … I won't ask about how I got to this place with that alone."  

If I would have said about him, I would have said it right away. If you didn't want to talk, there was no need to blame him.  

But I needed advice.  

"However, if you plan to continue lifting your sword in the future, you will have to seriously consider from now on."  

How do you like to lift your sword?  

What you are lifting your sword for.  

What your own sword is.  

Unless you realize it, there will be no further growth.  

"There is no reason to remain in the swordsmanship. It's much more important to find yourself in a wider world than to swing your sword here."  

"… … !"  

Ahmed was surprised to hear the words of the cross-reference.  

I did say it back. However, anyone could know what the meaning was in it, unless you were an idiot.  

Ian has now refused to officially admit Airn Pareira.  

A genius who would have remained in the lead if he had been another rider.  

"Thank you."  

However, the person concerned, Irene Fareira, was rather calm.  

I wasn't angry or resentful. It was because he knew that the cross-reference was for himself sincerely.  

"I will never forget the last advice from Kwanju."  

Young master, a lazy who got up from his seat, bowed his head.  

It wasn't that bad.  

I wanted to be with Judith. I wanted to talk a little more with Brad Lloyd. I wanted to remain at the swordsman and repay any of their dedication to them.  

However, it is impossible to disagree with the decision of cross-reference.  

It was the time when he lowered his head once more and was preparing to leave the room.  

"Last advice, what do you mean?"  

At the end of the cross-reference, Irene stopped.  

This is because I did not understand well what point Ian pointed out.  

However, as the conversation continued, the intention became clear.  

"Because I was unable to enter the official admission, of course… … ."  

"What are you talking about. It is unconditionally passed. I'm not giving advice because you're lousy. It's okay now, but I think it could be a much better test if this part is resolved."  

"Yeah? However, Mr. Kwan-ju, there is no reason to remain here as it is now... … ."  

"That's it now. Have you ever thought of not returning after finding a reason to lift your sword?"  

Gwanju, who laughed like a naughty boy, took out a metal plaque from his arms.  

It looks like it has been treated with magic, and is shining.  

"Can I borrow a drop of blood?"  

"Yeah? Oh!"  

He stabbed Airn's thumb with a needle that he didn't know when the drench was in his hand.  

Lightly oozing blood. Ian carefully put it on the metal plaque.  

Then the white light disappeared into the engraved pattern, and the name of Irene Pareira was engraved on the metal plaque.  

[Krono Swordsmanship 27th Official Trainee]  

[Irene Paraeira]  

"I'll give you a year. Find your own sword in it and come."  

"… … ."  

"Is this enough? is not it? Is it insufficient?"  

Honestly, I didn't know.  

However, Irene Fareira had a set of words to say.  

"I will definitely come back within a year."  

* * *  

"Are you okay?"  

"what?"  

"I'm the trainee of Irene Pareira. So… … ."  

"You mean finding your own sword?"  

"Yes."  

Ahmed nodded.  

I was embarrassed to do this on a subject I didn't feel any abnormality before the Kwanju mentioned, but I couldn't get rid of my worry.  

His actions came up late.  

He continued his extreme efforts day by day without any frustration, worries, or excitement.  

In the past, this was highly appreciated, but now I couldn't.  

'It was natural when I think about it now. I wasn't walking my own way, so there was nothing to be excited about or to be frustrated.'  

I don't know how I overcame physical pain, but at least I could say that it was natural that I would not struggle with mental pain.  

So I was worried.  

Unlike those who have been raising their dreams for a long time, the child moved to an empty state.  

Will the child really be able to lift his own sword?  

Can you find your way?  

Such thoughts were erased at once by a word of the cross-reference.  

"The three most talented children in the swordsmanship gathered around him."  

"… … ."  

"Would a child with such a charm not be able to find his color?"  

"Sorry. My thoughts were short."  

"No, what else to blame… … Hmm hmm."  

Unintentionally, Ian, who seemed to have booked Ahmed, turned the topic after coughing.  

"So it turns out that he is rumored to be a lazy in his family, right?"  

"That's right. It is said that not only the family, but also in the southern part of the Hale Kingdom, no one knows."  

"It's really an unknown guy. How the hell did such a rumor come about? It must be fun anyway."  

The fourth genius of the continent.  

It is a story wandering among children.  

After Karl Lindsay, Ignet and Ilya Lindsay, Irene Fareira will be the fourth genius on the continent.  

Ian, the chief of the swordsmanship, also agreed.  

With laughter, he muttered to himself as if joyful.  

"In one year, go back from Lazy Young master to become a continental genius… … If nothing happened, that would be even more weird."  

* * *  

A few days after the final interview, Irene Pareira sat on a suitable rock outside the swordsmanship.  

I had to have a little more time for the family carriage to come, but I just wanted to come out first.  

Over the past few days, the boy has often been out blankly to calm his confused mind.  

Of course, he couldn't keep his solitude in the yard leaving the swordsman.  

Ilya Lindsay, a silver-haired girl who had come to her, approached him.  

And he reached out.  

"If you have time, come to play once."  

"This?"  

"It's a symbol of our family. If you show me this, at least I won't be treated with booze."  

It seemed that it would not be the level of not receiving the hospitality.  

It was only about the size of overlapping two fingers, but even at a glance, it could be seen that it was a very valuable metal.  

The eagle pattern with a sword in its beak is also very elaborate.  

In a word, it was very burdensome.  

However, refusing the other person's favor was even more burdensome.  

Even this wasn't the end.  

"If you come to play, I will give you a gift."  

"Gift? What gift... … ."  

"I'll give you flowers."  

"Flower?"  

"Adonis. It's the same as the flower engraved on the bracelet you gave me."  

"Ah… … ."  

Suddenly, I was surprised to give flowers, but the flower engraved on the bracelet he gave me was revenge.  

It was the first time he knew it. I just handed over the bracelet I made to my younger brother.  

He asked.  

"It was a flower grown at home. I didn't know that."  

"No, I don't raise it."  

"Huh?"  

"I pulled them all when I was seven years old."  

"What?"  

"But now I'm going to grow it again. It blooms in April and May, so it would be nice to come once before returning to the swordsman next year around this time."  

"… … ."  

"Of course you can come before that."  

Today's Ilya Lindsay was very confused.  

Of course, it was difficult to understand the insides from the old days, but it was never the same feeling now.  

Thanks to this, the answer was delayed.  

Then Ilya opened her mouth again.  

"No way, wouldn't you be ignoring your friend's request?"  

"friend?"  

"Why? We've been together for a year, and it's not too bad... … Aren't you friends like this?"  

"That's right… … ."  

After all, today's Ilya was strange.  

Something that talks a lot more than usual, as well as calming down words that might be embarrassing.  

'Maybe this may be the original image.'  

It may be that a light figure is coming out thanks to the burden of the heart.  

It was nice to see now. It was much easier to deal with.  

But he didn't know.  

The fact that Ilya's ears, who are talking calmly, are redder than usual.  

The boy, who did not notice this until the end, answered happily.  

"Okay. I'll go."  

"Good."  

After that, the two talked about this and that.  

Most of the time Ilya spoke, and Irene listened.  

A story about the Lindsay family, a story about his father, a question about the Pareira Estate, and support for himself.  

It seemed obvious that this is a real personality. It was when Irene was smiling slightly at the girl's brighter appearance.  

From afar, a wagon approached.  

Wearing a flag with a shield, the pattern of the Lloyd's family.  

"… … ."  

A person disembarked from the wagon arriving in front of the swordsman, and news was delivered inside.  

Brad Lloyd will be out soon.  

When I thought about it, their expressions became dark.  

'Brat Lloyd... … He said he gave up official admission and returned to the family.'  

A boy who is full of talent, full of enthusiasm, and devoted effort not lacking in it.  

A real nobleman who is not without a peculiar sense of arrogance, but has become a model for many children with his brilliant dignity.  

However, the appearance he showed over the past few days was disastrous.  

I couldn't dare approach and talk to me.  

For that reason, the despair hung on his face was too dark and dark.  

'Please, I hope you can get rid of it well.'  

Irene Fareira thought to himself. Sincerely, I hoped he could get up from frustration and get up.  

But that was all. The inexperienced boy didn't know what else to do for Brat.  

So did Ilya Lindsay.  

In her case, the relationship was also ambiguous, even more so because she knew the feelings that Brat would be feeling.  

It was as if there was no comfort she could provide.  

While thinking of such heavy thoughts, the swordsman's front door opened. And Brad Lloyd appeared.  

Sulky eyes.  

Loose skin.  

There was no longer a passionate talent. As if he had lost everything, only a helpless boy remained.  

In that state, he walks.  

Without looking back. Without leaving any regrets.  

He leaves the swordsman and moves to get on the carriage to his family.  

Irene Fareira and Ilya Lindsay couldn't do anything in the midst of being ugly.  

But not everyone did it.  

Kwa-Aang!  

The red-haired girl belatedly kicked the swordsman's door and ran out.  

Judith snapped Brat on the shoulder just before getting into the carriage.  

And he made a fist.  

Poop!  

Kudangtang!  

Brat Lloyd, who was beaten in the face, looked up at the opponent with eyes mixed with pain and confusion.  

He asked.  

"What, what is it?"  

Poop!  

Judith didn't answer.  

I just hit one more at that time.  
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Puck, puck, puck.  

Judith's fist flew at the opponent one after another. Brat Lloyd's face quickly became a mess.  

During that time, no one could hold back this violent girl.  

It was also because the situation was too urgent, but it was a big thing that it was unpredictable in the first place.  

Who would think there would be four months in that short moment from the Chrono Swordsman to the wagon?  

"Hey, this child dares!"  

"Please wait, Young master! I'll grab that now... … ."  

"done."  

In order to catch Judith, who had run away, the Lloyd's soldiers tried to move.  

However, at Brat's restraint, they stopped.  

Lloyd's eldest son asked among the soldiers who were only watching.  

"What?"  

"You have a nosebleed."  

"You hit me and say that… … ."  

"It's ugly, so don't take the weight."  

"Don't be bullshit, answer me. Why did you do that."  

"Of course I was pissed off."  

Judith laughed round and round.  

The appearance was very nasty. But Brad didn't respond.  

The body leaving anyway. If I mixed more words with the other guys, there was nothing left.  

He wiped his nosebleed with the handkerchief handed to him by the servant, and quietly climbed into the carriage.  

The soldiers who were lingering also began to ride on a perch and wagon.  

Then, Judith said in a loud voice.  

"Show off later!"  

"… … ."  

"Because there will be no shortcomings to be proud of for life, whether you have been beaten by eight prosecutors, who will be the best on the continent, or won exams even in childhood! To a guy running away with something like this!"  

Then go well! It's a san!  

The Lloyds' carriage did not move until the end of the talk with profanity.  

But there was nothing that Brat did or did. After a while, they left as if nothing had happened.  

The people of the Lloyds are gradually moving away.  

Judith's gaze turned toward Irne and Ilya, who were watching it blankly.  

"What you looking at."  

"uh?"  

"no… … ."  

"I haven't solved my temper yet, would you guys be right one at a time?"  

The two shook their heads at the same time. Regardless of their swordsmanship skills, Judith's power now made them shrink.  

Judith laughed when he saw it.  

Originally, it was a gentle Iron, but I didn't know that even Ilya would show such a gentle reaction.  

"Okay, Irene."  

"Huh."  

"What are you holding in your hand?"  

"Uh, this, Ilya gave me… … ."  

"what is this. Isn't it platinum?"  

Judith, who approached quickly, looked back and forth over the hand of Irene.  

And said.  

"Give me one too."  

"What?"  

"If you don't like it, don't. I'm not forced to ask for it."  

"No, it's not… … ."  

"Then give it to me."  

Like Ilya, today's Judith also had a strange corner.  

Usually, even though it was rough, there was a side like a child, but now there is an atmosphere that is difficult to refuse at every word.  

Did you have a similar idea to Irene? Ilya also drew one more emblem of the family without saying anything.  

Judith, who laughed, looked at the metal plaque.  

"Is it the same platinum? Maybe I gave you something else."  

"It can't be… … ."  

"I'm sorry."  

"What?"  

"I swear you and your family. I was sorry."  

An apple popping out.  

Ilya opened her eyes wide.  

Sudden change of topic is also a topic change, but I didn't even dream that the proud Judith would say sorry to him.  

It was even pretty serious.  

"Although I'm a bitch and I'm just going out, I'm sure then… … It's because I didn't remember having a family or something like that, so I just spit it out."  

"… … ."  

"No, this is also an excuse. I'm sorry, sincerely."  

Judith said, bowing his head.  

His expression was bizarre as if he was doing something he didn't want to do, but his sincerity was revealed in his attitude.  

"… … okay. I apologize for saying anything I ignore too."  

Ilya Lindsay, who saw this, apologized. Airn sighed of relief.  

I thought it wouldn't be weird until Judith approached, no matter what happened between the two. It worked out strangely.  

Compared to the accumulated sediment, I saw the two easily reconciled, and for a while, I also heard feelings of collapse.  

'I think I had all sorts of troubles trying to reconcile with Ilya during the midterm evaluation… … .'  

Of course it's not a bad thing. Rather, it couldn't be better than this.  

However, I couldn't figure out why Judith was doing this, so that was a little bit upset.  

Did you recognize the heart of Iron?  

The red-haired girl, who improved her relationship with Angsuk in no time, turned her attention to him.  

"Hey. Come quickly."  

"Huh?"  

"The homework given by Kwanju. I don't know what it is, but finish quickly and come back. That way, you can shake off all the unpleasant things?"  

"Are you uncomfortable? What is that... … Ah."  

Irene burst into exclamation, recalling the conversation that took place before the final evaluation.  

And I realized. Why is Judith doing this now?  

'In his own way, he was brushing off an unpleasant corner to each of them.'  

It was quite unconventional in that way. But that's why I thought it was more Judith.  

He smiled, and Judith smiled as he looked at him, too.  

"What are you splitting?"  

"No, just. sorry."  

"I'm sorry, I'm sorry if I say anything. All right and come back to the swordsman quickly. Okay? If you win and bounce like Brat, you will really chase you to the end of the world."  

"okay."  

Ilya stood silent as she listened to the conversation between the two, whether they were loving or bloody.  

I don't know what you're talking about, and I don't know why Irene suddenly burst into exclamation.  

I want to ask about it, but I can't easily get the timing to interrupt.  

Dagdak Dagdak  

Even soon after, a carriage approached. This is the sentence of the Pareira family.  

One of the middle-aged people with a good line came to the front of Airn, who was having a conversation.  

"Young master? These people... … ."  

"Oh, we trained together at the swordsman... … Friends."  

"i See. Thank you for being close to our Bocchan."  

Oops, the attendant who spoke out was hot inside. What he just said could be strangely unpleasant to listen to.  

Fortunately, Irene didn't say much. Secretly sweeping his chest, he asked Irene.  

"Will you wait until the conversation is over?"  

"no it's okay. I can see you again later."  

I didn't want to keep those who had run long distances for myself.  

After thinking, Irene reached out with a smile and shook hands with Judith and Ilya Lindsay.  

"Well, later… … ."  

"come back quickly."  

"Don't forget to come to our family before returning to the swordsmanship."  

After saying hello to the two girls, Irene Fareira headed for the wagon. I looked back once, but that's all.  

Ilia and Judith waved for a while as they watched the Fareira family disappear far away.  

And after a while.  

A terrible silence came.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

The relationship between the two was so awkward that they never said a word to each other, except at the time of the dispute three months ago.  

Even though I had shed some of my bad feelings, I couldn't even solve my discomfort.  

"Aren't you going?"  

"I, tomorrow… … ."  

"okay?"  

"Huh."  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

"Then, go in."  

"I… … I'll take a walk and go in."  

So the two broke up.  

Like the first time, very awkward.  

* * *  

[Side Story-Judith Later Story]  

A month has passed since Irene Fareira and Brad Lloyd left.  

Now, the only trainee left in the swordsman was Judith.  

There is no reason for those who have been eliminated to be here, and those who passed and became official trainees returned to the family for a while to take a break until August, the official admission date.  

But Judith, who has no parents, has nowhere to return.  

She stood at the center of the squadron screaming whale whales.  

"Ahhhhhh! Ahhhhhhhhhhhh!  

He also lavishly spit out harsh swear words.  

"Dogs are ah! I will definitely win! I'm going to smash it all away!"  

Screaming, screaming, screaming over and over. Until my throat is sore and sore.  

Until your breathing becomes rough and you hear a keck. Still, my heart didn't cool.  

The feeling of resentment did not disappear.  

"Heo-eok, heh-heuk, shit… … ."  

I hated Ilya Lindsay.  

I hated the guy who didn't hesitate to work on topics he had from birth.  

I hated even Irene Pare.  

I hated him more because he was a foolishly good guy on a subject that was born with more talent and guts than Ilya, and he was a guy who couldn't put a word of curse coolly.  

And finally, Brad Lloyd.  

I hated that guy the most.  

'Because motherfucker said I'd try to win somehow!'  

From the first time I saw it, I was unlucky, and even when I continued my training, I couldn't be lucky.  

In fact, even the moment he left, I didn't see him very well.  

The unique atmosphere of San-nim that he had was that it did not fit with Judith.  

But as much as what he showed at the last minute.  

It wasn't as bad as the appearance that everyone in the swordsman confidently presented a challenge to an opponent who couldn't even be able to give up, and did their best to win sincerely.  

That made me more annoyed. The last appearance of the poor guy caused her irresistible irritation.  

'It's done now.'  

Heck, Judith, who spit, chose a breath. And he picked up the sword that was scattered next to him.  

The swordsmanship that was unfolded soon was a violent sword as if the flames were burning.  

It is a swordsmanship that was realized through the sword dance of Kwanju, and refined through a battle with Brat Lloyd.  

Of course, there are no opponents anymore, but it's okay.  

If you wait a little bit, you will become an official trainee of the Chrono Swordsman, and there are plenty of seniors who are far greater than the guy.  

To yourself, they are full of people.  

So let's get rid of the clutter.  

Wield your sword harder to smash everything, whether Ilia or Irene.  

It was when I was thinking about that.  

Caang!  

An iron sword for practice that popped in.  

Judith was startled.  

It wasn't because he shed his full-fledged sword.  

It's great among prospective trainees, because compared to the instructors, his swordsmanship was like a child's play.  

However, if the opponent with the sword out is one of the trainees, the story is different.  

She called the other person's name.  

"Brat… … ."  

"I went home and thought about it."  

Bratt raised his sword again. And I set up a posture.  

Then there was an atmosphere of politeness.  

The stuffy feeling as if a sphere of dense water is approaching, without even a slight gap.  

"I don't know if Ilia Lindsay or Irene Fareira is, but I thought it wasn't good to be beaten by you.  

"so?"  

"It means I prayed to the government official. I ask you to take it back."  

"Kwanju has a good personality. Accepting someone like you."  

"He's a person that can't even be compared to you."  

"Fuck."  

"I've always wanted to say it, but curse it in moderation. Because the frightened dog seems to bark."  

"The unlucky baby."  

While swearing repeatedly, Judith's expression wasn't bad. The same was true of Brad.  

The two met after a long time and then shared their swords silently. Until the sun goes down.  

'… … You are not short compared to the two.'  

Ian Kwan-ju has watched the appearance of such a boy and girl for a long time.  

A heartfelt laughter on his face did not leave for a long time.  

* * *  

[Side Story-Ilya Lindsay Later Story]  

On the way home from the Chrono Swordsman, Ilya Lindsay felt disappointed.  

When I first entered the city, it was just one of the many steps to climb, but now it is not.  

Apart from close friends, the relationships I met there were quite precious to her.  

Of course, that did not mean to return to the swordsman again.  

'As long as the family has the swordsmanship, there is no more suitable place for me to grow up than the main family.'  

Ilya Lindsay's smile was a child in her mouth, who thought of her family.  

No matter how precious the swordsman's ties were, it couldn't be compared to a house.  

I missed my parents who hadn't seen it in a year, and I also wanted to see the articles of the family who loved me like a daughter.  

And… … Even the older brother hasn't been out of the room for several years. I missed you this time.  

'I can get better enough!'  

The burdensome expectation, amazement, and respect that the people around me pour out at will.  

As expected, sharp criticism, ridicule, and contempt that he throws at will. Fully understand how painful they are.  

But to endure it, it is not impossible to overcome it.  

'Because Irene Pareira did it.'  

A boy who did not give in to the eyes of many people and went forward without losing himself. And the boy who finally completed the great sword.  

I will tell you his story. With his help, he will also tell you a story of yourself out of the bounds.  

Little by little like that, little by little as time passes... … .  

You will surely be able to rejuvenate.  

Because my brother is not a weak person.  

"uh?"  

In the midst of thinking about it, I saw a flower blooming out of the window of the carriage.  

It was yellow revenge. It was the same flower that was engraved on the bracelet that Irene gave.  

She stopped the carriage.  

"Do you need flowers? I'm arriving at the estate soon. I stop by the flower shop right away... … ."  

"No, it's okay with this. Let's start again."  

Ilya, who wrapped a beautiful piece of revenge in paper, smelled the flower. And I remembered the past.  

By the time she was seven years old, many yellow vegetation plants were in bloom in the family's garden.  

The flower that Carl Lindsay handed over that day was also revenge.  

My brother, who handed me a yellow bouquet and said he would come soon, was still good to my eyes.  

Since then, Vengeance Cho has become a painful memory for the two, but Ilya is fine now.  

I felt as if I had overcome all the painful memories through the conversation with Irene.  

'But, is it a bit like that for your brother... … .'  

At the point when the family was not far away, some worries arose.  

You have overcome it, but your brother is still in a difficult state. Perhaps the moment you see revenge seconds, you may recall the pain at that time.  

However, it is also a part that will have to be overcome someday.  

It's because you can't be obsessed with the old days forever.  

Those two conflicting thoughts fought a power battle in Ilya Lindsay's head, and the girl finally arrived at the family without making a decision.  

And after a while.  

After listening to her father, she realized that she no longer needed to make a decision.  

'Your brother... … I left the house. No, to be honest... … I think it is more correct to say that he is missing.'  

Lindsay's eldest son, Carl Lindsay, evaporated overnight.  

It wasn't seen anywhere else in the castle. It was the same even if I searched through the manor and searched the nearby manor.  

It was impossible.  

'No... … There is no trace. It's like magic... … No, it disappeared like a witchcraft. With my humble skills, I can't predict what happened to you.'  

It was the story of a family wizard.  

A complete disappearance with no clues, no clues.  

Ilya Lindsay was forced to sit down.  

"… … ."  

The joyful memories of the swordsman were erased.  

The revenge that he brought was thrown away and trampled.  

In the melancholy that came again, she was compelled to hear the rumors heard.  

'The Grand Young master of the Lindsay Family is missing!'  

'The disappearance case without progress for 3 months, caught up in suicide… … .'  

'The Grand Young master of the Lindsay Family, who is pessimistic about the future, commits suicide in the end!'  

'Carl Lindsay, the unfortunate death of a genius who could not overcome the defeat suffered by Ignet!'  

'In the end, Lindsay can't go beyond Ignet forever!'  

I didn't want to care.  

I didn't want to listen.  

But I couldn't help it. The words of the people who penetrated even with the ears covered and the eyes covered, the gaze darkened Ilya Lindsay's mind.  

Maybe your brother will be alive.  

You will be having a painful day by day at the rumors that wander the streets alive.  

Maybe my brother is dead.  

If so, he would have breathed painfully into people's gaze even at the moment of his dying.  

What do you need to do?  

Should I hit the necks of all those spitting out bullshit?  

Unfortunately, it couldn't be.  

It was not enough even for Ilya Lindsay, who had more talent than Carl Lindsay.  

However, it was possible enough to keep their mouths shut.  

'Ignet.'  

Let's break down her achievements one after another.  

Let's write down all the youngest records she left in the world.  

And let's tell people.  

If it weren't for your disgusting eyes and mouth, your brother, not yourself, would have been able to break Ignet enough. There must have been such a future.  

"We are going to increase the time to practice swordsmanship in the future."  

His determination to walk his way was blurred.  

His commitment not to be swayed by other people's words also faded.  

What took the place was anger against the public.  

And more than that.  

"… … ."  

Count Joshua Lindsay had no choice but to watch as the sad daughter's sword loomed in hatred.  

* * *  

The point before Judith and Brad Lloyd reunited, and Ilya Lindsay arrived at the family.  

Iron Fareira was looking out the window with a stiff face throughout the journey.  

Such a man, the attendant Markus, looked at him with regretful eyes.  

'Hey, I lasted for a year, but dropping out is dropping out... … .'  

He didn't know yet that Lazy Young master had passed.  

That's because Irene hasn't said anything about him yet.  

Now, the boy's head was filled with advice from a cross-reference only, so he had forgotten even the important words he had to say to his servants.  

'What does black and swordsmanship mean to me?'  

Before that, what kind of person is I?  

In my life, Irene Fareira had never had such a serious thought.  

It was natural.  

When I was young, I hid in my bed and ran to the end of my escape. After I had a mysterious dream... … Without any doubt or resistance, he only pursued the man's sword.  

A particularly difficult homework for a boy and for a child.  

It was unavoidable that his face was dark.  

'Um. What do you need to say so that you can rejuvenate?'  

In the stillness in the carriage, from beginning to end, Markus constantly pondered.  

In fact, Airn's condition was much better than before.  

It was a tremendous development just to have a skinny and tacky body turned into a sturdy physique.  

In addition, since I saw that I had made acquaintances with children other than those of the family, it could be said that it was greed to want more than that.  

'But, it is my job to try to relieve even the slightest anxiety in the master's heart… … .'  

It was when Marcus was rolling his head hard to do his job.  

In the master's hand, I saw something sparkling.  

"Well, hey, Young master."  

"Huh?"  

"I'm sorry to bother you… … What you have in your hand... … ."  

"Ah, this?"  

"Yes Yes! that! Can I see you for a second?"  

Speaking with a trembling voice from beginning to end, Irene nodded.  

His hands were bored and he was touching them, so he seemed to be curious. He gently handed the object in his hand to Marcus.  

And after a while, a loud voice echoed in the carriage.  

"Lee, Lee and Lindsay's platinum plaque! Where did you get this, Su?"  
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How many noble families exist on the continent?  

No one knows exactly this, but there are probably quite a few.  

Since there are more than 100 kingdoms from the kingdom, and the estates are often divided if not the first-born son-in-law succession, the noble families may be increasing even at this moment.  

However, among so many families, there were a few that were among the best.  

Three families of Runtel Kingdom, famous for its magic.  

Five families representing the five western kingdoms, famous for their swords.  

The Duke of Cesar, which produces a lot of magicians, and the Duke family of the Holy Kingdom, produces great paladins from generation to generation.  

These ten families were as great as everyone knows, unless they were from a very barren rural neighborhood.  

'Among them, Lindsay is a great place to be counted in one hand… … .'  

It is thanks to that that Markus immediately recognized the emblem.  

Since the Lindsay family's pattern was magically treated on a metal as expensive as platinum, this is bound to be genuine.  

So, how did the master get this precious object?  

The answer was very simple.  

"friend… … I gave it to you."  

"… … Friends?"  

Iron Fareira nodded.  

friend. It's still an unfamiliar word, so it doesn't stick to your mouth.  

But the other person told me that he was a friend, but he couldn't deny it.  

Of course, he also knew why Marcus was surprised.  

Lazy Young master is dark in the world, but he wasn't a fool.  

'But I'm so surprised that I can't even speak properly… … The Lindsay family is far greater than I thought.'  

Irene does not know the details of the ten families of the continent. I had just heard of it.  

However, after putting it off due to Marcus' reaction, I learned anew how great the prestige was.  

'Hagin, it seems like this was the reaction of other children at the beginning of the immigration.'  

Of course, this was not the case for Young master, who is now lazy.  

It didn't matter whether she came from a noble family or not. Like you don't care that Judith is an orphan.  

The boy said, taking the platinum plaque back from his hand.  

"Yes, my friend."  

"… … ."  

"I'm sorry, but I'll close my eyes for a moment."  

"Ah, yes! young master!"  

Irene fell into meditation on the pretext of closing her eyes.  

It wasn't the same reason as usual. Now he was rather looking for a way to escape from the man's sword.  

Of course it wasn't easy.  

It was a topic I had never thought of before, and it was even a philosophical topic with no clear answer.  

Irene wasn't a good man enough to solve such a problem at once.  

'Probably, I would have run away in the past. I must have really fallen asleep.'  

Irene today wasn't.  

Even if it is difficult and difficult, we will challenge ourselves. Continue to challenge. Then I learned that the road will open up.  

The problem is that all of that is thanks to the help of the dream.  

'My sword... … How to try myself... … .'  

In order to solve an esoteric problem, the boy plunged into his own world, and from beginning to end, Markus looked at him with strange eyes.  

* * *  

A few days have passed. The carriage on the Paraeira family ran and ran to the nearest distance of the family. It was right after passing just one city.  

And in the meantime, Lazy Young master had similar days.  

They spent most of the day meditating and pondering.  

'Boryeon-nim, is it okay?'  

From beginning to end, Marcus' worries grew from day to day.  

Even when I first saw him, I had a grudge.  

He has a much better body than before and has seen conversations with people other than his family.  

It was unthinkable in the past.  

He even became a friend of Ilya Lindsay, the famous continental genius!  

This could be said to be as good as becoming an official trainee of the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

Of course, I don't know exactly what this means, but it was obvious that it would be a tremendous strength for the family and Young master.  

However, even if there are so many good things, if Young master himself is not so good, it will be a problem.  

'You seem to have fallen for disappointment... … .'  

I'm sorry, but the attendant never thought that Irene Fareira would be attached to the swordsmanship.  

Probably the same with others.  

I heard that the Chrono Swordsman is a very difficult place for beginners of swords to overcome.  

However, it is only the thoughts of others, and it is natural for me to be disappointed and frustrated.  

Even more if Young master has been challenging for the first time in his life.  

'I need something, something to cheer up the bocchan!'  

Of course, I didn't think of anything useful.  

Unfortunately, it couldn't be helped. Had I come up with such a thing, the bocchan would not have come to this point in the first place.  

Eventually, the attendant spent time just groaning inside, and in the meantime, the wagon arrived at the last city before returning to the family.  

At that time, an unusual sight came into Markus's eyes.  

'Oak?'  

Green skin.  

Thicker physique than adult men.  

Even the big teeth protruding slightly out of the mouth.  

I was sure. The orc was clear.  

'It was said that it can only be seen in the northwestern part of the continent, but how can we go to the south?'  

He lived quite far from the Hale Kingdom and wasn't a race that had frequent exchanges, so he was difficult to see here.  

It wasn't just an orc either.  

Looking at the pendant of the pentagram hanging on the neck and the tattoo on the skin, he seemed to have a fairly good knowledge of animism and astrology.  

'This is it!'  

The attendant paired up and clapped hands.  

Then he went straight back to the inn and sang Airn politely.  

"young master? Are you sleeping?"  

"no. Why?"  

"If it doesn't excuse me, why don't you go to see the divination?"  

"point?"  

If it's a point, even Irene knew it.  

It's like a superstition that wanders in the world, isn't it a way to find out the things that people are doing, the fortune of the day, and the future?  

"It may be fun, but I have to… … ."  

"I am not an ordinary fortune teller. There is an Orc Sorcerer staying in the city right now."  

It was a gloomy Airn, but this time it was inevitable.  

It is almost impossible for the boy, who had not come out of the family, to see the real thing of the orc.  

Aroused of pure curiosity, he readily accepted, and the two dressed up immediately moved to the Orc fortune teller's place.  

The servant laughed secretly.  

'The oak fortune teller is famous for only saying good things.'  

Even if the same humans tell us about bad luck, there is no one who will endure the evil of other Orcs, even in the unpleasant yard, even the tribe.  

That's why the Orc fortune tellers say what kind of fortune-telling comes out, moderately good words.  

Of course people know that too, but isn't good what's good?  

The same is true of the bocchan.  

'If you hear a good story about the future, you may forget the pain of dropping out and refresh yourself!'  

As I walked with anticipation, I suddenly arrived in front of the Orc Fortuneteller.  

Fortunately, the line was not long. Irene looked surprised.  

"It's real."  

"right. It's a real oak. And do you know? The most useful of the fortune-tellers is the Orc Fortune-teller."  

"Huh. I've heard that just meeting an orc fortune teller brings good luck."  

"Yes."  

Actually, it was because all Orc fortune tellers told me only good things, but the attendant didn't talk about that.  

After a short period of time, it was the turn of Irene Fareira.  

After a long time, the boy sat in a chair with a thrilling heart, and the servant was quiet.  

The orc fortune teller greeted the two with bright faces.  

"Nice to meet you, guests! Is this the one who will look at the divination?"  

"That's right."  

"good! What do you want to know? Today's horoscope? Horoscope of the year? Love luck? Rich luck? Health luck? Please tell me anything! This orc fortune-teller, who is very courageous... … all… … ."  

It was when Irene and Marcus were amazed at the very fluent continental language.  

The Orc's words, who spoke like clearing water, gradually slowed down.  

I looked back to see if anything had happened, but nothing happened.  

No, in the first place, the Orc Fortune-teller was staring at only Iron Fareira.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

"… … Hey, is there any problem?"  

Both eyes met, and silence flowed. Irene felt sweat on his back, and the attendant hired a fortune teller under unknown pressure.  

After a while, a serious orc fortune-teller asked quietly.  

"Excuse me, how old are you?"  

* * *  

"Don't hit that trash point again! Let's go, Master."  

The aristocrat who turned around with anger and a nobleman who followed him with a heavy face.  

The orc fortune-teller, Cubar, who was looking at the two leaving, made a sound of sickness.  

"Damn, I can't do business here anymore."  

It couldn't be helped.  

To put it openly, my point is terrible.  

The reason he has been able to do business so far has been thanks to the words spoken in his mouth, his excellent observational skills, and improvisation.  

Even with this ability, 99% of the guests can be satisfied, but sometimes it can't be helped.  

This was the case.  

'What do you mean, you fell off the test with those ridiculous muscles?'  

I felt it from the beginning. How desperate the man in front of me has been practicing.  

I could see it by looking at the body. A body that is so developed that it is incomparable to ordinary people.  

A dense body optimized for practical movement, not just bulky.  

Since such a person was equipped with an attendant in the back, I thought he would be the son of a high-ranking nobleman or a wealthy merchant.  

Actually, that was right.  

So, it seems like he's going to take the entrance exam to the renowned knights, so he said he'd write a good amulet for me... … It is already falling and coming.  

'It's not even the Templars, you're a swordsman? Oh, do all the humans there have sprained eyes?'  

The extraordinary thing about the customer wasn't just the muscles.  

Orc fortune teller Cubar had no skill in astrology. However, I knew how to do the spirits quite a bit.  

In addition to boasting, among humans, I have never seen anyone better than myself.  

In his view, the energy of gold that entered the customer's body was incredibly great.  

It is a level that can't be put on a level that has been accumulated for a year or two.  

A steel-like energy that will be completed only by tapping and tapping for a lifetime.  

'You're 16 years old on a subject with that energy? Who believes it.'  

Because of the different races, it is difficult to judge the age of humans, but for this reason, mistakes were made even more.  

The superior spirit skill was rather poisonous, and it was twice as bad as it was.  

"What… … It is a business that remains just by seeing such a mysterious existence."  

That's right. I didn't get a penny, but Cubar really felt good.  

It was a fresh shock to see a man who had accumulated one of the five elements to the limit, and that he was not even twenty years old.  

That is why he gave a gift for the boy even while he was cursed.  

It is not a phantom one's own, but a note containing the power of Master, a great fortune teller.  

Master's clever note would give the boy the most appropriate advice according to his providence.  

"Is there any day to meet again? Hmm… … ."  

Well, if there is a chance, there will be a day to see.  

Cubar scratched his head and lifted a bottle from his waist.  

And in order to waste the fortunes he earned today, he jumped into a gambling house.  

* * *  

"Sorry. I don't know it's such a pseudo... … ."  

The next day, the attendant bowed his head in the carriage heading to the family.  

On that day, I was so sorry that I could not properly apologize.  

His eyes were full of sorry feelings.  

Of course, Irene was fine.  

"You don't have to worry about it."  

"However… … ."  

"You didn't even hear something bad, right? It's wrong a lot... … It's wrong, but it's not entirely wrong."  

"is that so… … ."  

Isn't it completely wrong?  

Markus thought so.  

Now I tell the only 16-year-old Do-ryeon what is going on with her 'Yonsei', and tell the person who is on the way back from the exam that I don't know which knights I apply for, but I will be stuck.  

'I should have done one more curse at least.'  

That thought disappeared as if washed away by the words of Airn that followed.  

"I didn't fall."  

"Yes?"  

"It's stuck. I'm sorry to tell you now, but... … I forgot to think of another important idea. sorry."  

"… … ."  

"Oh, but not right now, but because of the homework that the government official gave me... … It's a conditional pass. If you do your homework within a year, you can go back."  

"Uh, uh… … ."  

The head became complicated.  

Why should I say that now? Is it the first thing to say, congratulations? If it's not he or it's not a perfect pass, should I save my words? Should I just cheer up quietly?  

No, did you really pass it? Officially passed the great Chrono Swordsman?  

My thoughts couldn't be arranged at all. Markus struggled to clear up his confusing thoughts.  

And Irene Pareira was deeply chewing on the message of the note given by the orc fortune teller.  

'You don't have to be alone to stand alone.'  

It seems like a rough advice, but Irene couldn't ignore this message.  

'What the orc fortune teller expressed as Yonsei... … Maybe I was referring to the man in my dream.'  

At first glance, it seems that he also spoke of five elements and gold guinea. It's a word that I often heard at the swordsman.  

Steel will. This too would have been referring to a man, not himself.  

"Hmm."  

The small parts went wrong, but the big frame was corrected.  

Even the latter is something nobody noticed. Even Ian Kwan-ju, who has piercing eyes.  

'… … Let's not ignore it.'  

Irene concluded that way.  

You don't have to rely on others' words, but you don't have to ignore them.  

For now, that's all it takes. It was when the boy finished his own arrangements.  

One of the soldiers on the perch said in a tense voice.  

"Before… … The carriage on the Gairne Street is coming."  

That said, Irene Fareira was awakened. From beginning to end, Markus also looked out of the carriage with a startled face.  

Gairn's own family.  

A family with a lord who secretly checks the family of Baron Pareira.  

It was also a family with two sons who openly ignored the firstborn of the Pareira family.  
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Pareira estates are small but wealthy.  

Due to the proximity of the two kingdoms, there is a lot of trade, and the situation has improved even more since Baron Harun Pareira, the current owner, brought in the Glass Crafts Guild.  

In addition, thanks to the daughter of a promising enchantress named Kirill Fareira, the family's status has risen even higher than before.  

That point made the surrounding estates jealous.  

'Hopefully, you're an early self-writer... … .'  

From beginning to end, Markus' expression hardened.  

Even though all of the five nearby provinces were like that, Gairn's check was toxic.  

For them, who served as the captain of the southernmost region of the Hale Kingdom, the family of Pareira was not very pleased.  

And now.  

The prey that they are most likely to attack is riding in a wagon.  

'I wish I could just pass by… … .'  

Of course not. In any case, the six southern families of Hale Kingdom are friendly.  

It is not polite that the two families met in the short distance of the estate of Pareira.  

Not surprisingly, the opponent's carriage approaches with slowing down. The carriage on the Paraira side also slowed down.  

A strange tension flowed between the two carriages stopped at an appropriate distance.  

After a while, two characters appeared in the carriage of the artist Gairn.  

'Damn it!'  

Aaron Gairn!  

The attendant swallowed swearing inside.  

Aaron is the younger son of Gairn's own artist, and is one year younger than Irene Fareira.  

However, as for his personality, he was much worse than most adults.  

In fact, whenever he visited the estate, he used to behave in subtly ignoring him.  

When I was angry at an act that seemed to cross the line, I often saw that it was because I was young or because I didn't know well, so I often looked like a loach.  

In other words, it meant that he was the worst person he could face in the current situation.  

"… … Young master, have you heard it?"  

"okay."  

"It is a carriage of a self-made artist. Aaron Gairn and Young master... … Sir Jack Stewart got off the wagon."  

"… … ."  

"Will you be in the wagon?"  

From the beginning, Marcus asked politely.  

It can be rude to not even see your face, but it can be roughly dismissed as an excuse for being uncomfortable.  

Rather, it is much more important not to offend the bocchan.  

I was thinking about that, but Irene Pareira shook her head.  

"OK. It's not polite."  

"… … Yes."  

'It definitely changed.'  

Still expressionless, still less talkative.  

But it's different from before. I can't explain in detail... … It feels harder.  

Markus clenched his fist. Wipe a drop of sweat from his forehead and open the door of the carriage.  

I'll make up for the puppet who comes after him.  

In time, he met Aaron Gairn, the second son of the artist Gairn, and greeted him.  

"I meet Young master Aaron Geirn and Sir Jack Stewart."  

"uh… … okay."  

"… … ."  

Aaron Gairn replied with a slightly surprised expression.  

The Jack Stewart standing behind him and the soldiers on the Guyne Street who were dragging the wagons all had similar faces.  

This was because the physique of Lazy Young master was much larger than before.  

Aaron Geirne thought.  

'Tall… … Was it big? No, I think my body has improved quite a bit.'  

It's not a shameful body.  

However, it is not the body that used to be impractical. The muscles he felt over his clothes also embarrassed him.  

You say you've been in the swordsman for only one year and you're changing like this?  

Of course, there was no further inspiration.  

I was just a little embarrassed. Wouldn't it be natural to be surprised if a guy who thought he would be a weak bone in his life became ordinary?  

He quickly changed his face and asked with a smile.  

"You look like you're coming from the Chrono Swordsman?"  

"Yes, that's right. Somehow in Gairin Street, in our estate... … ."  

"Ah, I have something to say on my father's errand. By the way, it's been a while. Nice to meet you, Irene?"  

"okay."  

"Hey, it looks like the Chrono Swordsman teaches well. I'm afraid I'll be different so I don't know... … ."  

Aaron was one year young, but he wasn't respectful. It wasn't strange.  

There was also a difference between a baron and a child, and there were many cases where the one-year difference was friendly.  

Of course, the two were never close. Aaron's way of speaking implicitly revealed a nuance of belittled his opponent.  

It was like that now.  

"Well, are you going to continue practicing swordsmanship in the future?"  

"… … Perhaps."  

"In the family? Well, it would be a bit vague to learn elsewhere. It started so late."  

'That damn kid!'  

From beginning to end, Markus was in a hurry.  

The ignorance that was crushed in secret, and taking it for granted that the master had fallen from the Chrono Swordsman was very bad.  

It has been a long time since I had forgotten that even myself thought that Irene could not be attached.  

Aaron Geirne was too lucky to do such a self-reflection.  

Talking, facial expressions, everything from head to toe!  

Probably, everyone on the Pareira family would have the same mind.  

However, Irene Fareira was not shaken.  

"Probably."  

"uh?"  

"Do you have anything else to say?"  

"uh… … ."  

"If it's not there, I'm going to go. It was a long journey. I want to take some rest."  

Jack Stewart, who was standing behind him, was surprised again at Iron's calmly speaking his words. The same was true of Aaron Geirne.  

However, the emotions he felt were more of annoyance than surprise.  

'Does he dare?'  

The guy has changed.  

It was a very short time, but I could tell.  

I didn't do that before.  

In the past, Irene Fareira couldn't make eye contact with herself, and she couldn't answer her words that straightforwardly.  

I tried to avoid the seat somehow.  

Perhaps that was the only effort he made in his lifetime.  

By the way.  

'Why.'  

Isn't that right now?  

Why can you stand confidently in front of yourself and say everything you want to say?  

On the topic of sloth Young master? On the subject of the underdog who is returning to the family after being kicked out of the swordsman after a year?  

At the moment that thought struck her head, Aaron Gairn vowed not to let the other person go.  

"awhile."  

"… … ?"  

"Ah, no big deal. Let's shake hands before we go."  

"Come now?"  

'this!'  

His face almost distorted, but Aaron forced to laugh. And he continued.  

"I know that? You say that prosecutors can know each other's skills just by holding hands?"  

"I'm listening to it for the first time."  

"Oh, my family has been there for a long time, so I don't have enough knowledge. Said the famous prosecutor, Sir Louis Sogard. In fact, nothing is as important as grip power when it comes to swordsmanship, so it fits pretty well. Isn't that right, Sir Jack Stewart?"  

"That's right."  

"look. Even the best knights in our family say so."  

"… … ."  

"As a senior who learned swordsmanship six years earlier, I'll take a look at how much my skills have improved."  

As soon as the words are over, Aaron Geirne quickly stretches out his right hand.  

The expression of the attendant watching the appearance was distorted. Jack Stewart watched the situation with a little curiosity.  

And Irene Pareira.  

"… … ."  

After contemplating for a moment, I held the other person's hand without a word.  

Aaron, who called for joy in her heart, immediately gave strength.  

'Oops! If I applied strength immediately like this, I would remove my hand. I should have done it a little slower... … uh?'  

Something weird?  

It was the expression that appeared on Aaron Gairn's face. He looked at Iron Fareira with the eyes that it couldn't be.  

The pressure that is felt the moment we hold it together.  

Hard calluses, and the opponent's hand with no fine movements.  

The younger son of the artist Gairin felt a little bit of anxiety and gave him more and more strength.  

At such an opponent, Irene watched quietly.  

'What do we do?'  

As mentioned before, he wasn't an idiot. I knew how to clearly distinguish between people's ridicule and disregard, coldness and ridicule.  

It wasn't that I wasn't sick. And I wasn't getting used to it.  

The surrounding gaze poured out before the scab was formed, and the words approached the boy as a bigger wound. It came with an invisible bruise.  

In order not to get sick, he hid in sleep and hid with a sword.  

It was a life that only ran away.  

'Is it still necessary to run away?'  

no. Not like that.  

If you were the old one, you would have run away. For him, there weren't a few opponents as scary, scary, and tenacious as Aaron Geirne.  

To lazy Young master, the opponent in front was like a natural enemy.  

But not now.  

The boy, who had been in the eyes of Ilya Lindsay, Brat Lloyd, Judith, and many other prospective trainees, felt no fear from Aaron.  

'Then, should we fight?'  

I'm not sure about this.  

After the final interview with Kwan-ju, the boy began to think about his own strength and the strength of the man in his dream.  

The more I worry about my worries, the more the answer comes out.  

It is not because of one's own ability, but only because of dreams. That you were just stuck there.  

The boy did not have the confidence to take pictures of the other person as if he was good at such a subject, and the dignity.  

"Benefit… … ."  

The handshake continued while I was contemplating my thoughts. Irene didn't know, but Aaron was struggling right now.  

Somehow to see the other's wrinkled expression. To hear the other person's groan.  

However, laziness Young master was peaceful.  

It wasn't just the body. Continued worries, continued contemplation. There were a number of problems that could not be solved even at the end.  

However, it has already been decided how to deal with the situation right now.  

'At least… … .'  

His gaze was looking only at the opponent's hand.  

'There is no need to be unconfident, isn't it?'  

I turned to Aaron's eyes.  

The momentum that neither escapes nor hides.  

It flowed out unknowingly. Of course, there was a level of difference from that shown by Instructors Ahmed or Ilya Lindsay.  

But that was enough.  

Startled Aaron Geirne jumped back.  

"… … "Oh."  

Lately his face turned red.  

It was because of pride and shame.  

'I said that I put the hand of Lazy Young master first?'  

I didn't want to admit it.  

But he couldn't fool himself. I knew.  

That he flinched in the eyes of Airn.  

Before that, I couldn't overwhelm him with his own strength.  

I am curious.  

What happened. How does Lazy Young master, which was nothing but human waste, create such an atmosphere?  

Is the time of only one year long enough to change people like this? Or is it just yourself weird.  

However, the feeling that I am feeling more intensely than that.  

'I want to run away.'  

Just fear.  

Today, he is feeling similar to that of Young master' laziness a year ago.  

'However… … .'  

I couldn't.  

I didn't live until I retreated like this.  

I couldn't go back to the carriage because I was worried about what the unlucky indolence Young master would say back to the family and what the attendant would say behind him.  

Even the black cat watching over there from the bushes was annoying.  

Even an unspeakable animal was struck by anxiety, which seemed to spread its depravity widely.  

Then, Jack Stewart, who had been silent, opened his mouth.  

"Young master?"  

"Uh, huh?"  

"Iron Fareira said that Young master wants to get rid of it, so it would not be polite to hold on to it."  

"Ah, that, is that so?"  

"It is. Isn't that right?"  

The knight looked at Airn, and the boy nodded. Jack Stewart was politely polite.  

"Then we will step back at this point."  

"… … That, yes. Ah! Irene, it seemed to be quite usable. Of course, you'll have to do real battles, but you know!"  

"… … ."  

"Then, I go!"  

Irene greeted silently as he saw the two greeted them last. The soldiers who were dragging the chariots and wagons were also polite.  

However, Marcus' expression was not good.  

'That kid without a bag!'  

The result wasn't bad, but the intention was obvious in the first place.  

The guy who was anxious because he wanted to embarrass him, and Jack Stewart, who knew the kid's intentions but didn't stop him, were all in one.  

Of course I couldn't fuck with it. Because it wasn't a status or situation to do so.  

In the end, all he can do is sigh secretly.  

That was the time when the Pareira family was also about to return to the carriage.  

"I am good at talking on topics that bouncing off because I'm scared."  

"… … ?"  

Suddenly, provocative speech.  

Aaron Gairn, who was returning to the wagon, quickly turned the new model. And he blew his eyes.  

"What kind of guy you dare!"  

I didn't remember any feelings of anxiety or fear that I had just felt. That place was replaced by terrible anger.  

Dare, dare to talk to yourself, the son of the Gairn family?  

What the hell is he!  

The answer came straight away.  

"I am, what do you want to do?"  

"uh?"  

People's attention was focused on Aaron Gairn, who wasn't very tall, and the voice coming from a much lower position.  

Black cat.  

A small, cute creature that looked just like a wild animal, stood with two legs and added a word.  

"What are you looking for?"  

Talking cat.  

A word came to mind in everyone's minds who had encountered something that couldn't be.  

'He's a magician!'  

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble chapter 39
     |  ToC | 

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble 40

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble chapter 40
    16. Enchantress (1)  

It can't be.  

Something that cannot be explained in common sense. An absurd thing that makes one's eyes suspicious.  

When looking at such a scene, people often use the word'magical'.  

However, strictly speaking, this is wrong.  

It is easy to be misunderstood because it deals with the invisible power of'mana', but magic is a science that follows rationality and logic.  

If so, what is the right word for you when you are faced with a situation that you can't understand?  

'witchcraft… … !'  

This is the correct answer.  

When the laws of the world are completely ignored, it happens only through witchcraft.  

'No matter how much the cat talks... … .'  

Was the magician transformed into a cat?  

Or did the cat become a conjurer?  

From the beginning, Markus was in confusion. Either way, it must have been extraordinary.  

He was embarrassed, and Irene Pareira was forced to look surprised too.  

He was also the first to see a magician other than his younger brother.  

'Suddenly what is it!'  

In the case of Aaron Geirne, the agitation was even more severe.  

He, too, faced a conjurer in person, except at the time of Cyril Parray. In the first place, a magician was more rare than a magician.  

The 15-year-old boy remembered the rumors about the magician one by one.  

'I heard that they are all personality traitors, and if they don't like them, they start with incidents and accidents… … .'  

What if I do harm to myself?  

No, are you already doing it?  

Aaron Gairn's complexion turned dark.  

'Not good.'  

Jack Stewart's reaction was far more rational than the self-writer's second son.  

Although magicians are unique, they also have intelligence and personality. It means that it is not a monster used to scare children.  

It was hard to see that even the magicians belonging to the state would not be able to communicate in many fields.  

However, this is the territory of the Pareira family.  

That the other person is already showing bad feelings toward them.  

And… … .  

'There is no way to know what witchcraft skills he has!'  

Since I couldn't predict the strength of the opponent, I came to the conclusion that I had to avoid this position quickly.  

He said.  

"I'm sorry if you have excused the magician. If you are offended, please visit me as a self-made artist later."  

"What, are you really not fighting? Just go?"  

"The relationship between Viscount Gairne and Baron Pareira is a relationship that helps and relies on each other. You seem to have misunderstood something."  

"Yeing."  

The cat, standing up on two legs, crossed arms.  

He frowned as if he didn't like it, but he didn't take any further action.  

Jack Stewart, with a sigh of relief, said to Irene Fareira.  

"I'm sorry for taking Young master's time for a long time. You must have been tired of the long journey, so we will step back. Master, let's get on the carriage."  

"uh? Ah, yes!"  

Aaron Geirn jumps into the wagon as if he had waited for that, and Jack Stewart followed.  

The wagon quickly moved away, creating a cloud of dust, leaving only the Pareira family and a black cat on the road.  

"What is this. Isn't it fun at all?"  

They don't seem to like each other very much, so wouldn't it be better to just have a cool fight?  

A long murmur, the magician squeezed his forefoot into his side. Then there was a pocket that wasn't there, and a cute wooden sword popped out of it.  

Holding it skillfully, the cat pretended to prick and prick as if it were holding a rapier.  

"Like this, like this, shh! Shh!"  

"… … ."  

"I thought something interesting would happen. I'm disappointed."  

"… … ."  

Neither Airn, nor the servant, nor the soldiers who were dragging the wagon could say anything.  

It felt like my brain was hardened. They simply watched the black cat raging, and the opponent pretended to be a prosecutor for a while.  

Then suddenly he sat down and started grooming.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

Marcus was the first to wake up.  

With his glance, he ordered the soldiers to head to the perch, and with his hand gesture, he led the master into the carriage.  

Fortunately, the cat didn't care.  

Groomingman was just licking his forefoot without giving any gaze, as if it were a ground task.  

After a while, Irene, seeing the distance, asked Markus.  

"That magician, someone you don't know… … No, animals... … Oh, so... … ."  

"Yes, I don't know. However… … ."  

The attendant, who stopped talking for a while, swallowed and said.  

"Maybe it could have something to do with Princess Kirill Fareira. Because he's the same magician."  

"is it… … ."  

"I'll return to the family and find out right away."  

After that, the carriage was surrounded by silence.  

Both Irene and Marcus were busy reminiscing about the absurd things a little while ago.  

Of course, in the meantime, the carriage ran hard. After a while, the walls of the estate of Pareira came into my eyes.  

At this moment, even the lazy Young master was able to free himself from the thoughts of a magician.  

With the familiar landscape in front of him, he took a deep breath.  

The lazy eldest son of the Paraeira family returned to the family after a year.  

* * *  

"The cat is a magician named Lulu."  

There was no need for the attendant to find out. The cat enchantress Lulu was already known to everyone in the family.  

A family of four, reunited after a long time, gathered in the room.  

Of course, the first topic to come out would be about the chrono swordsman, but it wasn't.  

Baron Pareira unraveled the story of a conjurer.  

"Cyrillic… … I came to see you want to become a teacher. It's been about ten days."  

"… … Master?"  

"Oops, it's been a while since we've been talking about cats… … I'm sorry. I suffered for a year, son."  

"Ah! No. It was a great experience. It wasn't that hard, but... … It was good. really."  

Irene Fareira said with sincerity. And Baron Pareira recognized his son's sincerity.  

With that alone, my father felt the tip of his nose frown.  

My son, who had been living in the room for 10 years, has endured that hard swordsman's schedule for a year.  

No, I wasn't forced to endure it, but I thought it was truly valuable.  

It was truly a great development.  

However, the talk of the swordsman did not go over the topic.  

"By the way, I'm sorry… … Can't we start with the story of the conjurer? I'm so curious... … ."  

"Is it anyway? In fact, I also have a sore mouth."  

I wonder if the story didn't come out, I couldn't put it back in the yard where it had already come out.  

For that reason, the existence of a magician, and also a "cat" magician, was too provocative.  

Hmmmmm, Harun Pareira, who had a sharpened throat, unraveled the mystery's explanation.  

There was nothing particularly special.  

Humans aren't transformed into cats, but real cats. Nevertheless, they have human intelligence, fall into something easily, and get tired of things easily, and it's not a surprisingly threatening feeling... … .  

"And… … Not strong."  

"You're strong?"  

"Yes, I'm strong."  

Kirill, who had been sitting quietly on Amel Fareira's lap until now, opened her mouth.  

"You can tell by just looking. More than any other conjurer I've seen in the kingdom capital... … It will be strong. Perhaps."  

It wasn't groundless, but Irene had no choice but to nod.  

My younger brother, who is a talented magician, is so, how dare you puke?  

That cat... … No, the magician named Lulu will surely be strong. The ability will be good.  

That was the reason I was worried.  

"It's hard to find a good magician."  

"I do not know well but… … I think so."  

"It's even harder to find a magician who can teach someone."  

"right."  

That was right.  

As soon as Cyril awakened as a conjurer, Baron Pareira headed to the capital to meet the king, while looking for a teacher who would brighten her daughter's talents.  

But it was in vain. There were three types of magicians.  

Those who don't like Cyrill, those who don't like Cyrill, and those who cannot teach because they don't match with Cyrill's powers.  

Thanks to this work, Baron Pareira was keenly aware of'why most witch doctors are sharpening their abilities alone without a teacher.'  

By the way… … .  

"The magician is good first, and he likes Cyril second. Probably, his abilities will also match with Cyrillic. Otherwise, they say that they want to become a teacher... … I wouldn't have made a desperate request."  

"Is there anything else that bothers you?"  

"Since I'm not sure of my identity anyway, that's the biggest problem. At first, I sent someone to the Enchantress Association. However… … ."  

The most important part was separate. The baron glanced at his daughter, who had a sulky expression.  

Yes.  

One of the reasons Cyrillic Fareira couldn't save his teacher.  

Kirill's favorite thing.  

That was the biggest problem.  

Even if everything else was met, if she didn't like her, it would be ridiculous.  

Irene Fareira, who had noticed, asked her younger brother.  

"Cyrill."  

"Why?"  

"What do you think?"  

"what."  

"The cat magician."  

"What do you think?"  

"uh?"  

Conversely, when a question came up, Irene was embarrassed.  

I didn't think about it at all. It was because he thought there was no room for him to intervene because it was between the magicians.  

He said this thought straight away.  

"Oh, since it's your job, isn't your intention the most important?"  

"okay?"  

"Yeah, maybe I don't know much about magicians… … ."  

"It doesn't matter?"  

"Huh?"  

"You don't know much about the magician. I know? Regardless of that, just, can you just comfortably tell me your opinion?"  

"… … ."  

A cold sweat ran out of Airen's back.  

Sometimes my younger brother is stubborn like that. Whenever he did, he had trouble saying something, so he would run to his room and under the blanket.  

Of course not now.  

Irene remained silent with an embarrassing expression.  

"Cyril, what if you make it difficult for you to see him in a long time?"  

"No, I was just asking, why?"  

"It's because it's a difficult question to answer."  

"You can just say it comfortably."  

"Stop your expression and say that."  

As always, Amel Parray skillfully soothes her daughter.  

However, I didn't know that Kirill's expression would go away. Irene continued to feel sweat on her back.  

'There's definitely something bad about it.'  

And it was probably because of myself. Either the way of conversation was the problem, or the part that he couldn't imagine was the problem.  

Importantly, Irene wasn't a smart enough person to figure it out.  

He had a desire to run away to his room after a long time.  

Of course I couldn't. He went to the Chrono Swordsmanship in order not to run away, and he could not escape from his brother.  

Fortunately, there was a better way.  

Irene, who put her hand in her arms, took something out and handed it to her younger brother.  

Asked the girl with her eyes wide open.  

"What is this?"  

"It's a gift."  

"Stand, a gift?"  

Cyrillic Parareira looked startled.  

It wasn't just her.  

Their father, Harun Fareira, and their mother, Amel Fareira, both looked at their son with unbelievable eyes.  

'You said Irene bought a present?'  
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"Huh. I don't know if you like it."  

Kirill unwrapped the packaging before Irene Fareira's words were over. Then I opened a small box and took out the contents.  

It was a necklace. A beautiful blue sapphire necklace.  

But it wasn't that important.  

It was important that my brother, who had lived most of his life, not other people, only in his room, thought of giving him something.  

The 12-year-old girl, who was looking at the necklace for a moment, said barely.  

"… … Thanks."  

"Huh?"  

"… … Thank you. I understand it at once."  

"Oh sorry… … ."  

Unlike usual, very small, and similarly blunt voice.  

When they saw this, the faces of the couple's Pareira were bright.  

Kirill is also Kirill, but Irene's surprisingly positive changes made both of them heartbreaking.  

Seeing them, Lazy Young master swept her chest.  

'I was good at listening to Markus.'  

He was a godly servant who said that he had to bring one gift for his family he met after a long time.  

Had it not been, he would have returned to the family empty-handed without thinking about anything.  

'I have to take more care in the future. As much as I couldn't do before.'  

Changes you don't feel.  

However, the eldest son of a family who showed greater change than anyone else felt.  

Thanks to that, the atmosphere in the room was harmonious.  

In such an atmosphere, Irene was about to bring out gifts for his father and mother.  

"Well, that's right. Somehow it smelled similar, so you were brother?"  

"Hey!"  

At the voice that suddenly heard, Kirill made a startled voice.  

Then, the monster, or the monster, Lulu raised his two paws and apologized.  

"Oh sorry! I wasn't trying to surprise you. I thought that it would be more comfortable to persuade you than to just persuade you, and then I said to myself."  

"Where is such a long self-talk! And what do you mean to persuade you!"  

Kirill, who had come down from her mother's lap, grabbed Lulu the magician.  

The fearless appearance of the Pareiras was frightened, but the black cat was quietly held by Cyril's hand.  

He said, hanging in the air and stretching his waist.  

"No, it's just because he's a more easy-to-attack personality than you. And… … ."  

"And?"  

"You like your brother very much, so if you only attack him, will you naturally come over? That's what I think."  

"… … ."  

"uh? Can't I say this? Should I just think inside?"  

"If you enter your own private space, you will not be a student for a lifetime!"  

Kirill Fareira, whose face turned red, screamed. The stabbing Lulu skillfully apologized, slipping out of the opponent's hand.  

"sorry! I will never again! Don't hate it!"  

Jump!  

Susu-  

And after jumping into the air, it disappeared in an instant. As if it didn't exist from the beginning.  

Harun Fareira, who was watching this scene, said with a sigh.  

"I have no idea how to deal with it."  

It was difficult.  

It is best if the enchantress Lulu becomes the mentor of Kirill.  

However, it is still unclear whether he can be trusted or whether Kirill will like him. I need a little more time.  

If the relationship breaks, the problem gets even bigger.  

A powerful enchantress who can walk through the guard and walk inside the castle at will? I hate to even think about it.  

Even if you did not have a relationship with the priest, at least it was necessary to maintain an amicable relationship.  

But that way... … .  

"Honey?"  

Amel Fareira's calm voice.  

The baron looked at his wife.  

A slightly drowsy, calming expression came into my eyes.  

She said.  

"We think about complex problems later, and first we focus on our children. You haven't even talked about the swordsman properly, right?"  

"right. I'll talk about that later. Oppa, tell me about the Chrono Swordsman. how was it? Did you learn a lot?"  

"… … right. I'm sorry, Irene. The cat enchantress is also important, but there's something more important."  

"No, not at all. And Cyrillic, um... … What should I say first?"  

Irene shook his head at his father's words and smiled.  

It was hard to laugh because I was still used to expressionless, but it was much more natural than before.  

After that, the Pareira family had a fun and happy time.  

It was the day he said the most in his life.  

* * *  

A crazy day has passed and it's late at night.  

Iron enters his room, looking out the window and immersed in thoughts.  

Chrono Swordsman, Gwanju's Advice, Her Sword, Family, Younger Brother, Cat Enchantress Lulu, Viscount Gairn … .  

The world outside the room was difficult and complicated. It was a difference from before, when you had to close your eyes, cover your ears, and run away.  

Of course, even taking all of that into account, it's much better than before.  

I remembered the conversations he had with his family today and the smiles they made.  

'I really liked just buying a gift, everyone... … .'  

Rather, he was more impressed with it than he had passed the swordsman conditionally.  

While seeing this, Irene felt happy, but also felt sorry for her.  

Seeing his parents and younger sibling who weren't doing anything big, and being overjoyed with the trivial actions that any son of an ordinary family would do, he regretted the time he had been wasting.  

'Let's not do that now.'  

Iron Fareira clenched her fist.  

You don't have to do anything big and great. Not only is it not possible to do so, and it is by no means that my parents want such a thing.  

You just don't have to run away like before.  

Even if it's hard, you just need to straighten your waist a little more, and even if it's burdensome, you just have to wait a little more and straighten your chest.  

That alone will make your brother's face look like a smile instead of annoyance.  

'… … Finding my sword shouldn't be delayed.'  

Irene's face became serious.  

Chrono Swordsmanship, Ian's homework was very difficult.  

A philosophical and abstract subject that I have never thought about in my life. My head was sore and I wanted to throw it out.  

But you shouldn't.  

If you sit still as it is difficult, nothing will happen.  

Although it was thanks to a dream, Lazy Young master realized it painfully.  

Thinking so far, he burst into laughter.  

He is determined to get away from the sword of the man in his dream and build his own sword, and in the process, he is receiving the help of his dream again.  

Isn't the irony saying over this?  

"… … Well, that's it."  

Iron Fareira shook his head vigorously.  

Deep and deep thoughts cause a lot of worries, and worries lead to anguish.  

Anguish flows into depression, lethargy, and self-deprecation.  

Others don't know, but he did. This, too, has been realized through the years of the past 10 years.  

I erased the useless thoughts one by one. Doing so made it clear what to do the next day.  

Irene said toward the outside of the room.  

"Is anyone out there?"  

"Yes! Can I go in?"  

"Yes, come in."  

Shortly after speaking, a maid came in. Said Irene.  

"I'm going to go to the training hall at around 5:00 tomorrow, so please know in advance and get ready."  

"Yes? Are you talking about tomorrow?"  

The maid asked as if panicked.  

Irene did not know why she was surprised, but first nodded.  

"okay. What's wrong?"  

"no… … By the way, five o'clock... … Are you talking about the afternoon?"  

"Then I haven't even said it now. Of course it's morning."  

"morning… … ."  

The maid was embarrassed again, and Irene waited silently.  

After a brief silence, the maid said her thoughts carefully.  

"Hey, are you okay?"  

"what?"  

"that… … I heard that the distance from the Chrono Swordsmanship to here was over 15 days, but I couldn't rest properly with the lone dog remaining... … Even if you wake up so early in the morning and go out to the training hall... … I'm worried about getting sick... … ."  

The maid was young, but she was well aware of Irene Fareira's former appearance because she had been working in the castle for more than three years.  

Before leaving for the Swordsmanship, she changed like any other person, but basically, the master of her head was the "Sloth Young master" itself.  

'No, apart from that... … No matter how good the physical strength is, this is too much.'  

As a maid, I had to think so.  

However, Irene's position was different.  

In the past year, his average sleep time is less than 5 hours. All other times were training, training, and training.  

For such a boy, the last forty-day wagon trip was not a hard journey, but a rest.  

If it weren't for the troubles that Gwanju handed over, he would have constantly swung his sword during the trip.  

Irene said with a faint laughter.  

"OK. Prepare as I said."  

"Yes, yes."  

"I prepared food for you. It's okay if it's a little too much to eat in the morning."  

"… … Okay. By the way, tomorrow there will be regular training of the soldiers, so the train station will be crowded from early in the morning, is it okay?"  

"I do not care. It won't take up a lot of space."  

"Yes. Then I will go back."  

The maid, who bowed her head politely, walked back and left the room.  

widely. The door closed, and she muttered quietly to herself.  

"Are you more embarrassed because of the fall of the swordsman?"  

It makes more sense to stick.  

She thought of the back word in her heart and walked the corridor lightly and headed for the kitchen.  

It was a natural reaction because only the family and Markus knew that Irene had passed the condition.  

"To make a snack for tomorrow morning?"  

"You say you're going to the gym so early?"  

"You don't need to be so overwhelmed."  

The maids in the kitchen had similar thoughts.  

The nasty people thought, 'It's too late to come and have a hard time.'  

Unfortunately, there were no ones on both sides looking forward to how much Irene Fareira had grown in the swordsmanship.  

So the night passed, and the dawn came.  

"Then, shall we move our body after a long time?"  

Exactly 5 am.  

After all preparations, Lao-Tae Young master appeared at the family's training hall.  

He didn't move in a hurry.  

After a long time, I meticulously relaxed my body as much as I moved my body. The muscles of the whole body were flexibly released by static and dynamic stretching, and the heat was moderately increased.  

Of course, this was not the end.  

The movements so far are just a process to prevent any injuries.  

Kendo is a sword, but after moving after a long time, I was urged to use my body properly. Irene looked around the training hall.  

"… … ."  

Much worse equipment than the Chrono Swordsman.  

But it was okay. There were plenty of exercises that could be done with a bare body.  

"There is no one yet, so can I use it more widely?"  

He muttered low and began to run slowly through the gym.  

It wasn't always slow.  

Little by little, little by little, Airn's speed increased.  

* * *  

"Damn, what kind of training do you do from dawn like this… … ."  

"I mean. Hell training? Sounds funny. To show proper efficiency, it would be much better to have a strong breakfast and start around 9 o'clock... … ."  

"I can't help it. I heard what's said above, but it's a way to show it to the surrounding family, so I'm somehow making it feel tight to see from the outside."  

"No, what useless it is… … ."  

Soldiers gather to the training center at 6 am for a training gathering.  

From their mouths, swear words about this situation were pouring out.  

It was natural. No one wants to get up and use their body after rubbing their sleepy eyes from early dawn.  

"uh?"  

It wasn't.  

There was such a person.  

At first glance, a boy who is expressionless at first glance, but with a strangely refreshing face, plays in the field.  

"young master?"  

"Are you back?"  

"right. You returned from the swordsman yesterday. By the way… … ."  

"What kind of dawn have you been sprinting?"  

"Aren't you flying like that?"  

The soldiers who confirmed the appearance of Iron Parreira threw word by word.  

There were concerns on the faces of many of them.  
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As mentioned earlier, most do not know that Irene Parreira was conditionally admitted to the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

This is because Baron Pareira kept it a secret.  

In a situation where there is a possibility of falling, he thought that his son could feel burdened if he informed the outside.  

In fact, even he himself did not believe in Airn.  

One year was too short to change people.  

Even a father who loves his son terribly, but what about others?  

The same was true of the soldiers. The Iron in their heads was still a lazy Young master.  

The appearance you saw just before heading to the Chrono Swordsmanship has long since faded.  

That's why he's been working hard for a year, but in the end, a 16-year-old boy who has been tagged as "failed to enter the official admissions" is struggling since dawn?  

I couldn't help but worry.  

"How long are you going to run?"  

"Yeah. I think I've already run at that speed for over 10 minutes... … ."  

It is not at all unreasonable for a healthy person to run for a few minutes.  

But that's the story of when you run at a moderate speed, and if you run as fast as you are sprinting like now, the situation will change.  

Even soldiers with good physical strength are likely to get sick and nauseous.  

However, even just what the soldiers named Irene Faray have seen, they have maintained that speed for more than 10 minutes.  

no.  

A young soldier with good eyes muttered.  

"I think it's getting faster?"  

"Oh, yes."  

The soldiers began to panic.  

If it had been a bit of anxiety before, it was much more serious now.  

If the Bocchan is unreasonable while they are watching, who will be responsible for it?  

It must be dried.  

It is burdensome, but we have to restrain Young master.  

Among the soldiers who had noticed each other, the best one swallowed gulp.  

He approached the eldest son of the Pareira family with a tense face, and Airn, who was circling the battlefield, fortunately grasped his intentions and stopped jumping.  

By the way… … .  

"uh?"  

"What is it?"  

"no… … that… … ."  

'Why are you so fine?'  

It was really.  

When he stopped, he was really calm.  

It was quicker than usual, but I couldn't even see a few drops of sweat on regular and stable breathing.  

It was enough to know when I opened my eyes and looked at it.  

It was not unreasonable for a senior soldier to be embarrassed because it was at a level that someone would mistake it for only stretching, not high intensity running.  

Thanks to that, I was hard to say what to say.  

'Uh, how to do it.'  

Originally, I was worried and tried to stop him, but there was no need to do so.  

However, it is impossible to say 'Ah, it's no problem, so you can just do what you were doing!'  

Fortunately, the embarrassing situation was resolved immediately.  

Irene said as if he had realized something.  

"Oh right, I said that there will be early morning training for the soldiers today."  

"Ah? Ah, that's right! Uh, that, that, I'm not trying to disturb you... … ."  

"no it's okay. I was trying to stop running."  

"Is that right?"  

"okay. I'll use that iron bar in the corner."  

Irene lied in good faith. In fact, I was cut off at a very ambiguous timing, so my body was still annoying.  

But it was okay. Because running is not just an exercise. The boy headed for the iron bar and jumped lightly.  

And he continued to exercise with his relaxed appearance.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

The soldiers watched it in silence.  

As the gathering time approached, the other soldiers gathered with similar expressions just watched Young master laziness.  

* * *  

"Oh, I'm sleepy."  

Jukran, the knight of the estate of Pareira, who yawned droopingly, headed for the training center.  

It was to conduct the scheduled training at 6 am. I didn't drink alcohol, but I wasn't happy when I turned to sleep.  

'Damn, because it's the subjugation season, they're very fry.'  

The six southern families of the Hale Kingdom form an allied force every spring to fight monsters.  

This is because monsters in the mountains will pour out into the main street if you do not subdue them regularly.  

For that reason, there is relatively much work to do during this period. I can see a lot of things around me.  

It wasn't just that.  

The fame of the Pareira family was increasing day by day.  

Praise for the kind and competent Baron Pareira, the manor who keeps getting rich, and the enchanting magician Kirill Pareira with a bright future.  

It's certainly a good thing, but the steep rise is going to induce jealousy around you.  

Jukran, who recalled the subtle checks of the surrounding families, frowned.  

'In order not to look downright, I need to tighten it up a bit. If you make a mistake, the Baron might be taken away by the newly recruited knights... … .'  

"Tsu."  

He continued to worry about this and that, and he kicked his tongue.  

Yesterday afternoon, it was because the thought was crazy that the eldest son, who had gone to study abroad at the swordsman, returned.  

Since the biggest flaw of the Pareira Estate is Lazy Young master, there was a high possibility that the future checks would be more tenacious and innocent.  

You will have to share the work and stress caused by that.  

As the accident went so far, the feeling that wasn't good still sank to the bottom.  

"Whew. I don't know if you are comfortable with the sequel. How restless and caring people around you because of you... … uh?"  

Jukran, right at the entrance of the training center, made a startled voice.  

Because the atmosphere was strange.  

The current time is 5:55. It is natural for everyone to gather, and the soldiers who deserve to be holding each other and waiting are showing a hazy appearance.  

It feels like gathering on the market floor and looking at something.  

He was enthusiastic and sneaking toward the soldiers. Wow in a short distance! I was thinking of yelling and getting my soul out.  

"Oh, Jukran driver!"  

But it failed. A young soldier found himself first.  

I wasn't even afraid of this situation. The guy with the recalled face jumped towards him and said.  

"Look at that."  

"What are you talking about, now!"  

"Bok-nim is training."  

"What? Buppet? this time?"  

Jukran, who looked surprised, nodded, saying, "Ah!"  

It turns out that from a month before leaving for the swordsmanship, Young master also eagerly swung his sword.  

'But you seem to have gone to the swordsman and got your mind right?'  

But that alone couldn't explain why the soldiers were so disorderly. I didn't even want to understand.  

Thinking about how he would discipline, he turned toward the soldiers.  

"Huh."  

Some guys say hello, and some guys don't even know they're here and keep looking at you.  

Ornn felt embarrassed.  

What on earth is so amazing that you can't even notice it even though you have come.  

He turned his gaze with curiosity.  

And after a while, I was forced to stand blankly with expressions similar to those of the soldiers.  

"Hoo-woo, hoo."  

"haha."  

Regular and stable breathing.  

The resulting elaborate and powerful movements.  

Irene Pareira was doing the iron bar exercise leisurely. It was similar to a pull-up.  

However, the level of difficulty was different.  

The boy didn't just pull up to his chin, he went over his teeth and lifted his waist up to the top of the rod.  

It wasn't even just that.  

"That disk, how does it weigh?"  

"Well, I'm not sure… … Oh, there's the same thing in the corner over there. Shall we listen to it?"  

A band was attached to the waist of the boy in action, and a heavy disc was hung behind him.  

A soldier who was curious was holding a disc of the same weight with both hands.  

However, I couldn't hold up for a while, put it down, and looked at the iron bar with a frightened expression.  

The same was true of the other soldiers.  

"Hey, he weighs so heavy that he staggers… … ."  

"You're doing that?"  

"What happened in a year?"  

"No, you weren't eliminated from the swordsman?"  

The topic of the soldiers who were watching Airn in silence flowed to the other side.  

How did you know how the Bocchan was able to achieve as much as I did, and why did he fall even though he achieved such achievements?  

Of course, there could be no answer. Because they didn't know.  

How great is the chrono swordsman compared to an ordinary swordsman.  

How special and fierce this rider was even in that great chrono swordsman.  

What kind of training the children digested to survive there, and how much physical strength and mental power they digested.  

Finally, what position Irene Fareira was among those talented trainees.  

The soldiers knew nothing.  

And this was the same with Jukran, who right.  

"Jukran!"  

"Uh, huh? What!"  

One of the soldiers called to the climbed Jukran. He was staring at Young master, lazily and belatedly answered.  

"I do not know well, but now, isn't Young master really a great level? Why on earth do you think you fell from the swordsman?"  

'I don't know, you bastard! What happened in the first year in the first place?'  

He couldn't understand either.  

I knew that the Chrono Swordsman was famous, but I thought that no matter how much I could drop a person with such a physical ability.  

But I didn't want to be honest with my thoughts.  

I didn't like the acknowledgment of the lazy Young master that I had seen before, nor the showing of my ignorance.  

He thought for a moment and opened his mouth.  

"You son, do you think the Chrono Swordsman is a place where only physical ability can be admitted?"  

"Ah, isn't it?"  

"Of course. What is a swordsman? It's a place to learn swords. Of course, the master... … It looks quite different, but honestly, it's difficult for someone who hasn't even caught a sword in his life to enter such a prestigious swordsman."  

"Oh, well… … ."  

"I see. Since you have never practiced swords... … ."  

"Jukran-sama is right."  

The soldiers nodded.  

Jukran, who was slightly upset, continued.  

"Besides, it may look great enough to you, but that's nothing at the level of knights."  

"Oh, is that right?"  

"Then, can Jukran do that easily?"  

"Of course. Does it seem easy to be an ordained an engineer?"  

Jukran said with a shameless face.  

It was true that he could do it too. Even if you don't have the passion of your youth, it's a knight.  

However, it wasn't easy to do, and it was true that he had to take a lot of jeans.  

Of course, there was no need to tell the soldiers about this. At this point, he decided to finish the chat and start training.  

But then, Irene Fareira's behavior changed.  

"Ooh… … Wow."  

"How is that possible?"  

"… … ."  

"Jukran! Can Jukran do that easily?"  

Rely on an iron bar to make the ground and body level, and then raise your legs so that the soles of your feet face the sky.  

And like a clockwork, it moves back and forth left and right.  

It was a crazy move. A level that can't even be imitated without tremendous core strength.  

Jukran, who had been watching it for a moment, shouted loudly.  

"You children! It's already 6:10! Until when do you want to talk! Have a training class!"  

* * *  

"Then I will go back, Father."  

"Yes, I suffered."  

Viscount Phil Gairn smiled as he saw his second son who had been to the estate of Pareira.  

Aaron Geirne retreated with a slightly depressed face, leaving only Viscount and Jack Stewart in the room.  

Asked Phil Geirne, who became a cynical expression as usual.  

"That guy, why is your face chewed like that? Did you ever have a problem with the Baron's estate?"  

"… … ."  

"It looks like there's something. Honestly tell me everything!"  

"… … Okay."  

In a voice like an old wildcat, Jack Stewart confessed what he saw, heard, and felt.  
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"… … ."  

By the time Jack Stewart's story was all over, Phil Geirne said nothing.  

Sitting in a chair, he was contemplating with his right hand pricking his chin.  

Of course it wasn't forever.  

After a while, he asked in a calm voice.  

"So… … Did you meet a lazy guy who just came back near the estate?"  

"Yes."  

"Aran behaved as usual while greeting each other."  

"Yes."  

"But that indolent guy, unlike before, did not run away or avoid his gaze… … ."  

"… … ."  

"That's not enough, I made my son feel light with his eyes… … Is it correct that I understand? You said this, right?"  

"… … At least that's what I've seen."  

"now! that! That makes sense! You are a cub, the eyes are right. "  

Quadangtang!  

Wow!  

Chaenggang! Chaenggrang!  

Phil Geirne shouted and overturned the table. The glass on top shattered and made an unpleasant sound.  

A few drops of hot tea splashed into Jack Stewart's face. He didn't blink an eye.  

After a while, the expression of Phil Gairne, who had been distorted like a grotesque, was released. As if nothing had happened.  

He said, surprisingly calm.  

"Maybe you said this. If it wasn't you who said this, but someone else."  

"Thank you for trusting me."  

"I have to believe. Of course you have to believe it. This is my most trusted knight. Who do you or I can trust? Hehehe."  

The appearance of a smirk with his eyes open and the uncontrollable emotional changes were creepy.  

But it was familiar to Jack Stewart. He waited for the lord's thoughts to be cleared up.  

"Huh, but it's curious. Honestly, I still can't believe it. That idiot has a wick? That guy with a blurry eyeball like an old man who had me to die? Is it really different?"  

"It is clear that it has changed. His physique has improved noticeably, and his attitude toward people is different. I think I got a lot from the Chrono Swordsmanship."  

"Huh, fuck! The swordsman is not a magic room. Anyway, that's annoying. Harun, I get twisted to think that the slimy-looking guy is laughing."  

Phil Geirne grinds it smoothly.  

He hated Harun Fareira since before.  

It wasn't really that the other person did anything.  

He is more handsome than himself and has a lot of hair.  

Unlike herself, who was married, she also got a beautiful wife through love marriage.  

Two of them too. For reference, it was rumored that his wife had been dismissed.  

That alone gave me a fever, but the manor's estate became richer day by day. Youngjimin's praise toward him also increased as the days went by.  

Unlucky guy.  

The guy who doesn't taste good just thinking about it.  

So it was.  

That's why I persistently bite my son, who is more precious to him than anyone, but he is like a idiot.  

'By the way, that good biting guy started to rejuvenate... … .'  

"Damn it. An idiot! You'll be stuck in a room like an idiot, why crawl out! Why are you trying hard to act as a person!"  

Phil Geirne continued to swear words. His speech accelerated, and his breathing became rough.  

His red eyes and shivering knees represented his stress.  

At that time, Jack Stewart, who was silent, said insistently.  

"If you step on the growing bud again, won't it stop?"  

"Huh? Yes, yes! But how?"  

"It's the way, you can think about it now. But it won't be difficult. Will there be a subjugation war soon."  

"Aha!"  

match!  

Viscount Gairn clapped his hands. He also burst into laughter.  

Jack Stewart, who looked at the master's attention, continued to talk with a light smile.  

"It won't be very important to you about the skill of Lao-Tae Young master. If you have a job, it won't be difficult to make a few problems, and it's much easier to tweak and flaw in the middle. Wouldn't it be all right to put the other person's name back in the mud anyway?"  

"right! That's right!"  

"If it's not him, there is a stronger way."  

"I like that too! After all, it's Jack! I will only believe in you!"  

Phil Geirne liked like a child and praised Jack Stewart. After the knight moderated the lord's favor, he carefully left the room.  

"The crazy guy."  

Jack made an impression after wiping the tea water off his face.  

The treatment was good, but every time I saw Gairun's madness, it felt like my appetite fell.  

'Apart from that, there won't be much of a problem this time.'  

He's also the guy who wasn't attending all events in the first place, and even if he has changed his mind, it's not a concern. I wouldn't need even the aforementioned masterpieces.  

'It will probably end at the Grand Young master line.'  

A person who is smarter, more capable, and more insidious than his father. Ryan Geirne.  

Reminiscent of his high grade graduate from the Royal Academy of Knights of Hale, Jack Stewart returned to his home.  

* * *  

A week after returning from the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

Irene Pareira continued her physical training and swordsmanship training without missing a day.  

I didn't find a definite answer.  

The boy still couldn't find a clue as to what his sword was and what his path was.  

But one thing is certain, I can't rely on the man's sword anymore.  

Of course, I did get a lot of help.  

The fact that he came out of the room, experienced a swordsman, and had a good relationship with many people was all thanks to a mysterious dream and a man's sword.  

However, at least in swordsmanship, it was necessary to escape from its influence, so the boy clenched his teeth and trained only the swordsmanship he had learned at the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

Until you forget, until the man's sword fades.  

"Huh, huh, huh… … ."  

"crazy… … ."  

"When are you going to do it?"  

Looking at such a lazy Young master, some of the soldiers looked tired.  

They were the ones who voluntarily came to the training hall, stimulated by the image of the grown-up doryeonim.  

The dramatic change of the characters who have been fingered as lazy for their lives planted a spark in their minds.  

But the passion did not last long.  

Irene's stamina was too good to pursue with only a brief moment of motivation.  

"Oh, I can't do it anymore."  

"okay. That's enough."  

Eventually, the soldiers left the training center one by one.  

Irene, who had just started taking a break, looked at them.  

And I remembered the children of the swordsman.  

Ilya Lindsay, Brat Lloyd, Judith, and many other prospective trainees.  

'They were really great.'  

I feel it, they were really great kids.  

Even though they have benefited from mystical dreams, they have not been helped by anyone.  

He endured hellish training only with pure passion, determination, and mental power. Their stamina didn't exist from the beginning.  

'Can I stand alone without a real dream?'  

The anxiety that came back again.  

Airn shook his head.  

You can't do well in the first place. How many times have you been through it?  

He had a new mind and was about to wield his sword again.  

Swish  

Flip flops!  

Jump!  

Mow Meow-!  

"Haha, can't you catch that?"  

"… … ."  

The boy's concentration was broken at an unfamiliar sight that had not been seen before.  

It was amazing. It's the current child, Parray, who is immersed in her work without blinking an eye for most of it.  

However, anyone who saw the current scene would understand.  

Three tabby cats chasing a worm-shaped toy hanging from a fishing rod.  

And a black cat swinging the fishing rod back and forth.  

Where in the world can this strange thing be?  

Thanks to this, the soldiers who were about to leave, the maids who were going to work, and even Marcus, were unable to take their eyes off the cats.  

'What on earth are you thinking?'  

I heard the reason.  

It seems that Kirill Fareira will listen to her very well, so she intends to twist herself. This was what the enchantress Lulu himself said.  

But since that day, Lulu hasn't said a word to the boy.  

Well, I was sitting down near Irene every day.  

But on the first day, I seemed to stare at me for a while, and then I slept all the time.  

On the second day, he played alone with the ball he had come from. I also groomed occasionally.  

And from yesterday, I was just playing with cats who didn't know where I brought them.  

As the situation was like this, even Irene, who was shy about everything, couldn't help but care.  

"Woo."  

Eventually, he couldn't hold back his curiosity, and he approached Lulu, the cat magician.  

Just in time, Markus also followed.  

Irene asked with a puzzled look.  

"Why is Marcus?"  

"Well, isn't there no such thing as a cat magician? So, I was curious about what kind of conversation you are going to have... … ."  

It was a lie. Marcus just liked cats and wanted to find an excuse to watch them up close.  

Of course, Irene didn't care. He nodded and approached Lulu, and the three tabby cats ran away.  

Fortunately, Lulu did not run away.  

I didn't even frown.  

He said.  

"Why?"  

"no… … ."  

It was absurd.  

After saying something about attacking yourself, now you say'why?'.  

Said the boy. No, I tried and stopped.  

'By the way, should I be respectful?'  

Irene, who was worried for a moment, shook her head.  

It was a magician, but it felt strange to be respectful to a cat.  

Deciding to be comfortable, he opened his mouth one beat late.  

"So… … ."  

"So?"  

"Attack on me… … You said you'd do it?"  

"uh! That tone, I've heard it somewhere. right! I saw it in a novel that adult humans watch!"  

"… … That's what you said."  

"That's right too."  

"Anyway, why don't you say anything to me?"  

"Because you don't think it's going to be fun to talk to?"  

"uh?"  

"Cyrill has a splashy taste, but you don't like it. It looks as boring as hundreds of pebbles piled up in the valley."  

"… … ."  

That was right. It wasn't that there was a personality around the horse named Irene Pare, who had been stuck in the room for a long time.  

But when I heard such a word from the cat, I felt something like that. For a moment, I also thought I wanted to refute it.  

At that time, Lulu put a fishing rod in his side.  

People around him burst into exclamation when they saw a long object popping into a place where there was nothing.  

But that wasn't the end. Lulu didn't just put a fishing rod in, he kept rummaging his hands.  

And as if he had found something, he made a bright expression. Even though the races were different, the emotions felt vivid.  

He said.  

"I'll give you a gift."  

"Huh?"  

"People say it's a bribe."  

"… … ."  

"If you receive this and you like it, tell your sister a little."  

"no… … ."  

The boy was embarrassed. Both the blatant expression of bribery and the cat's attitude of revealing their intentions were unexpected. He was in confusion.  

But not other people.  

In particular, Markus, who was next to him, was curious about what the cat magician would hand over, so he couldn't stand it.  

He looked straight, checked the object on the cat's little hand, and shouted in surprise.  

"My tomb, cat's eye!"  

"Cat's Eye?"  

"Really?"  

There was a murmuring sound among the people around me. They too were surprised by expressions.  

Irene was the only one who didn't know what the cat's eye was.  

But I thought I knew only this one.  

'It looks like a very expensive gem... … .'  

He asked.  

"Marcus, is this expensive?"  

"It's very expensive."  

"It's very expensive."  

At the same time, an answer popped out of the mouths of the cat enchantress Lulu and Marcus.  

After a while, the attendant spoke with a trembling voice.  

"If it's this size, and if it's a real cat's eye... … Probably a quarter of the estate of Pareira can live."  

"… … ."  

At the price beyond imagination, Lazy Young master lost his words.  

Lulu jumped and sat on the shoulders of the attendant when he saw it.  

Then he stroked the other person's head and said, "  

"I'm very grateful for telling me something to your advantage?"  

"Well, I'm just saying the value as it is… … ."  

"If you can persuade him, I'll give you something good too."  

Feeling the cat's gentle touch, I tried hard not to break my expression.  

Irene, who stared blankly at the figure, asked belatedly.  

"Why do you want to make my younger brother a disciple while giving you something so precious?"  
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"I just want to make a disciple, so that's it?"  

"There is no reason?"  

"Do you really need a reason? What do you care about who I like?"  

"… … ."  

There was no word to say, Irene Faray.  

That's right. There is no law that there must be a reason when you like someone.  

There may be no real reason, or it may be an ambiguous part to explain.  

The important thing is whether this strange cat really likes his younger brother, this part.  

'I do not know.'  

It was natural. There was no way that Iron, who was awkward in dealing with people, could read the heart of the cat.  

I looked at the expression in my heart, but there was no way I could read the cat's expression.  

At that time, Marcus, who had been silent, opened his mouth carefully.  

"there… … ."  

"Huh?"  

"By the way. Hey, that... … The cat's eye, and... … What I just said, so our estate... … ."  

His speech was frustrating.  

Stutter, hang up, spin around. I ended up speaking unintuitively and very vaguely.  

However, the intention was sufficiently conveyed.  

Lulu the cat, who quietly waited for Marcus's words, asked, frowning.  

"what. Are you looking at me and asking if there is a concept of money?"  

"No… … ."  

"No, that's right. Who do you know as an idiot? No matter how much I am a cat, I know how expensive a cat's eye is!"  

"Sorry, I'm sorry."  

"With this gem, I can buy over a thousand of my favorite smoked salmon."  

"… … ."  

"uh? no?"  

Markus's expression became subtle, but Lulu didn't care.  

Rather, he began to preach his thoughts in a more confident voice.  

"Anyway, in the first place, humans care too much about jewelry, gold, and money. There are so many more important things than that."  

"Yeah?"  

"Look at this."  

The cat put his hand on his side.  

It's a strange sight, but no one was a fuss about it because a magician was such a thing.  

Rather, he showed a deeper interest in the things that the enchantress Lulu had pulled out.  

However, the object on the cat's paw was nothing more than a tacky wooden ball.  

"This?"  

"It's a wooden ball."  

"It's a wooden ball."  

"And even if I try to swap the dozens of cat's eyes that I showed you earlier, it's my treasure that won't change."  

"Yeah?"  

"This wooden ball has a scent that I like very much, but there is no way to get the same one."  

If it smells normal, you could ask a perfumer or a wizard to make the same scent.  

However, the smell from the wooden ball was extremely faint. It can only be felt by the sensitive sense of smell of cats, not humans.  

"What do you think? No matter how much gold or gems you give, you can't get them."  

"I see… … I do."  

"In addition! And there is another!"  

This wasn't the end of Lulu's treasure. The black cat kept pulling things out, as if to show off his collection.  

Puppies say that she remembers her memories before she learned magic.  

A stuffed toy that bursts with seams as a gift from a wandering cat.  

Lots of other miscellaneous things.  

The appearance of Lulu explaining this one by one seemed very proud.  

"i See. I see now."  

Markus nodded, as if he understood it now. Not only that, but the people around him also showed a somewhat convinced expression.  

Of course, I did not sympathize deeply. I knew what Lulu was trying to say, but money was money.  

There weren't many humans who would choose something precious of their own instead of the piles of gold and silver treasures.  

But it wasn't even without it.  

That's what Iron Fareira did.  

'Is it because I am a nobleman?'  

Unlike most people, Lazy Young master never missed money.  

I lived my whole life in a comfortable space, and I lived my whole life without worrying about meals. He was also very familiar with the servants' care.  

The reason I truly sympathized with the words of the enchantress Lulu may have been because of the impatient thoughts formed in such a full environment.  

But I didn't think it was bad.  

Irene liked this cat.  

'Because it also means that you are caring about your younger brother that much.'  

His relationship with his younger sibling is also included in 'valued things that cannot be bought with money.'  

That was the most important point.  

The boy looked at the enchantress Lulu with a faint smile, and the cat, feeling the gaze, quickly grabbed his treasures and jumped in front of him.  

And he said, putting out a polite cat's eye.  

"Anyway, get this and be good at talking."  

"I'm sorry, that's not possible."  

"Why! I said before! Is this really expensive?"  

"I also said that there is a lot more important than money."  

"Ah!"  

"And as I said last time, I don't think I'm talking about my brother's work."  

"Wagawalbur! What's wrong with giving advice as an older brother for your precious little brother?"  

"That's right, but if you give me any advice… … I will tell you what I saw and felt about you. It's not about taking bribes and saying good things."  

Irene said with a calm expression.  

There is no regret a little. Rather, there was a greater feeling on the expression of Marcus next to him.  

Lulu also knew this.  

Said the black cat with the cat's eye on his side.  

"Well, I didn't know Kirill, but I thought you could hook it up."  

"… … ."  

"Well, it can't be helped. still."  

"still?"  

"Because you look easier than Kirill, I will come to convince you from time to time. And… … ."  

You are a little more fun than I thought.  

At the end of that, Lulu disappeared.  

Everyone who had gathered this time was amazed. Even Irene, who had seen the cat's magic once, made a strange expression.  

'The teleport is said to be difficult even for famous wizards, but it's very easy.'  

Are you a magician?  

He looked at the space where Lulu was for a moment.  

Of course not long. Soon he turned his head and raised his sword again.  

And, as always, swung.  

Wheeik!  

* * *  

"Irene."  

"Huh?"  

"Come here."  

After the day when the bribery solicitation case turned into failure, Lulu spoke to Irene Fareira more often than before.  

There wasn't a particularly important business.  

It was just now.  

"Why?"  

"Please come quickly. Quickly."  

The black cat urged once again, and Lazy Young master approached the other person with a curious expression.  

Lulu looked at him and pulled out a bowl of smoked salmon.  

And said.  

"Please stay by my side while I eat."  

"… … Is that for you?"  

"Huh."  

"Why the hell?"  

"When I was eating, I was anxious if no one was beside me."  

"… … ."  

It wasn't just this time.  

Lulu always did. Irne was embarrassed by an inexhaustible request, an inexhaustible topic, and an inexhaustible behavior.  

Rather, the story about my younger brother never came out.  

But I didn't think it was strangely annoying.  

'I remember the swordsman.'  

The Chrono Swordsman was a very difficult place for Lazy Young master, but at the same time, it was also a place I missed.  

It was the first place to make friends, and for the first time, it was the first place to talk comfortably with people outside of the family.  

And… … Sadly, it was Irene, who thought there would be no more such an opportunity after leaving the swordsman.  

But it wasn't.  

This peculiar, pure, and absurd cat treated himself without hesitation.  

As if there was no wall between the two in the first place. Or as if you don't know the concept itself.  

In some ways, he looked more unprepared than Judith, but it worked.  

Even though it was difficult for Airn to approach him first, he was relatively generous to the side of receiving other people's approach.  

"You know what you're thinking, kitten lying down over there?"  

"I don't know… … What are you thinking?"  

"I asked."  

"uh?"  

"I asked, why do you ask again?"  

"… … Didn't you mean to guess?"  

"How do I know what other cats think."  

"… … ."  

Lulu, a conjurer, threws ridiculous words again and takes a seat in the corner of the training center.  

Seeing him like that, Irene Pareira laughed.  

I still don't know what relationship I am to, but at least I wasn't in a bad mood.  

"Why are you laughing?"  

"just."  

"okay? Hmm."  

Lulu lay on his side like a human, leaning his head with one paw.  

It looks amazing and a little cute.  

Seeing this, Irene laughed again. But soon, he hardened his expression and looked at his sword.  

'What is my black?'  

From the moment he left the swordsman, he continued to worry.  

But there was no income.  

It wasn't strange.  

You already know what's not your sword.  

However, you cannot find the answer just by avoiding it. No, even Irene did not know the process toward the correct answer.  

All he could do now was to swing his sword instead of relying on the man's sword.  

Naturally, it couldn't be easy.  

'I'm tired.'  

In the past he wasn't hard.  

He wields his sword harder than anyone else, and overused his body longer than anyone else... … I didn't care about that.  

The man in the dream always gave him the direction to go, and the boy followed it without any doubt. All I had to do was eagerly pursue it.  

But not now.  

The Great Sea.  

Lazy Young master, who felt as if he was in the middle of it, quietly closed his eyes.  

"… … ."  

The man's sword.  

I know what not to do.  

He knows that he must build his own will, not his will, and his sword.  

But today's Airn was exhausted, difficult, and complicated, so he needed a place to lean on.  

There was a desire to escape from the endless sea and come up to the land for a while.  

Because of this, laziness Young master took out the man's sword again.  

Booung!  

Swung it.  

… … After completing a series of movements, Irene Parreira opened her eyes and looked around.  

"… … ."  

Fortunately, nothing else happened.  

As before, the unprecedented power has not boiled, and the ground has not been split.  

Perhaps because I was not 100% immersed, such a miracle did not happen.  

No one was particularly interested.  

For them, what was a little while ago wasn't very novelty.  

The master swung his sword as usual, and that's all.  

No, since you closed your eyes and swung it, is it a little different? So, it must have been a little more focused. This was the thought in the minds of ordinary people.  

However, some were not.  

"Irene."  

"Huh?"  

Looking at Lulu, who had come to her side, Irene answered.  

I had no idea.  

I didn't have to talk to him once or twice.  

However, the words of the black cat that followed were much heavier and more important than he thought.  

"Have you ever learned to witchcraft?"  

"… … What are you talking about?"  

Young master, lazy with a blank expression, asked. Cat enchantress Lulu slowly floated into the air and made eye contact with him.  

Airn gulps his saliva.  

I could feel it now.  

An opponent that emits a completely different atmosphere than before.  

Before long, a proposal flowed out of the black cat's mouth.  

"You, be my disciple."  
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"You, be my disciple."  

"… … ."  

Irene Fareira couldn't concentrate on the words of the cat enchantress Lulu.  

It was, even though I knew that it wasn't the usual silly words, but meaningful words.  

Than the other's suggestion.  

In the other's eyes.  

It was because I was more distracted by the atmosphere flowing from the opponent's body and secretly.  

'heavy.'  

It is very heavy.  

It is also thick.  

I have felt it several times.  

When I first stepped into the Chrono Swordsmanship, that was the momentum that Instructor Ahmed, standing on the podium, emanated.  

That's the atmosphere of Instructor Karaka, who sometimes laughed happily and showed startled eyes every now and then.  

No, the current one was heavier.  

For a moment, for a very short time... … .  

'It reminds me of the Lord Ian Swordsman.'  

Irene soon confessed that thought.  

That's ridiculous. Ian, the chief of the swordsmanship, is one of the prosecutors, or even among all the powerhouses on the continent, who is the first hand.  

No matter how great the enchantress Lulu is, it cannot be compared to him.  

However, just by thinking that way, even for a moment, I could see how special this black cat is.  

'why… … .'  

However, my thoughts on Lulu didn't last long.  

The enchantress, who approached the silently standing eyes of Iron, said once again.  

No, I said many times.  

"Hey."  

"Hey."  

"Hey hey hey."  

"Are you listening to me? Be my disciple."  

"I'll tell you this and that. Let's go to the exciting world of magic together!"  

"… … ."  

Lulu shows a light tone with the serious atmosphere just before.  

Irene Fareira, who woke up late, replied, taking a step back.  

"I will not."  

"no! Why!"  

"Why, of course. I am not a magician."  

"OK. You can learn magic from now on. I will teach you."  

"No, it's not magic, it's magic… … You can't learn witchcraft just because you want to learn it, right? Of course, magic is also difficult... … ."  

That's right.  

Swordsman, sorcerer, sorcerer.  

It is difficult for all three to reach the highest level, but it is not an initiation.  

There is even a saying that the sword is the easiest, the magic is the next, and the witchcraft is the sky.  

It means that it is almost impossible to decide and learn if it is to cultivate the ability that has already been manifested.  

Besides, Irene doesn't mean anything to witchcraft.  

My head hurts just by finding my own sword, but I didn't even think about reaching out to other fields.  

The boy explained his thoughts in moderation. It was okay to say that it was an euphemism.  

However, the black cat did not intend to bend over.  

"What's wrong with being a prosecutor?"  

"Huh?"  

"In the first place, there is no such thing as a witch doctor who has a strong will. … You are most likely to manifest the ability to assist the sword."  

"What is that… … ."  

"You, you lack common sense? Do you know how the Swordsman and the Wizard and the Enchantress are different?"  

Irene Fareira shuts her mouth.  

As Lulu said. He didn't know much.  

Tsu Ts T, the cat kicked his tongue. The cat came down to the floor and tapped the floor.  

Of course, it wasn't really sound because it was just a small front foot. However, the meaning was fully conveyed.  

It means to sit down.  

The boy sat quietly, and Lulu, who was seated in front of him, cleared his throat.  

Before long, explanations of swordsmen, wizards, and magicians flowed out of the cat's mouth.  

* * *  

All martial artists, including prosecutors, focus on their own body, the inner universe.  

Constantly trained and trained to promote mental and physical growth.  

In the process of grasping yourself in more detail and moving in a better direction, you learn Aura, a mysterious and enormous power.  

Conversely, the sorcerer concentrates on his outer environment, that is, the outer universe.  

Analyzing the mystical power and mana that are inhabited by Samra Mana, he tries to understand the reason, laws, and logic of the world.  

The closer you are to the truth, the higher your level and you will be able to deal with greater power.  

So how about a magician?  

People often say this.  

'witch doctor? Aren't they all gangsters?'  

A being who is living in the world.  

Someone who asks you to do something that can't be done.  

Disregarding the laws of the world, ignoring common sense, desperately hoping only to go according to one's own will, and actually making it possible.  

In response to the public speaking, Lulu, the cat enchantress, did not refute much.  

"It's somewhat correct. From the point of view of the magicians, there is a lot to say, but honestly, it would be absurd to others. I shouted, 'I want to make a lot of money!' and it's no different from suddenly popping out of the air. You just need to know this one."  

"Like what?"  

"The enchantress's aspirations are strong enough to make such an absurd thing possible."  

"… … ."  

"It means that ordinary beings have a strong will beyond imagination. Actually, is it natural? It's even more weird to say that being alone enough to change the world is ordinary. How about, do you know now how great a cat I am?"  

"So… … ."  

Irene seemed to know the meaning of Lulu's words.  

It may seem like a lucky guy who has no abilities in the eyes of others.  

But it is not. A magician has an extraordinary mind and an unrivaled will to perform magic.  

In other words, it can be said that the power of a magician is proportional to the power of the mind.  

The cat enchantress nodded after hearing Irene's summary.  

"right. I understood it well. So now you understand?"  

"What?"  

"How much timber you are suitable for witchcraft."  

Lulu looked at the little boy.  

The same look as usual. The same expression as usual. It was natural. The unfamiliar cat's face always came up with the same feeling to Irene Fareira.  

But, the look.  

The fire that flows out of Lulu's eyes now was quite different from before.  

He continued.  

"I feel it. The sword you just showed. I'm going to cut something... … The cut down that I felt incredibly strong will!"  

"… … ."  

"That kind of determination is enough. Of course, it is not only will that you have will, it is important whether or not you are naturally suitable for witchcraft... … You can You are gifted with witchcraft."  

"How do you know that?"  

"Because you are a magician! Shouldn't it be because the witch doctor doesn't know the witch's timber? I bet! If you... … With very little help, you'll be able to awaken your abilities this year. It also helps with swordsmanship."  

What do you think? Do you still have any intention of becoming my disciple?  

Lulu, a cat with a confident expression, crosses his arms after speaking.  

Iron couldn't figure it out, but now his face was full of confidence.  

Confidence that you will never turn down your offer!  

However, Irene shook his head with a bitter smile.  

"I'm sorry, but I can't."  

"What? Why! Why!"  

"I don't want to learn magic, but first… … The cut down I just showed you... … That, it can't. It's not my sword."  

"Huh?"  

"Well… … It's a little vague to explain."  

Lazy Young master looked embarrassed.  

He had never told anyone about his dreams.  

This is because if someone who had lived in a room all his life told him about it, it seemed that everyone would treat him or herself as a psychopath.  

'However… … I don't think this cat treats me that way.'  

I don't know Lulu well.  

But it's not something you don't know at all.  

The black cat the boy saw was by no means inclined to be so intolerant that he looked strangely at people with this kind of thing.  

Moreover, the insight that reacted immediately to a single cut down.  

It was also important.  

'Maybe, you might hear my story and discover a secret that I don't know.'  

Irene nodded, and carefully explained her dream.  

About the strange man who appears in his dreams every night and the sword he wields.  

"Wow, it's amazing. Is it something like instinct?"  

"Being?"  

"Huh. I heard that some of the people's souls, memories, and personality may be overlaid. I haven't seen it."  

"like that."  

"It's not exactly the same as you. It's similar though. Um... … But what, isn't it still good for learning witchcraft?"  

Unfortunately, Lulu also couldn't give any advice.  

No, it felt like I didn't pay much attention to that side in the first place.  

Rather, whether it was a dream or not, I was paying more attention to whether it matters to learn witchcraft.  

Irene Fareira once again smiled bitterly.  

'I can't even catch my black clue, but the man's sword looks so attractive.'  

Not surprisingly, I didn't intend to respond to Lulu's suggestion.  

The man's sword was something to be forgotten, not to be polished or polished.  

However, I wasn't thinking of completely excluding witchcraft.  

Said the boy, who was worried for a moment.  

"No way. I do not intend to awaken the witchcraft with the will of another person."  

"Alas! Don't do that, let's do a little! It must be fun... … ."  

"Instead, I have an idea if you are the one who grows my sword, not the man's sword in my dreams."  

"uh? Your sword?"  

"Yes, my sword."  

"Which is your sword?"  

"Well… … ."  

"Apart from what I showed you now, the sword you usually wield? Is that your sword?"  

"… … ."  

Yes, I couldn't answer.  

They are trying to find their own sword.  

But that's all. He still doesn't know what his sword is.  

'It's the origin in the end.'  

In order to learn witchcraft, you have to realize what your sword is, so the cat's proposal has to be put off.  

The boy sighed lightly, and groaningly explained his situation.  

Hope that Lulu doesn't feel bad. With a little bit of desire to support her efforts.  

By the way, the words from the mouth of the cat enchantress were completely unexpected.  

"I'm mistaken for something, but what you're doing is not effort."  

"Huh?"  

"It's not an effort."  

Airn looked into Lulu's eyes. As if you were trying to make sure what you heard right.  

There was silence. The boy's embarrassing eyes touched the cat's distinctive sharp pupil. It seemed to be urging an answer.  

To him like that, the cat said once again.  

"It's just a waste of trouble."  

It was a cold answer.  

* * *  

Late afternoon.  

Pareira, the child who entered the room after completing training much faster than usual, sat down on the bed.  

I wasn't running out of energy. The stamina accumulated in the Chrono Swordsmanship Hall would be exhausted to this extent.  

Yes.  

The reason was elsewhere.  

The boy just chewed slowly at what Lulu, the cat magician, had just said.  

'Just because you act hard, and just because you overreach your body, isn't an effort.'  

'Do you know the exact definition of effort? It is effort to work hard with all your body and mind to achieve your purpose.'  

'It means that using your mind is just as important as using your body.'  

'It's actually curious. Usually, there are many cases where only the mind is in a hurry. People who don't work and want to be rich from today, people who want to draw a picture right away without practicing, people who want to lose weight right away without running around the yard... … They're all people whose actions don't follow. No matter how hard they are, these people can't say they're trying.'  

'Conversely, you have enough action. But your heart isn't even upset. As if I wouldn't be happy even if it came true right now.'  

'This also cannot be seen as trying. Because you don't have enough heart to support your actions.'  

'You can see why I said it wasn't effort, it was in vain?'  

"Because of the extreme heart that supports the extreme action... … ."  

The part I have never thought of.  

However, it was a part that I had no choice but to accept.  

'I have nothing to say.'  

It was just as the cat said.  

Compared to swinging a sword without rest, compared to moving and moving densely... … His worries about what his sword was, and his willingness to solve it, was very thin.  

I was just pretending to be moderately swept away by the flow.  

'I… … .'  

But right now, I couldn't focus on this.  

Irene, who thought of Lulu, muttered quietly.  

"What on earth is he?"  

I've already heard that he is an extraordinary magician.  

But this time I realized it properly. Lulu was a far greater being than he thought.  

Naturally, there was no choice but to be interested.  

Of course, if you wonder about yourself, who has been stuck in the corner of the room for 10 years, there is nothing you can tell... … .  

It was time to think like this.  

smart  

"Bocchan, can I go in?"  

"Huh."  

In response to Young master' laziness, Marcus carefully entered the room. He looked around the room saying he had two things to say.  

"Here is that cat magician… … Lulu-sama is not there, right?"  

"No? Why?"  

"i See. The first thing I would like to say is the story of him."  

The boy lit his eyes.  

After a while, words about the cat enchantress flowed out of the servant's mouth.  
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There have always been bad stories about black cats.  

Some say that the devil has released it to the world to help witches, and others say that when you hear a cry, something bad will happen.  

Of course, all of this is an unfounded superstition, but it was true that many people still have bad images of black cats.  

In that sense, it can be said that Lulu has the conditions to embrace people's prejudice.  

A black cat who speaks humans, and a magician who is known for having a strange personality.  

It was a combination that the more you thought about it, the more you could think of it in the negative direction.  

"There are many bad stories."  

The same was the case with the servants who talked about Lulu.  

Looking around once more, he told the story of the black cat in a quiet voice who would hear.  

It is rumored that the group was shattered as soon as they withdrew after joining the witchcraft guild'Oracle' in the eastern part of the continent.  

It is the story that the second son of Youngji Jackal, who had been entrusted with his body for a while, died in an unlucky accident.  

As soon as the top of the footbani, one of the best colossians in the southeastern region, took a black cat, it couldn't escape the decline.  

All the rumors about Lulu were unfortunate.  

"Is this a clear story?"  

"It is true that Oracle and the top of the Balbani were destroyed, and the Jackal Manor suffered a shame. Other stories are just rumors, but... … ."  

"What is the reason that Lulu is involved in those cases?"  

"To be honest, I can't. Except that I was just working."  

"then… … ."  

"young master."  

From the beginning, Markus interrupted Airn.  

I know how rude it is to quit talking to you, but I thought it was time to speak strongly.  

"I know. It may not be true. It's possible that the black cat superstition and a few unspoken stories are entangled and groundless rumors are circulating. That innocent-looking magician might not have done anything wrong."  

"… … ."  

"But, don't you have to take risks?"  

The room became quiet.  

After hearing the words of the beginning, Airn was silently thinking, and Markus looked at him and looked sad.  

He knows too. The cat enchantress must have been a pretty good friend for Iron Fareira, who was no less than a loner.  

'still… … It's right to keep the distance. You're a black cat magician with a bunch of bad rumors.'  

It was right to keep the distance.  

He nodded, and in a cautious manner, he asked the Bocchan. Take a slow distance from Lulu.  

May we naturally become farther away and pass by.  

Irene did not answer.  

Marcus, sighing lightly inaudible, came up with the following story.  

"The second story is about the upcoming subjugation war."  

There will be a Confederate subjugation in a few weeks, and a meeting will be held in our family.  

Probably in a few days, the Caju will come up with a story about him, so it would be better to make up your mind in advance.  

The attendant said this very briefly and quickly.  

In fact, this was the more important content, but it wasn't the atmosphere to be covered for a long time.  

He said with an apologetic expression.  

"I'm sorry for the uncomfortable story. I'll go out."  

Rattle.  

The door is closed. From two to one, heavier silence fell.  

But it hasn't always been.  

Irene Fareira, who had cleared up her thoughts for a while, carefully opened her mouth.  

"Last time I said. I don't like to intervene in my brother's affairs, but if you give me some advice... … ."  

"It's not because I'm swept away by other parts, but I'm going to tell you what I see and feel about you. I mean, it's not about taking a bribe and giving you good words. And… … ."  

A monologue that takes place in a room without anyone.  

But it wasn't that way. The boy's words weren't self-talking, but had a nuance as if someone was there.  

He continued.  

"I don't think you're a bad personality enough to harm others."  

"… … ."  

"We are more peculiar than others, a little different from humans, and sometimes a little annoying and absurd, but that's all. There are a lot more good things than those things. At least that's what I think. So… … I'll tell my younger brother about this part of what I think. Regardless of the rumors."  

"… … But, then what if something bad happens to you or Kirill?"  

There was, too.  

Irene nodded at the voice of Lulu, who had been shrunken from under the bed.  

It seemed to be there for some reason. If so, I thought that I had to tell my true feelings without putting off procrastination.  

"I'll ask you one thing first."  

"Huh."  

"The story Marcus just said, is it true?"  

"… … Huh."  

"Is it because of you that happened?"  

"That's not right! I was just having fun, just, it just happened! In Oracle, the tower flew by two bad-natured grandfathers, and at the top, the children of the superiors just fought. … ."  

A series of accidental misfortunes.  

Or the black cat enchantress's lie.  

The latter is very dangerous, and even the former is reluctant. Isn't there any guarantee that the coincidence will not lead to the younger brother?  

However.  

"I will be fine."  

"uh?"  

"Oh, I'm fine. Even if I keep getting close to you."  

"… … But, am I a black cat carrying bad luck?"  

"You were the one who came to you even though you knew it in the first place. Why is that so refreshing?"  

"that's… … Sorry. It's my fault."  

Your voice is more gloomy than before.  

Iron laughed bloody.  

It was the first time I had ever seen Lulu, who was always confident, so depressed, so it was a little bit fun.  

Of course, he wasn't a bad person enough to enjoy it for a long time.  

Lao Young master said.  

"OK. I also had a lot of bad rumors."  

"Huh?"  

"I was the same as you."  

Irene Parreira recalled a past he didn't want to think about.  

The first thing poured out on a child who was shocked by her mother was sympathy, compassion, and regret.  

However, it was for a while, and as the time that the boy was stuck in the room accumulated, his love for him plummeted day by day.  

Weak people, nerds, lazy people, lazy Young master.  

And all sorts of bad rumors that followed.  

All of these were just malicious stories with no basis, but the rumors that once rolled over grew like a snowball, making it difficult to block even with the power of the family.  

Probably if I hadn't got the help of my dreams, and hadn't had a new experience at the Chrono Swordsman... … He would still have been trapped in such rumors and had a painful day.  

so that.  

"As I said before, I'll only judge what I see and feel."  

"… … ."  

"And if you're worried about superstitions, first meet only with me secretly. If nothing happens in that way, the superstition is wrong. You can hang out with other people. Even if something bad happens, I will end alone... … ."  

"no it's not! It doesn't happen! That's all coincidence! I'm not doing anything wrong! I'm not unhappy or unhappy!"  

He said, 'I'm a black cat driving bad luck?'  

It was absurd, but I wasn't feeling bad.  

Haha, Irene replied with a laugh.  

"right. I think so. But other people misunderstand it, so I'll try to solve it little by little."  

"… … ."  

"Until then, how about meeting in the room like you are now?"  

"… … I'll give you this."  

Suuk, the cat's paws popped out from under the bed and then disappeared.  

A huge black pearl appeared.  

Surprised Irene tried to ask, but Lulu quickly said.  

"This is very expensive! Is it better than a cat's eye? Get this and tell me well. I'm not a bad boy!"  

"… … ."  

"Then, I go!"  

Susu-  

A little noise, and the serenity that follows.  

Irene, with a quiescent expression, came down from the bed and looked underneath.  

After confirming that Lulu really had left, he turned his gaze to the Black Pearl this time.  

'It's really big.'  

My younger sister is a black pearl that is too big to be grasped with one hand.  

It was as the cat magician said. At this size and quality, it must have been much more expensive than a cat's eye.  

However, it wasn't because of the value of the black pearl that Irene made a happy expression.  

'This was from Lulu's treasure collection.'  

One of the treasure collections that won't change even if you give it a thousand gold.  

I think he said it was good because it had a peculiar sea scent.  

The boy put his nose near the black pearl.  

'I don't smell anything.'  

The part that cannot be felt by the human sense of smell.  

However, as much as Lulu's heart, I felt a little.  

Irene, who cherished the black pearl, threw herself into the bed with a smile.  

* * *  

The next morning.  

Normally, it was time to practice swordsmanship, but Irene Pareira was in a room in Gaju, not a training center.  

This is because there was a call from his father a day after Markus gave the word from beginning to end.  

He said.  

"You know what a subjugation battle is?"  

"Yes, I know."  

Subjugation war.  

It is a task to reduce the number of monsters by gathering elite power before the monsters that have multiplied in a year are pushed out of the forest and mountains and attack the roads where people travel.  

This work is performed every May, and the six southern families work together, and if there is nothing special, Yeongju and So Youngju, who are older, also participate in the subjugation.  

The reason nobles are respected is not because of their noble blood, but because they are obligated to do so.  

Therefore, the children of other families started to fight from the young age of 12 to 13 years old.  

In fact, most of the work is done by knights and soldiers, so there is nothing particularly dangerous.  

Of course, it didn't even apply to Lazy Young master. He hadn't looked at anything like this until last year, when he was 15 years old.  

However.  

"I will participate this time."  

Parareira, the child with a serious face, said.  

Asked Harun Fareira, who was watching her son.  

"Is it okay?"  

"You can."  

Irene said with great strength once again.  

It wasn't important whether you could do it or not.  

I thought about it when I returned to the family and met Aaron Gairn.  

I won't run away anymore. They say that they must stand up and stand up without avoiding what they have to do.  

Of course, it is burdensome and difficult. Especially the psychological part rather than the physical part.  

But now I know well that I can't do that forever.  

The father said to the son who had such thoughts.  

"Subjugation is not a place to fight monsters."  

"… … ."  

"It's a place to fight other families."  

Of course, this does not mean that each other aims at each other and sees blood.  

It means a much darker and fierce qi fight than that. I wanted a son named Harun Fareira to take care of this.  

The tongue of the old ginger, which is sharper than a blade and more deadly than poison.  

Can the delicate son really overcome such pressure?  

"I'll do my best."  

"… … okay."  

The father stood up from the chair and patted his son on the back. Irene felt his hand silently.  

A week after that.  

"Huh huh, nice to meet you. Oh oh! Iron Fareira... … You have become very dignified while you haven't seen it!"  

Phil Gairn's own work makes a kind smile.  

With him first, six southern families of the Hale Kingdom flocked to the territory of Pareira.  
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The meeting and dinner in California began.  

As I watched the greetings of other families sitting down one by one, I remembered the story that Irene Fareira had heard from the attendant.  

'The family that is favorable to us... … It would be better to see that there is no.'  

It was a pity.  

Of course, not all families are hostile to the Pareira family.  

The family members of the Fried and Bauer families are largely unconventional, and I know that there have been no problems for more than a decade.  

But that's all. It doesn't mean that you have a sticky relationship.  

And the other three families... … .  

'I know well.'  

Leicester, Russell, and the Gairn family.  

These three have a definite bad feeling for the Pareira family.  

'Be especially careful with Phil Gairn's own work. We haven't been together since the previous generation.'  

Iron looked stiff.  

I know it even if it's not from Markus' warning.  

It has to be. It wasn't the only thing that bothered him the most, but it was Aaron Geirn, the second son of the artist's artist.  

Not surprisingly, this is an action that could never happen without parental acknowledgment.  

The boy glanced at Phil Gairn's side with a guarded glance.  

'The reason that the mother and Kirill did not participate in the meal is because of him… … .'  

Three hundred eyes, a hawk nose, and a very skinny face.  

I felt it when I met it a few times before, but it's a really nervous appearance.  

His eyes are also burdensome. Looking closer, it is even more so.  

Of course, that doesn't mean I will avoid it.  

Don't make a mistake and be confident.  

Swallowing a dry saliva, Irene Pareira once again made up her mind.  

"Thank you all for taking the precious time for the safety of the southern trade route. For the prosperity and peace of the six southern families."  

"For peace!"  

Following Baron Harun Fareira, the five lords shouted and lifted a glass of wine high in the sky.  

Irene, who was watching this, also raised a glass late.  

This was the first time he had been drinking, but as if all children of his age took for granted, he brought a glass to his mouth.  

In such a situation, it is not possible to sit far away by yourself.  

The boy closed his eyes tightly and handed a few sips of white wine to his throat. Then he put the cup down.  

And I felt that everyone was looking at me.  

'Did you make a mistake?'  

Sweat from my hands. I don't know where to put my gaze. The silence lasted less than a second, but it was so cramped that the brief moment was felt for more than a minute.  

"Iron Pareira."  

Even the one who broke the silence is none other than Phil Gairn's own work. He was the one he was most burdened with.  

The boy waited for his words, feeling a strong heartbeat that seemed to pop out. His back words filled with ridicule and ridicule.  

But Gairne's voice was much milder than he thought.  

"The way you hold the cup is a little wrong."  

"… … Yes?"  

"If it's red wine, it doesn't matter if you hold it like you cover the glass with your palm. However, in the case of white wine now, it is better to hold the stem, the long part of this glass. It is not good if the warmth of your hands is transmitted to the cold drink."  

"Oh, sorry."  

"Sorry what! It could be. Now, try holding it properly again."  

Phil Geirne said with a smile.  

A face that Irene Fareira, who is more gentle than anyone else, has never thought of.  

The boy lifted the glass with a quaint expression, and Viscount Gairn nodded with a happy expression.  

"Good. very good. However, it would be better to take off your little finger as well."  

"Yes?"  

"Ah… … Don't you know? It's common now, but in the past, there were times when spices were so scarce that I had to pick up very little by little with my thumb and hand. But when I hold the glass with all my fingers, I often get wet and waste spices."  

"i See."  

"Of course, pepper and nutmeg are abundant now, so you don't have to take your little finger off the glass… … As a nobleman, there is a table manner. Hahaha."  

"Haha, it is. There is a difference between the commoners and the nobles in small parts."  

"That's right."  

Barons Leicester and Barons Russell play together.  

And Baron Pareira is keeping his silence.  

After seeing their facial expressions, Irene finally realized. What is Phil Gairn's thoughts?  

"No, the words almost went weird. Baron Leicester, I'm not saying that in that sense. Baron Pareira will also take the misunderstanding."  

"… … I didn't get it wrong."  

"Whew, that's fortunate. I just said it because of Airn."  

"Now, do it this way. Isn't there a reason we're together?"  

Gairun sighs of relief, and Baron Russell turns the topic as if nothing happened. The atmosphere at the table went smoothly again, but Baron Pareira's expression was still unresolved.  

"… … ."  

And Irene Fareira, who had watched it all, quietly reached out under the table. I didn't touch my fork or knife at all.  

I wasn't comfortable enough to eat something.  

* * *  

The comments and questions of the statesmen continued.  

It wasn't the important ones.  

Most of them were related to liberal arts such as art and musical knowledge, and they were not high enough to be answered by any noble.  

However, this is only a story that applies to the 'ordinary' aristocracy.  

These were the most difficult questions for Airn Pareira, who had been stuck in the room for her whole life.  

Whenever the nobles' questions were thrown, the boy was forced to sweat, and even when there were no questions, he had no choice but to affirm when people would draw attention to him.  

"haha. You don't have to worry too much."  

Baron Leicester, Baron Russell, and Viscount Gairn never treated the boy in aggressive manners. Rather, he touched the Iron Paraeira with a gentle attitude that could not be softer than this.  

But everyone knew.  

"I don't know because I just need to learn one by one from now on. Isn't that right, Baron Pareira?"  

The warm encouragement and praise they give out.  

All of these are attacks on the laziness and ignorance that Young master Laziness has built up, and attacks on his father who has neglected them.  

"Sorry. I'm not feeling well, can I get up first?"  

"… … Do it."  

Eventually, he couldn't catch the impatient and unbearable Iron Fareira, Harun Fareira.  

There was still silence on the table. Everyone, including the statesmen, watched silently at the place where Lazy Young master was.  

Baron Leicester said after getting his throat straight.  

"I've gotten a lot of dignity, but… … Will you be okay with defeating monsters this time?"  

"… … ."  

Baron Pareira remained silent.  

Rather, it was Gairen's own work that answered him.  

"What are you talking about! Of course you can! Who is good at the beginning? Irene will take this opportunity to learn one by one."  

"Ah, that's right. haha."  

"Well, you may face a bit of a daunting task, but every time we as adults inform us and support us, we will be able to overcome it. Isn't that right, Baron Pareira?"  

Harun Parreira nodded very lightly, looking at Phil Gairn asking in a soft tone.  

Contrary to the positive action, his expression was dark.  

* * *  

"Heo-eok, heo-eok."  

Lao Young master, who came out after eating one step first, visited the family's training ground.  

He leaned against a nearby tree, vomiting a stretch of rough breath. I had a place to rely on, but my heart wasn't comfortable.  

Rather, he felt a deep sense of self-destruction in his body.  

"I… … ."  

Iron was confident.  

On the outside, he said no, but he knew. That you are different from before.  

Although he may have relied on mystical dreams rather than his own strength, he was surely aware that he had become stronger and stronger.  

That was right.  

Today, he handles swords much better than before, interacts with more people, and experiences a wider world.  

Just as Aaron Gairn's quarrel was overlooked casually, the pressure from other families would be able to pass easily... … I thought so.  

It was an illusion.  

Phil Gairn's malice was far more gloomy than the boy thought. And it was mean.  

The subtle pressure that continues at a level that does not cross the line or at the level where it is difficult to protest even if it crosses the line was the kind I had experienced for the first time, and I could not even properly refute a word.  

No, it would have been difficult even if I have been through it several times.  

There would be no way unless the power of Pareira overwhelms the three families led by Gairn.  

Perhaps that is why my father kept silent.  

A groan flowed from the mouth of Airn Pareira, who had thought so far.  

"… … Ugh."  

I didn't know.  

I didn't know what kind of pain my father was going through. I didn't know what kind of pain my family was going through.  

He had no idea how much of a burden their existence was for them.  

No, I didn't want to know.  

I was stuck in my room for 10 years just to be comfortable with myself.  

So it was harder.  

It was more painful.  

The mistake of the past, which he knew only about himself than the words that Gairne had poured out, pierced the boy's chest even more painfully.  

A line of tears flowed from the eyes of the lazy Young master, who realized this lately.  

"… … ."  

The boy, who poured out a tear, walked toward somewhere staggering.  

It was a weapon shelf. Greatsword made of wood. Picking up the familiar weight, he slowly settled down.  

I knew.  

That this is also an act of running away.  

Even at the Caju meeting, not in the subjugation war, he couldn't be so uncomfortable with his self-reliance on the sword.  

Knowing that, Laziness Young master swung his sword.  

Without that, I couldn't withstand my current feelings.  

It was then.  

"What, were you here?"  

"Oh, your posture is pretty good? Wasn't it a lie to go to the swordsman?"  

"… … ."  

The twin sons of Baron Leicester, Kevin and Caesar.  

Baron Russell's eldest son, Martin.  

All three were children of the same age as the child Parareira, who set foot on the sword much earlier.  

Martin Russell, the oldest of them, said.  

"How did you come here? We also came out first. They said that the adults have something to talk about."  

"… … ."  

"I'm bored to wait for the adults to talk about it, but are we having a quarrel with each other?"  

"… … ."  

"what. Why don't you have an answer. Isn't that because you don't just know how to hold a wine glass, but you don't know how to hold a sword properly?"  

"Ah, don't say anything too much."  

"So. A year is a tight time to learn how to hold a sword. For Lazy Young master."  

"Hahahaha, it could be!"  

Irene stared at how they flirt with each other.  

He has already run away once.  

With a few words of his own, whose vows to be proud of everything fell apart.  

I couldn't stand alone, so I went to the training center to rely on the sword. It was embarrassing.  

So.  

Swoosh  

"Oh, what is it. Do you really want to do it?"  

"Oh oh, that's great?"  

"But will you be okay? How about wiping the tear marks on your face first?"  

I couldn't make it embarrassing twice in a row.  

Young master laziness with a hot flame in his heart said.  

"Come on."  
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"… … Ha!"  

Martin, the eldest son of Baron Russell, laughed.  

Caesar Lester looked to the side as if he had heard it right, and Kevin Lester shook his head.  

Of course, it was what I wanted. They visited the training center with obvious intentions.  

However, this situation was completely unpredictable.  

No way that "Latus Young master" would say that.  

"I have great confidence… … Good. Let's look at your skills."  

Kevin Leicester, who was the most embarrassed, stepped forward.  

The martial arts manager looked at him as if he was anxious, but there was nothing he could do.  

Isn't it something you can't dare to do for the nobles?  

While the caretaker was concerned, Kevin Leicester picked up his sword and approached Airn Paraeira in front of him.  

Booung, Booong! The appearance of the wooden sword splitting the air wasn't too bad.  

He would be like that, because he had been holding the sword for six more years.  

Boowoong!  

"Woo."  

One more threatening to lower his sword, Ben Kevin Leicester strengthened his eyes.  

There was no idea that I was going to lose. That was natural. It is only one year to go to the famous swordsmanship.  

It was too short a time to learn something.  

In contrast, he has been swinging his sword for a long time.  

I received good instruction from a good teacher, and I participated in the subjugation war three times. There is also the experience of directly killing monsters.  

'I have to properly embarrass me.'  

It's not easy to be awesome.  

I'll be joking around dragging somehow. Will laugh at you.  

And I will tell you.  

I think I've gained confidence thanks to the Chrono Swordsman, but don't be mistaken. You are still. It's still indolent Young master itself.  

Thinking like that, I tried to swing my sword lightly... … .  

Swish  

"Ugh!"  

The result came out in an instant.  

Iron Fareira's sword was on the opponent's neck, and Kevin Leicester... … I couldn't respond.  

I really couldn't do anything.  

An expression as if possessed by a ghost.  

Lazy Young master, watching this silently, lowered his sword.  

And he looked back and said.  

"Go on next."  

"Now, wait! invalidity! This is invalid!"  

"why?"  

"You didn't say it's the start of Dalian! This cowardly cub, suddenly attacked... … ."  

"Eye meet."  

"… … ."  

"I nodded. Isn't that a positive meaning?"  

Kevin Leicester sharpened his teeth as he watched Iron cut his words sharply.  

There was a bunch of things I wanted to say. But I couldn't get out of my mouth.  

Anger also paralyzed the opposite sex, and I didn't know that the coward would talk like this.  

But more important than anything else was the speed of Airn's sword.  

He said it wasn't in his head, but he was vaguely aware.  

Even if I was preparing for the attack just before, I wouldn't have been able to stop it.  

He glared at the other person with eyes mixed with embarrassment, irritation, and surprise. I just stared.  

A thick voice came from behind such Kevin Leicester.  

"I'll do it, Kevin."  

"What? done! This cheeky cub is now ... … ."  

"I know that I'm on guard, but I'll just do it."  

"… … ."  

"I do not have anything, I will have to be cool in my opponent."  

Kevin Leicester silenced Martin Russell's voice. And quietly stepped back.  

After being silent for a moment, he said to Caesar Lester next to him.  

"That foolish guy, I'm not ready yet… … know?"  

"Of course I know. Ha, look at that child's contributions."  

Caesar Lester comforted his brother with a smile. In an awkward voice. I had to do that.  

Because he was as surprised as Kevin was. The swordsmanship that Irene just showed me wasn't the level I learned for a year.  

Caesar's mind was complicated by arrogant thoughts.  

'Of course, Martin won't crush, but… … .'  

He looked at Martin Russell on behalf of Kevin.  

He has a tall, thick torso that is unbelievable that he is the same age as 16 years old.  

To be honest, they are different from their own. The period of learning swordsmanship was similar, but Martin had an outstanding talent and body that they did not have.  

'Smash it. It's very smashing!'  

Caesar Lester was still confused, but with an even greater feeling of anger, he looked at Lazy Young master.  

It was a natural feeling.  

A guy who didn't even treat people as a nobleman stands so arrogant. I couldn't stand it.  

With that in mind, Martin Russell picked a sword and stood in front of Irene Fareira. And said.  

"Shall we start?"  

"okay."  

A clear start different from the previous one.  

Shortly thereafter, Martin Russell's sword hit the opponent's head.  

Damn it!  

Tak, percussion!  

The sound of the wooden sword and the wooden sword clasped in a row resounded.  

There was no break. There was no pause. It was incredibly fast to be the sword of an unadulterated person.  

But that was all.  

Martin Russell's sword never hit Iron's body. Everything was blocked and bounced off.  

"Hmm… … ."  

Time has passed. As the battle continued, Martin's expression was distorted.  

I had to do that. Now he was doing his best.  

He was wielding his sword the fastest and heaviest, throwing away his first time.  

Nevertheless, Airn did not penetrate. I wasn't overwhelmed.  

I didn't even sweat.  

That fact drove him crazy.  

'I can't do this!'  

I didn't want to admit it.  

This is Martin Russell, who is much better than the Leicester brothers, or most of his age.  

As much as that, he had high self-esteem, and he laughed the most when he said that he was learning a sword. It was an obvious ridicule.  

However, now facing the sword with the opponent he looked down on, he couldn't even look with the same smile as before.  

"Oh... … ."  

Martin Russell's expression changes.  

From coercive laughter to expressionless, from expressionless to irritability.  

Still, lazy Young master does not change.  

Still as it was at the beginning, he picked up the sword with a chilly expression.  

Don't wanna admit it?  

Even now, the feelings behind such evil have disappeared. Fear began to rise in Martin Russell's eyes.  

Please, someone awesome.  

No more, no more, I don't want to do it.  

Watching him crying inside, the Leicester brothers' facial expressions were also seriously changing.  

"Stop it? I think it's over."  

Sudden voice.  

It wasn't the voices of the statesmen. However, they looked older than their peers.  

Irene Fareira lightly spread the distance.  

His gaze was looking far back, not Martin Russell, who was in vain.  

The protagonist of the voice that made eye contact said with a light smile.  

"You've improved a lot, Irene. How about, why don't you compete with me?"  

"… … ."  

"If it's a true sword."  

Ryan Gairn, the eldest son of the artist Gairn, said with a louder smile.  

* * *  

'Is it okay?'  

The training center manager looked at Ryan Gairn with an anxious look.  

It was obvious that I had decided. If not, it would not have been possible to bring a great sword similar to the one used by the master as a true sword.  

'Of course, should something big happen? … .'  

Still, I had to be worried.  

Of course, as before, there was nothing the manager could do, and the parties in Dalian didn't care about him. Said Ryan Geirne.  

"I'm glad that the knight under his command is wearing a great sword. Sir Jack Stewart, can you lend your sword to Irene?"  

"Of course, Grand Young master."  

"You say yes. It's okay to use it comfortably."  

"… … ."  

"Oh, of course, it's okay not to do it with a real sword. The weight will be different from what you normally use... … Or, the real sword might be burdensome for you."  

To a statement that may be considered to be disrespectful depending on the acceptance, Irene briefly replied, 'Yes.'  

Ryan Gairn's mouth was a little tight. Yeah, then go ahead. He also answered dryly.  

The atmosphere of a naturally formed blade.  

Irene didn't care. I really didn't care at all.  

It was something I expected well from when the firstborn of the Gairn family appeared.  

The boy quietly breathed deeply and recalled the past.  

He doesn't know much about Ryan Geirne.  

I had to do that.  

He showed excellent talent for swordsmanship, and he has been attending the Royal Academy of Knights for the past 7 years, and he has only been back for two months after graduating from seniority.  

The only time they encountered each other was when Ryan Gairn, who was on vacation, visited the Pareira estate with his own work.  

… … However, the gaze of the other person at that time, Lazy Young master, couldn't forget his whole life.  

'contempt.'  

The contempt of the overwhelming concentration, not the level that has been usually received.  

His eyes, dark and disgusting enough to be comparable to that of my father, were full of overturning the good reputation known in the world.  

And now.  

He was looking at himself with more disgusting eyes than then.  

"Don't give up the player. First of all, from the standpoint of learning the sword, this should be right."  

"… … ."  

"Don't you like it? Should I just go comfortably? Or not... … ."  

"good. I will accept it."  

Seal look, Ryan Gairn's mouth moved again. However, I didn't lose my time. He said with a smile.  

"Good. Come."  

Ryan Geirne took a pose when he finished talking.  

It wasn't a proper posture.  

It looks like a sword is leaned on the shoulder.  

It was a completely disrespectful attitude, but no one gathered here pointed it out.  

This is because he was a sword genius, reputed in the kingdom beyond the six southern families.  

From the pressure, the dimension was different. Even the people of the Pareira family were convinced of his victory.  

"… … ."  

On the other hand, the boy on the other side was ordinary.  

No, it was worse than that.  

The momentum behind Kevin Leicester and driving Martin Russell was all around, and there were only cowards who couldn't even reveal a sense of presence.  

Even that wasn't the end.  

"… … ?"  

Keep your opponent in front and close your eyes.  

That's not enough, so he shows a poor posture.  

Full of gaps, a posture that can only be seen as a beginner of the sword.  

Seeing this, the faces of Brothers Leicester and Martin Russell were embarrassed.  

"haha."  

The same was true of Ryan Geirne.  

No, it was worse than them. The expression he was forced to keep gave off a feeling similar to the look of his eyes.  

Even in the corners of my mouth, there was a feeling of ridicule that I couldn't hide.  

No matter how unlikely it is, he shows a desperate appearance like that.  

No matter how much you gave up the player, you're facing a defenseless attitude like that.  

It was absurd.  

But it wasn't that I didn't understand.  

I don't know if it's another guy, but this guy was originally that kind of guy.  

Out of remedy.  

Garbage.  

Coward.  

It didn't matter if any other negative words were added.  

It would suit everyone. It is the same as the expression 'later Young master'.  

Thinking so far, he raised his sword over his shoulder.  

And he started moving toward Paraira, who was a stupid child.  

I wasn't trying to attack. I was only thinking about threatening.  

Because if I didn't do that, that coward would have been there forever.  

The sculpture on his face became darker, and his eyes sank even deeper.  

It was then.  

The boy's eyes opened and the boy's sword moved.  

"… … !"  

Taah!  

Ryan Geirne opened the streets. It was only one step, but the distance quickly opened up.  

As it was, he stroked his neck.  

There was a fear that could not be hidden in his eyes.  

'That's just that?'  

Is it an illusion?  

I didn't know.  

I know something creepy came in, so I quickly opened up the streets... … I do not know. Nothing has changed.  

No, it's not without anything. There was one thing that changed.  

He looked ahead, frowning.  

Opposite opponent, Iron Fareira's sword, was down.  

'No way he... … No, it can't be.'  

Yes. Although the timing was right by chance, it was an excessive leap to say that the current energy is his swordsmanship.  

The distance is too far. No, I didn't think he could do anything before.  

Rather, Ryan Geirne's thoughts flowed to the other side.  

Instead of the strange sensations that disappeared as if volatilized, it was toward the cheeky eyes of Lazy Young master.  

'This guy... … .'  

Ha, Ryan Geirne burst into laughter.  

It was absurd.  

It's like looking at yourself with an expression that you couldn't even adjust the distance and swung a sword from a long distance.  

'It's annoying.'  

I couldn't stand it.  

There was no reason to be patient. Enraged in anger, he strides forward.  

It was the moment he moved his sword to relieve himself.  

Took  

A sword that falls to the floor without force.  

It wasn't something I missed.  

It was broken.  

To put it more precisely, it could be said that the ice sculpture was cut off neatly as if it had been cut sharply.  

"… … ."  

Ryan Geirne paused. Brother Leicester and Martin Russell stopped laughing.  

Both Jack Stewart, Aaron Geirne, and everyone else at the training center stopped doing what they were doing and gazed in astonishment.  

Only the lazy Young master, who was in the center of his gaze, stood face to face in front of Ryan Gairn with an unaffected expression.  
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    18. California Conference (3)  

Beating Kevin Leicester, defeating Martin Russell.  

And even the pride of the six southern families, Ryan Gairn, was defeated.  

It is none other than the laziness of the Pareira family, Young master, and Irene Pareira.  

The time wasn't long, but the shock that this gave to the audience was beyond imagination.  

Everyone, including the nobles, looked at Iron and Ryan, and the broken pieces of the sword with a blank expression.  

The same was true of Aaron Geirne, who accompanied his brother.  

He couldn't believe what he was doing now.  

'How did it happen?'  

In fact, he was willing to do so until he beat the Leicester brothers. It was because of the work in the carriage.  

On the outside, it wasn't much of a big deal, but I knew it from the inside, although I was cheeky and smacked differently from the past on the subject where my skill was the same.  

That something has changed.  

Of course, I didn't even want to admit it, but I felt it when I saw him rushing Martin Russell. I already knew it would be like this.  

However… … .  

'My brother... … You lost?'  

I didn't see it in detail.  

All he perceived was that Airn struck his sword from an unpredictable distance, and that Ryan Gairn's sword was nevertheless doubled.  

When asked if there was a connection between the two events, I couldn't be sure, but my mind was uneasy.  

"What, were you having a dalian?"  

"Hmm?"  

"What's going on? Why the sword... … ."  

To make matters worse, after the meeting, a bunch of Californians appeared in the training hall.  

Some of them, feeling the strange atmosphere, narrowed their eyes.  

Phil Gairn's own father was... … I was laughing.  

When Aaron Geirne, who knows the meaning of the laughter, trembles, Viscount asked Ryan Geirn.  

"Are you in a battle?"  

"Yes, Lord."  

"No, it looks like it's over, not in a battle.  

"That's right."  

"Is this father able to know what happened?"  

The mouth is smiling. The eyes are also smiling. However, only the pupils shine coolly. A cold gaze flies into the eldest son's face.  

Aaron Geirne trembled even more despite not receiving attention.  

Others, nervously, waited quietly for Ryan Gairn's next words.  

After a while.  

The firstborn of Gairn-ga, with a cheerful expression, shrugged and said.  

"Well, as you can see. I lost."  

"Yes? You lost?"  

"Yes. I lost. Iron's swordsmanship was surprisingly powerful. I've been attacking from a whopping 5 meters away, and my swords broke out like this."  

"… … ."  

A moment of silence.  

The owners frowned.  

Neither the sword master nor the famous swordsman comparable to him, the sloth Young master violated space and lowered his sword. It couldn't be possible.  

Yes, it couldn't be.  

After grasping his son's intentions, Viscount Phil Gair laughed loudly.  

"Haha, that's right! Iron's sword must have been very good! Hagien, I learned swords for a year at the Chrono Swordsmanship, so it's natural that you can't be an opponent."  

"I'm sorry. but… … It is a great blessing for the Confederates. I have no doubts that Irene's amazing growth will be a great force before the subjugation."  

"Cancer, not. Baron Pareira, how envious!"  

"… … ."  

The rich man of Gairn-ga is freaking out.  

The statesmen who saw the two made expressions that they think they will know it now.  

So yes, Ryan Geirne originally thought of losing.  

For that reason, he prepared his own sword, not the wooden sword of the training center, and deliberately showed a performance with the sword flying in accordance with the movements of Laziness Young master.  

When the question was finally resolved, the people nodded and poured out words like this.  

Most of the content was in line with Phil Gairn's intentions, but the two families that were not close to the artist Gairn were showing uncomfortable expressions.  

It was thought that the mockery of the Pareira family was too much, but because of that thought, the statesmen did not notice.  

It means that the expressions of the children who have seen Dalian from start to finish are strange.  

"Then, the loser will step back."  

"Yes, you seem tired, but go to rest. It's okay anyway, Baron Pareira?"  

"Do that."  

Ryan Geirne, politely polite, left, and Jack Stewart followed him.  

Many praised him as he watched the two leave.  

It means that he has a very broad mind to endure defeat in order to save the spirit of laziness Young master.  

Of course, I wasn't serious. They just wanted to be seen by Viscount Gairn, the most powerful in the six families.  

Leaving those empty compliments behind, Ryan Geirne walked. I walked silently.  

With a completely different face from the relaxed look just before.  

The same was true of Jack Stewart, who followed him. He knew. The little lord's sword wasn't broken.  

The fact that even though it was inferior to the sword that Gaju gave himself to, it was a very valuable sword.  

"Sir Jack Stewart."  

"Yes, Lord Soga."  

"When I go back to the family… … Have some scarecrows ready. Three... … Four, no five."  

"I will."  

Jack Stewart lowered his head without changing his expression. But my heart was different.  

Five idiots, or five invoices, came out thanks to the son's anger method, more terrible than his father.  

Of course, he did not intend to serve them either.  

In a calming atmosphere again, the two quickly returned to the dorm.  

* * *  

The meeting in California is over.  

A specific schedule was prepared, including the procurement of supplies necessary for the subjugation and the formation of troops.  

In the next three weeks, the six southern families will travel all over the territory to dry the seeds of the monsters, and the Pareira family will also fight valiantly as a member of the alliance.  

Irene Fareira, too.  

However, shortly after the other family members left, Baron Harun Pareira's thoughts were different from before.  

"It's okay if you don't participate."  

"… … ."  

"Subjugation war is important, but it is more important to become an official trainee of the Chrono Swordsman. Wouldn't it be better to sharpen your sword even more so as to take away time for nothing?"  

A good justification.  

But everyone in the family knew it. What Harun Fareira said right now... … This is a word to protect his son from the nobles of other families.  

It was something that made sense.  

Irene Fareira has grown up.  

There was no more boy wielding a wooden sword ten times.  

Today, he has surprisingly excellent physical abilities for all of his family members, and he has enough fencing skills to deserve recognition, except for the battle with Ryan Gairne.  

It was truly a great development.  

However, if you ask if your heart has grown strong enough to handle the evil spirits of other families, Harun Pareira couldn't confidently answer.  

I had to do that.  

No matter how strong he is, his son in his father's eyes is only young and inexperienced.  

Even the boy is a lazy Young master.  

He has just risen from the pain of 10 years, so he is still in jeopardy.  

Incorporating such a son into the members of the subjugation battle was inevitable.  

It is not at the level of dropping a lion's cub on a cliff, but at the level of throwing it into the Surajang.  

But.  

"I will participate."  

The boy disapproved.  

"I want to participate in the subjugation war."  

Lazy Young master, Airen Fareira, disobeyed his father's words.  

For the first time in my life, Baron Harun Pareira's eyebrows wriggled. Amel and Kirill also opened their eyes wide and looked into Irene's eyes.  

And felt it.  

The hot flames rising from his eyes.  

"I will try my best for three weeks. I will fill in the shortcomings. So that my father is not worried about it, and that he can overcome all of his worries... … I will do my best. I will be a reliable son. if… … ."  

"… … ."  

"If my appearance at that time wasn't mediocre, I'll give up neatly."  

With those words, Irene bowed his head. Then he left the room.  

None of the family caught him or held him back.  

They closed their eyes, feeling overwhelmed by unknown emotions. Kirill shed tears.  

She said.  

"Would it be okay?"  

"Of course it's okay, Kirill. Your brother is doing well."  

Amel Fareira said, looking at her daughter burying her face in her arms.  

Kirill's tears grew a little deeper at the gentle, warm mother's tone.  

Amel was also right away. Wiping off the water from the eye area with her hands, she said again.  

"We are trying to do our best, so all we have to do is trust. Can you trust Kirill too?"  

"Yes Yes… … ."  

A mother and daughter with a flashing nose.  

Harun Fareira still listened to them with her eyes closed. As he couldn't be expressed outside, a deeper emotion was swirling inside him.  

Thanking that it wasn't just anxiety, Baron Pareira wished that his son's future would be full of blessings,  

* * *  

That time.  

A few drops of tears were falling even in the eyes of Airn Fareira who arrived at the train station.  

He didn't even think about cleaning it up.  

Quickly picking up the wooden sword he was using, he swung his sword roughly.  

The movement and posture are messy. A random cut that cannot contain any of the teachings of the Chrono Swordsman.  

However, the heart contained there was so thick that it was incomparable to the past.  

'More is.'  

Booung!  

'No more!'  

Boowoong!  

'No more, I will not pass my luggage to my family. I won't let you be ignored because of me. Because of me, because of me, for me, the family and the family who endure sorrow and repress their anger… … .'  

Boo-woo-woong!  

'I won't see it.'  

A strong, intense mind, and determination.  

What is needed to achieve this?  

Irene Fareira already knew. You just need to lift your own sword.  

Didn't Ian, the continent's best prosecutor, say? In order to grow constantly, you have to build up your own mind. You have to lift your own sword.  

I know now. I finally realized it.  

Swinging his sword hundreds of times in an instant, he nodded and turned back.  

There was a cat enchantress Lulu who didn't know when he had been there.  

Told him.  

"The way I showed you before… … You said what I did to find my sword wasn't an effort. Because I don't have a heart."  

"… … ."  

"What do you think now? What I'm doing now... … Is it just a waste of trouble? if not… … ."  

"The effort is right."  

Lulu nodded seriously.  

I still don't know my expression, but the atmosphere was like that. The snow was like that.  

Lazy Young master, who breathed briefly, said to him.  

"Can I learn witchcraft now?"  

"I can learn."  

"I'm not talking about the sword of the man in my dreams. I mean my sword."  

"I know."  

"If so, can you teach me?"  

"Gladly. But today… … It would be better to take some emotional care. I don't know what happened, but... … Let's start tomorrow."  

"… … okay."  

The conversation is over. Iron Fareira turned around.  

The boy swinging his sword again was different from before. It was so hot, as if wrapped in flames.  

A sword for the family.  

A sword for the family.  

At last, he found his way, and Lulu, the cat magician, watched forever.  
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    19. Awakening (1)  

The dawn was bright.  

Most of them were still wandering in the dreamland.  

Of course, he wasn't lazy. He woke up early, as always, and finished washing and eating quickly.  

As always, it was to go wielding a sword in the field.  

But it was different.  

All of my daily life has been the same, but it will be different in the future.  

'witchcraft.'  

The most mysterious, tricky, and unpredictable ability in the world.  

Today's child, Fareira, tries to learn it.  

"Then, I'll go back."  

"okay. Let people be bitten."  

It is impossible to do in an open place to learn witchcraft, which can be called a vision.  

Therefore, Irene asked his father to control access to the training center, and Harun accepted it.  

It was because I thought it was much safer than going out of the castle and learning separately.  

It was when he said hello and looked at the back of his son as he left the room.  

From beginning to end, Markus carefully opened his mouth.  

"Are you okay?"  

Many are omitted, but you cannot know the meaning.  

It must be a rumor about the cat enchantress Lulu. Said Baron Harun Fareira.  

"Have you seen it?"  

"Yes?"  

"My son first said he wanted to do something, wanted something so strong, and asked if he had ever seen it."  

"… … It's the first time."  

Markus asked no more. And like Gaju, he gazed at the place where the boy disappeared.  

A new wind was blowing over the Pareira family.  

* * *  

It was the end of April with the smell of spring, but the air in the early morning was chilly.  

However, Irene Fareira did not feel this.  

His gait was faster than usual.  

I felt a different impatience than yesterday in entering the training hall and grabbing the sword hanging from the display.  

Yes. It must have been impatience.  

The desire to quickly get what they want.  

I want to get what I wish for right now.  

The boy nodded.  

That's what it means to be ahead of your mind.  

After understanding the words of the magician Lulu, he looked up at the sky.  

Through  

"I'm here? You still have a good heart! Unlike before, I can feel the flame."  

"… … ."  

"I hope that flame will last a long time. Oh, there is no need to worry too much! I will help you hard."  

"Where did you get those glasses?"  

Irene asked as he looked at the cat enchantress who had landed on the floor.  

As he said, Lulu wore glasses differently than usual. He has a red bow tie around his neck and a small book on his side.  

"Clothes are important."  

"Huh?"  

"Every little thing like this makes a different mindset. You can just say that I did my best."  

"Is that so?"  

"It is. So praise me, come on."  

"uh… … thank you?"  

"Haha, good!"  

Excited Lulu circulated in the air.  

One, two, three. After turning seven rounds, he returned to the subspace saying that the book on his side was uncomfortable.  

Finally said the black cat, whose limbs were freed.  

"As I said before, the mind is important to witchcraft."  

"Huh."  

"Strengthening the heart should be the top priority. In your case, you want to protect your family. I also want to sharpen and polish swordsmanship for him."  

"okay."  

"Then, what should I do to make that aspiration stronger?"  

"… … ."  

Airn glanced at Lulu.  

It was natural. He stood here to be taught. I couldn't have known anything about witchcraft.  

Fortunately, the cat enchantress did not force an answer. And, like ordinary teachers, I began to explain slowly.  

The boy sighed of relief inside.  

He was a very peculiar and distracting guy, so I thought he would be in class, but he was quite serious.  

"Are you concentrating?"  

"Oh sorry. Could you tell me again?"  

"If I keep doing it, I get scolded! Before you taste Master's sashimi, wake up!"  

A cat churning a wooden stick out of nowhere, a human being stabbed by his cover.  

After the amazing sight ended, Lulu's explanation continued.  

"The most common is superstition."  

"Superstition?"  

"okay. Belief without reasonable grounds. But that's also faith, and in the world of witchcraft, nothing is as important as faith. It's not just how empty a story is, it's more about how seriously you can believe it."  

A popular superstition that if you build stone towers every day without falling apart, your wishes come true.  

Personal superstition that the day will go well if you do it from the left when you tie your shoelaces.  

Others, regardless of whether they are large or small, are crude superstitions without any grounds, but when they accumulate and accumulate, faith arises.  

Lulu the Enchantress wanted to tell you that.  

"Anyone who has followed superstitions for a year or a decade will have faith even if they are unjust? Your heart for him will be that much stronger."  

"Well… … ."  

It wasn't something that didn't make sense at all.  

Indeed, there have even been cases where such superstitions have been regarded as the truth of the world.  

Lulu also taught several other ways to strengthen the mind.  

"It was said that an ancient king slept on a thornbush until the day of revenge so as not to forget the defeat he had suffered by the king of the enemy."  

Stimulation and pain in order to rekindle the deteriorating mind.  

"It is said that the primitive people worshiped giant rocks or the sun as gods and tried to fulfill their wishes through offerings. Seems like a really good way. There is no faith as strong as faith."  

The method of using the belief that is the strongest of the faith.  

"Although the method at the expense of one's own sacrifice works quite well."  

"Sacrifice" something that is precious to you as a counter-payment for the price.  

The black cat was particularly cautious when referring to this.  

"But I like avoiding sacrifices as much as possible. Rather than bringing in the power of mystical magic... … It's much more likely to flow into the devil's ear."  

Iron nodded.  

It is a story that contracts with deep abyss beings in exchange for life or soul, and such corrupt minds often cause events. He has heard it too.  

Of course, the boy had no intention of doing that either.  

What the demons want is the part that humans value most.  

For Airn, it was like a family sacrifice for strength, so there was no need to think about it.  

If so, what do you need to do?  

Said Lulu, the conjurer, holding the stick like a sword and swinging it.  

"It's swordsmanship training."  

* * *  

Whooong!  

Whoo-woong!  

An ordinary boy is Airn Pareira, who swings a sword that is difficult to lift without shaking.  

Of course it wasn't anything special. I don't know if it used to be, because it has become a common thing to see a master practicing swordsmanship.  

However, the servants, including the training center manager, had no choice but to have questions at this moment.  

This is because it has been less than two hours since the borcissist left the castle to learn witchcraft.  

'Is there anything different?'  

'not really. It's just swordsmanship training.'  

'What does that have to do with magic?'  

I couldn't understand it.  

In fact, when I first heard Lulu, Irene thought the same thing as them.  

'You want to practice swordsmanship the same way as before?'  

'It's not the same. Appointment… … No, should I use heavier words? Yes, let's say it's a contract.'  

'contract?'  

'Yes, a contract.'  

Thousand times a day, he wields his sword with sincerity.  

It is to build up day by day with an intense mind about how to grow yourself and your sword, and how to go further.  

'It feels similar to the superstition I said at first. Just because you practice swordsmanship every day doesn't mean you can reach the desired level.'  

'However, by repeating the actions related to aspiration, your aspirations, faith, and strength of your heart will become stronger.'  

'The more days the contract is fulfilled, the more it is.'  

'The important thing here is to have a strong heart.'  

'It's nothing different from before if you just swing it. I understand?'  

"Woo, it's difficult."  

As I wiped the sweat on my forehead, Irene Pareira cried low.  

The action wasn't difficult.  

A thousand times?  

To be honest, it was funny 10,000 times. Even on the lazy days of the Chrono Swordsmanship, he wielded more than that.  

However, it was a very difficult part for him to contain the "extreme heart".  

'To build up my sword and swing my sword with the heart to develop it? What the hell should I do?'  

Wheeik!  

'Can I swing strongly and with all my strength?'  

Wheein!  

'Because of your love for your family? Thinking back and thinking about the stupid me of the past?'  

Wheein!  

'If it's not that, should I pray that the family wants to acquire great swordsmanship skills that no one will ignore?'  

A problem in which you have to find the answer yourself, not learning from someone.  

This was the first challenge that Irene came across.  

Until now, he only acted and thought according to someone's instructions, not his own control.  

That is why the boy wandered for a long time without catching his head. I suffered every moment I swung my sword.  

Thousand numbers?  

It has been a long time since it has already been filled. When I think about whether I really had the heart, it was overwhelming to fill in one out of ten swings.  

Lazy Young master' whole body was soaked with sweat, as if drowned in water.  

And the black cat looked at it with a warm look.  

'It's enough just to start worrying.'  

Until now, Irene Fareira had not made any 'effort' about thinking alone and contemplating alone.  

From the point of view of the mind, not the action, he was still a "sloth Young master."  

But not in the future.  

Lulu the conjurer, crouching down on the tree in the training hall, thought.  

'If you work hard, you will surely be able to awaken.'  

Awakening witchcraft with effort.  

It was a very inappropriate word.  

This is because most of the common people, as well as the magicians, treated their abilities as a lump of gold and luck that fell from the sky.  

It's not really wrong.  

However.  

'I think that kind of awakening will be quite suitable for the current Irene.'  

It is not something special that no one knows about, but it builds up every day that everyone knows but is difficult to follow.  

And through this, it works miracles.  

Lulu believed that and watched the boy wield his sword. Continue.  

When one, two, three, and ten days have passed.  

He appeared in front of Iron Paraeira again and asked a question.  

"Irene."  

"Heo-eok, huh… … Huh?"  

"Do you know what makes a hot heart cool and breaks a rocky heart like a grain of sand?"  

"… … ."  

"I'm suspicious. Doubts about yourself."  

Perhaps not expecting an answer, Lulu immediately came up with an answer.  

After hearing him, Irene Fareira nodded.  

That's right. Even the smallest suspicion can crack a hard heart. No one will be able to deny it.  

Of course, it wasn't important to know that.  

The really important part is how to solve that'doubt'.  

This is what everyone who sets goals and runs out wants to know.  

Not surprisingly, the black cat immediately spoke about him.  

"I can't fix it."  

"… … Huh?"  

"Oh sorry! It meant I couldn't do it alone. instead… … ."  

Lulu, who had been steamed for a while, added softly with his tail.  

"With other beings, you can overcome it."  
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Everyone has made a commitment at least once.  

I have to exercise every morning for health care, I have to practice painting to become a painter. From now on, I have to show a smile when dealing with people... … .  

Those who have such a will work hard.  

Rubbing his sleepy eyes, getting out of bed, moving his body, filling the canvas with living paints, looking in the mirror, and doing the best he can.  

I think. It means that if you work hard day by day like this, you will be able to get what you want someday.  

However, as soon as 'doubt' enters into such a belief, the elaborate tower they have built collapses.  

"Of course it is. Because hearts can't always be the same. When the initial heat of motivation disappears, and the body begins to get heavier, there is more havoc. And most of the thoughts you do on your own will flow in the negative side."  

Even priests armed with solid faith are said to be swept away by the constant temptations of Satan when they practice alone, so the words of the black cat must be true.  

However, Lulu didn't just mention the negative future. Rather, a voice full of hope was flowing.  

"So we're not alone, we're together."  

People can become weak. No, there is a period of unconditional weakness.  

The same goes for the prosecutor who has risen to the highest level and the father of a family united with responsibility.  

At that time, the high confidence crumbles, and doubts come without fail.  

In that case, someone who will trust you.  

A person who understands the pain that no one knows about and will take care of the sadness.  

Through such beings, the hearts of people, including cats, can be strengthened.  

"Whenever I don't trust you, trust the person who trusts you. And later, when it's difficult to exist, pay back the faith you received."  

A virtuous cycle of faith.  

Of course, there is also the opposite case. The moment one's faith is broken, the relationship is catastrophic, and a vicious cycle may occur.  

Therefore, the important thing is to carefully choose the ones to whom you will give and receive your faith.  

Irene, who thought so far, said, looking at Lulu.  

"I don't think there will be anyone who will trust me that far."  

"Huh? Why? Why do you think so?"  

"No one will like me. Perhaps."  

I didn't feel the fluctuation of emotion, so it was a more lonely word.  

But I had to think so.  

How could a boy who has been ridiculed and ridiculed by so many people and ran away to his own space for fear of it could have such a deep relationship?  

This wasn't just about the past.  

It won't be possible in the future.  

He couldn't get it out of his mouth, but the boy had that thought throughout listening to Lulu.  

To him like that.  

"I believe."  

Said the cat magician with his eyes wide open.  

"I believe, I'll be able to get the powers related to the sword."  

"… … ."  

"Well, I'm not a man, I'm a cat!"  

Lulu, who floated in the sky, turned round and round, looking at the child, who was silently staring at him.  

He didn't know the boy, but he was a little embarrassed when he spoke.  

Of course, I wasn't telling a lie.  

His belief in Airn was mere 'persimmon', but he differs from the common beings called "the powerful witch doctor's sensation".  

As long as you are sure of that, the awakening will come true.  

After thinking, Lulu landed on Iron's head and said.  

"I did that to you before. It's like hundreds of pebbles piled up in a valley."  

"Is that so?"  

"Huh. I was thinking wrong. Cobblestone is cobblestone, but it is very smooth, hard, and pretty. For reference, Cyrillic is sapphire!"  

"… … ."  

"Anyway, I don't think there will be many people who will hate such hard and pretty pebbles."  

So, think about it in your room later! Then I go!  

After that, Lulu disappeared. The boy left alone stared blankly at the side where the black cat had disappeared.  

I was fortunate to have swung all the thousand times.  

Embracing complex emotions, the boy left the gym.  

* * *  

'They are people who like me, support me, and trust me... … .'  

After dinner with his family, Irene thought about entering his room.  

Usually, I would have thought about how to put my heart in the sword. But not today.  

For that reason, the words Lulu said in the afternoon were buried deep in the boy's heart.  

"There aren't many people who hate me."  

I thought it couldn't be.  

Not to mention the past 10 years, wasn't it terrible just 10 days ago?  

He was bitten and attacked by nobles like a rabbit thrown into a herd of hyenas.  

The feelings at that time were complex, making one's will strong and weak.  

However, as time passed, and to be precise, the more I thought back to Lulu's words, the more the feeling faded.  

The dark and negative thoughts gradually cleared up, and the narrow vision, as if wrapped in a black fog, widened.  

Then, one by one, precious beings that I had forgotten for a while came to my eyes.  

'Father, mother, and Kirill.'  

Families who have been waiting for their energy for 10 years.  

They are those who love and believe in themselves without a doubt.  

If it weren't for them, he would still have spent meaningless days without even thinking of going out of the castle.  

'I wouldn't have even thought of lifting the sword with my will like this.'  

It wasn't just the family.  

The boy pulled out a shiny platinum plaque and a magical metal plaque from his arms. Both were the ties of the Chrono Swordsman.  

'Work harder. Otherwise... … It will open up the gap in an instant.'  

'One year juma. Find your own sword in it and come.'  

Ilya Lindsay, who recognized herself as a rival, and Ian, the swordsman, who set a limited time of one year, thought she might have said that because she believed in herself.  

Even these weren't the end.  

Brad Lloyd, who said he was going to be in the final evaluation.  

Judith, who pretended to return to the swordsman within a year unconditionally.  

And even the instructors who didn't talk much, but looked at them with encouraging eyes.  

All of them were included in what Lulu was talking about.  

I was trusted by many more people than I thought.  

Irene, who felt the fact all over again, felt the tip of his nose frown.  

One corner of my chest tickles.  

Not bad feeling.  

I couldn't erase the bad memories of ten days ago, but I felt enough to blur.  

'Wouldn't there be such a thing as Lulu?'  

Irene, who had taken care of his emotions, thought of a cat magician this time.  

It was a novelty.  

The conjurer he thinks is a geek, has a peculiar personality, and likes to act alone... … He seemed to have made loneliness together. It's a little bit, but Lulu also felt that way.  

But that being said to mean'a relationship that gives faith'.  

'Who is it?'  

Is it a person?  

Or is it a cat?  

Is it not that or is it a completely different being?  

I didn't know.  

But one thing is certain, that the existence of Lulu and Lulu's belief in that existence will be very strong.  

The more time we spent together, the more clearly it felt.  

How much power the little cat had.  

'… … Will I be able to be a person who gives others that much faith?'  

What's on my subject.  

Maybe in the past, I would have thought that way.  

But now Irene Fareira didn't. I tried not to force myself to think so.  

Believe in yourself, believe in your sword, and believe in your own path.  

So, for yourself, you don't betray those you trust.  

With that promise, he lay on the bed. It was earlier than usual, but I felt like I was going to sleep for some reason today.  

"… … ."  

That thought was true.  

Irene fell asleep terribly with her eyes closed, and entered the world of her dreams.  

'This place is always the same.'  

The familiar sky.  

A familiar fence.  

Familiar yard.  

A familiar man standing at the center and taking a pose.  

In a little while he will swing his sword. Unexpected facts.  

There couldn't be anything else. The experience of over a year instilled in the boy an emotion beyond conviction.  

By the way, it didn't.  

'Ugh!'  

A man in a dream who suddenly looks at himself.  

The boy, who made eye contact with his deep pupils, screamed inside, feeling that he was getting sucked in somewhere.  

'What is this?'  

I couldn't understand.  

I couldn't wake up.  

All he can do is keep looking in the eyes of the man looking at him.  

But this too was a while.  

"… … ."  

Irene Pareira disappeared through the gap between reality and fantasy.  

On his behalf, something huge was created.  

A translucent sphere that exudes a solitary energy, as if it would not allow any external intervention.  

Shortly thereafter, a black cat appeared in the room at a faster rate than anyone else.  

"… … Unbelievable!"  

Lulu, the conjurer, looked astonished.  

I had to do that. This is because Irene's magical awakening was much faster than he thought.  

It wasn't even an awakening to an ideal form.  

There are certain advantages, but there are also disadvantages that cannot be ignored.  

The black cat, restlessly, tapped the translucent sphere.  

And soon after building a cry, he flew around the room without hesitation.  

Then, for the second time, Cyrillic Parareira came into the room.  

"brother! uh? This… … Lulu!"  

She checked the sphere and immediately called Lulu.  

Cyril knew it too. That his brother has learned the magic. And that translucent sphere has something to do with your brother.  

However, I couldn't figure out exactly what had happened, so I needed Lulu's explanation.  

She picked up a black cat.  

"What happened? What happened!"  

His voice trembled and his mouth was dry.  

Her feelings, as usual with magicians, were also outstanding, and before that, Lulu's attitude seemed too anxious.  

That fact made Kirill Fareira's heart awake, but for now, he decided to calm down.  

It would be fine, nothing would happen. Forced myself to calm down.  

Fortunately, the black cat's words weren't the worst she thought.  

But it wasn't just hopeful.  

"Irene... … I got into my own mind. To fulfill your aspirations."  

"What? In your heart?"  

"Huh… … Your own place where no one can enter, unhindered by anyone, and the best way to achieve what you want. There, Irene will continue training until he achieves satisfactory results. If you look at Iron's commitment and what he has shown so far... … I'm almost certain. Yes, it will."  

"Then, when is it coming out?"  

"… … ."  

"When and when can I come out?"  

A 12-year-old girl's voice of Ancaljin crowded the servants of the castle.  

And with amazed eyes, he looked at Cyril, Lulu, and the sphere alternately.  

Increasing gazes all demanded the truth from the black cat. As if to judge. Despite not being his fault.  

'Maybe it's my fault.'  

Black cat superstition.  

It's just a coincidence. It's only been over a month ago that I was screaming that neither myself nor the people associated with me would become unhappy.  

But when I saw the girl with a tearful face in front of her, an unknown guilt arose.  

"It may come out as soon as you get the desired results, but… … When it will be, no one knows."  

"… … ."  

"It could be tomorrow, a month, a year… … if not… … ."  

He swallowed the back horse.  

But the meaning was clearly conveyed. The tears that had formed around Kirill's eyes fell on the floor, riding on her cheeks.  

Looking at her, there was nothing that Lulu could do.  

All I have to do is pray for the sooner Irene to come out of my heart.  

"I'll be able to come out soon, really soon!"  

"… … Is it real?"  

"Huh! Trust me! If I'm Iron, I'll come out sooner, and I'll be a lot more fashionable! So don't cry!"  

After hearing that, Cyril Fareira barely stopped crying.  

Of course, I wasn't in full trust. I just want to believe.  

'please.'  

In such a cluttered atmosphere, the black cat closed his eyes. And with a deep heart.  

May Irene Fareira get what she wants as soon as possible.  

It was a prayer with a strong desire than ever before.  

* * *  

That time.  

Irene Fareira, who woke up late, looked at the surrounding landscape.  

The familiar sky.  

A familiar fence.  

Familiar yard.  

However, there is no man who should be at the center of it.  

There is only an empty place.  

'no.'  

It is not.  

There is no one standing as heavy as steel, but there is another person.  

Sloth Young master looked down.  

Hands, feet, a body wearing a training suit, and a training sword inserted in front of it.  

The boy belatedly grasped the situation and thought with a blank expression.  

'surely… … Did you come into my dream?'  
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The warm sunlight, the blowing breeze, and a slight smell of grass from the teeth.  

It's good weather. Such a weather deserves a warm smile even for a nervous customs officer with no blood or tears.  

However, the boy standing at the center, Irene Pareira, couldn't laugh.  

I couldn't do that.  

'really… … Did you come into a dream?'  

Gazes filled with surprises revolved around the house.  

The poorly managed houses and fences, and the sparse weeds in between, were unusually familiar.  

The clothing that hung over his body was also quite familiar. It was natural. It's the clothes I've seen hundreds of times.  

'It's just that I've never put it on myself.'  

The man's clothes in the dream.  

The man's house in the dream.  

The place where the man in the dream was swinging his sword.  

Everything was telling me that my guess was true.  

Of course, I couldn't take it right away.  

Isn't it? Just a few hours ago, he was swinging his sword at the family's dance hall and having dinner with his family at the castle. Irene looked around in more detail while calming the embarrassment. I went outside the house and looked at it widely.  

However, the more I looked around, the more firmly the idea that this place is not reality. And I gradually realized why I was drawn to this mystical place and why.  

Yes.  

Oneself, now, has awakened the witchcraft.  

A bright smile blossomed on the boy's face, who was aware of this.  

"haha!"  

It was fun. There was no reason not to be enjoyable.  

It wasn't because I had become a precious magician.  

It was because of the thought that he was one step closer to his sword, the sword protecting his family and family.  

Of course, I didn't get the illusion that everything was done.  

Iron pulled a sword stuck in the center of the yard.  

Suuk  

A sword that is a little smaller than the one used by the man, suitable for his body size.  

The boy swung his teeth. Despite being the first sword I tried, I felt familiarity as if it had been tamed for a long time.  

Excited Irene continued to swing his sword and realized once more.  

What is the reason you set foot in this place?  

What type of ability is the'magic' that you have awakened.  

'This place… … It's a training place.'  

The strength that is not lacking in protecting the family and for the family.  

It wasn't that great power was given right away.  

But there was no need to regret it.  

The magic, its mystical power, provided the best environment for himself to sharpen and polish his'own sword'.  

In a word, it could be said that it taught me the fastest way to reach the goal.  

Of course, not all questions were answered.  

If you do not achieve your goals, will you be able to escape from this world forever?  

What level is'your goal'? What standards should be applied to aspirations that are not so abstract?  

And finally, who the hell is the man in the dream?  

What kind of relationship do you have with yourself, so even the moment you awaken the witchcraft, you exert such strong influence?  

"… … ."  

Airn shook his head.  

He hardened his face and swung his sword silently.  

Wow!  

Swung it.  

Wow!  

Swinging, swinging, swinging harder.  

As a result, the thoughts that had filled the head disappeared one by one, and the place was filled with an intense mind for his sword instead.  

'A thousand times, two thousand times, no more!'  

He wields his sword with all his body and mind.  

Rather than an empty action, which was treated as a waste of trouble by Lulu, he continues the true meaning of 'effort'. And gradually increase it.  

Two thousand times, three thousand times, five thousand times, ten thousand times.  

No, up to the limit allowed by physical strength and mental strength!  

"Haab!"  

Irene Fareira cheered up. Flames rose from the snow, and a volcano boiled in his heart.  

A will that is truly like a spark. It was passed on to the sword through the body.  

Wow!  

A hot heart that won't go out forever, smashing the atmosphere hot.  

The first day to enter this world.  

Irene Fareira swung 3022 efforts.  

* * *  

If it were in the real world, the time has passed when the seasons have changed.  

However, the weather here has not changed. It's warm when it's still, and cool when the wind blows. Airn Parreira's favorite weather continued to be maintained.  

"I will enjoy this food."  

It wasn't just the weather that reflected his preferences.  

The hearty food is served right away when you sit at the table.  

The training clothes and shoes that are changed the moment you leave the house.  

All other conveniences.  

This place was truly a perfect training space created only for Airn.  

And the eldest son of the Paraeira family was spending each day without shame in the wonderful environment.  

Whoo-woong!  

Whooong!  

Swing, swing, swing again.  

It's not just swinging. Lulu's teachings still remain in his mind, and each action contains a deep heart. This was exhausting enough to be incomparable to simply overworking the body.  

Even Airn couldn't even conclude what was really the heart for his sword and what was the real answer. I just try to contain the best I feel then.  

'OK. There is no need to worry.'  

Said Lulu. It is encouraging that I started to think independently. That alone is worth it, so don't be suspicious and devote yourself.  

He nodded and held the sword again. And swung it. Until late at night. Until the day is full.  

The 94th day of entering the world.  

Irene Fareira swung 5471 efforts.  

* * *  

More days passed. And the landscape that seemed to be forever changed.  

It wasn't because of the passage of time. This is because Irene, who was tired of seeing the same scene every day, changed the season to autumn. Any weather was good, as long as it was hot summer and cold winter.  

There was something more important than that.  

The part he really wants to change.  

To be precise, if you grow up, you want to develop even more. fence.  

The problem was that it was a step in place.  

Whoo-woong!  

Irene Fareira still does her best. He puts out the greatest effort he can put out that day, and tries to put his heart into one sword (一劍) and one sword.  

However, the moment the number of efforts does not increase from seven thousand times.  

The moment that yesterday, which is less satisfactory than yesterday, and today that is less than yesterday, continues, anxiety begins to rise in the heart.  

"… … OK."  

Whoo, the child, who took a deep breath, reads herself thoroughly.  

It can be. Of course it can. We already know that effort and achievement are not directly proportional.  

Didn't you experience it at the Chrono Swordsman?  

If you tap, tap, tap again, it is the wall that someday collapses. It is difficult to see a good form even if you are suspicious of yourself without enduring a brief sluggishness.  

Fook  

When he finished thinking, he put his sword down on the floor. And, a little earlier than usual, I entered the house.  

You also need a proper rest for a better tomorrow.  

Once again, Irene, who comforted herself, closed her eyes gently.  

The 211th day of entering the world.  

Irene Fareira wielded 6695 efforts.  

* * *  

More, more time has passed. The season has come back to spring. Of course there was no meaning.  

None of that mattered.  

Irene Fareira's face was full of anxiety.  

Whooong!  

It seems that he has done his best to swing his sword.  

But in reality it is not. It is because the heart did not follow.  

Whoo-woong!  

My heart shakes without being caught up in the air.  

The body shakes incorrectly accordingly, and the tip of the sword.  

I forced myself to continue, but I gave up. As soon as it collapses, there is nothing left after continuing the training in a collapsed mental state. Yes, subsequent training has no meaning.  

'It's better to quickly reorganize than to have such meaningless hardships.'  

So, he decided to put down his sword and walk into the house.  

Immediately, the bed came into my eyes. He didn't notice, but the bed was much softer and bigger than before.  

Melting into the comfortable space, he breathed deeply.  

"Sigh… … ."  

Close your eyes But I don't fall asleep right away. It has to be. Unlike in the past, where you poured out all your strength and lie down like a fall, now you have enough energy left. Irene knew too. I'm just pretending not to know. He forced himself to sleep and was able to get to sleep as soon as he wanted.  

The 353th day of entering the world.  

Iron Fareira swung his sword 5695 times.  

* * *  

It is the 52nd day after 1 year of entering this world.  

Iron Fareira swung his sword 3695 times.  

* * *  

134 days after 1 year of entry into this world.  

Iron Fareira swung his sword 1400 times.  

* * *  

259 days after 1 year of entering the world.  

Irene Fareira didn't wield her sword.  

The next day too.  

The day after the next day too.  

The day after the next day, the next day, he did not swing his sword. I didn't try.  

I'm just lying in bed with a blank face.  

So days and months passed.  

Irene Fareira didn't come out of the house anymore.  

* * *  

A long time has passed since Irene Fareira entered the world.  

In the meantime, he went back to what he used to be. I wasn't talking about the first time I came here. It meant that he went back to the days when he was called "Latus Young master" long before that.  

Irene was not disappointed with that.  

He did not even have the capacity to do so.  

'Actually, it was natural for this to happen.'  

Lazy Young master thought with his eyes closed.  

Looking back on her life in less than 20 years, she has lived more than half of her life lazy.  

It wasn't that there wasn't any shining moment.  

As long as he was at the Chrono Swordsmanship, even his lazy and indolent self moved his body sincerely.  

'But that wasn't my will.'  

I did. The will at that time was the man's will, not his own, and it was the man's mind, not his own. The master of the effort was also a man, not himself.  

Had it not been for the man of the dream, he would have been thrown out of the swordsman without even enduring his first physical fitness test.  

It was just now.  

This is a training place for erecting your own sword.  

As a result, unnecessary elements are completely blocked, and thanks to the situation, I no longer see the man's dreams that I had every night.  

In other words, it is possible to continue the training entirely on your own without the help of a mysterious man.  

But what are the results?  

It's terrible.  

Having not received the help of the man, he was shaken since less than a year.  

It doesn't end there. Anyone can have a crisis. As it is said that the ground hardens after rain, if you manage this well, you can gain a stronger mind.  

'But I couldn't.'  

I just ran over the bed like before to avoid my hard, annoying, and anxious mind.  

… … Thinking so far, Young master forced himself to sleep. To forget the empty and sad feelings.  

In fact, Irene's idea was wrong.  

He tried. Ordinary people have endured the ordeal that they can't even get through, and they have shown a strong figure that no one can doubt.  

I did. It was only he who could not believe in himself.  

It undermines his will, which he has endured for "one year".  

He devalued his efforts, which he had repeated "thousands of times".  

The 'doubt' that the cat enchantress Lulu was most wary of caused a crack in Airn's mind.  

It was a pity.  

If I hadn't been through the dark tunnel for a long time, I would have lived a life full of praise and encouragement instead of ridicule and ridicule.  

So, if I had been able to trust and love myself a little more, these doubts would not have come. It would have been possible to proceed firmly without breaking down in a momentary shake.  

But things have already happened.  

In a dark sleep without dreams, Irene Fareira sank for a long time.  

There was no one to rescue and no one to support. This place was a world made of magic that only he could enter.  

But the next day.  

An abnormality came.  

"… … Right."  

"… … ."  

"… … Early, Irene."  

"Hmm… … uh?"  

Paraeira, who was rubbing her eyes, looked startled.  

This is a world made of magic that no one can enter.  

The sound of calling yourself in such a place.  

He hurriedly raised his upper body and looked in the direction of the voice. And I was surprised again.  

It was because his familiar, unfamiliar appearance welcomed him.  

"Wake up. I have to start training at dawn."  

"… … ."  

"What are you doing? Won't it happen?"  

Ilya Lindsay, a girl with beautiful silver hair that looks like a moonlight.  

At her attitude, as if asking something for granted, Irene stood up without knowing it with a blanket.  
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The different world in which Irene Fareira is working is a reproduction of the environment in a dream.  

But it's not exactly the same. To be precise, it changes little by little depending on the will of Airn Pareira.  

Just as the season changed from spring to autumn.  

It was like that now. Originally, only a wide plain should exist outside the fence, but a running course was made out of the blue.  

Airn ran hard along it.  

I wouldn't have done so normally.  

I don't know if it used to be, because now he was in a state of having a hard time even getting out of the room because he didn't believe in himself.  

However, because of the one who was giving his gaze behind his back, he had no choice but to run the course while sweating.  

It was Ilya Lindsay.  

"Don't lose your balance. I always care about my ankles."  

"Breath through your nose and exhale through your mouth."  

"It's a sandy road from now on. You have to work harder on your balance."  

A silver-haired girl who constantly keeps advice and keeps pace with her.  

It was embarrassing. I couldn't figure out what was right now.  

Of course, however, there was no room to stand blankly and grasp the situation.  

Under the leadership of Ilya, Irene Fareira moved her body after a very long time and sweat. Until dawn passes and morning comes.  

"Let's eat quickly and move on to swordsmanship training."  

Of course that wasn't the end.  

Ilya Lindsay rolled the Airn with literal heat and passion.  

Frighteningly to finish the meal, he pulled him out to the yard and held the sword.  

And while wielding his sword eagerly, he continued to watch with a sharp eye.  

Iron still couldn't wake up, but his eyes were scared and he had no choice but to swing his sword.  

Of course, it was not an elaborate act. To put in his best effort right away, his mental state wasn't good enough.  

Ilya didn't look at such an Airn.  

"Wake!"  

"It's a mess of motion. Focus properly!"  

"It's completely hollow. You have to fill your heart to get the proper motion. Didn't you learn from Lulu?"  

"Yes, it's a little better than before."  

Strict map like a tiger teacher.  

It felt different from the Ilya Lindsay he knew. No, it was strange that I knew Lulu's existence before that.  

However, there was no time to pay attention to this.  

Whenever he thought of something else, the silver-haired girl pointed it out like a ghost, and Young master eagerly swung his sword.  

As a result, the dead heart began to come alive little by little.  

Of course, it was a lot less than before, but by the time it was late at night after lunch and dinner, Irene became a completely different person from Irene in the morning.  

At least, the expression that was so depressed became much brighter.  

"Then, see you next time."  

Leaving him behind, Ilya Lindsay disappeared. It seems like it didn't exist from the beginning.  

Irene Fareira, who was watching this, muttered to herself belatedly.  

"… … It wasn't really Ilya."  

It is natural. Perhaps it was made of magic.  

He nodded, sticking his sword on the floor and stepping into the house. My body, which had been covered in sweat, became clean in an instant.  

Lazy Young master, feeling refreshed, naturally threw himself into the bed.  

The drowsiness that comes before long.  

In a good mood that I couldn't feel yesterday, when I was forced to sleep, Irene shed bloody laughter.  

It was just a short dream, but it wasn't bad though.  

He went to sleep after a long time.  

And the next day.  

Another guest came.  

"What are you doing, boy! Won't you wake up quickly?"  

"… … ."  

"It's already over five o'clock, and how long will you be sleeping! Do you want to die?"  

Judith, a girl with flaming red hair.  

Irene, who heard her command of fire, ran out into the yard in surprise.  

"I'm here? It's a little late."  

"Why don't you make a pretty face? Think about your face as a nobleman."  

Ilya Lindsay appeared in front of him again.  

And, rather than the melancholy appearance of the breakup, Brad Lloyd maintains the dignified attitude before that.  

Looking at the two, I had no choice but to make a vague expression called Irene Pareira.  

"Shall we start with Dalian? Or should each of us have some private training time?"  

"I didn't even relax my child. Think about it and say it."  

"This san-nim is a controversy. Do you want to be right?"  

"Stop, as Brat said, let's do Dalian later. Iron? Come on."  

Three children turn their heads at Ilya's words.  

It was dazzling. They seemed to live in a world completely different from themselves.  

Therefore, Lazy Young master could not approach. It was the moment he was about to step back with his head slightly lowered.  

"… … ."  

Your eyes filled with faith.  

Of course, Irene, who felt the gaze of three sparkling people, full of confidence that he would come this way, bite his lips and stepped forward.  

He couldn't betray their expectations.  

There was a big sword in his hand.  

"I can't stand it either. Practice is the best practice! Come on!"  

"If you can't stand it like that, stick with me. Don't bother the one who just woke up."  

"What? Yes, let's do it!"  

"Shall they leave them alone, and we will practice ourselves?"  

"… … okay."  

Irene Pareira nodded to take a pose.  

And swung it.  

Whoo-woong!  

Still lacking in appearance.  

However, it was much better than yesterday.  

Ilya Lindsay, who saw this, smiled brightly.  

Judith and Brat Lloyd, who were fighting in the midst, also smiled. As if you knew it would.  

Irene was overwhelmed by their reaction.  

'… … Still, it's impossible not to do it here.'  

He swung his sword again.  

Actions worse than before. I didn't like it. The self-confidence that had risen a little bit quickly disappeared.  

Iron looked around. It was because I was afraid that the reaction of the three children would have changed.  

But they haven't changed.  

He was still looking at himself with eyes full of faith.  

'Why do you trust me?'  

I can't do anything without someone's help?  

I had such negative thoughts, but soon disappeared. Ilya made it impossible.  

In order not to hear the yells, Laziness Young master wielded his sword even harder.  

120 days after two years of entering the world.  

I got up from a seat named Irene Fareira and started to move forward again.  

* * *  

A lot of time has passed.  

A year, maybe even more time than that.  

Meanwhile, Airn eagerly swung his sword. And it grew.  

Now, I was able to swing ten thousand times a day with ease.  

Naturally, it wasn't just talking about hollow actions. The heart was faithfully contained in each movement.  

Of course, it was not without crisis. Rather, there were many. Endless anxiety and self-doubt shook Airn's heart.  

A nerd who can't do anything alone.  

Someone who has to help you is not enough.  

The guy who will fail in the end.  

Likewise, it was the time when the doubts that came again were about to eat away from him.  

In the past, the contents of the note handed by the Orc fortune teller that passed by for a while passed through my head.  

'You don't have to be alone to stand alone.'  

At that moment, Irene Pareira realized that he had been seriously mistaken until now.  

"It's not wrong to go forward with the help of others."  

Ian's words came to mind. Do not follow others' paths with the will of others, but go your own way. Make your whole will.  

That's definitely true. Until he heard this advice, he was on the wrong path.  

I was passing through empty days where I didn't know how to think and act independently, so I made a firm commitment that I would not live such a life anymore.  

However, it didn't mean to rule out the help of others and walk on a lonely path.  

Rather, it was the opposite.  

Through the help and trust of others, oneself became stronger.  

'Be with someone else who believes in you and loves you. Then you can overcome any crisis.'  

I remembered the words of Lulu I had forgotten.  

I also remembered the love of my father I had forgotten.  

Her mother's kindness and Kirill's disrespectful, but more than anyone else's, the inner heart that she gave for herself came to mind.  

"Now you know?"  

"… … ."  

And other ties.  

Irene raised his head toward the three children in front of him.  

And I realized.  

Through their eyes that believe in themselves, they will become stronger.  

It will continue to grow.  

"Our role is over."  

"You don't know. I might call it again later."  

"It's annoying… … Still, if I call it, I have to come."  

"Do not panic and work hard. Don't have useless doubts."  

"cheer up."  

At the end of that, the children disappeared.  

Ilya Lindsay, Judith, and Brat Lloyd disappeared, and only Irene Fareira was sitting alone in a quiet room.  

But I wasn't worried.  

A boy or a young man who got up from his seat left the house with a strong gait and drew his sword.  

And swung it.  

With an extreme heart, he showed extreme behavior.  

His eyes, who practiced swordsmanship, were completely different from before.  

* * *  

A day has passed, a month has passed, a year has passed.  

No, more time has passed than that. During that long period of time, Irene Fareira continued her efforts.  

It wasn't just a smooth time. The crisis came constantly.  

However, now he was able to withstand. I could overcome the hardships that I could not stand alone with others.  

A change came to the sword. Before that, a change in my heart toward the sword came.  

'Up to now, I have been thinking about my actions and my mind separately.'  

It was stupid.  

Didn't Lulu say it? The body and mind are not separated.  

Just as we strengthen our mind by accumulating extreme actions, it was natural to support our actions with an intense mind.  

And the moment he realized it, Airn was able to grasp the true meaning of each and every swordsmanship action in a deeper way.  

Whooong!  

When one is taught, there are people who awaken the heat, while others learn one completely.  

On the other hand, there are many who can't master even that one, but fortunately, Irene did not.  

His amazing concentration helped him perfectly imitate what he saw and experienced.  

But that was the limit.  

Like Ilya Lindsay, like Judith and Brat Lloyd, there has never been a case of gaining more than teaching.  

And now, that limit was breaking down.  

Whoo-woong!  

Focus on the action with all your heart.  

He digs deep into each and every movement of swordsmanship that has been refined over the years, and understands the meaning behind it.  

So I understand. I realize. Instead of chasing recklessly, they expand their thinking in a wide direction without destroying their true intentions.  

Action follows such a mind, and a number of closed possibilities soon unfold.  

Whoo-woong!  

Whoo woong!  

Airn swung his sword. I swung in a trance.  

The body moved along the path of the mind that constantly springs, and the sword followed. Without getting tired of days and days. Without getting tired of it.  

If it were in the real world, he would have been exhausted and collapsed, but he didn't.  

This is a world made of magic.  

A place of miracles created with the purpose of fulfilling the creator's aspirations.  

Thanks to this, Irene was able to spend a much longer time in the world of brilliant enlightenment, which brought him to the next level.  

"Woo."  

In time, Lazy Young master put down his sword.  

No, a sharp concentrate flashed in the eyes of Airn Paraeira.  
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After the deep and deep storm of enlightenment passes.  

Irene Fareira slowly and meticulously inspected her body.  

Moving limbs, jumping, swinging the sword lightly. Pay attention to your eyes and ears to calculate the elevation of your senses.  

As a result, I learned.  

This means that the current body has grown to a degree that is incomparable to what it used to be.  

'I remember when I was the Chrono Swordsman.'  

I went through a similar thing back then. The miracle-like experience that came just before the mid-term evaluation raised her body, which was close to the Nakje-saeng, to the top position.  

'How much is it exactly?'  

Irene, with a sword on the floor, thought with her arms crossed.  

Master's level?  

That is absolutely not.  

No matter how tremendous growth it has achieved, it is unlikely that there will be 100 people across the continent.  

It is arrogance and overconfidence.  

However, it was enough to have confidence.  

At least, it seemed that my shoulders would not shrunk in front of anyone.  

No, I wanted to go beyond that and show it to others. I wanted to show off.  

It was very awkward for me to think that way... … What to do. It's true.  

"Ah."  

I just came up with a good idea.  

He clapped his hands and stared into the air. A strong will darkly painted a part of the world embodied by magic, and soon a change took place.  

Lol  

Suck-  

Sure-  

Ilya Lindsay, Judith, and Brat Lloyd appear as if they were painted on the canvas.  

Irene Fareira, who was looking at them, said calmly.  

"Let's stick together."  

"with me? Or this one? Or not... … ."  

"Not one by one. Three at once."  

"… … Ha!"  

Judith turned to Ilya with a ridiculous expression.  

"Have you heard?"  

"Huh. It's changed."  

"Yeah. In the past, I was very humble, but there are a lot of things missing."  

"Who is telling whom it is not cheap?"  

"You shut up."  

Judith, who made an impression on Brat, looked ahead again.  

I wasn't in a bad mood.  

Rather, the face that I like it.  

She picked up and laughed and raised her sword, and the two on both sides set up a posture accordingly.  

"But, I don't hate to see that unwrapped look."  

"Thank you for telling me nicely."  

"Okay, pick up the sword quickly. Tired of waiting."  

"Huh. Actually, I am very curious."  

It was just as he said.  

It was said that he tried to move his body lightly, but it was not enough. I needed a face-to-face.  

Whoo, Irene Pareira took a deep breath and thought with her sword.  

'Wouldn't it be easy?'  

The children in front of him now are not at the level of his days as a chrono swordsman. It was giving off a much more bloody pressure than that.  

Of course, it was because of myself. Their willingness to fight stronger opponents greatly strengthened their energy.  

However.  

'I don't think I will lose.'  

Hwaak!  

Irene Fareira's eyes changed.  

The flat aura also turned into a hard feeling that a single needle could hardly fit into.  

It feels like a giant made of poured iron is standing.  

Judith looked at it with excitement, and Brat took a cautious step.  

Ilya also looked at the other person with a cool look.  

Towards them like that.  

Swish  

Iron moved first.  

Kwa-Aang!  

The sword and the sword clashed. The other two dominated the left and right while Judith stepped back and struggled.  

Interrupted cuts coming in with a perfect sum exudes a creepy energy.  

A grim atmosphere that cannot be seen as a battle of close friends. However, smiles were hung on the three children's faces.  

It was the same with Iron.  

His expression was cold, as if wearing an iron mask, but a little bit of joy was mixed in his heart.  

It's been a long time since he forgot, but this was the same emotion he felt for a while during the midterm evaluation.  

A spark that is much brighter and healthier than anything like anger, regret, or self-destruction.  

Airn dimly felt the warmth and swung his sword with a trance.  

After a while.  

The decision was made.  

"Who… … Hard."  

Having repelled the three strong enemies by a small car, he crawled toward the bed as if possessed. And he fell asleep without hesitation.  

Kee-ing... … !  

in between.  

A huge iron gate that has never been seen slowly began to rise from the center of the world of magic.  

* * *  

"Is this an exit?"  

When Paraira, who woke up from sleep, went out to the yard, the iron gate had already been fully exposed.  

Seeing this, he nodded.  

Even if I think about it, it is time to go out.  

If you ask if it's perfect, you can't nod, but when you ask if you're holding your own sword, you've got a good result.  

"Then, how to open this door is a problem... … ."  

Doors that are tightly closed with no handles, keyholes, or even slight gaps.  

And the crude-shaped great sword stuck in front of it.  

It wasn't his training sword. But I was used to it.  

The young man who realized its identity muttered with an appreciative face.  

"The sword of the man in the dream… … ."  

It was funny.  

He entered this weird world to set up his own sword.  

In other words, it could be said that it was due to the determination not to pursue other people's paths anymore.  

It could be said that it was thanks to such determination that I did not dream of the man I had every day before entering this world.  

But, the "man's sword" appears in front of him.  

It's not even at the level of just showing up, but it's just blocking the door as if you can only get out by using it as a'key'.  

It was absurd.  

'… … You must have thought. If it was the old country.'  

Iron nodded.  

Obviously, if you were the one you used to be, it would have been.  

But not now. There was no reason to evade.  

He strides forward and grabs the handle of the'man's sword'.  

Wood-duck!  

I pulled it out vigorously. And I swung it to my taste.  

Huoung  

Whoo-woong!  

"It's because you're tall, now it fits your hand."  

As he unfolded the moves he learned in the chrono swordsmanship, Irene recalled the advice the swordsmanship had given him.  

Build your own beliefs, build your will, and realize your path. So set up your own sword.  

In the past, I had misunderstood what it meant.  

He says that in order to build your own sword, you must not mix anything else's, and you have to woven it with only your own.  

There were times when I thought so.  

But it wasn't.  

Overcoming pain through family love.  

As if my doubts were lifted through the faith of my friends.  

The man's sword, too, was enough if you were comfortable taking it.  

'If I could keep building my will without being swept away by him... … .'  

If it is'self' that is not a man who is holding and wielding a man's sword.  

It is my sword.  

Airn Pareira, who murmured inside, lifted his great sword high in the sky.  

Wow-!  

The same posture that the boy showed during the final evaluation of the Chrono Swordsman.  

However, if the sword at that time was a man's swordsmanship unfolded with a man's will. Not now.  

A man's swordsmanship unfolded with the will of Iron Paraeira.  

In other words, the sword of Airn Pareira.  

It had strength and fell down.  

The quagua and the fruit and the fruit and the light!  

A huge noise that looks like a thunderstorm struck dozens of times.  

With him, an iron door that was never likely to open opened. To be precise, it was smashed.  

And, a completely different feeling from the one here began to slowly leak in.  

Outside air.  

No, not outside. It is the air of where he lived.  

The young man, who felt it after a long time, walked forward as if possessed. It was to escape.  

It was to show the world that he had endured the time of ingo and achieved excellent results.  

"… … awhile."  

But just before passing the iron gate.  

Irene stopped.  

Going beyond that, he turned the new model back and returned to the yard.  

A moment of silence and worries.  

Before long he muttered to himself.  

"Ilia, Judith, and Bratt,"  

Lol  

Suck-  

Sure-  

No, I wasn't talking to myself.  

The three children appeared again.  

Among them, Judith, the most dissatisfied expression, opened his mouth.  

"what. Why are you calling again?"  

"It's a little disappointing to go out."  

"What? What are you talking about. Are you out of your mind?" "Isn't it because we wanted to see you? Unfortunately, I am not a real Brad Lloyd, but an illusion created by your will... … ."  

"No, not for that reason."  

Irene Fareira cuts off Brat. Then everyone waited for the next word with curious faces.  

To those children, he replied with a nice smile.  

"Before I go out, I want to get your swords."  

"… … ."  

I'll get your sword.  

Of course it didn't mean that he would give up his sword.  

Rather, it was the opposite.  

He said he would borrow your swordsmanship to make his sword and will stronger and sharper.  

Like I just borrowed a man's sword before.  

"Ha."  

Judith laughed when he heard that.  

The other children were similar.  

Judith shook his head, looking up at Brat.  

"Isn't that right? It's gone."  

"It is."  

"Yeah."  

Even Ilya Lindsay agreed.  

Of course, they just said, and they sincerely helped Airn. Anyway, this place was for his growth.  

Like that, ten more days passed.  

Iron Paraeira's sword has evolved further.  

Kwaang!  

Kwaang!  

Kwa-Aang!  

Judith's swordsmanship, like a blaze, that was daunting enough to make viewers feel stubborn.  

That-  

Go-!  

Brat Lloyd's swordsmanship, like the sea, that seems to be able to release any attack.  

Sara Rock-  

And like a butterfly with wings of steel, Ilya Lindsay's sky sword is a beautiful but menacing storm.  

The young man, who took all of this, was satisfied only then.  

He said to his three friends.  

"Then, I'll go."  

Really, I'm an Iron Parray who leaves the door.  

Lol... …  

And Ilia Lindsay, Judith, and Brat Lloyd slowly disappear with the world of magic.  

The young man did not look back at them.  

Because we will be able to meet soon anyway.  

Of course not right now.  

'Mother, father, and Kirill.'  

Thinking about the reason he held his sword, he grew tall and walked through the dark tunnel.  

One step, two steps.  

So about a hundred steps.  

The moment that less than a minute passed, and finally entered the glowing white oval portal in front of you.  

Shuwook-!  

Irene Fareira was finally able to return to her home.  

With a fully mature figure that can no longer be called a boy.  

* * *  

"Is it the same?"  

The first young man to see his room and appreciate his feelings was that nothing changed from before he awakened to his witchcraft.  

Still clean floor.  

Every corner of the room still feels the warmth of people.  

It was as if you were constantly visiting the room where people were living.  

Of course it couldn't be.  

Irene Fareira's eyes turned slightly red.  

'It looks like you've been taking care of it over and over again.'  

I don't know exactly how much time has passed. I counted the date until the 100th.  

But at least two years have passed.  

Thinking about the family who would have taken care of me for such a long time, I felt happy and sorry at the same time.  

'I have to meet my parents as soon as possible!'  

With that thought, it was time to walk toward the door.  

The flickering sound that can be heard lightly under the bed.  

Parareira, the child of sensitive hearing, quickly lowered her posture.  

"Lulu?"  
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They practiced in a different world made of magic, and the ones that Irene Fareira remembered most were their own families.  

It was natural. The reason he raised his sword in the first place and the reason he awakened to witchcraft was because of his family.  

But if you asked if the thoughts of the three men of the Chrono Swordsman were shallow, it was absolutely not.  

They were the first to believe and acknowledge themselves outside of their family.  

It's an imagination that he created, but he helped me practice for a long time.  

And another one.  

There was no such thing, it was Lulu, the cat enchantress.  

Master who told him about "the trust of others," who was full of doubts about himself, who believed in and guided him more deeply than anyone except his family.  

Thinking that he could be reunited with him like that, Irene looked inside the bed with tremendous speed.  

It was dark because there was no light, but it didn't matter.  

For him, who had risen to a high level, this darkness was not a disability.  

However.  

Love-!  

It was a white cat, not a black cat, who met him.  

Irene Fareira made a desperate look.  

"Ha… … ."  

He hugged a white cat crawling outward.  

The waist that stretches like cheese, the clean hair that seems to have been groomed hard, and an expression that can't be understood.  

Except for the color, I took out Lulu and put it on.  

Of course, they just resembled, but they weren't really Lulu.  

He hugged the white cat and fell in deep thought.  

'After I entered the world of magic, what happened to Lulu?'  

You probably couldn't have imagined it.  

He believed in himself more than anyone else, but even he told him not to be impatient because he needed a lot of time.  

Likewise, how surprised it would have been that this happened in an unpredictable situation?  

'And… … It wouldn't have been over just being surprised.'  

Perhaps a very embarrassing situation unfolded.  

It has to be. Because of her "black cat superstition," her family members were not happy with her.  

Then, out of nowhere, he was taken to the world of magic.  

Without any remarks. For a very long time.  

Of course, the experience there was a precious time for my own growth, but it would not have been the case for my family.  

I would have felt only the breakup due to an unfortunate accident, and it is highly likely that all of the causes were attributed to Lulu.  

'How are you doing, Lulu?'  

Do you know you came out?  

Where are you now?  

Wouldn't it be great to have a relationship with your family?  

What if there is a problem?  

If I show my safe side, maybe I can release my parents and Kirill even if they have a bad heart, right?  

'Yes, let's go see the family first!'  

Oh-oh!  

As if agreeing with Airn's thoughts, the cat in her arms cried loudly. It was very cute.  

He smiled lightly and touched his head, and there was a sound of someone walking outside.  

And after a while, the door opened.  

Beetle  

"This guy's cat! I kept the door closed, but how did I come back in... … uh?"  

Markus, the beginning of an angry expression, silently looked at Iron Paraeira.  

He just came to catch the cat.  

I never dreamed that there would be someone else in the same Young master room every year. That's why I couldn't get it right.  

"… … ."  

It was the same with Iron.  

Excluding his family, he was Marcus, who took care of himself the most in his family. It is not enough to express goodwill immediately.  

However, his changed face made him hesitate.  

'Wrinkles... … It's gotten deeper than I thought?'  

Slight anxiety. And confusion.  

Iron, who barely sank, took a deep breath and exhaled.  

And I asked first.  

"Marcus."  

"uh? Yes, yes?"  

"How much time has passed since I disappeared?"  

"Uh uh… … Wait, I mean... … 5 years?"  

… … 5 years!  

In a much longer time than expected, Irene Fareira's expression became serious.  

* * *  

'Fortunately, the. What a relief! Thank you very much!'  

After calming down the noisy screaming at the level of crying, he headed to the room where his parents named Irene Pare were.  

Originally, Markus had to assist, but it was so messy that he just dropped it.  

As I walked down the corridor alone, many people's eyes caught my eye.  

A person who is astonished as if he had seen a ghost.  

A person who tilts his head with a long, poignant expression.  

Those who see them with curious eyes. In other words, someone who has never seen himself.  

'There are a lot of newly hired servants. People you know certainly look old. really… … It's been 5 years.'  

My heart was heavy.  

I was prepared to some extent. It was such a long time that even the dull self could not know.  

But no matter how long it's 5 years, isn't it too long?  

Thinking that my 12-year-old brother would have turned 17, the situation felt even more serious.  

'Besides… … There are some promises that I couldn't keep.'  

Promise with Ian to return to the Chrono Swordsmanship within a year.  

Appointment with Ilya Lindsay to visit the family before that.  

No, I couldn't even participate in the monster subjugation battle before that.  

The more I think of it, the more frustrating I think of it, the harder Irene's expression.  

However, all of those things were pushed behind me the moment I looked at my parents' faces.  

"Son!"  

"Irene!"  

Father and mother stand up.  

Irene Pareira ran as if I was and hugged the two at the same time. And cried.  

Not everyone in the family had a lot of tears, but none of them were fine.  

They had such a long time of fierce reunion.  

"… … The family, nothing special."  

After calming down to some extent, Harun Parreira began the story.  

I was very curious about my son's story, but rather than answering my own curiosity, I wanted to soothe my son's worries ahead of time.  

"The subjugation war ended without much damage as it did every year, and there was no problem ever since. The situation in the estate was rather better. Thanks to the glass crafts guild becoming famous, the amount of trade has increased, and the new knights and soldiers are also excellent in abilities. Besides that... … ."  

Harun's words were true.  

Originally, it was the Pareira estate, which had a good prospect, but its growth has grown even steeper.  

Despite being a baron, his personality surpassed most of his own writers.  

"The other families, including the artist Gairin, have noticed more than before."  

"… … That's really fortunate."  

Iron nodded with a bright expression.  

Of course, I didn't believe it right away.  

No matter how much the tax had grown, there was no way the Gairne could leave the family still.  

Their malice has been long and sticky for no apparent reason.  

'You must have used me to scratch harder.'  

Probably correct. Because the stronger the light, the darker the shadow.  

Moreover, no matter how much the Pareira estate has developed, it may not exceed the influence of the three families, including Guyul.  

It seemed to be a bit of exaggeration to reassure myself.  

When I thought about it, this time a story flowed from my mother's mouth.  

"Your brother is in the Principality of Cesar."  

"Yes?"  

"I went as a disciple of a very good witch doctor. It's Ski or Keaton, have you ever heard of it?"  

I heard.  

In the Principality of Cesar, famous for witchcraft, the powerful enchantress, Skina Keaton, is counted among the five fingers.  

Of course, I don't know because of my knowledge.  

Because I heard it from Kirill before.  

'I don't like it, but it keeps bothering me.'  

A conjurer who was as persistent as Lulu, or even more than Lulu.  

But the younger brother had rejected her until the end. I didn't know why.  

His brother's likes and dislikes were a very complex area he could not understand.  

A question mark appeared on the head of Airn, who had thought about it so far.  

Anyway, why did Kirill become a disciple of someone who was so bothered?  

Such curiosity quickly disappeared.  

Because I thought I knew. Why did my younger brother make such a choice?  

'It's probably because of me.'  

In order to forcibly bring out oneself who has not been able to come out even after several years,'Let's increase one's own strength. To do that, you have to become a strong witch doctor's disciple.'  

It was most likely that he thought this way.  

That Lulu was excluded in the process... … It would mean that the relationship between the two is not good.  

'You bothered again.'  

Airn bowed his head.  

Self-confidence and sadness came like a tide.  

But it was for a while, for a while.  

Immediately he made up his mind, and he made up his mind.  

'OK.'  

The reason that my parents had been depressed in the past was because they couldn't do the part of their son.  

The reason why my younger brother lives a Cesar life he doesn't want is because he couldn't play the role of his brother.  

So what do you do?  

Should we keep digging in the past, caught up in the wrongdoings of the past?  

Not like that.  

'You can do well from now on!'  

There is no fixed answer to everything in the world, but this time, this thought was the correct answer.  

If your family was struggling because of you, you can make them happier from now on.  

If your family's honor has been tainted by yourself, you can show off your fabulous appearance from now on.  

There's nothing to worry about about the appointment with Kwanju, nor the appointment with Ilya.  

I can go right now, and I have the confidence to explain the situation. Once you have cleared up the clutter, you'll be there right away.  

From a boy to a young man, Irene led his thinking in the right direction.  

It was completely different from what it used to be in the days of Lazy Young master.  

"Father and mother."  

Parareira, a child who was determined to be determined, raised her head.  

Harun Fareira and Amel Fareira are startled.  

The exterior has grown beyond recognition for 5 years.  

More surprising than that, a change in facial expressions, a change in attitude.  

And a change of mood that feels bigger than all of that.  

They could finally feel it.  

I don't know exactly what happened, but the last five years have caused tremendous growth for my son.  

"I think you must have been worried. He kept saying that he was okay, but he said he had nothing to worry about... … It must have been hard day by day at the thought of my son, who had been trapped in a strange place for five years, not a year."  

"Now you don't have to worry. You don't have to struggle."  

"As the eldest son of the Paraeira family, I will show you a shameless appearance starting today."  

Tears flowed from Amel's eyes. The same goes for Harun.  

I was forced to endure it because of the face of Gaju, but it was difficult to prevent my eyes from turning red even with a frowned expression.  

It wasn't simply because he had great determination.  

It was because there was a glimpse of the'confidence' underneath it, which was hard to find in the past.  

The facts intensified their feelings, and the son continued.  

"And… … Lulu, I don't know if you've heard it from that cat enchantress, but you've not been trapped for the past five years. I trained harder than anyone else, and the desire to do my best came out in that form... … Nothing bad has happened to me. Rather, the luck that was absolutely necessary came."  

"training… … You mean swordsmanship, swordsmanship training?"  

"Yes. I didn't just work hard. We have also achieved enough results."  

Harun Parreira's eyes widened slightly when he said he had 'sufficient achievements'.  

It is quite an expression to say that it came from the mouth of a son who was very lacking in confidence.  

I was interested in me. I don't know the sword well, but I still wanted to check it.  

And if I had a really great achievement, I wanted to make it known to the world.  

In particular, I wanted to show off to Baron Leicester, Baron Russell, and Gairn's own family.  

It's not a flaunting personality, but it's because the recklessness that they have been through is so great.  

'No, you're so excited.'  

Baron Pareira slightly closed and opened his eyes.  

My son, who grew up without knowing, was bold. I felt confidence that I had never had before. Probably not saying that swordsmanship has increased is not a lie.  

If so, what do you have to do with such a son?  

It is to give warm encouragement.  

There was a lot of trouble. I said you did a good job. That's the top priority.  

'You have increased your home.'  

Harun reflected in his heart.  

It doesn't matter how much you've achieved it.  

Rather, it is much more important that his son, who has always been depressed, gained confidence and that he put in that much effort.  

Perhaps he was more excited about his son's strong aspirations.  

When I tried to say words of warm encouragement along with such thoughts, my son, who had been agitated for a while, continued with the following words.  

"So, in place of the monster subjugation battle that we couldn't participate in last time… … It's just April. I will participate in the subjugation battle next month. at there… … ."  

I will play an active part there and do my part as the eldest son of the Pareira family.  

At the moment I heard this, no matter how much I tried to maintain my composure, I couldn't.  

There was no way to suppress the overwhelming emotions. I didn't even have to.  

It was a moment when Harun Pareira, whose tears and smiles were mixed in half, was struggling to speak up.  

Beetle  

The door opens suddenly.  

And a sharp voice that echoes.  

"You want to participate in the subjugation battle?"  

"… … ."  

"Who wants to be?"  

A girl who has changed without knowing. No, the daughter of Harun Fareira, who has grown too much to use the expression of a girl.  

And a promising enchantress who is gradually spreading his name to the continent beyond the kingdom.  

Cyrillic Parareira appeared.  
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    21. Reunion after 5 years (2)  

"Cyrill?"  

"How now?"  

The sudden intrusion of Cyrillic Parareira opened their eyes wide.  

The Principality of Cesar is a country located in the southeast of the continent, and is quite far from the Pareira Estate.  

It is three times the distance to the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

So, it would not have come to you after hearing the news of Irene Fareira.  

In the first place, haven't they even met their son for less than an hour?  

However, Kirill's continued words left the two inside and out.  

"I just came."  

"just?"  

"Huh. I had a strong feeling that my brother was going to come out for some reason, so I started beforehand. Fortunately, it really was right. In that damn barrier."  

An absurd answer. Being so absurd, Amel couldn't even point out her daughter's vulgar expressions.  

Harun, too, seemed to have no words to say, with only his mouth puffed up.  

However, Irene was not embarrassed.  

I've heard it from Lulu before.  

Some of the great magicians say they have a close sense of foreknowledge about matters they care about.  

Somehow, the case of my younger brother seemed to be similar.  

And that meant that Kirill became an outstanding enchantress by Lulu's standards as well.  

'… … I don't even need to refer to Lulu's words.'  

Irene looked at his younger brother whom he had met after a long time.  

The cheeks that had remained a little slipped away and turned into a slim face, and the height was so big that I wasn't aware of it.  

Although his slightly sharp eyes were similar, he also felt different from when he was younger. Maybe it's gotten a little cooler.  

However, what caught my attention even more than the change in appearance was the change inside.  

Ugh-  

Was it because you awakened the witchcraft?  

I felt a mystical energy that I couldn't feel before.  

Perhaps this is the source of Cyril's witchcraft.  

How great the power contained there, Irene could glimpse.  

The younger brother grew up. Just like you have grown up.  

He smiled at that fact.  

"what? You laugh?"  

Kirill glared at her brother when he saw that smile.  

His sharp eyes. Airn was stunned.  

But it was late. She, who had already damaged the planting, spoke in a colder voice.  

"What is so funny?"  

"No, it's been a while since it's been nice to meet you… … ."  

"It wasn't that kind of laughter."  

"uh… … ."  

"What. What do you mean?"  

"Cyrill. What if I get annoyed with my brother I met after a long time?"  

"… … ."  

Amel Fareira, who found his composure later, said that he was a tree, and Kirill became visibly quiet when he heard it.  

This point has not changed from before. Glad it was.  

However, it was not completely depressed.  

In a voice still unsatisfied, Kirill said again.  

"Anyway, let's just talk about what we were talking about."  

"which?"  

"Subjugation war. You don't have to go out. I'm going out. I came to do that."  

"Cyrill? What else... … ."  

"I'm not compelling you, Dad."  

Harun Fareira, who was trying to scold him, shuts his mouth.  

It was because of Kirill's eyes.  

A calm gaze that is different from the easy excitement when I was a child.  

Keeping it up, she said.  

"Is that right? It is true that one of us must participate in order to honor the family, but it does not have to be an older brother. Rather, it has to be dried. I've been trapped in that terrible barrier for five years, and should I immediately send it to a dangerous place?"  

"you are… … ."  

"Isn't it the same for me that's dangerous? no. I'm not dangerous. You know? I am not the old me. I'm also a recognized magician in Cesar."  

"… … ."  

"I think it's right for me to go, whether by my ability or by the situation, but do you still think it's compelling?"  

Kirill Fareira's objection, stormed like a storm.  

Pareira had no choice but to say anything to say.  

That was right. He was stubborn as before, but unlike in the past, he couldn't forcibly break Cyrillic's will of speaking with reasonable grounds rather than craziness.  

Irene also burst into admiration as he saw the changed younger brother's appearance.  

But I didn't agree with her.  

He said.  

"Cyrill."  

"Why?"  

"Shall I show you?"  

"… … ."  

"I mean, what my brother has worked on in the barrier for five years."  

Hoowook  

It was before Irene even finished speaking. Cyrillic energy was noticeably stronger.  

Even the parents who were outside the witchcraft could feel the changed atmosphere dimly.  

"Are you confident?"  

"Huh."  

"really?"  

"really."  

"Then, should I have a dalian?"  

"Cyrill!"  

Amel throws away his sloppy tone and scolds his daughter. But this time, Kirill didn't bend his opinion either.  

As she felt her fiery eyes touch her, Irene smiled so lightly that it was hard to notice.  

My brother's feelings seem similar to anger, but they are not.  

It's a much more grateful feeling than that. His eyes were softer, unlike Kirill.  

But the answer wasn't smooth.  

Irene Fareira nodded and replied in a solid voice.  

"okay."  

"… … ."  

Looking at the nerve wars of the two children who were covered up, the expressions that inside and outside Pareira did not know what to do.  

* * *  

The day of Pareira's estate that flowed smoothly shook greatly.  

It was a scheduled procedure. The eldest son of the Fareira family, who had been veiled for five years, appeared.  

It was a surprise to those who spent a long time in the castle and to those who were recently hired.  

But that wasn't the end.  

Kirill Parreira, who hadn't visited the territory for more than a year, suddenly showed up and went to the training center with Irene Pareira.  

Looking at the atmosphere, it seemed to be dazzling.  

Jacob Wilshere, the article who grasped the series of flows, quietly whispered.  

"All of this is happening."  

"Yeah. I thought I wouldn't be able to see your face in my life."  

"So do i. Magic is an excuse and already... … I wondered if he died. I guess it was true."  

Tyler Johnny, the knight who heard Jacob's words, nodded.  

Since both became vassals of the Pareira family for less than three years, they treated the witchcraft Irene Fareira as a ghost long before that.  

However, I couldn't go without interest when he said that he was playing against Cyril Fareira, who is known to be famous in Cesar, a country of witchcraft, beyond that.  

Asked Jacob Wilshere.  

"Who will win?"  

"Is that important?"  

"It's important. Isn't watching a fight like that fun? Is it a Cyrillic lady?"  

"What… … Maybe so?"  

Tyler Johnny glanced at the brothers and sisters.  

Kirill's fame can easily be heard from the far-off Principality of Cesar, but little was heard of Airn.  

The only old story that can be heard is the only stigma of 'Lady Young master'. It was not easy to predict the victory of Young master.  

Of course, there was a high possibility that there would be no win or loss.  

What are you going to do hard to do a dalian that doesn't fall for winning?  

Perhaps he wanted to inform the fact that the eldest son of the Pareira family was in existence.  

"Anyway, it's a good view. You did a good job training."  

"right. Even though you may notice that the rumors are crowded, it deserves praise for accidentally seeing a car that used to train hard on self-driving. right?"  

Some of the soldiers who heard the two knights laughed with consent.  

I couldn't help it if I kicked it out, but unless I did, I had no intention of leaving the room on my feet.  

It was a difficult sight to see a precious magician using his power.  

Of course, Kirill Fareira didn't care about their gaze at all.  

She said.  

"Get ready."  

"I'm ready."  

"Don't let me say it twice. You haven't heard the sword yet."  

"now… … I'm ready."  

In response to his brother's words, Irene Fareira pretended to hold onto the air.  

Then, surprisingly, a large sword appeared in the empty space.  

Unmistakable witchcraft.  

The eyes of all the onlookers, including the Pareira couple, were wide open.  

Kirill also expressed surprise by empowering her eyes.  

Airn became a little embarrassed.  

'There's nothing other than this.'  

After the world of witchcraft disappeared after doing its part, most of his magical powers disappeared.  

His only ability was to be able to take out the sword used by the man in his dreams at will.  

Of course, there were no complaints. Rather, it was satisfactory.  

A sword that is old and crude, but suits you perfectly.  

It was enough just to get it.  

Irene nodded and smiled at his younger brother.  

"… … Chit."  

Unlike Airn, who feels good, Kirill Fareira was very uncomfortable with the situation right now.  

I didn't like it. The expression pretending to be your brother's leisurely.  

'Why are you doing too much?'  

She recalled the past, when Irene first lifted his sword.  

It was like that back then. For the first time in my life, I was unreasonable and unreasonable on the subject I saw with a sword.  

Even though my hand was cut and bandaged, I continued to overdo it.  

Of course, I didn't hate the way I was trying.  

I always wanted it.  

I hope that my brother, who was trapped in the pain of his childhood and always showed only a depressed appearance, regains his energy and laughs back.  

It was true that when I returned from the Chrono Swordsmanship and gave me a gift with a nice smile, it was also true that I was happy to jump at that time.  

However… … .  

'If you are so unreasonable, you get sick after being forced to do it... … I don't want to see you anymore.'  

I was told later that I was insulted by the nobles of other families while trying to participate in the battle for defeat.  

I was belatedly told that I was trapped in a barrier while trying to learn witchcraft.  

And I regretted it for five years.  

I should have stopped it so it's not too late.  

'So… … .'  

Lol  

Kirill Fareira pulled a sword out of her waist pocket.  

A very small model sword.  

But as soon as she tapped her finger, it grew to an enormous size.  

It was much larger than Airn's sword.  

I thought, looking ahead, floating it in the sky.  

'I'll do it. You don't have to be overwhelmed.'  

Wow!  

A strong wind raged. A strong energy gathered so that even ordinary people who do not know witchcraft could know, and the sword rose to the sky.  

Originally created to break the barriers.  

Now, however, a giant sword with a different heart was aimed at Airen Pareira.  

Everyone's eyes also pointed in the direction the tip of the sword pointed.  

And then.  

The blonde young man, who had been silent, slid his sword down.  

Swoosh  

It wasn't a special act.  

Vertical cuts, horizontal cuts. And once a simple sting followed.  

It was just an ordinary swordsmanship movement that can be seen anywhere.  

In fact, most of the soldiers visiting Dalian looked puzzled. I thought it would show something even better.  

But there were people who weren't.  

Two knights, Jacob Wilshere and Tyler Johnny.  

'What?'  

'Now, something… … .'  

It's not a clear feeling. It was just an ambiguous sensation like the wind passing through my hair while sleeping.  

Is it a coincidence?  

Or has something really happened?  

The two looked towards Ai and towards Kirill with expressions that they couldn't know.  

And finally I was convinced.  

"… … ."  

The young magician was weeping.  

Rumble... …  

A sword that returns to its original size and returns to its pocket.  

One step later than that, Fareira, the child, walks toward the front.  

He hugged Cyril Fareira. Strongly, but not hurt.  

And said.  

"I'm not doing it too much."  

"… … ."  

"If you're doing it because you're worried about me, you don't have to. really… … Because I really do it because I have confidence, this time. And… … ."  

I've had a hard time, until now.  

Until Irene's words were finished, Kirill said nothing. I just quietly shed tears.  

Ando. And thrill.  

In two great feelings, the younger brother was comforted by his brother for the first time.  

* * *  

Dalian is over. It was quite a sense of urgency. At the end, with a soft feeling.  

The soldiers who were watching at the training center had no choice but to continue their training with an unpleasant mood.  

Of course it wasn't Cyril Fareira.  

I knew it because it was a magician.  

I could see more clearly between siblings.  

How strong is your brother's will.  

How powerful the sword will bloom from that will.  

"But be careful. Because this subjugation battle is much more dangerous."  

"uh?"  

But I couldn't completely let go of my concern.  

The subjugation battle that will be held next month was different from the one we played every year.  

"Mine appeared."  

"Mine?"  

"Huh. A month ago, in the south of the Gairn estate... … Traces of the devil have been found."  
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    22. The Sleeping Dragon of the Hale Kingdom (1)  

This is not the case now, but there used to be a time when you could face demons as easily as monsters.  

It was 400 years ago, when the boundary between the human and demonic worlds was blurred, and 150 years ago when the seven powerful demons raged.  

In comparison, the present, when the passage between the two worlds is blocked, can be said to be a much more peaceful and safe era.  

Of course, that doesn't mean that if the threat of the devil has completely disappeared.  

Mine (魔人).  

Those fallen beings gain great power through a contract with the devil and devote all their strength to spreading its negative influence across the continent.  

"I don't know if you know, but Mine is so strong that it can't even be compared to ordinary monsters."  

Kirill Fareira with a serious look.  

After hearing that, Irene Pareira nodded with a stiff face.  

I don't know in detail.  

But I can guess.  

In a way, the existence that can be compared to the'magician' is the'mine'.  

This is because a heart strong enough to perform incredible miracles must be exercised.  

When it comes to differences, the minds of mines are very negative.  

Anger, anxiety, despair, confusion, jealousy, self-doubt, inferiority, deprivation, betrayal… … .  

It is hard to imagine how terrible and cruel it will be, with a deep desire that can be conveyed to the ears of the demons crouching in the depths.  

It wasn't too much that my younger brother was worried.  

However.  

"It's okay though."  

"… … ."  

"Because I have confidence. I will try to come back safely. No, I will definitely do that."  

"… … You speak better than before."  

Well, I don't hate to see it.  

Kirill muttered inside, pouting her mouth.  

I was expecting quite a bit because I broke the barriers by myself without the help of others, but it became much more reliable than I thought. Much more than the height I grew up in.  

'I was pretty big too.'  

Looking at his brother's face still higher than his gaze, Kirill forcibly grabbed the weight.  

Trustworthy is trustworthy, and worrying is another story.  

She gave strength to her eyes and warned one more time.  

"Strong is strong, but the dangerous thing for Mines is that they can't predict what kind of abilities they will perform. Especially in the part related to the mind."  

"Hmm. That's definitely dangerous."  

"okay! It's very dangerous. There are things I know about, so I'll tell you everything."  

"Huh."  

"Give at least the really important part."  

"Thanks."  

"If you think of anything during subjugation, tell me right away."  

"uh?"  

Irene was embarrassed.  

What is the reason that the two had a battle? It is to prove one's abilities against Kirill's opposition, and to participate in the subjugation battle.  

But your younger brother also participates in the subjugation battle?  

"There's no reason I won't go just because you're going?"  

"However… … ."  

"Have you ever said that?"  

"… … ."  

That was right.  

Irene remained silent. Kirill, who raised one corner of his mouth, added a word.  

"My brother said it. I have confidence. So there is nothing to worry about."  

Again, there was nothing to refute.  

I had no choice but to hold the hand of my younger brother who said, 'Let's work hard together,' and Irene silently held the hand.  

* * *  

In conclusion, Cyril Fareira's participation in the subjugation battle was in vain.  

It wasn't because of the opposition from my parents.  

Compared to his tough personality, he listens to his mother well, but this time he usually didn't make up his mind.  

It was another sorcerer who held the reins of this stubborn conjurer.  

Cyril Fareira's mentor, Skinna Keaton.  

She, one of the best in the Principality of Cesar, the country of enchantresses, came to visit the estate of Pareira directly.  

"Hey! There's an important event in two weeks right now, and what are you doing here!"  

"No, my only brother came out of the barrier, and of course… … ."  

"Ah, that's the child Parray? Nice to meet you. I heard a lot about it. I am Cesar's most beautiful enchantress, Skina Keaton!"  

Ski or Keaton reached out cheerfully. Irene grabbed her hand with a quaint expression.  

I heard that I was over 50 years old this year, but I was a young lady in her twenties with no effect on the exterior.  

And it was actually a beauty.  

'Did you rejuvenate your appearance with magic?'  

"Yes."  

"Yeah?"  

"I just thought it was right."  

"My, can you read my thoughts? Is that also a magic trick?"  

"no. But I can tell you what you're thinking, even if it's not magical. Oh, let's be so grateful, is such a beautiful person a real Cyrillic Master? You were thinking like this."  

"… … ."  

"Don't listen to this person. He's all a mess except for magic."  

Cyrillic said with an impression.  

The remarks are quite polite to say that they are speaking to the teacher.  

But I didn't care about Ski or Keaton at all.  

Rather, he hugged Kirill and said with a smile.  

"Of course! Am I the best witchcraft? This shameful, Master's praise is so returned to you!"  

"No, when did I say that!"  

"For reference, this child, for five years, I only made a lot of talk about Airen. What I said... … ."  

"Oh! Ahhhhhhhhh!"  

"If you want to shut my mouth, will you quietly return to Cesar with me?"  

"… … ."  

Irene burst into admiration, looking at Kirill, who couldn't say anything with a resentful expression.  

He's dealing with his stubborn and grotesque younger brother so well.  

Indeed, he was one of the best magicians in Cesar.  

Of course, not everyone showed that attitude.  

After Kirill walked away, Ski and Keaton were very polite.  

"Sorry. Wasn't that a little bit in the first place? To become a Cyrillic teacher, you have to be stronger than Cyrillic. Please understand."  

"Oh, no. I know what you mean."  

"It's really different from Cyrillic. In many ways."  

Conversation continues in a calm atmosphere unlike before.  

Through this, Irene was able to get to know Kirill's last five years. A younger brother's joy, his younger brother's sadness, and many other things.  

Thank you Ski or Keaton.  

Despite being the first time they met, they immediately notice the part they want to hear the most and speak in a warm manner.  

It seems like he is a magician who really reads his mind.  

'Besides… … This person really cares for Kirill.'  

Your younger brother is under a really good teacher.  

A soft smile was drawn on Airn's face with a deep thought.  

"And this."  

There were even gifts.  

It was a necklace.  

A high-level artifact that warns you of dangerous things such as magic and a certain level of magic traps, and even detoxifies tolerable poisons.  

Irene, startled, struck. Because I could guess how precious this is.  

However, when he heard the words that followed, he had no choice but to withdraw his hand.  

"I made it together. Continued for 5 years. Kirill put her energy into this necklace every day, hoping that her brother would leave the barrier."  

"… … I will write it thanks."  

"I'll only talk about it here. I have to tell Baron Pareira that I'm taking Kirill as well. To keep up with Cesar's schedule, the time is actually quite tight."  

How surprised I was when I found out that Kirill was gone, Ho Ho Ho. Irene once again thanked her for bursting into laughter.  

Ski or Keaton nodded with a smile and floated into the sky.  

And said.  

"I'm so glad that you're a great brother. Much more than I thought."  

Finally she left.  

After a while, the disciple returned to the side of Ayir Pareira on behalf of the teacher.  

"What did you say?"  

"just. That you are doing well. But is it okay to stay here? Shouldn't you have to follow Master?"  

"When I finish greeting my parents, I will come back on my own."  

Kirill said, ticking.  

Of course it wasn't bad.  

Irene made a happy expression, and the younger brother, who was trying to shoot a word, groaned and swallowed words.  

In the stillness that came, the brothers and sisters enjoyed a peaceful walk.  

Quiet but uncomfortable time.  

It was Irene Pareira who broke the atmosphere first.  

"Do you know?"  

"Huh?"  

"Where is Lulu."  

"… … do not know."  

"Really?"  

"Really. Could I lie? I stayed in the manor for a few months, then disappeared at some point. I haven't seen it since then. That's all."  

"… … ."  

The stillness came again. It was different from before. There was an uncomfortable atmosphere between the friendly brothers and sisters.  

Iron's eyes followed Cyril's expression. It looked like it was hardened.  

However, I couldn't help but say the words I had in my heart.  

"I know you don't like Lulu. However… … You know. It's not Lulu's fault."  

"… … ."  

"It wasn't anyone's fault in the first place. There is nothing wrong with it. I wanted to move forward with my will, and the world made my wishes come true and laid the ground. That's all."  

"… … So what."  

"The next time I meet you, can you not hate Lulu?"  

Irene stopped in place. Then he quietly stared at his brother.  

An expression that is similar to the usual, where the emotions are hard to reveal.  

But Kirill knew.  

What is your brother thinking.  

What kind of heart you have.  

How big is that heart?  

I couldn't know. Because she was a magician.  

"… … I will try."  

So, she had no choice but to nod her head.  

It was a nice April afternoon.  

* * *  

A month later.  

The troops of the six southern families of the Hale Kingdom, including Baron Pareira, gathered in the Gairun territory.  

Although the number is small, most of them are elite troops made up of knights, and it clearly shows how different this battle of mine subjugation is from the usual subjugation battle.  

However, there was not much anxiety in the faces of the gathered nobles.  

The power of the Twilight Knights, Wizards, and Priests dispatched from the capital of the kingdom.  

And it was because Sir Hill Burnett, a young and capable man to lead them, came.  

'No matter how dangerous the mine is, he can't even cut bones against the Knights of the Twilight Knights led by Lord Hill Burnett!'  

'You must participate unconditionally. There is nothing to lose and a lot of honor to be earned is a subjugation battle!'  

Thanks to this, the statesmen and the eldest sons who tried to send only their troops participated in the subjugation battle.  

A banquet was held to relieve the tension and fatigue before the military service, so no one gathered in the Gairn estate was mindful of the failure of the subjugation.  

Rather, there was something else that caught their attention.  

It was Irene Fareira, a lazy Young master, who appeared on the official stone statue after five years.  

"I didn't think I would see it in a place like this… … ."  

"You were trapped in a magical barrier, right?"  

"Is that real? Wasn't it a lie?"  

"Hey, I thought I had committed suicide before. It's hard to reveal the facts, so I made up a rough excuse... … ."  

No matter you or me, everyone talked about Irene.  

No one knew whether he had actually entered the world of witchcraft, just got sick, or whether he was faking sickness to avoid people.  

But I knew this one.  

The fact is that if a guy who has been stuck in his family for his entire life has come and tried to wear a spoonful, no one knows.  

'You stupid guy.'  

'If a guy who has never even experienced monster subjugation doesn't pee, I'd be fortunate.'  

However, some did not think so.  

The children of Leicester, Russell, and Gairn.  

In particular, the eyes of Ryan Gairn, the eldest son of the Gairn family, were unusual.  

He was drinking wine and handed the glass to the servant.  

Then, I approached Paraira, who was an ironic child.  

'what?'  

'What's up?'  

The eyes of the people around me suddenly turned toward the two they met.  

One is the best talent in the six southern families.  

On the other hand, Young master is the least lazy.  

It was a time when everyone's faces were excited about the exciting and incredible combination.  

"Sir Hill Burnett, Vice-General of the Knights of the Twilight, is entering."  

The one who laughed and chatted, the one who was enjoying food silently, and the one who was staring at Ryan Gairn and Irene Pareira all turned their gaze toward Hill Burnett.  

It was natural.  

Could it be that they would not pay attention to a great man who would give them a glorious honor?  

Everyone applauded with one heart, and Hill Burnett enjoyed it with a brief silence.  

Of course, it hasn't been forever.  

He raised his hand and stopped clapping, said solemnly.  

"I'm sorry for the second, but you don't have to participate in the subjugation battle."  
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    22. The Sleeping Dragon of the Hale Kingdom (2)  

Deputy Head of the Twilight Knights of the Hale Kingdom, Hill Burnett.  

He is strong. And young.  

That means that most people have unprecedented talents, and some say Hill Burnett may be a swordmaster in the future.  

For the small Hale Kingdom, it is truly a treasure.  

He even supported the family, and his influence in the kingdom was great.  

It means that it is in a position that cannot be compared with the members of the six southern families who do not even have a count.  

However.  

"I will only carry out this Mine subjugation operation with the troops I brought."  

Even for such a great figure, it is too much to say this in the midst of a pleasant atmosphere. Crossed the line.  

Southern nobles thought so.  

No matter how high the prestige is, the attitude is unrestrained!  

You can never leave it like this!  

The moment I thought so, energy emanated from Hill Burnett's body.  

Whoowoo-!  

"Hmmm!"  

"Uh… … !"  

The feeling of pressure as if the air became heavier.  

The faces of everyone gathered in the banquet hall were hardened. I couldn't take my mouth off easily.  

Hill Burnett, deputy commander of the glorious Twilight Knights, did not allow this.  

As the intestine was quiet, he continued his speech solemnly.  

"Mine is a creature that is different from monsters. Much terrible, much vicious, much stronger. This is a fact that even children know."  

"But the southern nobles who know everything you know don't seem to know this."  

"But it's okay. I and my troops have been mentally armed with a solid devotion and passionate loyalty to the country all the way to the Gairun territory. We are ready enough to destroy the wicked mind. but!"  

"To be with you who prioritize individual honor over the well-being of the continent and the peace of the country… … I'm not very reluctant."  

"… … ."  

"Do you have anything to say?"  

there was. The insides of all the nobles who were looking at the vice commander of the Knights of Twilight were boiled.  

But I couldn't get it out of my mouth.  

The atmosphere that quickly passed, the energy that gradually became stronger, and the face that seemed not to come out of a drop of Hill Burnett's blood that glanced at the center of the seat. It was all too burdensome.  

1 2 3 4 5.  

After five seconds passed, the vice commander sighed.  

It was a moment when he was about to exit the banquet hall, drawing attention from the nobles.  

Kwaang!  

The sound of something crashing.  

No, beyond him, everyone in the banquet hall was shockingly crashing.  

It originated from Ryan Geirne.  

He sat down with one knee bent and gave him strong strength.  

Naturally, Hill Burnett's gaze turned.  

He asked.  

"How about you?"  

"I'm Ryan Gairn, the firstborn of Gairn."  

"Speak your business."  

"I won't make excuses. Sorry!"  

He said shortly and bowed his head.  

I felt the gaze that seemed to cut over the back of my head. Sweat came from my forehead.  

However, Ryan Geirne continued to speak without stopping.  

"I don't know the hearts of other people, but in my case, it was definitely not enough. I was immature. Even with the opponent, Mine, who should never be vigilant, he had a vulgar mind. I will not make excuses for this."  

"… … ."  

"But, I won't do that anymore. I won't make a mistake. Using the knights of the Twilight Knights, led by the Vice-Chief and the Vice-Chief, as a mirror, I will do my best to refine my mind so that not even a single guard remains. Give me a chance!"  

Wow-!  

It was just after the bloody speech was over.  

The energy of Hill Burnett that was spreading in the intestine gathered in one place.  

The faces of those who felt frustrated all the time became comfortable.  

But it wasn't Ryan Geirne.  

This is because the vice-manager's energy was all concentrated on him.  

He suffered a physical shock beyond mere pressure.  

His strong expression was distorted.  

"… … !"  

However, it was not completely collapsed.  

Ryan Geirne bites his mouth.  

The exploded blood came out of my mouth and flowed through my chin, but thanks to that, my mind became clear.  

He raised his bowed head and looked up. It was a hot gaze.  

Hill Burnett did not avoid this.  

For a moment, the confrontation ensued.  

And.  

Hoowook  

The pressure that crushed Ryan Geirne was gone.  

It wasn't just that. The vice commander's stiff face also smiled a little.  

A relatively comfortable atmosphere.  

In that, Hill Burnett said in a softer voice.  

"Sorry. It was a bit of a joke."  

"… … ."  

"I can't do such a crazy thing because I don't allow you to participate. The heads of each family must show themselves to subdue Mine so that the young people can lead their lives with peace of mind."  

It was a horse that still had bones. It doesn't help in terms of strength, but it means that we are conducting a combined operation to stabilize the territory.  

But the nobles couldn't say anything.  

The aftermath of just before was still there.  

And before that mood disappeared, Hill Burnett left a last word.  

"Of course, it was true to say that you should never be vigilant against Mine. Everyone, I hope you will improve your condition to the best by the day of the subjugation."  

Dumb Dumb  

The deputy commander of the Twilight Knights quickly distant, and no one in the banquet hall could restrain it.  

I just look at the disappearing back. There was a lot of tension in everyone's eyes.  

Only one person maintained the same attitude as the first time.  

It was Irene Fareira, a person who had been forgotten by the public.  

* * *  

Hill Burnett went straight back to his room.  

I was in a strange mood.  

I didn't know whether to laugh or cry.  

'Ryan Gairn's Myung and Buddha's War. He's a good talent!'  

I heard the rumors well.  

There is a record of graduating from the Royal Knights Academy with outstanding grades in the southern part of the kingdom.  

And in the past few years, it has been even better.  

It certainly wasn't bad.  

I also thought that if it grows well as it is, it could be the axis of responsibility for the future of the kingdom.  

'But, the problem is that one of them is the end.'  

Old houses weren't interested in the first place.  

However, the knights under them, and the young children, were expected.  

There was a little thought about whether there was a pearl in the mud that was not even heard by rumors.  

But it was bad.  

No one, except Ryan Geirne, was able to stand up in front of him.  

Since I couldn't even help, I had to say that the future of the kingdom was really dark.  

That was the time to think about it.  

The soldier outside the door delivered the news that there was someone who had visited him.  

His face was frowned.  

It's because I wasn't in the mood to chat with someone right now.  

However, the moment I heard the customer's identity, that thought disappeared as if washed away.  

After a while, Hill Burnett stood up from his seat, seeing the incoming person with a cheerful smile.  

"Miller! Long time no see!"  

"Haha, I don't know how many years this has been. How have you been?"  

"Of course I was doing well. By the way, how is it that I am here... … ."  

"Alas! I didn't come here with a plan, but because of work, I accidentally passed by. It's a bit busy, but I can't just pass it... … Are you okay with the time?"  

"It's okay and not. Let's sit here!"  

A large, mature man with scars on his face.  

It's a rough impression that makes you feel overwhelmed just by looking at it.  

However, Hill Burnett respected this gerbera-born wandering knight more than his predecessors.  

Skills, character, and distribution.  

And the heroic appearance he showed in the combined subjugation battle with the Gerbera Kingdom.  

'That's the person who can be said to be an example of a driver.'  

Hill Burnett recalled the past with a gentle smile.  

Seeing this, Tom Miller said, frowning.  

"Get rid of the unpleasant expression."  

"No, what are you talking about. Why is my expression?"  

"The best kanji of the Hale Kingdom is showing such a stupid look, can't you be cursed?"  

"You mean a bitch… … ."  

Even with an absurd laugh, Hill Burnett continued the conversation happily.  

A completely different attitude from that shown in the banquet hall.  

However, this was close to his true appearance.  

He is strict and cold in work, but he shows a human side like this in a position with a person he likes.  

So, about 30 minutes passed.  

Sometimes he listens to Tom Miller, sometimes he tells his own story.  

In the middle of touching such topics, the story of Tom Miller's student came out.  

Said Hill Burnett.  

"Ah, I heard the rumors well. It's a great device, right?"  

"Shall I say it's a description… … Well, it's okay to say that you have the talent to use."  

"Aren't you too harsh? Mr. Miller's disciple, isn't it obvious among the monstrous Chrono's golden generations?"  

"Ah, that's why he's just a guy who hasn't even been able to enter the official admission and came away… … Well, of course, I don't think it's going to be greatly pushed by the successful candidates right now, but... … Hmm hmm."  

Tom Miller trembled.  

But he didn't even completely deny Hill Burnett's words.  

The disciple's talent was tremendous enough to look lovely even in the eyes of him with strict standards.  

'Well, it's not just my pupils. The 27th Chrono Swordsman... … Because there is no one who is not a genius one by one.'  

Chrono Swordsman's 27th trainee.  

In other words, the young people, called Chrono's Golden Generation, have been the hottest topic on the continent over the past few years.  

This was because all of the talented people who returned after a year of training showed tremendous growth in each country.  

The blast was so great that even the elite members of the Western Five Kingdoms, famous for producing Swordmasters from generation to generation, were openly in check.  

The important point here was that all of Chrono's golden generations, showing outstanding performances, were not'regular trainees' but'fallouts'.  

Because of that, the controversy did not end at first.  

Chrono Swordsman's point of view was poor, and the fact that he missed the real ones and that the passers had far superior skills than those who were eliminated caused a quarrel on a fictitious day.  

However, the controversy soon disappeared as if washed away.  

A genius in the kingdom of Adan who proudly took the lead in the final evaluation of the Chrono Swordsman, but refused to enter the official admission.  

Ilya Lindsay accomplished a ridiculous feat.  

'At the age of 14, to become an honorary knight of the Knights of Moonlight, the strongest in the kingdom of Adan… … The expression of surprise is also insufficient.'  

Hill Burnett, recalling Adan's genius, hardened his face.  

When did you get to that level?  

30 years old? Or more?  

I didn't know.  

'A monster as ridiculous as Ignet has appeared on the continent.'  

Thinking so far, he shook his head slightly.  

I didn't want to think any more. After continuing to chew, I only feel deprived.  

What's important now is that Tom Miller's disciple shows outstanding skills even among the golden generations of Chrono, who are so outstanding.  

He changed his face and continued to praise him again.  

"right. It is natural. Except for those outside of Ilya Lindsay's common sense, Miller's disciple will be no less than the 27th full-time trainee."  

"Huh huh, that's embarrassing. But aren't you feeling bad? Try a little more."  

"I can do it ten and a hundred times. Ha, I really envy you. Why aren't there such talents in our Hale Kingdom? … ."  

Hill Burnett complained.  

The Ryan Gairn we just saw is quite useful, but compared to Tom Miller's disciple, it's a hemostasis.  

There wasn't even a talent who could follow him, so the gloomy heart didn't go away.  

However, even for a moment, he looked as though he had made a slight mistake.  

As a loyal person who thinks about the country, it is of course a concern, but I thought it was not something to bring out in a pleasant atmosphere with a respected senior I met after a long time.  

Now is the time to talk brightly.  

It was when he quickly recognized the mistake and tried to change the subject.  

Tom Miller asked a question with a puzzled face.  

"Eh? What are you talking about? You don't have talent?"  

"Yes?"  

"I heard from my disciple that there is a great monster that is equivalent to Ilya Lindsay's from the Hale Kingdom?"  
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Hill Burnett, Vice Commander of the Knights of Twilight, stopped talking.  

It's because I didn't understand what the other person said.  

What? There is a talent equivalent to Ilya Lindsay in the Hale Kingdom?  

As he rolled his head for a moment, he burst into laughter and said.  

"Haha, what kind of joke are you talking about?"  

"Huh? Are you kidding?"  

"Yes?"  

"You, don't you know?"  

"what… … ."  

"Huh. Unbelievable. I thought that you, who are from the Hale Kingdom, would know, even if others didn't know it."  

Tom Miller shakes his head.  

Hill Burnett felt frustrated as he even sighed without stopping there.  

If I say something important, I'll do it all the way. What is this doing now?  

Had it not been for the seniors I respected, I would have held my own right now.  

Did you know that?  

Tom Miller opened his mouth without feeling any further.  

"You really don't know anything, so I'll tell you from the beginning. You know, five years ago, the Chrono Swordsman recruited prospective trainees. is not it? Was it 6 years ago? anyway… … ."  

The story of Chrono's monster that began like that was truly amazing.  

Top in the middle rating.  

Final evaluation assistant seat.  

All other small tests showed overwhelming results.  

While showing a different skill than other golden generations who are currently playing tremendous activities in various parts of the continent.  

"Others, of course, are said to be incomparable to those of Brat Lloyd and Judith, who are now known to be unrivaled among the official Krono Swordsman trainees. even… … ."  

"even?"  

"In the final evaluation, it seems that Ilia Lindsay also showed a boiled appearance. The difference between a sheet of paper was a comment from my disciple."  

"… … ."  

I couldn't believe it.  

Who is Ilya Lindsay?  

Aida is known for possessing a talent comparable to the "Ignet," a monster that is always mentioned when selecting the greatest genius in history beyond the present.  

A person who is expected to rise to the level of the "sword master", which is the ultimate goal of all prosecutors.  

'It doesn't matter whether it works or not for Ilya Lindsay. It's probably important when it happens.'  

But, there is a person who is so great and a person with equal skills in the kingdom of Hale?  

"Why did such a great guy give up his position as an official Krono trainee? No, aren't you saying you didn't give up? Are you not mistaken about being on the chrono right now?"  

"no. From my disciple he told me he definitely went back to his estate. I don't know what the reason is... … Then you, do you know this?"  

"Yes? which?"  

"I do, I don't know. You don't know anything... … ."  

"please! Say it all at once, at once! I will burst and die!"  

"Oh, I see. Let me relax my expression! Anyway, what were you trying to say... … That monstrous young man, as far as I know, from the south of Hale Kingdom... … ."  

"what? South?"  

"Yes, yes. awhile! You calm down... … ."  

Even at the words of the senior, Hill Burnett couldn't calm the excitement.  

As it is south of the Hale Kingdom, isn't the right place where you are in the South of the Hale Kingdom?  

Even the sons of the southern family of the kingdom were staying here, and it was a car that had already captured them all once.  

Not even hours have passed.  

Nevertheless, the fact that there is no other memorable guy... … .  

"… … Did you not participate in the subjugation war?"  

"What, you're not here?"  

Hearing Hill Burnett's murmur, Tom Miller said in a disappointing voice.  

In fact, he visited this place to meet a close junior driver, but it was also to see the mysterious genius spoken by the student.  

Even though he was a quiet guy who had been dormant for five years, a mine appeared near his estate, and he thought he couldn't stay still.  

But looking at the expressions of his juniors, he seems to be wrong.  

Tucked, he squeezed a glass of wine.  

It wasn't as much as Hill Burnett, but I couldn't help but feel sorry for it.  

"… … Did you hear your name?"  

"Huh?"  

"name. Didn't the disciple say it?"  

"Alas. right. Come to think of it, I would have to say that first. I heard that Irene, Irene Fareira."  

"Pareira go… … !"  

Hearing the words of his senior, Hill Burnett repeated the word 'pareira' several times.  

He completely forgot who is sitting in front of him.  

Tom Miller saw it and shook his head.  

"This shouldn't be more."  

"Ah! Sorry! I thought about something else... … ."  

"no it's okay. I stop getting up. I didn't have much time anyway."  

"Next time, I'll come back in time, so if you know anything before that, send me a letter.  

With these words, Tom Miller left."  

In the tranquility that came before long, the vice commander of the Knights of Twilight fell into deep thoughts.  

'I know that the only celebrity in the Paraeira family is Cyrillic Paraeira... … .'  

Although he is said to have been born and raised in the kingdom of Hale, he knows little about the people in southern Hale.  

This is because most of his life was spent in the capital.  

Kirill Fareira, known as a promising enchantress, and Ryan Geirn from the Royal Academy of Knights.  

No one knew except these two.  

I wasn't interested in other characters at all. Even Pareira's Caju.  

But not now.  

'Iron Pareira… … I have to investigate.'  

When he had finished thinking, Hill Burnett immediately called his men and instructed them.  

And I was able to get the information I wanted before being dispatched.  

It was possible because it wasn't that difficult in the first place.  

However, the content of the information was too different from what was expected.  

The evaluation of Irene Fareira, a genius among geniuses equal to Ilya Lindsay, was far worse than expected.  

'The best lazy person in the Hale Kingdom.'  

'Lazy Young master.'  

'A fool who knows how to do nothing.'  

The kind of human that he hates the most, not even the average level.  

Hill Burnett laughed as he was reading.  

"What is this guy doing?"  

I wanted to be a different person, but that wasn't again.  

Irene Fareira was actually admitted to the Chrono Swordsmanship and returned to her estate a year later.  

And it is said that he was trapped somewhere after being caught in witchcraft for 5 years, but if this is true, it is understood that he has not been active in the meantime.  

However… … .  

'The guy who was notorious for being a lazy Young master in the whole southern part of the kingdom… … .'  

Is it possible?  

Chrono Swordsman, evaluated as the best in the continent.  

Among them, the 27th of gold is praised as the strongest horseman.  

Is it really a good idea to become one of the best talents in two fingers there?  

"That's ridiculous."  

Kwazak  

The documents that the vice commander was holding in his hand were crumpled relentlessly.  

He threw it out, turned off the light, and lay down in bed. It was to go to bed early.  

Since tomorrow is the day of defeat, quality sleep was essential.  

"… … ."  

However, Hill Burnett couldn't fall asleep easily.  

This is because the words of senior knight Tom Miller continued to linger in my ears.  

'He said he was a genius with a different class!'  

'My student is also a guy with very strong pride, and he praised him so much... … .'  

'I don't know for what reason you're quiet, but if you reveal yourself, the world will probably be surprised.'  

'Isn't it a blessing to the Hale Kingdom?'  

"… … Stop, stop thinking."  

Nor is it that the truth of the story cannot be determined.  

Irene Fareira is also a member of the subjugation team, so if tomorrow comes, you can check his skills with your own eyes.  

"… … ."  

However.  

He was a Hill Burnett who knew all of that, but his curiosity for Iron Fareira never disappeared.  

In the end, he could barely fall asleep after a very long time.  

* * *  

One day in mid-May.  

Finally, troops to subdue Mine went out.  

Templars, wizards, and priests dispatched from the capital of the kingdom 50 people.  

50 members of the southern family's family and children, knights and elite soldiers under command.  

This was a smaller number than usual when defeating monsters, because quality is much more important than the amount of troops when dealing with Mine.  

In fact, there are only tens of thousands of them, but their power is incomparably superior to last year.  

"It's reassuring."  

"Mine… … It's a fearful enemy, but I don't think there will be any immorality with this level of power."  

The southern nobles smiled as they saw the Twilight Knights and royal wizards taking the lead.  

It was literally. The support was so great that I didn't have as much anxiety as this.  

Rather, it was the part that my family would not be able to play any active role in the subjugation battle.  

'The knights of our family must show good appearance!'  

'It would be great if my son did a great job and caught the vice-manager's eyes.'  

Except for Harun Paraeira, this thought was in the minds of all the statesmen.  

It wasn't just them.  

Their children were also hoping more than anyone else to stand out in the eyes of Hill Burnett, or the high-impact knights of the Twilight Knights.  

For aristocratic children, whose dreams are in their greatest age, the present stage was felt even as the most important opportunity in life.  

So it was.  

At lunchtime after a long march, they held their swords in a situation where there were no monsters, let alone mine.  

"Hey!"  

Boowoong!  

"Haab!"  

Boo-woo-woong!  

Young master from the southern family, led by Ryan Gairn, eagerly swung the sword.  

It was a swordsmanship practice.  

A kind of showy behavior to let them know they're always working hard.  

Knights of the Knights of Twilight laughed.  

It was because the behavior they saw inside seemed cute.  

"It's better to do that than to do nothing."  

"That's right. And the level is better than I thought?"  

"Especially that guy… … Ryan Geirne was this?"  

"right. fairly… … That's great."  

"Hmm."  

The eyes of the knights gradually turned to one place, Ryan Gairn.  

It was natural.  

Although all of them had not bad skills through years of subjugation experience, none of them could match the firstborn of the Gairn family.  

Everyone knew it in the first place.  

Of course, there was no one who would stop the training.  

Just as people who do when no one does it stand out, people who don't do when everyone else stands out.  

They had no intention of stigmatizing the knights as lazy.  

And in case you don't know.  

It can't be compared to Ryan Gairn, but if it's evaluated as right below it.  

Then something good could happen!  

With such conviction, the children wielded their swords harder and harder.  

The enthusiasm was expected to continue until the junior soldiers had finished their chores.  

It was then.  

Hill Burnett, the leader of the subjugation team, who had been sitting silently until now, arose from the seat.  

And I started walking around.  

Viscount Phil Gairn saw this and swallowed it with gulp.  

This is because his eldest son, Ryan Gairn, was swinging the sword in the direction of the vice commander.  

'Are you trying to teach me yourself?'  

The teaching of a noun is always an illusion.  

But even more willingly, there will be people and ties that will become the core powers of the Hale Kingdom in the future.  

Phil Gairne, who had a crazy thought so far, looked at Hill Burnett with hot eyes.  

Unlike usual, he couldn't hide his excitement.  

so that.  

When the vice commander of the Knights of Twilight passed his son.  

And when I sat down in front of the child, Pareira, who was sitting still and closing her eyes.  

I couldn't hide my distorted expression.  

'Why the hell?'  

It wasn't just the idea of ​​Gairn's own work.  

It was everyone's idea.  

Why the hell did the Vice-General go to Airen Fareira, not Ryan Gairn?  

Because everyone is doing nothing while training hard?  

Is it to reproach?  

While the intestine's attention was focused, Hill Burnett spoke to Irene, who had her eyes awake.  

"Iron Pareira."  

"Yes, vice-president."  

"Call me the subjugation leader. I'm leading the subjugation team now."  

"Yes, Captain Tobeol."  

"I ask straightforwardly. All young people except you are practicing swordsmanship using the lunch break. It means you're working hard. But you're relaxing alone."  

"… … ."  

"Can you tell me what is the reason why everyone stays still in the midst of trying?"  

The expressions of the people around me became mysterious.  

A word containing the content of reprimand.  

However, considering the usual personality of the vice commander, he speaks much softer.  

Is it a reprimand? Or is it really purely curious to ask?  

It was when I was thinking about that.  

An unexpected answer flowed from the mouth of Irene Fareira.  

"Practicing swordsmanship is not trying."  

"… … If you swing your sword now, it's not an effort?"  

"Sorry. I said something to be misunderstood. I mean... … Regardless of the others, it meant that for me now, practicing swordsmanship couldn't be an effort."  

"Why is it?"  

Hill Burnett asked again.  

I didn't ask with great expectations. As an unexpected answer came out, I was just asking reflexively.  

However, Irene Fareira's answer was far deeper than he expected.  

"Because my heart is not standing."  
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"… … ."  

Those who were listening to Hill Burnett and Irene Fareira's conversation looked strange.  

I didn't feel like it.  

What kind of question and answer is that?  

Of course, it wasn't ridiculous at all, but people felt a sense of incongruity because a young man who wasn't an old clergyman said that.  

'Isn't that the answer that just looks like it's there?'  

'What are you talking about?'  

"Hmm."  

Hill Burnett stroked his chin.  

He also didn't think that way at all.  

However, there is still a stream of anticipation in my mind.  

He asked the question again.  

"I think I need more explanations now than before. Can you elaborate a little more about saying that I wasn't upset?"  

"Sorry. I wasn't trying to talk about something that seemed to be there."  

"It's okay, so you can talk without burdening."  

"… … The reason I participated in the subjugation battle is to subdue mine. And it is to raise the honor of the family through the activities in the process."  

Honest answer.  

not bad. It is natural for So Young-ju to strive for the honor of his family.  

The words of the young man continued.  

"I was constantly thinking about what I could do to make my life active, right now. sure… … I thought for a moment that others wield their swords, but I thought that it would not be helpful for the subjugation if I practiced on the day of the subjugation."  

"Hmm."  

"Efforts are completed only when extreme actions and extreme hearts are followed. Since the beginning, I can't stand my heart... … I was saying that if I practiced swordsmanship now, it couldn't be called an effort."  

The people around him who listened to the words of Irene Parreira, especially those who had a bad relationship with the family of Pareira, showed a smile.  

I started rushing with words that seemed enormous, and in the end, it was just self-rationalization.  

Of course, it is true that training hard on the day of the subjugation makes no difference, but of course it is better to do something than to do nothing.  

'It is also lazy Young master.'  

'There are various excuses for laziness.'  

'The words themselves are nothing special... … .'  

Their gaze was directed towards the vice commander of the Knights of Twilight.  

As usual, Hill Burnett makes a stiff expression with no space for a single needle.  

His eyes are staring at Lazy Young master.  

The people around them trembled without even knowing.  

Such a cool look, I never want to face each other for a long time. Naturally, my head turned.  

But Irene Fareira didn't.  

There was no reason for that.  

A white-eyed young man who maintains his posture with his gaze slightly down, not to go against the courtesy.  

The vice commander, who had been looking at him for a long time, stood up.  

The point at which the preparation for the march is completely finished.  

He looked around the Tobeoldae and said in a loud voice.  

"I will go straight ahead! And… … You come by my side I need a little more conversation."  

"… … !"  

People looking at them with startled expressions.  

It wasn't just general knights and soldiers. Among those gazes were those of Ryan Geirn and Phil Geirn's own works.  

'why… … .'  

'What are you watching?'  

The feelings of jealous and hot jealousy rose in a smoldering manner.  

However, neither Hill Burnett nor Irene Fareira paid attention to the rich Guy.  

The march of the Tobeoldae, which had stopped for a while, began.  

* * *  

Hill Burnett, the vice commander of the Knights of Twilight, doesn't just see the content of the conversation when talking to someone.  

Especially when it comes to evaluating people.  

Eye.  

A mirror that reflects the hearts of people.  

The eye, which tells you what the other person is thinking, is just as important as the content.  

At least Hill Burnett thought so.  

'Because the weight of the horse is significantly different depending on whether you really think about it or not even if you talk about the same content.'  

As if there is a big difference between an 80-year-old old man who has gone through all prenatal care and taking seriously the word "life is fleeting," and a five-year-old child who picks it up and roughly.  

Hill Burnett thought that when someone gave an opinion, whether or not he could bear the weight of his words was more important than anything else.  

And from what he felt... … .  

'It's an electron called'Irene Parray'.'  

It's not just'I think so'.  

The eyes of those who have practiced what they have said for a long time, experienced them, and built their convictions through them.  

As soon as he saw this, Hill Burnett cleared all the negative rumors about Iron Fareira.  

And the curiosity that couldn't hide its place took over.  

I want to know more about him.  

With such thoughts, the vice president spoke to the young man next to him.  

"Let's continue talking about it. You said you were thinking about what you should do to defeat Mine this time?"  

"Yes that's right."  

"I think there are some results that came out after that worries… … Can you tell me?"  

"You may not be occupied by your lack of experience, but… … I focused on three parts."  

"Three? Go ahead and tell me."  

The vice commander, who became interested, urged, and Irene nodded and released his thoughts.  

1. You are an inexperienced person who has never seen blood. Therefore, care must be taken in advance to be prepared for the shock and confusion that follows from the first killing.  

2. I heard that there is nothing as dangerous as the sudden behavior of an inexperienced soldier. Let's calm down the excitement and follow the leadership of the superiors and be careful not to inflict annoyance on the subjugation team.  

3. Keep an eye on the Mine and the Mage that emanates from the subordinates of the Mine, and try to grasp and inform the appearance of the enemy in advance.  

Hearing everything, Hill Burnett nodded with a satisfied expression.  

And said.  

"It's much more realistic than I thought. So it's not bad."  

"Thank you."  

"The first is the really important part. No matter what veteran is, the first battle is going to be trembling. It is a good habit to do mind control in advance. However, you shouldn't be too nervous to harden your movements. Keep that in mind."  

"I will keep it in mind."  

"The second is not bad either. Likewise, it's a common mistake that people who participate in the first real battle experience. It seems like I've seen nerds who couldn't even self-objectify themselves without following the supervisor's instructions and then suddenly rise to the world more than a hundred times."  

"I'll be careful."  

"Oh, I'm not saying you're likely to do that. I like my calm look now. I don't think there's anything wrong with keeping that mind now. And the third word... … ."  

Haha, the vice commander of the Twilight Knights burst into laughter.  

The young man next to him is certainly lacking in experience, because he felt that he was doing it.  

He showed a calm appearance not suited to his age and thought,'Aren't you really a veteran?', but this made it clear. He is a child.  

'However, if we grow well, we will be able to be reborn as a great timber.'  

They don't try to show off themselves or try to show themselves well.  

I think with a pure heart without that.  

How can you help me subdue mine?  

Hill Burnett really liked his unobtrusive attitude.  

I want to teach myself.  

When he finished thinking, he kept smiling and talked.  

"You don't have to worry about that."  

"Is that so?"  

"okay. I brought a priest for him."  

Deep underground there are nasty demons polluting the world, while high in the sky there is a holy god who overlooks the continent.  

And priests who could use some of the power of that great being existed in the subjugation team now.  

"The terrible magi emanating from mines and demons can be detected by the priests."  

"i See."  

"Of course, there are those who are so gloomy enough that they cannot be detected even by the holy energy, but now we are with the relics of the church. So, you don't have to worry about that part of you who are going through the first battle... … Hmm."  

Hill Burnett's expression, who was talking smoothly, hardened.  

It was because of Iron Pareira.  

He used to listen to him all the time, but now he has a very bad attitude.  

Turning your head and looking back even though the conversation hasn't been over.  

'What's happening?'  

The vice commander was not immediately angry.  

I don't know if it's my first meeting, but thanks to spending time together, I'm in a state of grasping the sex of the other person.  

He wouldn't be doing that for no reason.  

There must be some reason, what is it?  

I was thinking about that.  

Suddenly, goosebumps began to rise in his back.  

Whoowoo-!  

"… … !"  

Disgusting, dirty, instilling a fearful heart as if touching human origins.  

Truly terrible monsters appeared from the back of the subjugation team.  

It appeared in no time, as if the two paintings were swapped.  

"Oh no!"  

"Is it a monster?"  

People are in confusion.  

One or two were not at the level of reconnaissance.  

At a glance, there were dozens of dogs, and even continued to increase.  

The vice commander shouted as he saw black creatures rising from the shadows of trees and stones.  

"Everyone is ready for battle! Knights in the row! The 6th Clan fell behind and guarded the Wizard Priest!"  

'You have to figure out what's happening!'  

Hill Burnett, who gave orders quickly, hardened his expression.  

Why couldn't the priests detect it? There is no time to worry.  

Focus on what you need to do right now. After thinking, his eyes quickly glanced at the battlefield.  

No, I didn't even have to.  

He thought as he looked at the 5 meter tall giant soaring high in the sky.  

'I have to take over that guy!'  

The reason why he participated in the subjugation team.  

This is to capture and defeat powerful enemies that allies cannot handle.  

Instruction is also instructed, but you can reduce damage to a minimum just by dealing with such a powerful monster alone.  

However, the situation is bad now.  

I had to prepare in advance and prepare ahead of time, but I couldn't.  

Even if you move right away, you can't stop him from reaching the front line first.  

Damn, I should have run right away, don't worry.  

I should never have been late!  

That was the time to think about it.  

In his eyes, a blond young man came close to him.  

It was Iron. He acted colorlessly and unexpectedly when he said he would follow the leadership without being excited.  

The vice commander's expression became more urgent.  

"within… … !"  

I didn't even have time to say no.  

That's it!  

Leaping with the roaring sound of the ground.  

Wow!  

Falls with an intense cut down.  

It is sharp as if a thunderstorm has fallen.  

The 5 meter tall monster couldn't resist properly and split in two.  

blow.  

Hill Burnett's body, which was pulling the sword, stiffened as if it were a petrified curse.  

'What the hell is this?'  
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It wasn't just the vice commander who stopped.  

The same was true of the Knights of the Twilight Knights who were busy moving in an urgent situation, and the troops of the 6 families.  

Even the henchmen monsters running toward them were embarrassed.  

It was then.  

The eyes of the black giant, which seemed to split from side to side and collapsed, began to glow red again.  

Ahhhhhh-!  

Kuwahah!  

A shriek comes out of the split mouth. The divided large bodies move individually as if each has a will.  

Looking at the fists flying from different directions, the subjugators looked startled.  

However, Irene Fareira was not embarrassed.  

And the sword is faster than before.  

Whooong!  

Whoo-woong!  

Whoo woong!  

Swung it.  

Swung it.  

I swung it again.  

Those here do not know, but this was definitely Judith's swordsmanship.  

A strong core centered on a strong core with added rotational force, and each one contains the tricks of a single blow!  

The blaze-like attack quickly split the black giant into pieces.  

Fragments of monsters that suffered another defeat poured out.  

But it wasn't the end.  

Thorns and blades sprung on the surface of the pieces that had collapsed in the air.  

A gruesome sharpness just by looking at it, aimed at all directions of Irene.  

sure.  

Again, he was ready.  

That-!  

Tong, tongue!  

Brat Lloyd's defense technique formed by drawing a soft circle.  

Sara Rock-  

Ilya Lindsay's sky sword, free and sharp, ruthless, followed immediately afterwards.  

The greatsword was swung without rest.  

In a streak reminiscent of a storm, the body of the giant was split into hundreds of pieces.  

Tuduk, tuk  

And I couldn't move anymore.  

All the sights, the subjugators were just watching with their souls.  

Kwaang!  

Poop!  

"What are you doing! Still in battle! Wake!"  

"… … Ooh, whoa ah ah!"  

Of course, it didn't go on and on.  

When Hill Burnett ran to the front line, kicking a henchman and yelling, everyone woke up.  

When I saw a monster that turned into meat in one kick, it spontaneously happened.  

With their close heart, they did their best to make fun of the sword.  

Poop-!  

Kwa-Aang!  

Among them, Hill Burnett really shined.  

Swordsmanship, accompanied by harsh but powerful physical skills, literally burst and crushed the monsters.  

Some of the terrified did not even allow them to run, but somehow caught up and killed them.  

It was an activity suitable for the vice commander of the Knights of Twilight.  

However, there was a separate contributor to this battle.  

"Woo, hoo."  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

After defeating all enemies, Irene Pareira chooses to breathe with an expressionless face.  

Various emotions stood in the eyes of the Tobeoldae troops looking at him.  

Awe, jealousy, confusion, wonder, longing… … .  

Among them, the one with the darkest gaze was, of course, his father, Harun Fareira.  

'You're proud, Irene!'  

Even when he showed confidence like never before, he was Baron Pareira, who set up a night's sleep over his son's worries.  

It was unavoidable.  

It is said that he changed after visiting the Chrono Swordsmanship, but the Iron he had seen so far was just a boy with a tender heart suffering from the wounds of his childhood.  

But now, such anxiety has blown away.  

Overwhelming activity.  

As he looked at his son, who showed him what he could only see in a fairy tale book, he blushed.  

"jack! Jack Stewart!"  

"Did you call me, lord."  

"What I said before coming, go ahead!"  

"… … I will do as directed."  

Hate, and anger.  

Phil Gairne, who had a stiff face instead of a gentle expression that looked externally, ordered a knight under his command.  

Jack Stewart nodded with a dark face.  

It was the moment that half a day had passed since the mine subjugation began.  

* * *  

The march of the main subjugation team continued without stopping.  

The unexpected attack of the monsters could not prevent them.  

Except for minor injuries, no one was injured.  

It was a moment when I could see a big frustration if I made a mistake, but the subjugator was able to move towards Mine's home base in a state where the morale had risen.  

Of course, it wasn't too much to be drunk with the joy of victory.  

He was once vigilant, but Hill Burnett is a veteran knight with experience of subjugating Mine several times.  

I wasn't the one who would make the same mistake twice.  

"Iron Pareira."  

"Yes."  

"From now on, I will judge your words with priority over the relics of the priests. If you feel a monster approaching, speak right away. Did you know?"  

"Okay!"  

I found out right after the battle. That the necklace that Irene Fareira has is a very outstanding artifact.  

And that the artifact was created by Irene's younger brother, Kirill Fareira.  

That's why Hill Burnett immediately moderated Iron.  

Probably it wouldn't have been the case if it had been an aristocrat with tight front and back.  

Even though it is said to be an item of a witch doctor with extraordinary abilities, it took some time to prioritize the relic.  

In fact, some priests complained about this decision.  

However.  

"It's the enemy. It's approaching from the left."  

"Everyone is ready for battle!"  

Once more, as soon as Irene knew about the approach of the monster, I couldn't be stubborn anymore.  

Thus, the subjugation team was able to safely pass the afternoon and enter the camp without paying a single casualty.  

"It's awesome, that artifact."  

"I mean. It's a magical detection ability that's better than the Church's relics... … ."  

"It looks like the witchcraft of the Paraeira family is great."  

"There is also a saying that it's very pretty?"  

"… … The difference between you and 20 years old. What does it matter if my child is pretty or not?"  

While receiving dinner, the Knights of the Knights of Twilight talked about Cyrillic Paraeira.  

I couldn't say anything because I felt the power of a promising magician who was only rumored to be.  

However, there was another topic that was hotter than that.  

It was the story of a young prosecutor, Irene Fareira, who performed tremendous performance in the two battles today.  

"How old did you say you are now? Twenty-five?"  

"twenty one."  

"It's crazy… … You mean, you're as good as me in twenty-one? Looks like you're already an expert? is not it? Was that a little too far?"  

Expert.  

It is inferior to the supreme state of being a Sword Master, but it refers to a person with excellent skills that hurt their pride to tie together with a general knight or a prosecutor.  

Naturally, you can't get the title of Expert just because you want it.  

A person who has officially graduated from a famous swordsman on the continent, such as the Chrono Swordsman.  

One who is a member of the Knights of Great Powers that everyone recognizes.  

Those who have been recognized by the Holy Land.  

Or a person who has received more than a gold plaque from a mercenary agency.  

It is a glorious state that can be achieved with at least this qualification.  

Of course, it wasn't the title to be placed in front of the name of the girl, though she was twenty.  

However.  

"Of course it's an expert."  

"Right. It would have been difficult to deal with the three monsters before, if it were us?"  

"That's right. It looked stronger than most medium-sized monsters, but I handled it by myself... … ."  

"Maybe the vice-president will think so."  

"It doesn't even seem like we have done our best… … How good is it?"  

Surprisingly, all of the Knights of Twilight did not question the state of Irene Paraeira.  

Rather, I was curious about the other part. About his true ability.  

Not surprisingly, this conversation of the knights quickly spread among the nobles of the six families.  

Feelings of envy and jealousy in their eyes.  

'You've got a complete eye stamp.'  

'Damn, how can this be? Lazy Young master... … .'  

'Baron Paraeira, you don't get a smile from your face!'  

Some of the owners who saw Harun Fareira's face were sulking and appetizing.  

He said he didn't know what would happen to a person's life, and when he had a meeting in California, the nobleman who had been beaten by Gairn Jajak quickly climbed to the top.  

On the other hand, the Gairn family, who thought they would perform the most brilliant activity in the subjugation battle, was completely overthrown by the Pareira family.  

Of course, Ryan Geirne was also excellent, but no one in the Twilight Knights gave him a glance.  

Only the blond young man who played the best part was sending a hot gaze.  

"… … ."  

However, Irene Fareira, who is at the center of his gaze, was quieter than anyone else.  

It wasn't that I was forced to manage my facial expressions. The young man had no interest in this atmosphere itself.  

He lowered his head with his face firm. I saw the meal served.  

But what stands out more than that is the brother's necklace.  

And it was the part that the necklace turned black.  

Oneself... …  

An artifact that exudes energy to purify food.  

This meant that the meal he was carrying was contaminated with poison, and it was no different from saying that someone in the group had solved his evil spirits.  

'It's not really surprising.'  

Probably Gairn's own writer.  

Five years ago, he had already glimpsed his skills, so it is presumed that he prepared a poison that causes abdominal pain in order to check himself.  

anger?  

It didn't happen. This is because I know they are like that.  

Even more worrisome than that was the note sticking to the bottom of the bowl.  

[This food contains poison! Look out!]  

Warning message.  

The crooked writing, as if it were written with the left hand, was impressive, but the content was also surprising.  

How did the owner of this note know it was poisonous?  

Also, why are you helping yourself?  

'Who is it... … I never thought that there would be someone to help me.'  

Even this wasn't the end. There was one more concern.  

With his eyes closed, he recalled the two battles that took place today.  

I'm not trying to find what's missing.  

In my opinion, today's fight was perfect.  

Although he was a monster, he did not tremble at all even though it was his first killing, and his view was not narrowed even though it was his first actual battle.  

There were no mistakes, such as damage caused by hesitating to swing the sword.  

'That's the problem.'  

I feel a sense of incongruity.  

You are not a good person from the start.  

The type who strives to learn something, strives, and achieves results only when they strive.  

Of course, I thought there would be a mistake in this subjugation, so as I told the subjugation commander, he said he would try to control his mind.  

By the way, when I opened the lid, I was so perfect.  

Like a person who has caught monsters hundreds of times.  

Sash- sash- sash-  

The sound flickered from the necklace.  

It means it has been deciphered.  

Irene nodded and started eating.  

What if it's not deciphered? I had no idea of ​​anything.  

Because my younger brother and myself are bound by strong trust.  

I didn't even know that such trust would make magical artifacts even better.  

It was when I had just finished eating with that thought.  

"Irene Pareira. Are you finished?"  

"Yes, Captain Tobeol."  

"Shall I do a dalian?"  

The vice commander of the Knights of Twilight, who had already arrived, made an unexpected proposal.  
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"What, now?"  

"You seem to be fighting anyway?"  

"With the vice-president? Really?"  

"Huh. I heard it while I was passing by. Maybe you're curious about how well your real skills are."  

"Huh… … ."  

Vice-commander of the Knights of Twilight and Irene Pareira walking to the empty lot right next to the campsite.  

The people of the six southern families who saw the two showed their eyes full of curiosity.  

Among the most interesting sights in the world, the first is watching someone else's house, and the second is watching a fight.  

Even the target to fight this time was not in the middle.  

Hill Burnett, a young knight called the future of the Hale Kingdom.  

And Irene Fareira, who showed a crazy performance that no one expected.  

If the two of them were facing each other, there would be a lot more interesting sights than those of the disabled.  

Of course, curiosity wasn't the only emotion in the eyes of the six families.  

'I can't deny it now. Irene Fareira has a complete connection with the vice-manager.'  

'Hagin, it's natural for anyone to show interest if it's an activity you showed today.'  

'Ha... … How nice would it be if my son was there.'  

'If I had the opportunity to fight against a sword master like the vice-president... … .'  

Envy that cannot be hidden.  

Baron Pareira smiled once more as he saw the people spreading such feelings deeply, and Jajak Gairne showed an uncomfortable look.  

And the Knights of the Knights of Twilight gathered together a little farther away from them... … .  

"You're having a match with the vice-president? Uh... … ."  

"I hate to think about it."  

"It's terrible, not terrible."  

The reaction was completely different from those of the six southern families.  

There was no feeling of envy or jealousy.  

The gaze of Irene Parreira was like seeing a young animal being dragged to the slaughterhouse.  

One of the youngest knights listening to their conversation asked a question.  

"Hey, is the battle with the vice-manager so tight?"  

"uh? Oh, don't you know because it's been a while since you joined?"  

"Yes, as soon as you entered the Knights Templar, you were dispatched immediately… … So, by the way, how on earth does the vice-president say so? Of course, he has a tight personality, but he still has a lot of battles with Gosu... … ."  

"What do you get?"  

The neighboring knights who heard the words of the new knights laughed.  

I would say that because I don't know, but I couldn't stand it.  

Said one of them.  

"Getting… … Of course there is. I don't feel scared, whether it's a monster or a mine, after having a match with the vice-president. Maybe you will know if you go back and try it."  

"… … ."  

"I can't feel it just by seeing what others are doing, so be sure to try it yourself. Hahaha!"  

"right. Be sure to do it yourself! I have no choice but to do it even if I hate to do it anyway. Ha ha ha ha ha!"  

At the sound of laughter from the seniors, the new driver felt an unknown anxiety and turned to the vice-manager.  

Of course, Hill Burnett didn't care about the attention of the left.  

The only thing in his head right now is Iron Parray, the only one.  

He said.  

"Isn't it very dark? The moonlight is dark, and there is a bonfire next to it."  

"Yes, it's okay."  

"Well, if you're good enough, the darkness doesn't matter. Because you have already reached the level of expert."  

"It's overcompliment."  

"While that modest aspect is your charm, keep in mind that too much can be rude to others. Probably, except for me and the chief, there would be no one of our knights who was better than you.  

"I will keep in mind."  

"Good. I've been doing mischief to here... … ."  

Threw-  

Hill Burnett's sword came out. The sharply shining day with moonlight felt quite dangerous.  

However, there was another point that bothered me more.  

Iron Parareira looked into the other person's eyes.  

"… … ."  

His eyes are different from the previous one.  

The feeling was different from the eye-glow that simply coriandered.  

A far more ferocious, raw atmosphere than that.  

It's a little, but it looks like it's even bloody, and Goosebumps rises on the back of Airn.  

"The big events in my knight life were mostly mine subjugation."  

Hill Burnett said, swinging his sword.  

I wasn't serious. It's as if a kid in the neighborhood alley is playing with it.  

However, Irene could not relax. He lifted the great sword he brought from the world of witchcraft.  

"You see it today, you know, but they are terrible guys. They're much ugly than beasts, and far more disgusting than monsters."  

"At first, I really hated meeting them. All of them, but I was particularly bad."  

"Because of my swordsmanship style, I have to face-to-face at a much closer distance than others."  

The vice commander's swordsmanship is special.  

To be precise, it is not swordsmanship. His technique of using his body more than weapons, such as fists, feet, shoulders, and hitting, would be correct to put it in a broader category.  

As he enjoyed using such a crude fighting technique, Hill Burnett had no choice but to make eye contact with the monster closer than anyone else.  

I had no choice but to face Mine's gruesome gaze.  

There was once a moment when I tried to break the sword in fear.  

But after overcoming the ordeal.  

His eyes were filled with a strong energy that even Mine trembled with fear.  

Whoowoo-!  

"Don't make it long. The purpose of this battle is to check your skills. I don't know anyone else, but I think you need to know your history. I think my mind is quite strong than I thought."  

"… … ."  

"So, one sword that did his best. Just show it neatly. There is no need to get hurt or hurt... … It ends with the sum of those things. Do you understand?"  

"… … Okay."  

Irene Parreira nodded to take a pose.  

Jungseon Jung. A great sword positioned exactly in the center without being focused on either side of the left or right.  

Hill Burnett admired.  

'You can't shake even one inch.'  

It's not really special that tests, especially those of a low level, show a stable appearance.  

Even their subordinates, who are far worse than me, can do that enough.  

However, if you are making eye contact with yourself, the story will be different.  

I'm running out of cold sweat.  

You can't overcome the pressure and step back one step at a time.  

I've even seen a guy shaking his body. Not just conceit, but his own momentum was that much heavier.  

It was not something to end with a word of praise to maintain oneself even though he received such momentum head-on.  

'It's more amazing than I thought.'  

It was a time when I was raising the evaluation of the other person in my mind.  

The vice commander, staring at Irene, slightly frowned at the feeling that something had changed.  

'What? This… … .'  

Looks different.  

In the other person, who is only a 21-year-old young man, I feel something different from before.  

Solid rock.  

No, something stronger than that.  

'steel?'  

right. It's similar to that.  

It is not just a feeling of showing off what you are born with, but a steel-like energy created by tapping and tapping to the limit.  

Under the pressure, Hill Burnett's mouth began to dry out little by little.  

Yeah yeah yeah... … !  

It wasn't even the end.  

The image behind Irene continued to grow. Without knowing the end, I called my body.  

From humans to medium-sized monsters, and from medium-sized monsters to something bigger than that.  

Something even bigger!  

Whoowoo-!  

Hill Burnett raised the energy even stronger.  

I couldn't afford any more. Conversely, if you do something wrong, you will be eaten by the opponent's momentum.  

The vice commander completely abandoned the idea of ​​looking at his junior's sword.  

When his eyes were dealing with Mine, it was cooler and sharper than that.  

The atmosphere of overheating. The atmosphere is getting tighter.  

It was not the Dalian's parties that broke it.  

With Chang!  

"Oh! Alas… … ."  

"… … ."  

"Sin, sorry, hiny, sorry, sorry!"  

A soldier of the Russell family, who stared at the two in confrontation, dropped the tableware they were holding on the floor.  

After receiving the attention of everyone in the subjugation team, he trembled with excruciating fear.  

His face with his head down was already stained with tears.  

At that time, Irene Pareira asked.  

"Would it be better to continue?"  

"… … no. This is enough."  

Alas, sad sighs erupted from the mouths of those who were visiting Dalian. The pressure on the soldiers who dropped the dishes intensified.  

Fortunately, that atmosphere didn't last long. It is thanks to the vice commander caring for the soldiers.  

After the situation ended with such a little regret, Hill Burnett said as declared.  

"Irene Pareira may move individually without receiving my leadership in the future."  

"… … !"  

"With this skill, letting them move freely would be much more helpful to the subjugation team. This includes the case when a non-demon monster appeared in person."  

After saying that, the vice commander went back to his bed.  

The Twilight Knights, bound with strong trust, nodded to see if that was the case, and the members of the six southern families looked up at Irene Fareira with an expression of'what's wrong with this?'  

And Hill Burnett sat quietly back to his seat.  

'Because of this skill... … .'  

He was seriously rethinking what he had just said.  

How well is Airn Pareira's skill?  

Do you know exactly about his skills?  

Not like that. You can't even determine whether you are above or below him right away.  

A huge shock struck Hill Burnett.  

'The third group. This shock is... … .'  

The first was when I heard the story that Ignet, the continent's greatest genius, reached the level of a swordmaster at the age of 20.  

It was natural.  

No one would be surprised to see her reaching great heights at the earliest age in history.  

The second is when Ilya Lindsay, a genius comparable to him, became an honorary member of the Moonlight Knights at the age of 14.  

This, too, was great.  

If anyone could break Ignet's youngest Swordmaster record, it would only have been Ilya Lindsay.  

"Hmm… … ."  

Compared to the two incidents previously thought, in fact, Irene Fareira's achievements were inferior.  

Of course, being in the same class as yourself at the age of 21 is a tremendous thing, but if you search the entire continent, there aren't any geniuses like that at all.  

It was just that position to be the Vice-General of the Knights Corps of the Lesser Bureau.  

However… … .  

'It feels like there is something that cannot be explained with such a simple comparison.'  

I couldn't explain what it was. No, I haven't even figured it out properly yet.  

Hill Burnett felt a stiff stomach.  

It was okay though.  

Irene Fareira is a member of the Hale Kingdom.  

That means that you can continue with your current relationship.  

Finally, Hill Burnett's expression brightened.  

There was a smile on his face, nodding his head.  

"… … ."  

On the other hand, Irene Fareira's face was more serious than usual.  

The sensation I felt when I faced the monster twice, I just felt it again.  

To be precise, it was from the point when the vice commander's eyes changed more ferociously.  

'It was a great momentum. I felt like I was standing in front of a monster, not a person.'  

Of course, it didn't mean that Hill Burnett was corrupted. It means that I was afraid and strong enough to feel that way.  

Anyway, after being exposed to that momentum, his sword became harder.  

And it became sharp. It was the third time, so I was able to figure out more properly.  

How should I take this fact?  

The car trying to deepen such thoughts, Irene felt an intense suma coming.  

It wasn't that he lacked physical strength.  

I went through a lot of things in one day, but that wasn't comparable to those of the Chrono Swordsman or the world of magic.  

Are you feeling tired of your first killing right now?  

Maybe so.  

Irene Fareira, who thought about herself, slowly closed her eyes, and soon fell into a long sleep.  

And the next morning.  

"… … ."  

After a long time, my dreams have changed.  
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    23. The sword that cuts the devil (1)  

Irene Fareira has been dreaming of mysterious dreams since the age of 15.  

In a yard with an old, shabby fence, a dream in which a mysterious man constantly swings his sword.  

It was fascinating, but it also became a daily routine from a certain moment.  

Of course, he didn't dream of it during the five years he spent trying to lift his sword.  

However, from the night he got out of the world of magic, the mysterious man appeared again, and until yesterday he eagerly swung his sword in a consistent manner.  

Again, it wasn't much different.  

Familiar sight, familiar smell, familiar character.  

The honest swordsmanship training begins soon.  

Irene Fareira, who became a 21-year-old young man, has seen this a lot.  

I just watched it, and I watched it with concentration.  

There was a time when I was obsessed with this time even in reality, not in my dreams. not now but.  

So I knew.  

Subtle differences.  

A very small difference that anyone other than himself would never notice, Irene was able to distinguish about an hour after the dream began.  

'Eye.'  

Eye.  

For some, it's just a sense organ that can see objects.  

For someone, a mirror that illuminates the heart.  

What Irene felt was the latter.  

The faint feelings in the man's eyes reminded him of a question mark.  

'Why is the feeling of anger?'  

He is a man who has never exposed his feelings until now.  

As if his lifelong karma was swinging a sword, he silently repeated the same movement without changing his expression.  

I only repeated the same day.  

That he now reveals his anger?  

Unbelievable, Irene continued to focus on the inside of the company. I only looked at the man's eyes.  

I was sure.  

Just a little bit, but he was definitely angry.  

… … So the dream ended.  

"There, move fast and fast!"  

"Isn't there enough material?"  

"Let's finish preparing meals quickly."  

The bustling voice of the soldiers in charge of chores.  

The young man realized that he had returned to reality.  

Originally, I would have got up and moved my body right away.  

It was important to loosen stiff muscles and joints overnight, even if it wasn't until practicing swordsmanship.  

However, Irene spent a little more time lying down.  

He thought, closing his eyes again.  

'until now… … Whenever my dreams changed, something special happened.'  

Obviously it was.  

From the moment he was able to maintain his ego in his dreams, he gained momentum in his swordsmanship training, and the moment he looked at himself, he fell into a new magical world he didn't even know about.  

Given that precedent, maybe something will change this time.  

'No, maybe a change has already occurred.'  

Irene recalled yesterday.  

Certainly something was weird.  

The point that it showed a perfect performance beyond that achieved in the world of witchcraft.  

It was certainly strange that despite having to rejoice, the mood had been subsided all the time, even though he had to be happy because he showed such a remarkable performance and raised the family's honor.  

Of course, it's very trivial, so it might just be the illusion of being alone... … .  

"… … stop."  

Iron Fareira, who shook her head strongly, arose from her seat.  

A different dream.  

That's the right thing to care about, but there's something more important now than that. It is mine subjugation.  

Even though he was recognized by the vice commander of the Knights of Twilight, he is still an inexperienced beginner.  

Always keep this in mind and act.  

Let's focus.  

Don't relax.  

He woke up from his seat, pledged in his heart.  

And slowly, meticulously relaxed.  

"Hey, Young master. Did you sleep well?"  

"Yesterday, it was amazing!"  

Unlike the first day, some of the Knights of the Twilight first spoke.  

Apart from them, many people seemed to want to talk to them.  

After treating them with a moderate smile, I looked toward my father.  

A smile deeper than myself caught my eyes.  

After Irene smiled a little wider, he was served like everyone else.  

Oneself... …  

Then the necklace turns black again.  

I felt good and bad.  

It seemed that this malice would continue until the end of the subjugation.  

'just in case. You could be messing with me in a way other than poison.'  

I thought I had to act more carefully and waited for the detoxification, but I felt something in my head.  

A startled child, Paraira, quickly raised his hand and caught a tooth.  

And he laughed bloody.  

[There is poison again this time! They are really bad guys! Always be careful!]  

Still crooked writing.  

The feeling of hitting the floor came up a little.  

'It doesn't mean that there is no one on my side.'  

I don't know who it is, but thank you. You will always be nervous.  

Irene muttered inside, waited for the detoxification to finish, and then ate rice with a bigger motion than usual. As if someone looked at it.  

Jack Stewart, who was really looking at this, was making a firm look, and Phil Geirne, who approached him, whispered quietly.  

"Isn't it really effective this time?"  

"At least it's certainly poisoned. If it's a general person, it's so severe that it spills out diarrhea and exhaustion for three days and nights... … ."  

"You said that yesterday! But why have you been fine so far!"  

"… … If it doesn't work this time, I doubt it has an artifact that prevents poison."  

"Damn, damn it! You have two high-level artifacts that this early virtuoso doesn't have? That's ridiculous! Is it your younger brother again?"  

Gairn, with his eyes wide open, spit and cursed the Pareira family.  

Jack Stewart's face also spit.  

Gairne left a word for him, who didn't express it.  

Get him ankles at all costs.  

After confirming that he had left, Jack Stewart belatedly pulled out a handkerchief and lifted it.  

I didn't like it.  

More than the saliva on one's cheeks, the fact that they still have to hurt the teeth when they try to subdue them together.  

* * *  

The second-day advance of the Mine Subjugation Team continued much more smoothly than expected.  

None of the sudden events like yesterday happened.  

Perhaps because the two ambitious surprise attacks failed, the monsters couldn't even see their noses.  

Rather, only a few low-intelligence monsters sometimes raged.  

There was no Hill Burnett or Irene Fareira.  

They fell apart, bleeding one by one under the blades of the Knights of Twilight.  

After seeing this, Irene's complexion became somewhat pale.  

"You look bad. Are you okay?"  

"Fine."  

Hearing the answer, Hill Burnett nodded. It would be insignificant.  

Yesterday, in the yard that showed a calm appearance against a huge monster, there is no way to feel a sense of resistance to killing now.  

But that was right.  

Instinctive rejection of slaughter.  

Irene was embarrassed when he felt it swelling up inside.  

'Why am I doing this?'  

Of course, if you are not familiar with this situation, it is natural to do this, but yesterday you were fine and why on earth?  

He spent two days in the car with such a question, and again dreamed of it. The dream of a man who is subtly angry.  

And the third day of the subjugation started.  

Irene Fareira again showed tremendous performance.  

"I can feel Magi over there. There seems to be a trap."  

"The demons are approaching from the left. I will take care of it."  

It was after entering the forest where Mine's home base is expected to be.  

Irene again felt a change in her body.  

It is surprisingly calm.  

Yet it is incredibly sharp.  

His senses were so sensitive that he noticed and prepared for the masterpieces of the monsters one step earlier than the necklace the younger brother gave him.  

There was no mercy in the sword.  

Without hesitation, the vice commander showed a happy smile as he watched him slicing his enemies.  

On the other hand, Gairne's insides burned hot, but he couldn't reveal it.  

In this situation, where no single casualties have occurred thanks to the performance of Irene Fareira, it is impossible to show displeasure to him.  

It's just Jack Stewart looking at it with flaming eyes.  

But there was nothing I could do as Jack Stewart.  

No, I didn't even want to do anything so dirty against Iron, who was raised as such a great prosecutor in the first place.  

'No matter how the eldest son of a hostile family, I am still a knight!'  

In fact, it wasn't even a hostile family. It's just that Phil Gairn hates it one-sidedly.  

Jack Stewart's complexion became darker.  

As such, as various groups of humans moved with different thoughts, they quickly reached the home of Mine.  

A cave with a wide entrance that seems to have been artificially twisted.  

Hill Burnett, Vice Commander of the Knights of Twilight, said to Irene Fareira.  

"We take the lead together."  

It was a natural judgment. It was natural to lead the strongest and most sensitive person in the subjugation team.  

No one objected to how he would give the child a heavy duty.  

All of the Tobeoldae were already aware of Irene Fareira as a strong man, not a young man.  

"Yes, Captain Tobeol."  

Even as Irene, there was no reason to refuse.  

The change that I was worried about at first was rather willing now.  

A sharply forged sensation, a cold-maintained reason.  

I felt confident that I would be able to cope with whatever tricks the other person does.  

The two entered the cave with confidence. Over 100 members of the subjugation team also followed them.  

It was about one minute, when I walked out in a dark space relying on the magic light.  

♩♪ ♬♩♪  

Suddenly the sound of music.  

Everyone's steps stopped at the same time. Musical instruments sound from places that don't suit you, so it's inevitable.  

People's faces were slightly frowned.  

"String instrument… … Is it a violin?"  

"I think I can hear the sound of the piano... … ."  

Some people with good knowledge of music matched the type of instrument, while others quietly listened to the music.  

It wasn't too bad to hear. They closed their eyes and started to appreciate the melody.  

♩♪ ♬♩♪  

"Is it okay?"  

"I'm pretty good at skills."  

As the melody continued, people's expressions became more relaxed.  

Someone expressed their sentiment with a serious expression, while others quietly focused on the music.  

Someone else praised him.  

What they all had in common was that they were moving forward little by little, little by little, without even knowing them.  

One step, two steps, three steps.  

Following them as they moved forward, the beat began to accelerate little by little, and the speed of the subjugators gradually increased.  

So everyone was walking forward and forward.  

"Haab!"  

Poop!  

Hill Burnett shouted out loud.  

The energy that spread along with the energy spread over a wide radius, and the subjugators were fully alert.  

And I was startled.  

It's because they realized that they weren't normal just before.  

"Is everything okay?"  

"Yes Yes!"  

"Fine!"  

"If there is anyone around you who is still unconscious, shake it strongly. Iron Fareira, of course you're okay?"  

"Fine."  

Iron nodded. He was one of the few who, including Hill Burnett, hadn't been eroded by mind control.  

At that time, a woman who was playing the piano in the cavity at the end of the corridor woke up from her seat.  

The black dress and long black hair caught everyone's attention.  

Skeleton soldiers around her also caught my eye.  

String instruments were held in their hands.  

"You are here. nice to meet you."  

Except for all red eyes, there is no difference from humans.  

Hill Burnett said in a low voice.  

"… … It's a much stronger mine than I thought."  
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    23. The sword that cuts the devil (2)  

Mine is human. But it is not human.  

From the moment you accept the terrible power of the devil, your mind degenerates, and your body also faces a change due to it.  

It is to be born again into a new being that cannot be called a human being.  

By the way, the mine in front of me didn't.  

Except for his brilliant red eyes, he can only be seen as a human.  

It meant that he had a strong ego.  

You hardly lose yourself despite being mortgaged for something precious to the devil.  

It was the first time I saw Hill Burnett, who had been subjugating Mine more than five times.  

'Of course we have nothing to lose... … .'  

He quickly looked into the co-plan.  

The skeleton soldiers standing around the mine are not all power.  

They really seem useless except for the role of playing instruments.  

Of course, there is a high possibility that he has hidden something extraordinary, but at least one enemy is visible.  

There is no reaction to the relics, and even Irene Pare does not give any warning.  

We win  

No, even if only you and Irene Fareira, you'll be able to defeat him enough.  

… … That point made the vice commander puzzled.  

'Why didn't you run away?'  

That guy might know it too. That the power difference between the two sides is serious.  

No matter how strong it is, Mine alone cannot win against the entire subjugation team.  

Such a thing can be like a real "devil".  

It didn't seem like there was anything precious in my home base.  

As we saw earlier, there was nothing here. Except for the skeleton soldiers and the piano.  

It was the moment when my worries continued.  

Mine smiled and opened her mouth.  

"Would you like to listen to one more song?"  

"Shut up! This wicked mine!"  

In an impudent manner, Baron Russell said in a harsh voice.  

It was unthinkable if you were alone, but now surrounded by knights, courage sprang up.  

Of course, Mine didn't care.  

With a deeper smile she said to Baron Russell.  

"However… … My performance is very good?"  

"This guy, it's useless… … ."  

"The song was just an appetizer. I'll give you a taste of my real thing. Sweet and thick like a bed that wraps around a tired body... … ."  

"Uh, uh… … ."  

"Maybe it feels good like a dream?"  

"Well, then, only one song… … ."  

Baron Russell, whose eyes were loose, nodded.  

Little by little, but he also stepped forward, and the people around him did not restrain him.  

"Get up your mind!"  

"Hut!"  

It was also the deputy commander of the Twilight Knights who awakened the spirit of such a baron.  

Baron Russell, with a blank expression, stepped backwards with a frightening surprise after a beat.  

Seeing him like that, Mine said.  

"Regret it. I mean, it must have been the truth… … ."  

"There is no need to wait! Let's finish it before Mine does another trick! Knights of Twilight! power… … ."  

Hill Burnett made a decision.  

I'm not sure what kind of masterpieces were prepared in the home base, but I thought it would be better to attack right away than to give me time.  

The knights who heard the order gave strength to the feet, and the forces of the six families naturally guarded the wizards, priests, and lords.  

It was the basic formation that was promised before going to subjugation.  

However, the Knights of Twilight could not charge towards the enemy.  

It was because Mine's ability was unfolded one step ahead of him.  

Suwook!  

"Heo-eok!"  

A hand protruding from the shadow beneath his feet grabbed the foot of one of the subjugators and dragged him into the darkness.  

After a while, Gairn's own work cried out as he saw the article appearing in the shadow of Mine.  

"Sir Jack Stewart!"  

"Ah, it was that name? How are you, Jack?"  

Sarah Rock, long drooping hair wrapped around Jack Stewart's neck.  

He floated in the air, struggling to breathe.  

The atmosphere quickly became cold.  

Among them, the black-haired mine said.  

"Ah, don't worry too much. I'm not a great man enough to keep using these great abilities over and over again."  

"Two bitch… … !"  

"And I have no intention of killing Jack. I am a pacifist."  

"What number... … ."  

"I do a deal."  

Suwook-  

The hair around Jack Stewart's neck went even higher.  

"With the life of this handsome and wonderful driver… … ."  

Mine pointed at himself with his finger.  

"My beautiful and talented life. You are exchanging the two."  

"… … ."  

"How is it, isn't it okay? If you open the way, I'll leave this place and put him in a place where I think it's safe."  

"Do not lie!"  

"You're lying. I swear by the person I serve, Lastro. If you ensure that you are safe, I will repay you with certain safety."  

"Wow… … ."  

"Own work early!"  

Hill Burnett called Phil Geirne by name.  

Much content was omitted, but everyone could see his intentions.  

It meant not to go over to Mine's words.  

Don't negotiate with Mine under any circumstances.  

It was a guide from the Holy Land.  

'No, even if it's not such a guideline, you must kill it unconditionally! When I think about the damage that mine will do to the continent as it comes to life... … .'  

Of course, in that case, Jack Stewart's sacrifice is inevitable.  

But you have to bear it. Even if Gairne Street objected, Hill Burnett was willing to force the attack.  

However, if an arbitrary order is given, infighting may occur, so it was better for Gairn to make the right decision before that.  

The vice commander's eyes gradually became desperate.  

Did you know his heart like that?  

Viscount Phil Gairne, who was worried with a frowned face, opened his mouth hard.  

"… … We don't negotiate with Geyron, filthy mine!"  

Sighs of relief leaked from all over the Knights. The feelings of respect and regret lingered in their eyes as they looked at Gairin's own work.  

To make the judgment of sacrificing the first knight of the family for the well-being of the continent.  

It was right, but it wasn't easy.  

"… … Thank you. And Sir Jack Stewart, I'm sorry."  

The vice-manager also knew this well.  

He nodded as a sign of gratitude, and looked back at Me with a fiery glance.  

The atmosphere changed in an instant.  

In the midst of it, Mine had a confused face.  

It's a natural look and a natural flow.  

As long as the negotiations have failed, there is no way for Mine to survive.  

Everyone thought so. The Knights of Twilight carefully moved forward.  

At that time, Mine's expression changed.  

A creepy change, as if changing a mask.  

Hill Burnett's back got goosebumps, but once more, his abilities were revealed.  

Suwook-!  

"Oh, ah ah!"  

A similar situation to the point of feeling depressed.  

A character dragged into the shadows appeared next to Mine.  

The black hair, divided into two, strongly clamped the hostage's neck.  

It was Ryan Gairn, the Grand Young master of Gairn Street.  

Phil Geirne, who confirmed his son's appearance, screamed much louder than before.  

"Ryan! No!"  

"Some sacrifices must be made! All take care... … ."  

"stop! Stop!"  

The crackling sound of a tearing throat.  

All of the Twilight Knights, including Hill Burnett, stopped walking.  

It was because I felt something in Gairn's voice.  

It's completely different from when Jack Stewart was caught.  

If you try to subdue it like this, it won't be strange no matter what you do... … An uncomfortable sensation.  

It was true.  

Phil Geirne ordered, distorting his expression.  

"Everyone, stop the Knights of Twilight."  

"Own work early!"  

"Baron Russell, Baron Leicester. Will you also follow my will?"  

"… … Stop the Knights of Twilight."  

"Retain them."  

Russell and Baron Leicester's troops wandered and joined Gairn's troops.  

It was unavoidable.  

The two states were in a state of being in a state of weakness by Viscount Gairn, so they couldn't disobey his words.  

The atmosphere has changed again.  

Hill Burnett exclaimed with an insane expression.  

"Own work early! I guess I'm going to let this go!"  

"That story is after today! It won't be late even later!"  

"What the hell is it not too late to say… … ."  

"Shut up! First of all, according to the words of that bitch! Hey! Are the negotiations still valid?"  

Phil Geirne said urgently.  

It looks like he's got mad. With a happy smile, Mine nodded.  

"Of course. I said before? I swear by the name of Lastro, whom I serve. I will keep my promise."  

"Good. We will stop the Knights of Twilight... … ."  

"The Knights of the Twilight! Those who block the subjugation of Mine, despite their family and status, do not forgive!"  

"Hill Bernie!"  

All of the subjugators looked confused as they watched Phil Gairn's own work, crying in a desperate voice as if blood was coming out.  

Baron Leicester and Baron Russell were afraid of having to hostile the Knights of Twilight, but the weaknesses of Viscount Gairne made it difficult to refuse his order.  

The troops under the command were also unable to keep up with the sudden change in flow.  

The Twilight Knights were crazy in their own way.  

No matter how important the subjugation of Mine is, it was a huge burden to carry out the operation while hostile to several families.  

Except for Russell, Leicester, and Gairn, the rest of the three families were one thing that couldn't catch up.  

Mine, who was watching the figure, whispered, looking to her right.  

It was in the direction of Jack Stewart, who was initially held hostage.  

"How are you, Jack? The temperature difference with this young man seems to be very big... … Please tell me how you feel."  

"Ugh… … Ugh... … ."  

"Oh, my throat is tight, so the answer is difficult! It's okay, stay that way. I think I know how it feels."  

Despair, anger, sadness.  

Mine laughed at Jack Stewart, who was engulfed in all other negative emotions.  

Her smile grew deeper as she saw the messed up tobeoldae.  

Because of this.  

I remained without running away to see this spectacle.  

Mine licked her lips as red as her own eyes, and carefully carved the expressions of each and every one on her head.  

I felt like I was going out of my mind with ecstasy.  

I never thought of myself dying.  

It doesn't matter if some troops move alone.  

I don't know if it's a joint rush, because I was confident enough to use one body in the basket of division.  

So, let's enjoy this situation a little more.  

Let's put these stupid faces in our heads and leave them as good memories.  

That was the time to think about it.  

In her eyes, a foreign character came in.  

"Well?"  

Unlike others, a blond young man with a face that does not change his expression a little and quietly closes his eyes.  

But the posture was strange.  

It looks as if he is holding a sword. But nothing is in his hand.  

'No, were you doing that from the beginning?'  

Mine looked back on her memory.  

When I thought about it, it really was. That strange guy has been there since he finished playing and said hello.  

Close your eyes, hold a strange posture.  

Standing still, as if rooted in that state.  

As if waiting for something.  

no.  

Like gathering power.  

"… … !"  

Hwaahak!  

Mine used this ability.  

It wasn't to kidnap others.  

It was to avoid this position.  

I did not ignore the alarm bell in my head that rang late.  

'From the beginning... … I didn't have it'  

He never thought of letting him go!  

It was the moment when Mine, who realized that fact, was about to leave.  

Flash!  

Irene Fareira opened her eyes.  

A huge sword emerged from the empty air with him, and quickly fell off.  

Saaaak-  

can not avoid.  

It can't be prevented.  

The body of Mine, which did not respond to anything, was divided into exactly two.  
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    23. The sword that cuts the devil (3)  

"… … !"  

"… … !"  

The eyes of everyone in the cavity shrieked.  

The appearance of Mine splitting from side to side with a lot of black blood was felt unrealistic.  

Not only the soldiers, but even the vice commander of the Knights of Twilight looked blankly ahead without thinking.  

Likewise, in a world where everyone seems to have stopped.  

Bullfight-!  

Iron Paraeira shoots forward.  

His eyes, raising his sword once more, were burning with a cold flame.  

At that time, a shriek came out of Mine's split mouth.  

Kya-ah-!  

The demon that she enlists, Lastro, is the demon of the shadows.  

Thanks to this, even the two body parts could easily merge together like two shadows.  

No, it wasn't. The speed of my body attaching was much slower than usual.  

Mine's face was filled with wonder.  

'what? The blow is much bigger than I thought!'  

However, there was no time to relax and worry. Mine restored her body with all her might, and first focused on the hostage she had captured.  

These guys saved their lives.  

If I tighten their necks again, the thunderbolt will stop acting as well.  

'crazy!'  

It wasn't.  

I could see it when I looked at the eyes of the blond guy who had approached my nose.  

I could see the momentum of the greatsword raised up high in the sky.  

There are no hostages in that guy's head. Only aiming at yourself.  

So… … .  

'If you don't stop... … die!'  

Kwa-Aang!  

She covered herself with the beautiful black hair of Mine, who had thrown the hostage away. On top of it, Irene's great sword fell.  

She, who succeeded in defense due to the slightest difference, flew far away. His expression was terribly distorted.  

But it wasn't the end.  

Even before Mine got up from her seat, Irene, who rushed again, swung her sword.  

Constantly, ruthlessly swung.  

Kwaang!  

Kwaang!  

Kwa-Aang!  

Falling off with the feeling of destroying the rock!  

It was overwhelming destructive power.  

The power of anti-elasticity, rotational force, and gravity at once was difficult for even her, who received plenty of demonic power, to handle.  

But it was weird.  

Under the increasing pressure, Mine thought.  

'This gap is not my opponent!'  

Obviously, that guy is excellent.  

His swordsmanship and attitude toward himself are incomparable to other subjugators.  

But that wasn't the reason why he was being pushed so far.  

It was because the energy faintly felt in the eyes of the blond young man's sword was constantly scattering the magi.  

'How is this... … .'  

Kwa-Aang!  

"Wow!"  

A strong attack that broke through the gaps where concentration was scattered. Mine's upper and lower bodies were separated.  

She, with a grim expression, tried to use her power again.  

However, Irene was one step faster. Oops, he rolled his lower body far away and started cutting again.  

"Haab!"  

Kwakwang!  

Hill Burnett, who arrived afterwards, took on Mine's lower body.  

Violence poured out with a more barbaric feeling than Irene.  

Mine, who intuited the end, showed a bloody laughter.  

After a while, the mopped upper body exploded with a black flame.  

Poop!  

"Irene!"  

"Iron Pareira!"  

"Heo-wook! Pareira Young master!"  

Harun Fareira, whose complexion became pale in an instant, and Hill Burnett and the Knights with a face full of worries, although incomparable to him.  

However, the reaction of such people was colorless, and Irene Pareira appeared in a fine form.  

"Woo."  

A blond young man walks out of the dirt without sweating.  

One thought came to the minds of all the members of the Tobeol team looking at him.  

From the insignificant Hale Kingdom, a genius appeared that could surprise the continent.  

"… … I have nothing to say."  

Hill Burnett muttered with a bleak laughter.  

The three-day battle to defeat Main in the southern part of the Hale Kingdom was over.  

Without a single casualty.  

"Wow, wow, wow!"  

"Wow ahhhhhh!"  

"Iron Pareira! Iron Fareira!"  

"Iron Pareira! The treasure of the Hale Kingdom!"  

Toward the trembling Iron Paraeira, the Knights of the Twilight sent a cheer like devastation.  

The same was true of the southern families.  

Considering the situation in which the subjugation team could have survived, the current result cannot be expressed even in words that it is the best.  

Even Baron Russell and Leicester sighed in relief. There was nothing to say about Harun Pareira.  

Only the people of Gairn's own artist have a chew expression.  

"Wow ahhhhhh!"  

"Iron Pareira! Iron Fareira!"  

In constant shouts of joy, Phil Geirne silently approached his son.  

The knights under him, who still couldn't wake up, supported him.  

Jack Stewart also had a soldier attached.  

"No, it's okay."  

"However… … ."  

"It's really okay. It's not tidy to receive support."  

Jack Stewart, who refused to support the soldier, arose.  

Then, silently, he joined the artist's side.  

A face that is so dark that it is unbelievable that it is the face of a person who succeeded in subjugation.  

The Vice-Captain of the Knights of Twilight, approaching late, told him.  

"… … I'm sorry, really."  

"no. Because the subjugation leader only followed the instructions of the Holy Guk. rather… … ."  

Very small voice.  

There was no backstory.  

But Hill Burnett seemed to know what he was thinking.  

'… … I have to think about small things by returning to the castle.'  

First of all, I want to rest.  

To do that, you need to quickly organize it from here.  

When he had finished thinking, Hill Burnett approached the priests. It was to purify the home of Mine.  

"… … ."  

As it is, in the middle of noisy people.  

Irene Pareira, the person who played the most active role in the entire Tobeoldae, was showing a complex expression.  

* * *  

Two days later, all of the main subjugation units safely returned to the Gairun estate. It was a miracle.  

It means that no one has been injured, let alone the dead.  

"It's ridiculous, really."  

"I mean. It wasn't even a mine with nothing to see, wasn't it? I've never seen such a strong mine in my life."  

"This is a funny guy. Although this is the second time to defeat Mine. And you didn't swing your sword once in front of Mine?"  

"Ah! Why do you do that, senior? Don't you know at first glance! The first time I was brainwashed, as well as the skills I used for Sir Jack Stewart and the Grand Young master of Gairne Street! Maybe the vice-president was also surprised? Wow, by the way, that powerful mine alone... … ."  

A young knight from the Knights of Twilight was excited and poured out the saga of Irene Fareira.  

It's already been quite a while, and besides, the people around have seen the same sights, so the story is inevitably less interesting.  

But nonetheless, everyone was listening to the story of the young knight in an exciting way.  

This is because the lingering sound was so strong.  

Surprisingly talented in continents beyond the kingdom!  

At the age of 21, an incredible proficiency test appeared.  

Suddenly, as if it fell from the sky too!  

For the articles, there would be no more interesting stories than this.  

They enjoyed a honey-sweet break, and for a long, very long time, the story of the child Parareira bloomed.  

However, not all of them were as good as the Knights of Twilight.  

That's what the artist Gairne did.  

Viscount Phil Gairn was not good at ignoring Hill Burnett's orders from the front, so he tried to violate the guidelines of the Holy Land and even cause internal divisions.  

This was an action that the subjugation commander could not ignore.  

However, Viscount Phil Gairn had a prepared excuse.  

"Sorry. But, I wasn't sane at the time."  

"What?"  

"I mean, I was exposed to the mental brainwashing attack of that mine guy."  

"… … ."  

"No matter how important my son is, I'm not foolish enough to insist on destroying the peace of the continent, I am. Really. If it hadn't been for the brainwashing of that wicked mine guy... … ."  

Hill Burnett was dazzled.  

It can't be.  

The memories of that time were still vivid in his mind, so he was able to tell the difference between those who were brainwashed and those who were not.  

Because the facial expressions were completely different.  

However, it was also true that there was no clear evidence, so it became more difficult than I thought to strongly demand compensation from the artist Gairun.  

It didn't even end here.  

It has nothing to do with the case of compensation, but the artist was trying to form a favorable public opinion on their side through rumors that inflated the flaws of Iron Fareira.  

'No matter how much I gave the authority to act alone, it is obviously wrong to act suddenly before Mine!'  

'Even though he could afford it, he didn't care at all to rescue the hostages. I completely ignored the virtues of protecting the weak, which I should have as a noble!"  

Of course, Hill Burnett and other Twilight Knights didn't even snort.  

On the contrary, he was just dismissed by the disgusting attitude of the artist Gairne.  

However, rather, the person concerned, Irene Fareira, was concerned about the actions of the time.  

'At that time, I couldn't lift my sword.'  

He quietly closes his eyes in his room and thinks of a fierce battle with Mine.  

When looking only at the battle, there was no flaw.  

After the offense attack, the momentum took hold, and the resulting advantage was consistently maintained.  

Thanks to not being vigilant until the end, the explosion was safely prevented.  

But the mindset was the problem.  

'It wasn't a sword for the family. that's… … It was only a sword to cut mine.'  

The feeling that the fact gave to Airn was not a disappointment for himself.  

It was embarrassing.  

He has constantly quenched himself over the past five years.  

In the process, I was wandering and frustrated. But in the end, I overcame it and became solid.  

It means that he made his own sword with an unwavering heart.  

Of course, even the finest swords will rust over time, and there will be a day when their will will be shaken.  

But it was strange that the moment came so quickly and unnaturally.  

'A dream too... … Is it because of the man?'  

Iron Paraeira's face was hardened.  

It's a dream that has always helped oneself.  

He has gained a foothold for growth whenever his dreams change, and he has made a high leap forward.  

Even now, if you look at swordsmanship, it is correct.  

However, if it causes your sword to shake, it is never a good situation.  

How do I do this?  

Now, the young man who is only over twenty did not know the answer. I didn't even know how to move towards the answer.  

But it was okay.  

Irene wasn't alone, and someone came to help him.  

"Excuse me."  

A surprise guest who never thought of it.  

Irene Fareira, who confirmed Jack Stewart's visit, looked surprised.  

"Sir Jack Stewart?"  

"Hello, Irene Pareira Young master."  

"How do I... … Why… … ."  

But there was a more surprising guest.  

A small entity that reveals Jack Stewart's back.  

The moment I saw Lulu, a cat magician with black and shiny fur, I had to get up in a position called Irene Paray.  

"Lulu!"  
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    24. Reunion (1)  

Even after leaving the world of witchcraft, Irene Fareira had a busy day.  

It's because you can't just take a break in front of the important task of subjugating mine.  

With a mindset to wash away the mistakes of the past, he did his best every day.  

However, even in the midst of such a situation, I have never forgotten the precious people who made me feel confident.  

Ian Swordsmanship Crown.  

Ilya Lindsay, Judith, and Brad Lloyd.  

And the cat enchantress Lulu.  

Among them, the longing for Lulu was particularly strong.  

I still remember.  

The sound I heard under the bed right after I got out of the barrier, the excitement of meeting Lulu after 5 years, and the collapse when I knew it was an illusion... … .  

But now, the feelings at that time have nothing to do with it.  

The real Lulu appeared in front of him.  

"Lulu!"  

Irene Fareira, who got up from her seat, stepped forward. Definitely Lulu was right.  

He knows only one black cat floating in the air.  

He opened his arms to hug him.  

At that time, Lulu raised her forefoot and held back Airn.  

The pink meat balls on the soles of the feet were impressive. To be honest, it was cute.  

Of course, I wasn't a person who didn't know enough to say it in this serious atmosphere.  

Asked Irene.  

"Why?"  

"Talk to me later. First, listen to Jack Stewart."  

"uh?"  

"What this person is saying will ease the burden on your heart. Perhaps."  

After speaking, Lulu stepped back.  

Irene, staring blankly at the figure, turned to Jack Stewart.  

Serious face.  

There wasn't much difference from what happened at Mine's Lair, but I knew I had something to say.  

He asked.  

"Sir Jack Stewart?"  

"Yes, Young master Pareira."  

"You have something to say?"  

"Yes. Work at the mine's lair... … I was told you were struggling because of that."  

"Who is it… … ."  

"I did it."  

Airn looked back at Lulu.  

Lulu still said seriously.  

"It's true that you care about your work then. I was shaking my heart. Even if it's not the quality of his own work."  

"… … ."  

"And you don't even care about your own words at all."  

That's right.  

The most important thing is that the sword was lifted by the man's will, not his own will.  

However, it was true that Gairn's words also remained in her heart.  

'Definitely I was then... … I didn't care about the hostages at all.'  

All the attention was focused only on cutting mine.  

Of course, no one was sacrificed as a result, but if they did it wrong, two lives could be sacrificed.  

Because of their actions.  

His sword shakes.  

This could endanger someone's life.  

That fact, if not guilty, gave Airen Fareira a considerable burden.  

However, Jack Stewart's subsequent words were to deny his thoughts from the front.  

"Irene Pareira was the only one who took care of my life."  

"Yeah?"  

"No one put my life in my mind. Deputy General Manager Hill Burnett and my men... … My lord Phil Gairn's own work."  

Jack Stewart recalled the time.  

The gaze of the subjugation team was full of difficulties with the situation rather than regret for themselves.  

Hill Burnett's grim gaze, who tried to sacrifice herself for the well-being of the continent, and Gairne's disgusting gaze, who tried to abandon herself for the honor of the family.  

No one cared about his own life.  

I only valued the life of Ryan Gairne.  

However, Irene Fareira was different.  

Only he raised his sword for himself.  

"It's not like that."  

Irene Fareira said with a stiff face.  

He just wanted to cut mine and didn't think he had to save someone.  

He truly thought so, and because of that, Jack Stewart's words only felt uncomfortable.  

However, he could not find anything to refute about his words that followed.  

"What kind of heart Young master was, honestly, it doesn't matter to me."  

"The important thing is that only Young master raised the sword."  

"Thanks to that, I am alive like this."  

"If it weren't for Young master, I would have died. I wanted to tell you that."  

Jack Stewart gives his last words of appreciation after quick talk.  

His words were sincere.  

His feelings were also true.  

Thank you for being in bloom like a flower in great anger, sorrow, and collapse.  

Irene, who looked into the other's eyes, could feel it.  

Said Lulu.  

"It's bad that your will has been shaken. It's very, very serious."  

"… … ."  

"But if you think that it saved the lives of one, or even two, more than that… … Wouldn't it be really, very, very good?"  

At the wise words of the cat enchantress, Irene was forced to nod.  

* * *  

After enough time had passed for the feelings that had been intensified to subside, Jack Stewart continued to speak again.  

It was a story close to the sacrament of confession.  

In order to prevent the Paraeira family from working, he said he was poisoned in his meals.  

When it didn't work, he tried to disrupt the battle.  

And that all of the instructions came from the mouth of Phil Gairn.  

"Of course I know that my fault is also big. No matter how much it was ordered by the lord... … That was not to be done. It is the same as the article of the dory, as well as as a human being. Doing something like that as a member going to subdue Mine... … Sorry. I'm really sorry."  

A very bad story.  

Of course, it wasn't surprising. Because it was something I had already guessed.  

But just because I knew it didn't mean that there was even a countermeasure.  

"I will take any punishment sweetly. Young master Irene Fareira."  

"… … ."  

Irene Fareira made a complicated expression.  

He has been mocked, neglected, and mocked by countless people.  

Because of that, I knew many ways to cope with it. In the past, I avoided it, and now I stand up against it.  

However, it was the first time in my life that a person who treated himself negatively came to him in this way, and said he would be punished for his own fault.  

'Honestly, I'm embarrassed.'  

Of course, I didn't intend to forgive Jack Stewart.  

He was a person who harmed not only himself but also his family.  

But right now, I didn't say anything I wanted to break.  

'And… … .'  

Iron Fareira glanced back.  

Far away, I saw Lulu floating at the end of the room.  

Yes. He wanted to talk to Lulu now.  

I didn't want to waste a five-year reunion with a precious relationship with Jack Stewart.  

"I'll talk about that later."  

"Pareira Young master… … ."  

"I have no intention of forgiving you. But now, your head is complicated, so go away. Do you understand?"  

"… … Yes. I will definitely pay the penalty."  

Once again, Jack Stewart, who asked for forgiveness, arose. Then he opened the door to leave the room.  

But isn't even Lulu trying to follow him?  

Irene, startled, cried.  

"Lulu!"  

I wasn't just shouting.  

He ran quickly and closed the door before Lulu left.  

Jack Stewart with his back is out the door! I was embarrassed, but no one cared.  

A moment's silence.  

Irene tried to make eye contact, and Lulu avoided it.  

He came down from the air and trudged toward the corner of the room.  

He turned his back on himself.  

Seeing that lonely figure, it seemed to me to know.  

'You think it's because of you that I entered the world of magic.'  

It seems to have a similar heart to Cyrillic.  

Because of myself, a close family has been separated from life for five years, so they are blaming themselves for being blind.  

Of course not.  

Of course not.  

Even if I said ten or a hundred times, it wasn't enough.  

It was because of his will that he entered the world of witchcraft, and it was only for growth. It's not a bad thing.  

I couldn't stand it that Lulu, who knew it better than anyone else, showed such a figure.  

However, the black cat's closed mind did not open easily.  

"If I had taught you a little better, other abilities would have emerged."  

"I haven't been away from my family for five years."  

"Cyril wouldn't have been so sad."  

"It's all because of me. Sorry."  

Irene Fareira shook her head.  

He told me that it wasn't, and that I was able to grow so wonderfully because of you, rather than being your fault.  

Thanks to four wonderful teachings, I was able to sharpen and polish swordsmanship as less than a handful of magicians on the continent.  

Was that sincerity worked? I saw Lulu's ears pricked.  

But it was still not enough. Again, Lulu's ears were drooping.  

With his head down, he said in a gloomy voice.  

"I am an unfortunate cat. The unfortunate black cat."  

"What are you talking about? You said that was a superstition, and that there was no basis."  

"Even superstition has power."  

Especially the famous superstition.  

Lulu, who had been mobbed for a while, continued the explanation.  

"Even if it's an empty story, it becomes a reality if many people believe it. Even if there is no power, it becomes great when many people support it. The will of many people gathers to become a witchcraft and to change the laws of the world. Have you ever heard of Animism?"  

"no."  

"I'm talking about believing that inanimate objects have souls. The old people believed in the sun, worshiped huge rocks, and so on. But that's not like bullshit. Some magicians claim that the god of the holy kingdom was born that way."  

"… … ."  

"So I am an unfortunate black cat. Because many people say that."  

Irene was embarrassed by the new knowledge that came out of nowhere.  

It wasn't an incredible story at all.  

If the priests listened, he would be angry, but after awakening the witchcraft, he thought that Lulu's words might be true.  

But if I asked if he wouldn't persuade this black cat, he would answer that he couldn't.  

Iron strides toward the corner of the room.  

Surprised, Lulu tried to run away, but it was late.  

He said, quickly holding the opponent in his arms before the ability was activated.  

"From today, the black cat is a symbol of good luck."  

"… … What do you mean Black cats are bad luck."  

"no. I believe it is a symbol of good luck. It's been a long time ago, and I'm more confident from today."  

"Don't say anything weird!"  

Lulu screamed, wriggling strongly.  

To him like that, Irene said.  

"I'm going to believe it more strongly than what other people believe all put together. You're a lucky cat."  

"… … ."  

"Then there is no problem, isn't it?"  

It seems cool, but a strong voice.  

This time, even the stubborn Lulu couldn't resist.  

The black cat stopped struggling and was held in the arms of the childish Paraeira.  

He said.  

"… … I miss you."  
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    24. Reunion (2)  

After a short period of time, the two calmed their emotions and had a conversation that was pushed back.  

It started with Iron Pareira.  

'I remember when I first came out of the magic world.'  

At that time, my father first informed me of the current status of the family.  

He must have been curious about his son's five years, but he was considerate of himself by telling the story first.  

Now was the time to give the consideration that was received at that time.  

Irene, holding on to the desire to hear Lulu's story, told her story one by one.  

A mysterious world that was exactly the same as the dream he had dreamed of, but was able to sleep as he wished with his own will.  

The hardships, adversities, and process of overcoming in that mysterious world.  

The achievements achieved through this, and the events that occurred after leaving the world of magic.  

Lulu immersively listened to all the stories as if it were her own.  

And said.  

"Oh, it was fun! After all, witchcraft is mysterious! That's also possible!"  

"Yeah. I didn't even know that my friends of the swordsman would come out."  

"It was interesting to talk about being outside. Of course it's a story that I know too."  

"Well… … Lulu, when do you start? Since when have you been watching by my side?"  

Irene asked with a curious expression.  

I had already guessed that Lulu was secretly chasing him.  

It was from the time I received a note from the Tobeoldae.  

I thought that Lulu was the only one who could deliver the message without knowing it, and the only one who could cherish him that much.  

'Maybe he came just before the subjugation of Mine?'  

It wasn't.  

Lulu, who sat lightly on the bed while swimming in the air, shook his tail.  

And I answered.  

"I've been there since the beginning."  

"Huh? first?"  

"I've been there ever since Irene came out of the world of magic."  

"… … What?"  

Irene was startled.  

Lulu, who was embarrassed by such a reaction, went into the shock blanket.  

The black cat with only the face pulled out slowly released her five years.  

"After you get sucked into the world of magic… … ."  

It wasn't a story with a special narrative.  

For about a year, he tried to somehow enter the world of witchcraft, and after realizing that it was impossible, he prayed every day in front of the circular barrier.  

So that you can get what you want safely and come back to reality as soon as possible and return to the arms of your family.  

That meant that Lulu had devoted all five years to himself.  

"Actually… … ."  

"Actually?"  

"I was also the white cat in your room. I just changed the color by magic."  

"What? Why!"  

"Because there is no face… … I was also concerned about the black cat superstition. Of course not now! I'm not going to be sad about this anymore, I'm not going to think of stupid superstitions!"  

Irene wouldn't want to see me like that!  

So I won't even say sorry in the future! Okay?  

Irene Pareira shed bloody laughter as she watched Lulu speak as if proclaiming, popping out of the blanket.  

It was fun and happy.  

The worries I was having just before feels stupid.  

Of course, it's a problem that can't be passed over, but it's been much easier emotionally.  

He looked much brighter and asked for advice on his changed dream.  

"Well, that's why it was. Somehow these days it was so weird. But it's amazing."  

After hearing the story of the man in his dream, Lulu flew around the room.  

However, he, as an excellent magician, had nothing to say.  

I didn't know too much in the first place.  

Whether the man in the dream is a real person or not.  

What is the relationship between the man in the dream and Airan Pareira?  

What does the man in the dream want?  

Nothing has been revealed.  

It was the last part that I could guess.  

"It looks like you have a very strong hatred for that man, Mine. Maybe not the main but the source... … It could be hatred for the devil itself. Anyone from 150 years ago."  

"Hmm."  

"Well, that's not really important. What matters no matter what he thinks or not? What's really important is that your mind is being swept away by the will of a man who doesn't know who he is."  

Iron Fareira nodded.  

To be honest, it was a bit bitter.  

It is only natural that before when I first lifted the sword, I was driven by the will of a man and moved like a puppet.  

Back then, it was a time of passing day by day without any thoughts or intentions.  

But now, he is aware of what his sword is, and hasn't made a bloody effort to establish it firmly?  

Likewise, it was when negative thoughts shook Airn.  

"OK."  

Lulu, the black cat that flew all the way to my nose.  

He tapped on the shoulders of Iron Paraeira with the fluffy soles of his feet.  

The expression still can't be read.  

However, the emotions conveyed through the eyes were clear.  

Belief in yourself.  

Said Lulu.  

"It can shake occasionally, and sometimes I put my sword down because it's hard, but in the end, I'm going to lift it up again, right?"  

"… … ."  

"If it's difficult, you can listen to me too! I've been exercising for 5 years, so I've gotten stronger! I am the strongest among all the cats of the pareira manor!"  

Lulu poses with his chest wide open.  

Irene burst into laughter. The words Lulu had said before came to his mind.  

'Whenever I don't believe you, trust the one who trusts you. And later when the existence is difficult, please pay back the faith you received.'  

Glad it was.  

Without Lulu, the worries now would have grown out of control. It's hard enough to handle it alone.  

But now Lulu is next to him.  

I also have parents. Although far away now, my younger sister also believes in herself and loves her.  

The ties of the Chrono Swordsman are also indispensable.  

'As it turns out, there are some things that haven't been solved yet.'  

Appointment with Ilya Lindsay.  

An appointment with Ian, the swordsmanship leader.  

These are promises that have passed the deadline for a long time, but can never be abandoned.  

Regardless of that, I just wanted to see it.  

'I want to see Judith too... … How's Brad Lloyd? I remember that the last appearance was not very good... … .'  

"Well."  

Irene, who was drawing the people of the swordsman, suddenly hardened his face.  

He was with their Avatar-like beings in the magical world, but from their point of view, he is an old relationship that he has not seen for five years.  

'No way, don't you think I'm alone as a friend?'  

It is hard to believe that he defeated a powerful mine alone.  

However, this was what Irene Fareira really looked like.  

Overwhelmed with useless anxiety, he trembled.  

However, there was someone who was much more anxious than Irene.  

"Irene, Irene."  

"Huh?"  

"I have a request… … ."  

"What?"  

"Hey, that… … Cyrillic... … Talking with Kirill, making peace, uh, again... … Make up, so... … I want to... … Can you help?"  

"… … Of course."  

"I promised! I promised it!"  

Irene nodded, recalling his younger sister's fresh face.  

Compared to Lulu's worries, his worries weren't a concern either.  

* * *  

The people of the Pareira family, who spent a day at Gairin's own artist, left the estate early the next morning.  

It was because the relationship was uncomfortable and the atmosphere was very cluttered.  

"Sorry. I feel like I want to follow along and have a lot of talk... … There is so much work to be done here, so I can't do that."  

Twilight Knights Vice Commander Hill Burnett was particularly disappointed, but he didn't follow him because he had something to do as he said.  

Instead, the cat enchantress Lulu followed.  

Of course, I wasn't openly with Irene Fareira, and I acted in secret, just like before.  

It was because it was still burdensome to come out in front of my family.  

But it can't be forever.  

A day after arriving at the Parareira Estate, Lulu appeared in front of inside and outside Paraeira.  

"Fine. I already know it wasn't intentional. Rather, you've worked hard to help your son grow up so wonderfully, so it's right to express gratitude."  

"Yes. If you have a hard time in your heart, you don't need to do that anymore."  

Of course, the Pareira couple warmly welcomed Lulu.  

If the results were good, it was all good, and although it took a long time, my son safely escaped the world of magic.  

It didn't just come out, it came back as an incredibly great prosecutor.  

'You have a really great son!'  

'A son is a treasure of the kingdom, or of the continent!'  

'You will be very proud. envious!'  

The words Hill Burnett and the Knights of Twilight said are still vivid in my head.  

Harun Parreira said again, barely pressing down on the rising emotions.  

"You can stay comfortable without being uncomfortable in the future."  

"Thank you! thank you!"  

Lulu leaned flat on the table to express his gratitude.  

Of course, the meeting with Cyril Fareira didn't go so smoothly.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

"… … Are you not going to say anything?"  

"No, I mean… … ."  

Kirill Fareira, who visited the family with the permission of her teacher in time for the end of the subjugation.  

Her expression was so cold.  

Of course, he pushed Lulu away and did not reject him as before.  

I was awkwardly reconciled, and thanks to Airn's strength, I shook hands and hugged.  

Although Lulu was still a little sulky on Cyrillic's cold look, it was still a much more amicable result than I expected.  

Time will solve the future relationship.  

Likewise, when the people of the Pareira family and Lulu are spending time for a bright tomorrow.  

The artist Gairne was spending days full of dark clouds on the contrary to him.  

With Chang!  

"Why does the tea taste like this! How can you bring out a car like this trash? Who got it, this!"  

"That, it… … ."  

"Is it you? Are you four years?"  

"Hey, heck!"  

The maid cried out at the yell of Gairne's own work. It was very pitiful to see him shaking his body.  

However, there was no mercy to his own. He said, kicking the maid as hard as he could.  

"Get off! I don't want to look at it, so get out of there!"  

"Ugh! Yes, yes! sorry… … ."  

"Shut up and get out quickly!"  

After the Mine subjugation ended, Phil Gairn's hysteria grew even worse.  

I had to do that. The eldest son, who was proud of himself, was embarrassed, and the family faced a tremendous crisis as well.  

It was because Hill Burnett, like a leech, constantly asked for responsibility for the last day of the subjugation.  

Fortunately, public opinion wasn't bad for them.  

In fact, there were many reasons for convincing excuses thanks to the fact that there were many people who had been brainwashed.  

Of course, it's fortunate among the misfortunes, and the damage that this incident brought to the Gairun family was so huge that it couldn't be converted into money.  

By the way, it wasn't over here.  

Jack Stewart didn't want to get stuck in his home.  

The moment he opened his mouth, the situation rapidly deteriorated.  
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    24. Reunion (3)  

"Damn it! I have to smash it somehow... … ."  

Hill Burnett, Vice Commander of the Knights of Twilight, muttered.  

Deokjideokji was stuck on his face. Of course, it was because of the Gairn family.  

'Just because of the mental brainwashing of a wicked Mine, the judgment was clouded for a while, and he didn't intend to do so.'  

'This is Mine's trick. Even after he dies, he uses his numbers so that divisions can occur in the kingdom.'  

This was Gairn's excuse, and the Russell and Leicester families were in sync with this.  

Other family members were also watching the situation with a 'maybe that's the case?  

Of course, even with such excuses, it is a big problem to disobey the command of the subjugation commander.  

That alone can rip off a considerable amount of damages to the artist's early years.  

But that wasn't what Hill Burnett wanted.  

'Even for the sake of the kingdom's well-being and the peace of the continent, we must not create a generous precedent!'  

This is a clear era of peace. The devil cannot be found unless it is a novel book, and even Mine rarely appears compared to decades ago.  

However, it could have been even more dangerous.  

It was because the number of people who knew the fear of Mine was gradually decreasing.  

'Peace ends as soon as an atmosphere of thinking about the mines easily and the subjugation of mines insignificant is created. The continent will become unstable again and the border with the demon world will be broken.'  

For that reason, the artist Gairne should be an example.  

Hill Burnett continued to worry again.  

For him like that.  

"Deputy General Manager Hill Burnett. Sir Jack Stewart wants to see you... … ."  

"Huh? Sir Jack Stewart?"  

Jack Stewart's testimony was so grateful and refreshing enough to blow away the headache.  

"Lord... … I don't know honestly whether Viscount Phil Geirne was mentally brainwashed or not. I think it's a lie, but maybe it's real. I also had a madness."  

"But there is something more important than that."  

The words that followed were truly astounding.  

I was envious of the best power of the Tobeoldae, Irene Parreira, and poisoned the meal.  

He even tried several times instead of once, and when it didn't work, he was ordered to interfere even in the confrontation with the monster.  

An act that can never be forgiven!  

Hill Burnett's expression distorted. Still, my feelings for the worst, Viscount Phil Gairne, became even more terrifying.  

Of course, these feelings weren't limited to Phil Gairn.  

'The feelings you were sorry for are disappearing.'  

Hill Burnett glared at Jack Stewart with lively eyes.  

Because of what happened when he was taken hostage by Mine, he had considerable debt to his opponent.  

The usual image wasn't bad as I saw him performing his bar duties neatly.  

But now the story has changed.  

The vice commander said in a cold voice.  

"Why didn't you think you could be forgiven just because the Lord's order was?"  

"Not at all. I will also take any punishment sweetly."  

"Of course."  

Jack Stewart admits his fault.  

He looked regretful of his past choices, but Hill Burnett didn't sympathize with him.  

His mistake was too great for that.  

Apart from him, of course, Jack Stewart's testimony was of great strength.  

"This is ridiculous! That's bullshit! Jack Stewart, that's what he did with dogmatism! No, no! That kid was also mentally brainwashed! That, yes! I think that's right! It's not my fault anyway! No!"  

"I still have more to say, so your own work is amazing."  

Not only the people of Gairn's own writer, but all six southern families knew it.  

What kind of position Jack Stewart was.  

There was nothing that Leicester and Baron Russell could do with even Phil Geirn's first article turned away.  

Even the earliest self-made, which should be the most calm, began to gibberish.  

He couldn't endure the increased pressure and went out of his mind.  

The self-made writer who was so early was ruined. Along with the battle of mine subjugation.  

However, no one was saddened by it.  

* * *  

"Woo. Now things have been solved a little."  

Hill Burnett successfully completed the report on the subjugation of Mine and the work of the artist Gairne.  

The next thing he did was to visit Baron Pareira.  

The schedule was hurried as soon as possible, but the vice commander's heart was irritated.  

It was because of the idea that the best treasure of the Hale Kingdom could be skipped from other countries.  

'You have to join quickly before the rumor spreads!'  

As mentioned before, the Hale Kingdom is weak. And the kingship is also weak.  

To be honest, it was a vessel that wasn't enough to handle the talent of Airn Pareira.  

It is difficult to prevent it if it is recommended to be hired from the five western kingdoms, which are famous for their knights, or even a country stronger than their own.  

However, it is impossible to be without trying anything.  

I promise you the best treatment.  

With a determined expression, he arrived at Pareira Estate.  

"You suffered from coming a long way. By the way… … He must have been in vain."  

"Yes? What is that... … ."  

"The son is not in the manor right now."  

My heart was full.  

No way, another kingdom has already been taken!  

Fortunately, that wasn't the case.  

However, Harun Fareira's words that follow were not very good news.  

"You went to the Krono Swordsman?"  

"That's right. They said there was work. As I say now, I was officially admitted five years ago."  

"Huh… … i See."  

'It was weird, but it was. I couldn't have fallen with my skills.'  

Collapsed.  

Of course, just because you were a swordsman doesn't mean you don't abandon your nationality or join the Knights Templar.  

However, the former Chrono Swordsman generally had a strong tendency to roam freely rather than belonging to somewhere.  

Of course, Irene may not be... … .  

'Once I hit the ball.'  

In the end, what he can do now is to build Baron Pareira's favor.  

He began to sing praises to Irene Pareira, along with the precious gifts he had brought.  

"Huh, huh, I'm just grateful for your good look."  

Harun Fareira couldn't hold back his smile.  

It wasn't because of an expensive gift. The best gift for a father was his son's praise.  

It was even more so for him, who had suffered more than 15 years.  

But I didn't completely fall for Hill Burnett's words.  

The son's future must be determined by the son.  

I don't know if it used to be, and I never had any thoughts of wanting to control Irene, who had grown enough to cover me.  

Eventually, Hill Burnett had no choice but to leave the room, swallowing only regrets.  

Looking at his back, Kirill Fareira, who had been silent, opened his mouth.  

"My brother has succeeded. I heard that he is a very strict person, but he came out with low profile like that."  

"… … ."  

"Hey, my brother doesn't fall out of place. The characters aren't bad, the swordsmanship skills are great, and even magical skills... … Well, there are still many messy parts."  

Kirill Fareira, who pours out half and half of praise and curse for her brother with an expressionless face.  

Her present appearance was unusual.  

Ten marbles the size of the palm of an adult are placed vertically and balanced with one foot on them.  

And in that state, I meditate with my eyes closed.  

As soon as Hill Burnett disappeared, Harun Paraeira asked, looking at her daughter as she traveled.  

"What is that doing?"  

"It's a way to practice magic. It's raising the senses."  

"feeling?"  

"Because I have to go back to Cesar."  

"What do you mean by that?"  

Even Amel Fareira, who understands her daughter better than anyone else, showed a confused face.  

However, Kirill still calmly described her actions.  

"It is to refine your senses so that you can come exactly at the timing of your brother's return. When I hear the news, I come so late, but I don't like that."  

"… … ."  

"You know what? Even if you stack 30 marbles, you meditate leisurely."  

Will I be the same one day?  

To that question, Cyril, inside and outside Pareira, managed to say affirmations.  

"okay."  

"Of course it can."  

She is a daughter who becomes more difficult to understand as her achievements in witchcraft increase.  

Regardless of that, however, they both loved Cyril Fareira more than anyone else.  

* * *  

"Can I really go alone?"  

"OK. And not alone Lulu decided to go together."  

From beginning to end, Irene replied vigorously to the words of Markus. It was more on purpose because it seemed to be worried.  

In fact, there was nothing to worry about.  

Stronger than most knights, what would he need an escort force?  

The road wasn't complicated. The main building of the Chrono Swordsman was rather closer than the branch.  

After sending Markus, Irene greeted her parents and Kirill and then walked out of the castle leisurely.  

People from five years ago passed by in his head, walking slowly.  

'How did everyone change? Are you going to look the same? I can't imagine how old it is.'  

The reason why Irene Fareira visited the Chrono Swordsman before the Lindsay family was because of a dream.  

It was because of his will to be shaken by his dreams.  

The person who presented his direction for the first time to himself, who was empty.  

The existence that made the present confidence together with Lulu.  

'If you are a crown owner... … You can also give me some advice on my situation.'  

Of course, as promised, it was right to go to Lindsay Street first. I promised Ilya to stop by before the swordsman.  

However, in the past five years, I thought that that degree of predecessor was not very important.  

To be more honest, I wanted to solve my current worries first.  

It was when I was thinking about it and moving forward.  

Shuwook-!  

"Voila!"  

A black cat that fell from the sky.  

It was Lulu. The people who were passing by the splendid appearance opened their eyes and looked up.  

However, it was a different part that Irene Pareira was surprised.  

"Are you dressed?"  

"Huh! It was the first time I was going on a trip with Irene, so I paid attention!"  

Airn glanced over Lulu's outfit.  

A wide-brimmed hat with feathers.  

A nice leather vest and leather pants on a white cloth, and black boots full of strength.  

There was even a sword in the waist. It was a sword that was thin like a rapier, but it looked funny and suited itself.  

He raised his thumb and said.  

"It's cool."  

"Really?"  

"Huh. It's really cool."  

"haha! After all, what is my sense of fashion? It's because I don't usually decorate it.  

Wait, Chrono Swordsman! The strongest prosecutors are out!  

yap! yap! Irene laughed out loud as he saw Lulu stepping forward with a shout.  

'I won't be bored the whole time.'  

After the fast-running black cat, the blond young man cheerfully followed.  
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    25. Chrono Swordsman (1)  

"Wow… … It's annoying to work."  

Wilson, the owner of a small-town clothing store, yawned and muttered.  

I think I do it every day, but after all, opening a store early in the morning is not very efficient.  

But to earn even a penny, you have to be diligent.  

Do you know?  

From the morning, the rich man may visit the store and wipe out the expensive clothes.  

'No, no matter how much it doesn't happen.'  

Wilson, the owner of the clothing store, shook his head.  

As the situation is tight these days, only these delusions increase.  

He grumbled a few more times and stretched out with a shrug.  

And it was the moment I was about to pick up the duster.  

Jingle-!  

"Welcome, guest!"  

A smile built automatically.  

It wasn't a coercive laugh. I thought that today's luck was pretty good because customers were coming in from such an early hour.  

Having put down the duster, he hurriedly moved to greet the guest.  

And it hardened like a stone statue.  

'… … cat?'  

Wilson, with a blank expression, rubbed his eyes with his hand.  

You must have seen something wrong.  

Cats can't be guests. You're probably mistaken for a child wearing a cat mask.  

Having concluded, he opened his eyes and looked at the guest again.  

"… … ."  

However, the appearance of the visible customer was still there.  

Black cat.  

But it's not just a cat.  

They wear stylish leather clothes and leather boots, and even a hat with feathers.  

Its appearance was like a water-in-law that can only be seen in children's books.  

I even said.  

"Are you the owner?"  

"Ugh! Oh, yes! This is Wilson, the owner of the Wilson clothing store. Do you have any clothes you want?"  

Despite being startled, Wilson did not forget what to say.  

It was thanks to the habit of getting in the mouth while doing business for many years.  

The black cat answered the question.  

"Hmm! I do not know."  

"Yes?"  

"I don't know what to buy. There seems to be something, something I lack, but I don't know what it is."  

"… … ."  

"What should I do, me?"  

When he sees a cat asking a question, Wilson is embarrassed, but another customer enters the store.  

Fortunately it was a person this time. A young man with a pretty handsome face and a good impression.  

He said.  

"Luru, if you want to go to the clothing store, you have to talk and go. I found it."  

"Oh sorry! I came in because the signboard looked great."  

"okay. What do you want to buy?"  

"I don't know that. But I want to buy something."  

"What are you talking about."  

Wilson again felt embarrassed as he saw the blonde young man chatting with the cat without any awkwardness.  

What, did I wake up less in the morning. Are you still dreaming?  

If not, did the world change overnight?  

"Hey, are you the owner of this place?"  

"Ah, yes!"  

"My friend wants to see this and that. Can I look around?"  

"All, of course! Take a look around!"  

He nodded quickly and led the customers into the store. That was the end.  

Originally, we would talk to each other to find out their tastes and recommend products that customers would like... … Wilson still struggled to accept this situation.  

In the end, what he chose was to stare at the two choosing clothes blankly.  

So, a little time passes.  

Elasticity popped out of the black cat's mouth.  

"Wow! This is this, this!"  

The cat reached out when he found a child-sized red cloak.  

Then, the cloak that flew away was automatically placed on his back.  

The cat, which flew in front of the mirror, posed one or another, and said to the young man.  

"suited?"  

"suited. Very good."  

"Good! I have to buy this. Here are the clothes!"  

"Ugh! Ah yes!"  

Wilson, who made eye contact with the cat flying all the way, stepped back in surprise.  

The other person didn't care. He put his forefoot in his arms and pulled something out.  

"hand."  

"Yeah?"  

"Open your hands."  

"Ah… … Ugh?"  

"done. Let's go now, Airn!"  

"Wait, you know the price properly… … ."  

"OK! I gave as much as I liked! The owner will be satisfied too!"  

The cat immediately paid for and leaves the store, followed by a blond young man.  

What remained in the stormy atmosphere were the owner Wilson and a mouse-shaped gold sculpture in his hand.  

* * *  

Irene Fareira and Lulu the Cat Enchantress went on quite leisurely.  

Although there was no need to rush steps in the yard already five years ago, it was because Lulu really enjoyed the time with Airn.  

"This is my first time traveling with someone!"  

"Uh, really?"  

"Huh. It's much more fun than I thought."  

Said Lulu as he flew through the streets of the city.  

The fluttering cloak was very impressive.  

Of course, people's eyes were on the flying cat itself rather than the cloak, but this black cat didn't care.  

I focused only on the conversation with the person next to me.  

Looking at such a Lulu, Irene had a question.  

'This is your first time traveling with someone?'  

It was surprising.  

He also knows that most of the magicians have an odd personality, so their social skills are poor.  

Strictly speaking, this cat's personality is far from normal.  

However, there are words that Lulu has emphasized many times so far.  

'How important is mutual belief in witchcraft. I think I heard it fifty times.'  

Because he was like that, of course, he thought that he would have a precious relationship other than himself, and I thought that he would have been with him for quite a long time.  

But this is my first trip with someone else... … .  

'Isn't you already a person in this world?'  

If not, did you get a difference on the way?  

No matter what you think, the accident did not flow.  

It would be better to change the subject of the conversation.  

Irene, who thought so, thinks of a different story, but fortunately, Lulu changed the topic first.  

"By the way, is that Ian? Swordsmanship? Is that a great person?"  

"Have you not heard of it?"  

"I've heard it, but I'm not interested. I don't know if I'm not interested."  

"like that. Well… … ."  

Airn recalled the face of Ian, the swordsman.  

Old and tacky appearance.  

However, he may be the strongest in the continent, a superman with amazing sword skills.  

And someone who can call himself the first teacher.  

"Ah, I think I heard it last time! I remembered being the first teacher. So the second is me?"  

"Huh. You are my second Master."  

"Hi-Hi. exciting."  

Lulu, who liked to hear the teacher, laughed like a child.  

Iron also laughed. Then he said.  

"If he is, he could probably give you advice on my unstable condition right now. Of course, Kwan-ju can't help it about dreams... … ."  

"You don't know. Maybe it will solve the dream problem."  

"Well, wouldn't it be difficult."  

Iron shook his head.  

A mysterious phenomenon that cannot be explained by magic, perhaps influenced by witchcraft.  

I didn't think that Ian Kwan-ju, the prosecutor, could solve the mystery that even the brilliant magician Lulu couldn't solve.  

He confessed his thoughts.  

Lulu shook his head.  

"But he said he was the best prosecutor on the continent."  

"Huh. Why is that?"  

"Anyone who can be said to be the best on the continent in any field is no different than a magician. Because he had a ridiculous ability and will that cannot be explained by common sense."  

It might not work, but it's not entirely possible.  

Lulu, who said so far, suddenly took off his hat.  

Not only that. He threw his cloak, vest, and all other clothes into his sub-space, and moved him on the back of Irene.  

Then I opened the bag and went inside.  

"I am suddenly sleepy."  

"… … ."  

"Choose a little. Don't wake it up if there's nothing special."  

"… … okay."  

After all, he is an indispensable personality.  

Iron, muttering inside, moved with a faster pace.  

* * *  

"Arrived!"  

"Wow, we have arrived!"  

A few days after buying a cloak at a clothing store in a small town, Irene Fareira and his party arrived at Alcantra, where the Chrono Swordsman was located.  

It wasn't just that they had arrived.  

In the back of Airn, five cats gathered and jumped to catch something.  

It was because of Lulu.  

With only the upper body out of his bag, he shook a fishing rod equipped with a toy for cats and possessed street cats.  

Hoop, Wheeik!  

"Haha, the medicine goes up? Can't you catch it?"  

Meow-!  

Oops!  

"Lulu, stop it. When I go inside with them, it gets upset."  

"is it? But am I okay?"  

"Well, if you're not talking, you think it's okay?"  

"I should be quiet."  

He came out of the bag, climbed over his shoulder and said.  

Lulu usually doesn't care about his surroundings at all, but he realizes that it's good to be quiet when entering the gates.  

This is because the gate guards who first saw the Talking Cat Enchantress were very annoying to pry.  

"When I was alone, I just had to teleport. Should I just do that now?"  

"Well. That might be better. Let's meet inside."  

"okay!"  

Shush-!  

The black cat disappears in an instant.  

When Lulu disappeared, the fishing rod with the toy disappeared.  

The street cats disappeared somewhere while staring at Irene. He looked at the scene with a smile.  

'I have more laughter than before.'  

Not bad mood.  

He took a deep breath and entered the city of Alcantra.  

And he looked startled.  

"There are so many magic lights on the street… … ."  

The streets weren't dark even though it was quite late because the gates were about to close.  

It was thanks to the magic installed all over the road.  

There were a lot of other things that caught the eye.  

Stylish architecture that you couldn't find in small towns or villages.  

People passing by with an unknown scent.  

Beautiful statues and fountains installed throughout.  

It was beautiful. Even before entering, I felt overwhelmed by the large scale... … .  

'The place I lived in was a complete corner.'  

Even in the small kingdom of Hale, the local side was roughly expected, but it was still quite a shock.  

Of course, this was also because Alcantra was a city that developed uniquely.  

Since it is a city built by commerce and industry, the capital is enormous, and since the main building of the Chrono Swordsmanship House came in, it was reborn as a force comparable to that of most countries.  

Yes.  

In the end, the city's development to this extent was largely due to the contribution of the Chrono Swordsman.  

'It was such a great place, Chrono Swordsman.'  

Iron feels the power of the Chrono Swordsman.  

He sat by the fountain and watched the people strolling through the city, looking for a place to stay.  

Because it was late, I was going to sleep for a day and visit the swordsman tomorrow.  

The right place came into my eyes.  

An inn with a sign called "The Cradle of the Sword", very close to the main building of the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

'Lu-Lu will come to find him on his own.'  

As he glanced through the building, he opened the door and stepped inside.  

Kiik-  

There was an unpleasant sound from the door to see if the oil was not well applied.  

Fortunately, the interior was neat.  

People were eating all over the tables in the spacious ground floor hall, most of them were of sturdy build.  

No, it was all, not most.  

'What?'  

Even everyone has a sword on his side.  

It was strange.  

Of course, as it is a large city, there may be many travelers with mercenaries or swords, but all the guests are swordsmen anyway?  

While thinking about that, Irene walked to the counter.  

Anyway, in order to stay, you have to talk to the innkeeper.  

By the way, a big one came toward him.  

"Are you also a guest of the Chrono Swordsman?"  

It wasn't that bad for me to say that it wasn't bad for me.  

Irene was not an aristocratic personality.  

The reason was that the other person seems to be much older than himself.  

However, I couldn't mind asking, "Are you a guest of the Chrono Swordsman?"  

He replied.  

"Is that so? How did you know... … ."  

"hahahahahahahaha!"  

"Aha, aha, ahahaha!"  

"That guy is also a guest? Unbelievable… … ."  

"Real dogs and cows are all gathering."  

The sound of laughter bursting out from all over the place immediately afterwards, and the groaning.  

Irene Pareira was bound to be embarrassed.  
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'What's going on and how?'  

As he looked at the men who were laughing at himself, Irene Parreira made an embarrassing expression.  

It was so absurd that I didn't feel bad either.  

No, I was curious before that.  

How on earth did the giant in front of him find out that he had a job at the chrono swordsman?  

"Haha, anyone can challenge. But it's not good to be too overconfident of yourself."  

"Anyone can challenge, what bullshit!"  

"okay! Don't be bullshit! There's nothing as filthy as the child's interruption and being pushed in turn!"  

However, before even asking a question, Geohan went up to the second floor.  

I could hear the men at the table around me whispering a few words.  

I couldn't figure out what this was also talking about, but I couldn't find a place to ask.  

'strange.'  

It's natural because they don't know, but everyone at the inn felt more unfamiliar.  

It feels like you are from a different world.  

Then, I heard a voice calling myself from the corner.  

"Hey, there young man."  

"You mean me?"  

"okay. Only you are old and uncles. There is only one young man here."  

He was a muscular middle-aged man who occupied a table without ordering alcohol or food.  

Some of the people who listened to him asked if he wasn't too talkative, but he didn't even snort.  

Airn obeyed his call.  

Then he asked as he sat at the table.  

"I don't have a few empty tables. Is it okay to do nothing and take a seat?"  

"It's okay, not okay. It's my inn, who says what?"  

"Ah… … ."  

You were the owner.  

I thought he was a true customer because he was like Hanyang.  

Irene, who corrected the illusion, asked again.  

"i See. Is there a reason you called me?"  

"You said you were a guest of the Krono Swordsman?"  

"Yes. But how... … ."  

"You must have come without knowing? The guys staying here are all guests of the Chrono Swordsman. It's famous for only those guys who come here in the first place, so ordinary people aren't even shy."  

"Ah… … ."  

"It's curious? You don't even know it, and you come to the 'cradle of the sword' here. Ha ha ha ha ha! Well, talking makes me thirsty. Hey, beer here! Oh, my name is Edgar."  

"Ah, this is Irene."  

Irene Fareira didn't dare to reveal her surname, and the introduction ended so briefly.  

Meanwhile, a clerk brought a beer. There was only one.  

I didn't mean to drink it, but I do.  

Thinking so, Edgar, the innkeeper who emptied a glass at once, said, ordering a new beer.  

"Anyway, if you're a guest of the Chrono Swordsman, there's something you need to know."  

"Yes? What do you need to know?"  

"okay. First, guests cannot enter the swordsman at any time. It's allowed only once every two weeks. It's just tomorrow."  

"Hang on once every two weeks?"  

Iron frowned slightly.  

You're trying to cover your customers. It's possible, but you've decided on a day to receive it?  

It was only once every two weeks, so I couldn't understand it from his common sense.  

So, I tried to ask questions about it, but Edgar gave me no room.  

He drank the second beer again and ordered a new beer.  

And I continued explaining without ceasing.  

"And this is really important, and you need something to be a "real guest" of the Chrono Swordsman. It's a way to prove your skills. Well, the most common one is mercenary defeat... … Do you have any mercenaries?"  

"no. Well, but... … ."  

"No. At first glance, it's a fresh face that's just been out of the house. Oh, don't get me wrong. I'm not swearing. I am envious of it. It's okay for a man to say anything like a gisaeng aura to a man, it's fresh, and it doesn't seem like he's had any hardships. It's because I'm envious of being handsome."  

"Uh, so… … ."  

"Anyway, if there is no mercenary plaque, there is a high possibility that it will end without being able to participate. Did you hear it before? The guys here, I really hate how to get in. So if you don't have a mercenary plaque, it's better to go to make it even now."  

There is no mercenary plaque, but there is a plaque that proves that you are an official trainee of the Chrono Swordsman.  

I was very keen to say this, called Irene Faray.  

However, there was no time to intervene.  

The innkeeper didn't even breathe properly, pouring out words, and repeatedly sipping a beer every time the clerk came.  

He had no intention of listening to himself at all.  

"Of course, it is not possible to have a low-level mercenary card. If you want to become a "real guest" with the recognition of those rough guys, you have to skip the neck and iron plates and at least be the same. Of course, it is difficult for a person with no achievements to win a bronze medal at once, but honestly, it's annoying, right?"  

"petulance?"  

"okay. Didn't those guys ignore you."  

Edgar, the innkeeper, pointed to the other tables with his hand holding a beer mug.  

There was no beer pouring. I have already finished drinking.  

Rather than that, I was more concerned about the gaze of the men who looked at themselves.  

Irene looked into their eyes, forgetting that he had barely had a chance to speak.  

It certainly was.  

They were completely ignoring themselves.  

'There is nothing that feels bad like this, but... … .'  

I was in a strange mood.  

However, since the old days, I have been treated more and more, and there is no particular wickedness in the face of them.  

However, Edgar seems to mistake this for a hardened face.  

"Of course, I have no choice but to feel bad."  

"Yes? No, it's not... … ."  

"Good. Go to the mercenary agency right now. It's between the agency manager and I know, so you can test it comfortably."  

"uh? Now?"  

"okay. It's better to do it right away. Oh, and are you going to stay here? few days?"  

"Once a day… … ."  

"If you stay for two days, you will get a discount?"  

"… … ."  

"If you don't like it, don't. 2 silver."  

"… … Here you are."  

"Good. Then let's go. Hey, I'm watching the inn while I'm away!"  

Edgar, the innkeeper who shouted out loud, arose from his seat.  

He drank seven beers for a while, but he looks fine.  

But what was even more amazing was that attitude of always saying what I wanted to say.  

Of course, this is also not malicious, but... … .  

"… … ."  

Let's follow it first.  

Irene Fareira nodded after Edgar.  

* * *  

The Chrono Swordsman is famous.  

How famous is it, it's hard to find people you don't know on the continent.  

Even the small alley leader in a rural village in that remote country sings that he wants to go to the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

It is a dream-like organization for the prosecutor.  

Is it because of that?  

There were a lot of unique "guests with swords" visiting the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

Customers who want to prove their skills and gain fame.  

A guest who seeks his own growth through battles with celebrities.  

A customer who just wants to behave.  

Dozens of such guests a day knocked on the door of Chrono.  

It was a real embarrassment for the swordsman.  

Because there are so many, it was burdensome to deal with them one by one, and when they refused to do so, there were forces that profanely condemned them, saying, 'Krono Swordsman is a coward.'  

There were also cases in which a group of bad guys would not leave until they dealt with them.  

Thus, the rule of the Chrono Swordsman was 'welcome to the guest.'  

This means that anyone who wants to have a conversation with the sword can enter the swordsman only on the day set by Chrono, that is, on the day of guest reception, which is held once every two weeks.  

'That's what the Chrono Swordsman's guest meant. The turn is also... … I was talking about who would go first among the people who wanted to fight against each other.'  

Irene Fareira realized this lately.  

I didn't figure it out through a question.  

Since Edgar talked so much, information came in on his own even if he was still there.  

By the time he arrived at the mercenary agency, the history of the Chrono Swordsman was stuck in his head.  

Anyway, I know now. It means that you are not the'guests' commonly referred to here, but that you are'real customers'.  

In other words, there is no need to participate in a guest reception event held every two weeks.  

Of course, there is no need to stop by the mercenary agency.  

However… … .  

"Hey, the agency manager."  

"Isn't it Ed? For some reason... … Oh, a young guest is here. Is it a test?"  

'It looks like it's already too late to get it.'  

Irene Pareira sighed as he watched Edgar's ability to work in a hurry.  

Of course, if you really don't want to do it, you can quit now.  

However, it was not so difficult.  

And in that situation, Irene was the type who just left her body to the flow.  

It's not a straightforward personality.  

'Mercenary plaque… … There's nothing bad about making one.'  

There is nothing particularly good, but I decided not to think about it.  

No, there was no time to think.  

When he woke up, Edgar suddenly returned to the inn, and the agent, who had a scar on his left cheek, was looking at himself with dry eyes.  

He asked.  

"Are you going to take a test?"  

"Yes? Oh, yes."  

"What is your field? power? speed? Technology? Since you are a guest of the Chrono Swordsman, of course your weapon will be a sword, and do you have any other weapons that you can handle besides a sword?"  

"There is not."  

"okay. So what's comfortable... … No, it's done. Let's just make it intuitive. Follow me."  

The manager of the agency, who was talking with a mixture of half-words and honorifics, went out through the back door of the building.  

Irene obediently followed his words.  

When I went outside, there was a fairly large vacant lot.  

Training dummy and fitness equipment everywhere, and other objects of unknown purpose came into my eyes.  

Unlike the noisy inn, there were few people.  

The place where I arrived, feeling the gaze of those few people, was a place where a lump was placed.  

An object that looks like a rock or iron covered with rubber.  

There was a square plate on top.  

"What is this?"  

"Measuring instrument. If I hit it hard, the impact comes out of the square plate above."  

"Is it a magic tool? Isn't it very expensive if it's magic tools?"  

"Of course it is expensive. I didn't buy it at the agency level, but a recently retired gold-plated mercenary gave me a gift to commemorate my retirement. I excavated a magic ruin and it was a big hit."  

If you're going to give it to me, I'll just give it to you, I don't know what to give. The broker muttered to himself, said.  

"Anyway, just hit this."  

"With a fist?"  

"With a sword. After seeing the amount of impact, I judge the grade, issue a mercenary plaque, and then it is over. It's a simple thing."  

"What if I hit it with a sword and it breaks?"  

"Well? Hahaha… … ."  

The agency manager burst into laughter.  

It hasn't been that long. He said, quickly correcting his expression.  

"Because it's not such a weak thing. Even though it's magical... … Except for the square plate on top, it's almost like an iron ball. If you can break these things, you'll be the very few of the gold-plated mercenaries. Even the retired mercenaries I mentioned earlier couldn't be destroyed."  

"i See."  

"Yeah, so do not worry and swing it with your strength. Don't regret that you didn't score well."  

"Okay. I do my best."  

"uh? By the way… … ."  

Where is the black? Have you left it?  

The brokerage manager was about to ask so.  

In the empty air, suddenly a great sword appeared.  

Lol  

"… … ?"  

The blonde young man took the sword for granted. And he took a pose.  

Raise your arms.  

A huge sword rises high as if piercing the moon in the night sky.  

The agency manager had no choice but to look at it with a blank expression.  

After a while.  

Oh, oh oh oh oh!  

A terrible roar rang out throughout the vacant lot.  
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"What, what is it?"  

"Is it thunder? There is no rain?"  

Those who were in the vacant lot behind the brokerage said in amazement.  

It was embarrassing to hear a tremendous sound coming out of nowhere on a quiet and quiet evening.  

Of course, it wasn't thunder.  

The true nature of the sound is a sword attack swung by a young man.  

Iron Parreira, who had reaped the great sword, checked the score of the square plate.  

[10772]  

'Is it high?'  

I didn't think it would be low.  

Although he was humble, he wasn't so clumsy that he didn't know his level.  

Didn't even Hill Burnett, who is now an expert, say?  

It seems that you have already reached the level of expert.  

'Even if I don't know well, I'll be able to get enough bronze medals.'  

He turned his gaze at the measuring device. And I asked the brokerage manager.  

"how is it?"  

"Yes Yes?"  

"Score. Because I don't know the standards, I don't know if it's high or low."  

"Ah… … Wait, wait a minute."  

The agency manager stuttered with a face that couldn't hide his embarrassment.  

He has so far observed countless people's impulse measurements.  

I saw the sword of the first person who ran out of the country village and held a sword, the sword of a seasoned mercenary who had been through the maternity war, and the sword of an extraordinary figure that even such veterans were able to do.  

However, no one in the memory could exceed 10,000 points.  

Even a gold-plated mercenary who presented magic tools.  

'… … Is it a malfunction?'  

The agent manager looked at Magico and Irene Pareira alternately.  

It seemed to be correct.  

Of course, I didn't think this young man was a child.  

Taking a sword out of the air, handling a weight that is difficult for the average person to swing properly, and the sound just before.  

Probably, he was guided by a celeb.  

Maybe he is a noble of a prestigious family.  

He said, finishing the calculations quickly.  

"there… … How did you say your name is?"  

"This is Irene."  

"Yes, Irene. I'm sorry, but one question... … So, how the hell did you get the black out?"  

"It's roughly magical."  

"Oh, I see. Because I have a narrow knowledge... … haha."  

The agency manager's tone was much more polite than before Airn raised his sword. Even if he is not an aristocrat, he is a young man with abilities that he cannot easily deal with.  

He swallowed a dry saliva and continued.  

"The score is great. Not only the bronze, but also the silver plate is enough to be received... … Oh, I'm afraid you might misunderstand it, but when you first make a mercenary plaque, the silver plaque is the limit. Above it is possible only when credit and achievements are accumulated... … ."  

"Then I will get a silver plaque."  

"Oh, that… … I'm sorry, can I ask you to take another measurement?"  

"Yes?"  

"Okay, sometimes the meter malfunctions. Of course, of course, Irene-sama's skills were low... … No, I mean... … ."  

"Okay. I will do it again."  

Irene nodded happily.  

It was weird to do this as if I had only one chance, but it didn't matter because it wasn't that hard.  

Holding the great sword again, he quietly focused his mind.  

It controls breathing, understands and controls even the finest parts of the body.  

Finally, I recall the feeling of hitting just before. Then, calculate the points to be supplemented in your head.  

Before long, the second sword was swung.  

Hey hey hey hey!  

"Ah!"  

"What else!"  

People trembled at the roar that rang again.  

Even those who watched Airn's measurements did the same.  

This is because the sound was surprisingly loud even though I was preparing my mind.  

Everyone's eyes turned to the square plate.  

Chijik, chijik. I heard a noise that wasn't there before, but I didn't have time to pay attention to it.  

After a while, the score came out.  

[11002]  

"… … ."  

Higher score than before.  

The agent manager could not say anything with his mouth open.  

It wasn't just that.  

Those who watched the measurements together, and those who flocked after grasping the identity of the sound, all stared at the scoreboard blankly.  

No one was talking.  

No, there was only one.  

Irene Pareira asked, looking at the agency manager.  

"Should I do more?"  

"… … Ah! no! Now that's enough. result… … It is silver plaque. Let's go register right away! It won't take long!"  

The agency manager hurriedly moved.  

His behavior was polite.  

Irene followed him with the same expression as before.  

"As I said before, silver plaque is the highest grade you can get when you first register. It wasn't because I wasn't ignoring Airn... … ."  

"I don't think so. Fine."  

The two enter the building while talking.  

The mercenaries who were watching this blankly said.  

"What I see now, are you real?"  

"Yeah. I am also suspicious of my eyes."  

"Ten thousand? Is that possible? I don't think it's easy for even the most expert to come out that way?"  

"Are you a knight from the five kingdoms?"  

At the mercenary level, people were confused at scores that could never be reached.  

One of them pulled the sword out.  

He is trying to measure his strength in an unbelievable reality.  

In a pose, he swung his sword with a serious face.  

Oops!  

Chijik, chijik... …  

[86122]  

"Isn't this broken?"  

"Crazy, only arms? When did you awaken? When did you become a Sword Master?"  

"What, then, you mean he won a silver plate for luck?"  

"Well… … Still, I don't think I'm lacking in skills at all. You heard it before. The sound was different from that guy."  

"It is, but… … ."  

Among the mercenaries, an argument was spread.  

He's an expert level expert, no, he looks too young to see it, then what's that sound, so it's right, but he's not an expert anyway, I think he's an expert... … .  

One of the people who was watching everything thought quietly as the excited couple swung their fists instead of raising their voices.  

What is the reason why magic tools, which were said to be strong in the first place, broke down?  

After thinking for a while, he immediately laughed and muttered.  

"Haha, no matter how, it wouldn't be that."  

So the little happening at the Alcantra agency ended.  

* * *  

"What? Silver plaque?"  

"Yes. Will this be enough?"  

After returning to the inn "The Cradle of the Sword," Irene took out the silver plaque from her arms.  

Edgar couldn't say anything, hardened.  

This is because I thought that the young man in front of me would not receive a bronze medal, let alone a silver plaque.  

Nevertheless, the reason for taking him to the agency manager was to express the meaning of knowing his subject and falling out appropriately.  

That was the utmost care he could give.  

But as I saw the silver plaque shining in front of my eyes, I couldn't get a sense of what to say.  

"Thank you. Thanks to you, I had a fun experience."  

"uh? Uh, yes."  

"Can you bring dinner to your room? A simple meat dish, bread, and smoked fish would be great."  

"Ah, of course. Bring it."  

Edgar nodded with a blank face and went into the kitchen.  

Actually, it was useless.  

He is the owner of the inn and the role of picking up and drying customers, and the cooking is done by the chef in the kitchen.  

Just tell me the list you ordered.  

But now he was in a state of embarrassment that he couldn't think of.  

'Eunpae? At that age? It looks only twenty now.'  

"It doesn't make sense… … ."  

"Ah, don't eat anything that goes out to customers!"  

No matter how much I thought about it, I didn't understand.  

He picked up snacks from the kitchen and muttered his own words.  

Of course, Irene didn't know Edgar's thoughts. I wasn't particularly interested.  

It's just filled with thoughts of the Chrono Swordsman who will visit tomorrow.  

He calculated what he and Lulu would eat and went up to the second floor room.  

After a while after the food was ready, Lulu appeared in front of him.  

"Why are you so late?"  

"I've been playing with the cats in this neighborhood. Oh! I have mine too."  

Nothing special happened after that. We eat together, we chat, we wash.  

I was surprised to see the toilets installed separately in each room, but I was convinced by considering the accommodation price and the size of the city.  

And went to bed a little early.  

"Well, let's go."  

"Shall we go! Shall we go!"  

The next day, Airn left the Sword's Cradle Inn, along with Lulu, who got up before himself and got dressed.  

And immediately headed to the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

Likewise, numerous prosecutors, whose destination was the swordsman, were together, and they also looked very surprised to see Lulu.  

Some walked to the end.  

Lulu put them all together and said.  

"Hi? I'm Lulu, the cat magician. As you can see, you can talk and fly around. I understand what I want to talk to because it's amazing, but it's hard to answer one by one. Let's shake hands and finish."  

Tok Tok Tok Tok Tok  

Lulu taps the hands of the prosecutors with her small forefoot.  

I did what I said to shake hands, but everyone was surprisingly satisfied.  

Some of them smile happily with dreadful expressions, but to be honest, it was a bit overwhelming.  

As I looked around and moved happily, I arrived at the front door of the Chrono Swordsman.  

One of the gatekeepers said as if he had been waiting.  

"You are the guests. Come inside."  

"uh? uh… … ."  

The gatekeeper guiding the road, and the prosecutors following him.  

Irene, who was with them, was embarrassed.  

He was not a "guest" used here, but a "real customer".  

In other words, there was no need to participate in the welcoming event.  

However, the gatekeeper acted as if he didn't think that there would be a "real customer" at all.  

It wasn't an easy-going atmosphere.  

Of course, after everyone disappears, you can talk to the remaining gatekeepers at the front door. … .  

"Irene, where are all those people going?"  

"Oh, to greet guests, to confront Chrono Swordsman one after another… … ."  

"Oh, that would be fun! Let us go too! Let's go see!"  

Seeing Lulu swinging his sword quickly in excitement changed his mind a little.  

After a while, he nodded.  

"Yes, let's do it."  

'Because it's not urgent, there's nothing bad about looking at it.'  

Irene was also very interested in Krono's guest reception.  

I wondered how great the person who came out of the swordsman would have been, and I wondered how much of these stubborn prosecutors walking together.  

Above all, the atmosphere itself was amazing.  

'It's like a festival.'  

Except for the Chrono Swordsman and the Mine Subjugation, this is Airen who has never been in one place with so many prosecutors.  

And in both cases, it was far from such a pleasant and light atmosphere.  

The former was fierce, the latter heavier.  

Besides, you don't need to be involved in this work.  

All you have to do is take a look at it with a light heart.  

With that in mind, I thought I was good at listening to Lulu.  

"Why are you stroking all of a sudden?"  

"just."  

"Scratch under your chin as well."  

"okay."  

Irene hugged Lulu and scratched the area around the nape of her neck.  

Some of the prosecutors who saw it looked envious.  

The place where I arrived after such a short time was a spacious gym that was not luxurious but gave a neat feeling.  

There was tension in the faces of the prosecutors who thought it was coming.  

Before long, a prosecutor walked from far away.  

A young man with a sizable greatsword playfully over his shoulder.  

Some complained.  

"What, a young guy like that has come?"  

"Aren't you too ignoring us?"  

"Our long, it's you."  

"This baby... … ."  

"Do it right. If you're kicked out of a fuss, will you be responsible?"  

Some mediators, but most did not stop complaining.  

I had to do that.  

There were some people who had crossed over a few kingdoms because they wanted to face the sword with the skill of the chrono swordsman, so the young prosecutor might be dissatisfied with it.  

But Irene Fareira didn't.  

It wasn't because he was also younger.  

A familiar face.  

He quietly wrote the young man's name.  

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble chapter 71
     |  ToC | 

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble 72

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble chapter 72
    25. Chrono Swordsman (4)  

"… … Lance Peterson?"  

"Do you know anyone?"  

Asked Lulu, who was sitting on his shoulder. As he turned his head, the feather on the hat stabbed his cheek.  

Irene Fareira, who quietly took off her hat, nodded and said.  

"Huh. Chrono Swordsman's motive. Your physique has grown tremendously."  

He wasn't very close to his classmates, but he had talked a lot with Lance Peterson.  

It was because it was one of the three people who were sticking around with Brad Lloyd's side.  

His skills were also pretty good. Ilya Lindsay, Brad Lloyd, Judith. Excluding these unchanging top three, it can be counted on your fingers.  

'No, will you be counted among them even if you include them?'  

Probably it was. I hardly ever remember winning in Dalian.  

In the case of one-on-one, Irene was mostly inferior to high-ranking motives.  

'If pure swordsmanship was the subject of the final evaluation, wouldn't I have even been in the 15th place?'  

Then, Lulu said.  

"It looks strong."  

"okay?"  

"Huh. I think I'll be very strong for my age."  

I wasn't saying that because of the skill in the sword.  

Lulu is a very good witchcraft accident, and he can see the will of others as clearly as he sees objects in a mirror.  

Perhaps it was a guess from this.  

Of course, Irene was also vaguely feeling it.  

But it wasn't as clear as Lulu.  

So I wanted to see it myself.  

How much he has grown over the past five years.  

With that in mind, said Lance Peterson, who stood in front of the "guests."  

"Hello, guests of the Chrono Swordsman. This is Lance Peterson, the 27th full-time trainee. It is an honor to deal with you today."  

"What, are you a trainee?"  

"Aren't you a graduate?"  

"wait. Haven't you heard the rumors? It's the 27th period called the Golden Generation."  

"Golden, Nabal, and trainees are trainees. Isn't this a complete scam?"  

As soon as I finished speaking, complaints sprang up everywhere.  

There was no choice but to do that, it was customary for graduates who were recognized by a cross-reference to 'greet a guest'.  

It was possible because there were many people who remained in the swordsman even after being recognized as one of the great prosecutors, but it was disappointing from the standpoint of those who expected it.  

But Lance Peterson was confident.  

He slammed the great sword over his shoulder and stuck it down.  

"… … !"  

"… … !"  

Significant reverberation was transmitted through the ground.  

The energy released through the sword. People's facial expressions changed in an instant. The sound of speech gradually subsided.  

Likewise, in a quiet atmosphere, Lance Patterson said politely.  

"I know. Graduates do it from generation to generation to welcome guests. However, this time I used a group. I want to gain experience by competing swords with people other than the swordsman."  

"… … ."  

"You can hate a lot. You may not be occupied by the castle. However, I will try not to disappoint you from far away. What… … If you are disappointed, I will bring you with you right away."  

Lance Peterson bows his head with a light joke.  

It was a polite look.  

But at the same time, it was also a provocative attitude.  

I could see it with my eyes. I will never bring seniors. In other words, he was full of willingness to solve it on his own.  

"then… … Shall we start? Anyone is fine. If you want a dalian, please come forward."  

"Good. I do it first."  

Hana, who lived through the crowd, stepped forward.  

The man who asked a question to Irene at the inn. He was holding a sword that was big enough to be scared just by looking at it.  

Said Lance Peterson.  

"You are using a larger sword than me."  

"Why are you scared?"  

"It's not like that, there's someone I can think of."  

"Stop talking and start right away."  

"Is that so?"  

Lance Peterson takes a serious pose with a great sword stuck in the ground.  

A giant rushed toward him. It was with great energy.  

It was the moment when Chrono Swordsman's guest reception began.  

* * *  

Kwa-Aang!  

That's it!  

"Wow… … ."  

"You have a hard time. Would you like to reconsider the battle together?"  

"… … No, it's done."  

The man, full of scars all over his body, took his sword and stepped back.  

Her shoulders drooped, she looked very disappointed.  

But no one sympathized with him.  

It is because there was only one man, Lance Peterson, that caught the attention of everyone who gathered here.  

"Wow… … It's really strong. Isn't that right, brother?"  

"Hmm… … ."  

At the words of his close brother, Gilbert groaned low.  

He was a prosecutor known in his neighborhood, a man who had never been beaten by even veteran mercenaries.  

As I gained confidence for a year and a year, I thought I wanted to find out how much my vessel was, and after a long journey, I came to the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

'Damn it.'  

He muttered inside.  

In fact, until he first entered the martial arts, Gilbert thought the Chrono Swordsman's reputation was overestimated.  

Most of the prosecutors who accompanied him seemed to be at that level, and even one looked no more than a novice, no matter how much he looked at.  

It seemed like a picnic with a weird cat with a soft face.  

Besides, even the Chrono guy who came out to greet guests was a young guy who was wondering whether he would be 20 years old, so there was no expectation.  

However.  

Kwaang!  

The first giant came to an end in an instant.  

Kwa-Aang!  

The sleek guy who came out for the second time couldn't get the sword and fell out.  

Qawahang!  

The moment that even the third one had just been defeated, Gilbert had no choice but to feel fear.  

'Fuck... … That's a trainee? Does it make sense?'  

Nor is the level of the prosecutors they faced with low.  

In particular, the third man was excellent.  

He also showed elaborate and powerful swordsmanship that it was difficult to guarantee victory.  

However, Krono's trainee did not lose his time while dealing with him.  

I realized it only then.  

It means that he is like a "wall" that cannot be overcome at the level of ordinary mercenaries or prosecutors.  

"It's much better than I thought… … ."  

"Is this really the 27th of gold? Even the trainees are like that... … ."  

"Definitely great. I thought it was a rumor because there were so many vain stories, but the 27th season really looks different."  

"Hey, even those who fell away without being able to become official trainees are now active in all kinds of places… … There was a reason he showed confidence."  

"The world in which we live is different."  

"What should I do, brother? Are you going to go out?"  

"Stay still, man."  

While praises for the 27th Chrono Swordsmanship were coming out everywhere, a little brother who didn't even notice encouraged him.  

Gilbert held back his temper and replied lowly.  

If he had been purely learning swords, he would have been happy, but he was not here with the intention of doing so.  

I just wanted to be admired by many people.  

As long as that possibility had disappeared, the best thing was to stay still as it is now.  

Let's keep the spectator's posture as before, quietly without bouncing.  

It was when I thought about it with my head down.  

"brother? He's coming this way?"  

"uh?"  

Gilbert was startled by his brother's chatter and looked ahead.  

It was really.  

Lance Peterson, who had never moved in the center of the train station, was struggling toward him.  

The atmosphere was also different.  

Unlike before, the expression is hard, and the eyes are full of power.  

'Fuck, what is it!'  

Gilbert, crying inside, clenched his fists.  

I still can't figure out the situation. I can't really understand why that guy is approaching him in English. burden. To be more honest, I was scared.  

But even if I die, I don't want to show that to others.  

When I die, I die, I can never show that kind of thing!  

It was time for the man with his heart to open his eyes and stare ahead.  

"Iron Pareira."  

"… … ?"  

The name pops up out of nowhere.  

Gilbert looked confused. Then I looked at Lance Peterson's face in more detail.  

Now it turned out that I wasn't looking at myself. It was a look a little more backwards than that.  

He turned and looked at the tooth behind him.  

It was that guy.  

A blond young man who carries a talking cat and writes "I am a young man" on his face.  

A guy who wouldn't have heard his face properly if he met him in his neighborhood.  

But it wasn't.  

Contrary to Gilbert's thoughts, the blonde young man did not appear weak.  

I was so proud to catch Lance Peterson's eyes.  

That wasn't the end.  

Putting the black cat down from his shoulder, he spit out words as if he knew the other person.  

"long time no see."  

"Yes, it's been a long time. Where on earth and what were you doing? I thought I'd be back soon!"  

"Well, it's a long way… … ."  

"It must be long, of course, five years have passed! I thought I was running out of throat while waiting!"  

Lance Peterson said in a loud voice.  

It was a completely different attitude than before.  

Although hardened by surprise and excitement, there was basically a feeling of welcome on his face.  

At that fact, Irene sighed of relief inside.  

The biggest worries I have had while coming.  

It was the part of'What should I do if the members of the swordsman almost forgot me?'  

I spent 1 year together and 5 years away, so it was a natural worry.  

It was also ambiguous to even say that they were close friends other than Ilya Lindsay, Judith and Brad Lloyd.  

'It was a useless worry.'  

Irene smiled.  

It's been a long time since then.  

If it's short, it's short, and if it's long, it's between suffering a long time together.  

One of them, Lance Peterson, gave me a feeling of warmth in every corner of my heart.  

"Did you come back completely? Did you solve the homework that the Kwan-ju gave you?"  

"Well… … It's a little vague."  

"okay? Was it difficult?"  

"I wasn't enough because it was difficult."  

"It is still. I must have spoken that way and became so strong. It was like that before."  

"haha… … ."  

"Sorry. If I had come a little earlier, I would have been able to see Judith and Brat."  

"Brat? Is Brad Lloyd in the swordsman?"  

"Ah, you don't know? He came back right away. I'll try to do it right."  

Lance Peterson, who doesn't honor Brad Lloyd unlike before.  

But what was more interesting than that was the news from Brad Lloyd.  

It was only in the magical world that he was fine, but in the real world he last saw, he looked like something was broken and in jeopardy.  

However, listening to Lance Peterson's words, it seemed that the crisis had been safely passed.  

'Good thing.'  

Iron's face brightened.  

felt good.  

I had to do that because the worries in the corner of my heart disappeared every time I spoke.  

With a deeper smile than before, he opened his mouth.  

It was to ask about the recent status of Judith and Brat Lloyd.  

But Lance Peterson was one step ahead.  

He said bold and short.  

"Irene."  

"Huh?"  

"Let's stick together."  

"… … ?"  

"It's been a long time since we met you, aren't you? Dalian?"  

Irene was embarrassed.  

You talked happily until a while ago, but it's dalian out of nowhere.  

It was so sudden.  

It was even more so because I was here for the purpose of viewing only.  

'Dalian... … It's not bad, but I want to hear more about Bratt and Judith right now. I have to go see the Kwan-ju as well.'  

It seems that now is not the time.  

Thinking so, Irene tried to express his will of refusal.  

At that moment, Lance Peterson added a word.  

"Let's get together."  

"… … ."  

Irene Fareira looks at Lance Peterson.  

Lance Peterson also looked at Iron Fareira.  

The two looked at each other quietly, and the people around them watched more quietly.  

In that tranquility, Irene recalled the past.  

'That's weird.'  

The situation is different.  

The words exchanged are even more different. It is rather difficult to find the overlapping corners.  

But why do you remember when you asked Lulu to teach you magic?  

"… … okay."  

I didn't think any more.  

Iron Fareira nodded.  

Seeing this, Lance Peterson beckoned with the brightest expression ever.  

"Shall we go?"  

"Good."  

To the center of the training center, two young men took a step forward.  
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Jerk off. The two young prosecutors gradually moved away.  

The people who watched it quietly exhaled the breath that they held back one by one.  

It was just a few words of conversation, but it wasn't an atmosphere to speak up.  

No one has a good guts to be calm under the heavy pressure.  

"Who is it?"  

"That blonde?"  

"Yeah. Does anyone know?"  

"I remember staying in the cradle of the sword… … ."  

"Oh, I remember too. It was almost a big deal. At that time, I would like to argue that it looks easy... … ."  

"But what is the real identity?"  

Everyone was curious about the identity of Irene Fareira.  

There was no one now to disparage his skills.  

Lance Peterson, who showed the true nature of the "Chrono 27" through the previous three battles, was natural to show that he was not pushed by a single point against his momentum.  

But what was more curious was that the two were close to each other.  

At that time, one of them confessed his thoughts.  

"it's not that? A person who was not a formal trainee because he was eliminated from the final evaluation."  

"Ah, if you think so, the front and back are correct."  

"Because the 27th period is said to be very strong even those who have been eliminated. That's right, that's what it is."  

"Then you won't be able to win."  

"right. It will be difficult for the rejected to win the successful candidates."  

Gilbert, who was listening to the prosecutors, nodded.  

That makes sense. Of course, the superiority and inferiority could have changed in five years, but it probably wouldn't happen.  

Still, a prosecutor with a better talent, trains his sword in the best environment of a chrono swordsman.  

Rather than narrowing the gap, it was much more likely that it had widened.  

That is why most of the prosecutors gathered at the training center predicted Lance Peterson's victory.  

The expectation that had arisen for a while also quickly subsided.  

But not all of them.  

"not really."  

"Huh?"  

"The child is very strong. Maybe Irene will win? I swear by this sword."  

Quack!  

Lulu, the black cat, pulled out the sword from the waist and put it on the floor.  

And I looked up.  

Your gaze without any doubt.  

Even though it was the face of a cat that was difficult to read, I felt faith.  

They turned their heads and looked toward the train station.  

Could it be that you can win?  

Expectations began to rise again in the minds of some.  

* * *  

"Are you a domestic cat? How do you talk to people?"  

Asked Lance Patterson, swinging his sword. It was very strange.  

Irene Fareira replied with a bloody smile.  

"No, Master."  

"What? teacher?"  

"Huh. I learned this."  

Shuuk-!  

Iron reached forward. Then a huge object appeared in the air.  

Old and crude, but a strange great sword that feels heavy pressure just by looking at it.  

Lance Peterson, who stared at this blankly, said belatedly.  

"… … That's great. Is it magic? No, it must be magic. Come to think of it, it's natural. A talking cat, I can't think of anything other than magic."  

"right."  

"Hmm, then you don't need to prepare a sword separately. Somehow I couldn't see the scabbard... … I hope I don't have to carry it heavy."  

"It's comfortable."  

"Isn't there a lot of things like this for five years? Oh, that's it. I decided to talk about it later."  

Lance Peterson, who was an advisor, swung his sword more vigorously.  

A terrifying sound resonated as if a gust was blowing.  

Certainly, it has grown much more than 5 years ago.  

Well, the physique itself has grown ridiculously. I think I'm almost 2 meters tall.  

However, there was something else that was more interesting than that.  

It was the other person's face.  

The expression that I am looking forward to this situation and have fun, so I do not know what to do.  

Thought Irene.  

'You have changed a lot.'  

I didn't know it before, but if you think about it now, Lance Peterson of the past wasn't very different from her.  

Parents' wishes, their own right talents, and their appropriate interests.  

He was swept away by such stupid things, and by chance, he was admitted to the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

Perhaps if Brad Lloyd hadn't led him, he might have fallen out of the mid-term evaluation.  

But not now. It's completely different from then.  

Iron looks deep at Lance Peterson.  

'… … You also found your own sword.'  

His will is clearly felt as if it were in my hand.  

That was the reason. It was because of myself.  

Rather than having a conversation with an old motive I met in 5 years, I wanted to share the sword.  

To the point that his heart was so strong that he couldn't stand it for a moment, Lance Peterson longed for himself.  

In other words, it means craving for a sword.  

In other words, his sword was only for the sword.  

'That's the person who really loves swords.'  

I was in a strange mood.  

Different from yourself. But it's similar. At least I'm familiar with Lance Peterson's strong will.  

Just as you did your best to build a sword in the world of witchcraft, you can see that the other party was also putting bloody efforts here.  

At that moment, what Irene Fareira felt was a feeling of regret.  

'Dalian... … Shouldn't have done it?'  

Irene Fareira quietly closed her eyes and looked back at herself.  

The reason he came to the Chrono Swordsmanship was because his sword shook.  

The same is the reason why he did not want to participate in the guest reception event.  

It was because he was not sure of his sword.  

It might happen again with suspicion, but if you look at the current state alone, it's unstable.  

Iron judged his condition that way.  

He asked himself one more time.  

'Is it really okay?'  

The opponent in front of him is holding his sword without shaking with a strong will.  

Do you have the right to raise your sword against such a man?  

That was the time to think about it.  

"Tell me when you're ready."  

"… … ."  

"Without regrets, let's do our best with each other."  

Let's do our best.  

The moment I confirmed the sincerity of the words, Irene flashed and opened his eyes. And I set up a posture.  

The thoughts that shook my heart disappeared far away. Forced, somehow blown away.  

'Lance Peterson... … .'  

I wish my best.  

In perfect condition. To explode the efforts that have been accumulated over the past five years.  

It is not possible to lift a sword with feelings of regret or doubt against such a person.  

'Let's not think about anything else.'  

At least for this moment, let's pour all our heart and actions into the battle.  

Irene Fareira pledged.  

And he stared at the other person with his unshakable eyes.  

"… … What? Looks like something has changed?"  

Lance Peterson, who continued to swing his sword, stopped.  

The laughter that remained slightly disappeared. With a serious expression, he spoke to himself again.  

"Well, it looks much better than before."  

"Shall we start?"  

"okay. Let's assume that the battle started from the moment I counted three."  

Lance Peterson counted the numbers. One or two at a speed that is neither slow nor fast.  

Three.  

Wow!  

Lance Peterson rolled his feet vigorously with the numbers shouting the beginning.  

With his heavy charge, a confrontation between the Chrono Swordsman's 27th trainees began.  

* * *  

"Wow!"  

"First I stepped out!"  

The prosecutors who were waiting for the dalian with sweat in their hands looked surprised.  

I had to do that.  

Lance Peterson had never taken the lead so far, so I thought he would take a leisurely step in Dalian this time.  

It was a wrong idea.  

There was no room for anything. Rather, the feeling of tension overflowing with cold made my mouth dry.  

Anyone who went through five years ago would.  

Reminiscent of the past, Lance Patterson bit the molars strongly.  

'Before that crazy sword attack comes out, I have to rush!'  

It still appears in my dreams sometimes.  

The unexpected guy jumped forward and swung his sword in a stupid posture.  

The sword is roughly scratching the floor of the martial arts field.  

Even instructor Karaka, who still feels like a monster, fled his seat with a shocked face.  

In order to overcome such a madman, you must never give a gap.  

It has to be done in no time, without even getting into position!  

"Haaab!"  

Hey!  

A tremendous sound resounded throughout the smoke field.  

It's hard to believe that the sword and the sword collided.  

Airn's new brother, who had been attacked, was pushed back and back.  

Those who saw Lance Peterson's power were astonished.  

But it is not over.  

He corrected his disorganized posture and immediately launched a second attack.  

Hey!  

A diagonal cut from the top right to the bottom left.  

It was the strongest attack a right-handed man could make.  

A similar situation was produced this time.  

No, it wasn't. Irene took a lot more steps back than before.  

Lance Peterson's dominance is obvious to anyone.  

But he didn't laugh.  

Rather, the line was rearranged with a serious expression.  

It was because the opponent's skills were better than he thought.  

'I stretched the distance while struggling!'  

Lance Peterson recalls the past again.  

Airn is a genius. It is clear.  

If you are not a genius, you cannot perform such a ridiculous swordsmanship.  

But it is not a finished genius.  

The result of the battle with himself was the proof.  

Compared to Ilya Lindsay, who was perfect in all respects, the advantages and disadvantages of Irene Paray were clear.  

Looking only at the actual battles, there was nothing behind him either.  

'sure… … .'  

Of course, I didn't think he would be the same as it was five years ago.  

Probably it has been a tremendous effort.  

Originally, he was the best effort in the 27th period, so it was right to get this much when I think of the sweat that Irene would have spilled during that time.  

But it's so easy to get it.  

'Besides… … Strange. I'm used to something!'  

Lance Peterson has just restored the previous sum.  

A defense technique that draws a smooth arc and clears the opponent's offensive.  

It reminds you of someone you know. I feel itchy in my head due to a sense of stigma.  

However, I couldn't stay in that thought forever.  

The opponent was coming in. Just like yourself.  

'It's not bad.'  

Lance Peterson took a defensive position. Honestly, he was more comfortable defending than attacking.  

Standing firmly like a rock, there were only two of them in the 27th Golden Age who could pierce him.  

If Irene had taken "that posture" from a distance, the story would have changed, but there was no sign of that.  

Probably, it seemed like he was trying to crush him.  

'I don't stand back!'  

Lance Peterson strides.  

Avoiding and retreating didn't match his temper.  

It stays heavy like a Taesan stuck in the ground, then takes a turn to aim for a gap. That was the sword he had built up over the years.  

If you come in, come in.  

At him, who cried out, the sword of Iron Paraeira fell.  

Kwaang!  

fell.  

Kwa-Aang!  

Fell again.  

Kwa-a-a-ang!  

"Wow!"  

The top three consecutive hits in an instant.  

Lance Peterson's new model shook back and forth in a smooth yet fierce attack that utilized reaction power.  

He looked at the other person with eyes that he couldn't believe.  

Offensive far stronger than you thought?  

That's right too.  

But even more surprising than that, this sword also felt the swordsmanship of someone he knew well.  

He is the most unlucky among his motives, but he is sure of his skills.  

He thought, recalling the cheeky face of the red-haired motive.  

'How is that possible?'  
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Lance Peterson's expression hardened.  

I couldn't really understand the situation.  

I thought it was an illusion. Because there's not only one person in the world who uses it as a shogi.  

Of course, there are few cases in which every single sword exerts tremendous power, but you will find that too.  

One of them could be Irene Pareira.  

However, the more I picked up the opponent's sword, the farther the thought disappeared.  

Kwaang!  

Kwaang!  

Qawahang!  

It flies constantly, without a break.  

Attacks fast enough to feel as if multiple people are attacking. But it is not.  

It was only one child who wields the sword.  

It just adds rotation to the reaction force and accelerating it.  

Of course it is not easy. No, it's ridiculously difficult.  

To maintain this tremendous pace, you need tremendous grip to withstand the impact, and a solid center that won't be swept away by centrifugal forces.  

Basically, the required physical ability itself is ridiculously high.  

Besides, it wasn't the thing that Irene was tapping on.  

A human who can react actively according to the opponent's actions, and that is Lance Peterson, an official trainee of the Chrono Swordsman.  

He was very familiar with this situation.  

Although the style itself was specialized in counterattacking after defense, one of the motives used a similar sword technique.  

Lance Patterson spent a long time working and researching to stop the guy's tendency to attack.  

So I could know.  

Now I could be sure.  

'This guy... … I learned Judith's swordsmanship. Are you sure!'  

Kwa-Aang!  

"Quick!"  

Lance Peterson groaned.  

This is because the reaction was a bit late while thinking differently.  

He bites his lower lip to keep his concentration scattered.  

His eyes wide open and he did his best to predict the opponent's sword path.  

But it was difficult. A question mark that kept popping up was messing up in Lance Peterson's head.  

He continued his thoughts in a sword attack like a blast of flames.  

When did you learn it?  

Have you ever met the two of you without your knowledge? Did Irene, who secretly met Judith, appear here to surprise him?  

It can't be.  

As far as he knows, Judith has never been out of town.  

Unlike Brad Lloyd and herself, she had no parents and, of course, had no home to return.  

That's why I've only been here for 5 years.  

if so… … .  

"… … !"  

Lance Peterson's eyes widened, blocking Iron's sword.  

Because I finally knew. Excluding incorrect answers one by one, the only remaining possibility told me. This is the correct answer.  

Five years ago, 100 trainees gathered to demonstrate their enlightenment.  

Based on that one memory, he made Judith's swordsmanship his own.  

'That's ridiculous!'  

Kwa-a-a-ang!  

A roar rang out. As before, it was the sound of the sword and the sword colliding.  

Iron swung fiercely like a flame, and Lance Peterson held it tight like a rock.  

The difference was the pattern after the collision.  

For the first time since the offensive, Airn's posture collapsed.  

He couldn't fix the sword that bounced out of the opponent's unexpected force.  

The gap revealed for the first time in a dozen!  

Lance Peterson did not miss.  

Crouching like a turtle, he threw a stab like an island.  

"Haab!"  

It wasn't an attack from cold calculations.  

Lance Peterson couldn't afford it.  

The fact that the opponent in front of him again showed nonsense talent, and the fact that the feeling of deprivation he felt five years ago could be reproduced again broke his cold reason.  

Hot anger took over. It was the power that came from there that was attacked just before.  

The equivalent exchange of sophistication and power. Plus or minus zero.  

That was the attack that should have ended.  

Shuuk-  

But it wasn't.  

Despite the hot anger, Lance Peterson's sword was beautiful.  

There was no clutter.  

Rather, he headed to Ayren Paraeira, drawing the most beautiful sword route he had ever made.  

It wasn't a fluke.  

It wasn't a coincidence.  

It is the tens of thousands of efforts he has built up to this day, the top stone on top of it.  

It was the best blow to break down the wall he wanted to break.  

However.  

Wow!  

Ironically, in a defensive posture, he shook his sword.  

Smooth and hard motion, completely different from conventional swords,  

Lance Peterson's stab couldn't get through it. In an unexpected counterattack, his sword flew high into the sky.  

Wheeik... …  

Quack!  

A great sword stuck in the ground diagonally.  

Lance Peterson turned to confirm this.  

Then he turned his head back and looked at Ayin Paraeira.  

The same expressionless face as the first, the same as 5 years ago.  

"Hahaha… … ."  

Without knowing it, a laugh burst out.  

"To reproduce even Brat's swordsmanship… … no."  

Lance Peterson, muttering to himself, denied what he said.  

The expression of representation is not correct.  

He shook his head and thought of Brad Lloyd and Judith from his childhood.  

What would be the result if you competed with the guys at the time with your sword?  

Perhaps even if you compete 2v1, you will win overwhelmingly. This was a fact, not speculation.  

'Because you beat me like that... … If you say you've reproduced, you'll excuse him.'  

Irene Fareira developed the swordsmanship of Judith and Brat Lloyd five years ago in her own way.  

Just as Judith and Brat Lloyd have grown up compared to the past.  

Behind that achievement... … .  

'Probably there was a bloody effort.'  

Lance Peterson laughed.  

It wasn't a laugh this time. It was a refreshing smile that acknowledged the other person and accepted the result.  

Irene Fareira's talent is real. When you see what he is doing, jealousy rises to the point that the insides are twisted.  

But his efforts are also real.  

You don't know if you don't see this.  

How crazy he wields his sword.  

How much it makes people bored and reflects.  

'… … That's it, it's Airn Parray.'  

Lance Peterson, who faced the 27th best effort in a long time, reached out.  

And said.  

"lost. It was a good match."  

"It was a good match."  

Now, the conclusion came.  

Victory overturns most expectations.  

It was the charge of Iron Paraeira.  

* * *  

"Ooh… … Wow… … ."  

"… … ."  

"It's really great. this… … How is this possible? Did you say that blonde seems to be in the 27th? Right? It's really crazy. The level... … I'm really crazy."  

"… … ."  

The younger brother, who saw Lance Peterson and Irene Fareira's battle, constantly poured out words.  

It wasn't just that.  

All of the prosecutors gathered at the train station were full of excitement and moving their mouths.  

But Gilbert couldn't open his mouth.  

This is because the moment you take something out of your mouth, your current emotions seem to leak out.  

'What? How is this feeling?'  

I couldn't describe it.  

For Gilbert, who was originally not verbal, it was almost impossible to explain the epileptic yet complex sensations of his present day.  

Something rises.  

But I'm not sure what it is.  

This was the best he could express.  

In such a mysterious feeling, he enjoyed the afterglow of Dalian.  

He wasn't moving with his sword, but his heart seemed to pop out of his mouth.  

But that wasn't the end.  

"… … uh?"  

"Cats fly in the sky!"  

"Well, I'm surprised at that. A talking cat can fly, isn't it?"  

The prosecutors whispered as they watched the black cat floating in the sky.  

If it were the usual Lulu, he would have responded to them in some way.  

But not now.  

Higher, higher. Lulu, ascended to the height of a three-story building, looked away.  

Arriving in the city of Alcantra, the most serious look.  

He muttered.  

"Is that person?"  

"Huh? That person?"  

"Who are you talking about?"  

"It's the cat, who's coming here?"  

"… … Don't say anything cute like a cat with such a vicious face."  

People with question marks on their faces.  

Most of them were still with only their eyes open, but some people with good feelings shared their thoughts.  

Maybe the graduate, who was worried about sending the trainee alone, is coming belatedly. Some nodded.  

And after a while.  

An old man appeared at the training ground.  

"… … !"  

"… … !"  

The old man's appearance was normal. He has a normal body that can be seen anywhere, and his face is full of wrinkles.  

Having a loving smile on her lips reminded me of a friendly village chief who is common in rural villages.  

However, no one could open his mouth in front of that low-key old man.  

There are only two old men in Alcantra who walk around the Chrono Swordsman like a house.  

This is because there is only one man among them.  

Ian, the owner of the Chrono Swordsman.  

At his advent, everyone seemed to be frozen.  

"haha… … This is a completely unexpected sight."  

Ian, the master of the swordsmanship, glanced through the training hall.  

The prosecutors flinch whenever their eyes are touched.  

Normally, I would have relieved my tension by giving a joke with a smile, but this time I didn't.  

A being too interesting to pay attention to the details came to the swordsman.  

Of course, even if he was like that, there were some beings that could not help but give an eye out.  

'What is that black cat?'  

Lulu is floating in the sky wearing fashionable clothes. The cross-references stopped at a moment.  

I was very curious about the identity.  

'But it's not important right now.'  

The old man looked away from the cat.  

As he slowly walked to the center of the train station, he called his name.  

"Iron Pareira."  

"… … Governors."  

"A long time. How are you?"  

"… … Yes. First off, I've been well."  

"You seem to have a lot of things you want to say."  

It was just as the cross-references said.  

There are so many things I want to say, I don't know what to say first.  

Iron Fareira's mind was uncomplicated.  

However, there was no need to organize my thoughts.  

Kwan-ju said whether he pulled the sword from his waist.  

"Since the prosecutor and the prosecutor met, the sword's conversation would be first, right?"  

"… … ."  

"If you look at it as a teacher and a disciple, that would be correct. It's been a while since I've seen it, so I have to show my skills."  

Whoo woo woong-!  

Immediately after the end of the talk, a formidable momentum emanated from Ian's body.  

Even those who were not directly exposed to the energy got goosebumps on their backs.  

The few with weak wicks couldn't hold up and retreated for a while.  

However, no one was worried about their own well-being.  

The fact that the owner of the Chrono took out his sword was so shocking that he couldn't think of anything else.  

'The fact that the crossdresser pulled out his sword in front of an outsider... … How many years has it been?'  

'Four years? 5 years? Any more?'  

Everyone's eyes turned to Ian, the swordsman, and Irene Fareira, who stood in front of him.  

Who is that blond young man?  

Who on earth makes the owner of the chrono lift his heavy sword?  

Of course, Irene could not afford to respond to those gazes.  

Enduring the momentum of the cross-border, he thought.  

'It's similar to the previous one.'  

Like Lance Peterson, Ian pulls out his sword as soon as he sees it.  

It was amazing. It was awkward again.  

If this is what a real prosecutor looks like, he thought he wouldn't be a good prosecutor yet.  

However.  

'It's not bad.'  

Surprisingly, it was fun.  

Iron Fareira raised his sword.  

And swung it.  

Booung, Bung. I heard a sound breaking through the wind.  

It was to relax, but it didn't work.  

It was unavoidable.  

It would be strange to maintain your composure against the continent's strongest swordsman. Irene decided to enjoy this moment.  

It was a slight but obvious change.  

"I will go."  

"come."  

The disciple said yes, and the teacher received it.  

Immediately afterwards, Airn's body was shot out at a speed like an arrow.  

When he first met Lance Patterson, he hadn't realized that he was oddly different from what he is now.  
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    25. Chrono Swordsman (7)  

Taah!  

A new model shoots out with a strong cloud of feet.  

As the distance approaches, Ian's face expands and enters.  

Smiling face.  

It was unbelievable that it was a sword-to-sword meeting place.  

Of course, Irene Pareira wasn't offended by the fact.  

Opponent is the continent's best swordsman. Maybe the strongest person in the world.  

It wasn't what he was concerned about, whether he could spare himself or not with his bare hands.  

'Let's go with all power!'  

Iron's eyes burned. It wasn't just eyes.  

The flames that rose from the time they competed with Lance Peterson spread throughout the body, giving them power like an active volcano.  

The other person doesn't care.  

Go to the attack that suits you best!  

Having made the decision, he swung the great sword vigorously.  

Kwa-Aang!  

The sword and the sword clashed. A lot of shock was delivered to my hand. I wasn't sick.  

Rather, it is appropriate enough to incite the excitement of the moment.  

Instead of facing the reaction force head-on, Irene turned his sword in the opposite direction.  

Thus, two and three consecutive hits!  

Judith's swordsmanship appeared again.  

Kwaang!  

Kwaang!  

Kwa-Aang!  

The streak pours out regardless of left or right.  

The mouths of the prosecutors who were watching open.  

At first glance, it seems to be wielding randomly, but all of that is a blow that reversed the use of the opponent's power.  

With the addition of Airn's power to it, a roar resonated that would make Mogol linger.  

However, those with good eyesight didn't focus on just Aine.  

Rather, he glanced at Ian, the swordsmanship, who took all of the attacks at ease.  

The same was true of Lance Peterson.  

Suddenly he stepped back to the corner of the training center and muttered with a serious expression.  

"You're predicting a sword road in advance… … ."  

It was as Lance Peterson said.  

Kwan-ju was expecting all the attacks from Airn Pareira.  

The opponent's eyes, muscle movements, joints and sword angles, and countless other information are synthesized in an instant to see the exact future close to foresight.  

The quicker the information, the faster the thought. When you think quickly, you can relax your mind and feel secure in your actions.  

That's what Ian is now.  

He said, laughing all the way.  

"The attack is too monotonous."  

Kwaang!  

"It's good to reverse the power of a collision, and it's good to add strength and speed. But it's so honest... … ."  

Kwa-Aang!  

"It's no different from gamble by looking at your hand."  

When he finished speaking, the crown lord struck out his sword.  

A sword that came without a sign like a ghost. Irene, startled, stepped back.  

The speed of the opponent's sword approaching was faster than his own.  

However, there were a lot of gaps when I was forced to switch from offensive to defensive.  

One step closer, Ian struck the opponent's sword and approached a short distance.  

His left hand struck Airn's abdomen.  

I'm glad!  

Jijijijijiji!  

"Wow… … !"  

"It's very interesting. Was it Brat's swordsmanship you were going to use? The completeness is also quite high. Originally, I was thinking of hitting my arm with a sword face."  

"Heo-eok, huh… … ."  

"But the flow cuts off. The transition from attack to defense is too clumsy. Even different swordsmanships are meaningful only when they are smoothly linked. The actual battle is not a test that is evaluated by dividing the offensive and defensive forces."  

Ian's Teachings.  

Irene Fareira couldn't answer right away.  

It took a while to split the sword, but my breath was full to the end of my chin.  

If the previous blow had been a fist rather than a palm, it would have collapsed in place.  

It wasn't unpleasant.  

Rather, it was fun.  

The feeling that I felt for the first time since dealing with someone with a sword.  

Yet, until now, Irene has not been able to properly recognize her feelings.  

I just focus on the opponent in front of me.  

"… … I will go again."  

Pot!  

Airn, who had been pushed back with a long mark, rushed again. The tip of his sword proceeded with a new trajectory.  

Judith's sword?  

It wasn't.  

It wasn't even Brad Lloyd's swordsmanship.  

However, Lance Peterson, who was watching Dalian, felt a sense of depressedness again.  

Soon, amazement erupted from his mouth, realizing the truth.  

"Oh crazy! Even the sky sword!"  

Judith and Brat Lloyd aren't good enough to even digest Ilya Lindsay's swordsmanship!  

I couldn't believe it. The feelings that I thought were well-groomed became intensified again. His fists were clenched as if bursting.  

Ian was also surprised this time.  

With his eyes wide open, he stretched out his sword against the wings of the steel butterfly.  

Kagang!  

Kaga River!  

"It's not bad."  

When the prosecutors heard the words of the cross-reference, they blew in vain.  

Words close to praise flowed from the continent's strongest mouth. It's amazing.  

It was even more so when I think about the age of the person who is competing with the sword now.  

However, Airn's potential was from now on.  

Shararak-  

The flight of a steel butterfly that does not break its wings even in the face of gusts.  

In the end, it becomes a huge typhoon that consumes even that gust of wind, and a great sword that stretches out!  

The swordsmanship that cut the throat of the Dragon King 400 years ago has now been reproduced.  

Of course, it is not enough compared to the real thing.  

The sky sword, seen by the Lindsay family in the past, is truly powerful and dominant enough to dominate the expanse.  

Compared to him, it was true that the firefly in front of the black sun of Airn was not as good as it was.  

However, even a sword containing a piece of the sky sword was enough to surprise the left.  

sure.  

Wow!  

"Obviously, it's okay, but it's a lot better than the previous ones."  

It wasn't the level that would embarrass Ian, the owner of the Chrono.  

The sword that Irene Parreira swung with all his might, he lightly struck with a one-handed sword.  

Those who watched Dalian vomited the breath that they had held.  

"Fuha!"  

"indeed… … The continent's strongest sword!"  

"I think that the strongest on the continent is someone else… … Definitely enormous. I haven't even seen what happened."  

"No, but isn't that young man better than a cross-border now?"  

Everyone nodded at the words of one man.  

That's right.  

Of course, he is looking at him incredibly, but he is a young man who shared dozens of swords against Ian.  

Although he is kneeling on one knee with a fresh blue complexion due to lack of breath now, that was not a reason to undermine the youth's skills.  

Rather, it is a situation that deserves applause for being great even if you fall right now.  

But Ian's idea was different from them.  

But with a glance full of expectations, he asked.  

"No way, isn't it the end?"  

"Heo-wook… … Cuck, Cuck… … Sorry, hueup, so far is my strength... … ."  

"Is there something you haven't shown yet?"  

"… … ."  

The prosecutors reacted violently to the words of the swordsman Ian.  

It's been huge up until now, but you still have something to show?  

It was hard to believe.  

Some people thought that Ian was expecting too much because Irene showed more propaganda than expected.  

However.  

'You're talking about that sword.'  

Lance Peterson knew.  

When he swallowed a gulp, he recalled that time.  

It's still clear when I close my eyes.  

The appearance that angered many motives, made longing for them, made them fall apart, and burned them again.  

The cross-reference was right.  

I had to see it. If you couldn't see the sword, you would never be able to say that you had seen all of Airn.  

"Show me, Irene."  

Lance Peterson mumbled low.  

Luru, who watched Dalian leisurely while eating jerky, stopped doing anything else and had a serious attitude.  

I was also excited about the expressions of the prosecutors who grasped the atmosphere of the two.  

Everyone in the training room watched the blonde young man.  

And Irene Pareira, who received the attention of all of them.  

"… … ."  

I was hesitating.  

Maybe not a month ago.  

If he had just escaped from the world of witchcraft and had confidence in his sword, he would have shown a manly sword in a stately appearance.  

Whose swordsmanship is used does not determine the owner of the sword. Because it is important to whom will it be done.  

'But my heart now... … It is unstable.'  

I still remember what happened then.  

Unfamiliar self when faced with Mine.  

No, the uncomfortable sensation of wielding a sword as someone other than yourself.  

Maybe that "someone else" is the man in the dream. Expressing cold anger with a restrained expression.  

That made Iron hesitate.  

Made him hesitate to use the man's sword.  

It was because he thought that if he could shake himself even more by using the technique in a situation where he was not sure, there was no worse situation than that.  

At that time, Ian, the swordsman, said Najik.  

"It's not a place to look good, I'm an Iron Parray."  

"… … !"  

"It is a place where a disciple who visits the teacher after a long time shows his skills. It means that you just have to show it the way it is. so… … ."  

Relax your shoulders.  

Throw away the clutter in your head and relax.  

The moment he listened to the words of the clan with a strange power, all the complex things that shook Airn's heart disappeared.  

The agony is gone.  

The obsession disappeared.  

Then, the anxiety that was constantly eating at him disappeared, and himself, who was crouching due to atrophy, appeared.  

I stretched and woke up.  

It wasn't completely shaken off.  

The tranquility now is only a temporary phenomenon according to the teacher's advice.  

But that was enough.  

Irene Fareira, who got up from her seat, leaned on her sword, took her breath.  

Then I quietly closed my eyes.  

"what?"  

"What is suddenly?"  

"What are you trying to show? Are you even focusing on your mind?"  

"But the distance is too far… … ."  

People groaned as they watched the blonde young man posing from a distance.  

Most of them were reactions that they could not understand.  

But Lance Peterson was different.  

He trembled with excitement and waited for Iron's sword, and he looked at the opponent with serious eyes as well.  

And Irene did not give up on their expectations.  

"Woo."  

The focus was in the eyes of Paraira, the child who opened her eyes again.  

There was no more delusion that shook myself.  

Now he wasn't the guy who was scattering cold anger.  

He was the 27th official trainee of the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

Realizing it, he lowered his sword.  

Ahhh-!  

The sword of Airn Pareira that came down to the ground in no time.  

Of course nothing was cut off.  

It just cut through the empty space with nothing.  

The speed at which the sword was drawn was great, but that's all.  

Even unlike five years ago, the ground wasn't even cracked.  

A more perfectly coordinated power was crushed by Ian, the swordsmanship, without wasting it.  

In other words, the current sword cannot surprise the prosecutors at the Yeonmujang.  

It was natural that the energy from the sword was colored and was not visible.  

But it wasn't.  

"Hmm!"  

Swordsmanship Ian, who was slowly hanging his sword, spit out a sound out of his mouth.  

It was not a teaching for disciples. It wasn't even an exclamation to see the student's growth.  

It is a surprise in the pure meaning that the prosecutor conveys to the prosecutor.  

He swung his sword at terrifying speed.  

Pa-a-ah-!  

It was strange.  

The sound of something crashing. However, it is not the sound of a sword and a sword colliding.  

No, in the first place, nothing seemed to get caught in the sword of the drench.  

It was too fast to see properly, but at least in their eyes, it seemed as though Ian and Irene had each wielded their swords separately.  

But after a while, a tremendous roar rang from the two characters far away.  

Guagua Gua Guang Guang!  

"… … !"  

"… … !"  

Everyone in the hall was astonished.  

Not only did he make a stupid expression as if he was ecstatic, but there were also people who couldn't close his open mouth and drool.  

Even Lance Peterson, who had a lot of anticipation, lost his words.  

I had to do that.  

A sword mark of enormous length that extends in the direction of the sword swing.  

Because no one who was so unaware of what it meant wasn't there.  

'Irene fired something, and the cross-reference hit it! And the result... … .'  

That's it.  

It is an unrealistic sight as if a mythical giant put a sword in and out.  

That was evidence explaining the miracle that Irene Fareira had done.  

However, the evidence was not one.  

There was one more. Evidence explaining how great the assault he shot was.  

Wow... …  

The sword of the gwanju made a strange sound.  

The length has also become longer. It wasn't a magic trick.  

Ian is certainly a great man, but he is only great as a prosecutor, not proficient in other fields.  

But what bloomed from his sword... … In a sense, it was a crystal of mystical power that was closer to witchcraft than witchcraft.  

A white, brilliant glow that covers the sword.  

Aura Sword.  

Ian said, who showed the strongest technology that only Sword Master can use.  

"I didn't plan on writing this… … ."  
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    25. Chrono Swordsman (8)  

The swordsman said heo, heo, and burst into laughter.  

It was really. He had no intention of using an Auror Sword.  

It wasn't that he ignored Iron Fareira, but because he was convinced of his skills.  

In fact, there was a huge gap between the two that could not be expressed in words.  

However, he felt the moment the pupil's sword approached him.  

Maybe the sword could be damaged.  

That was the reason Ian used the Aurer Sword.  

It couldn't be surprising.  

'No matter how cheap it is, it's a sword attack enough to hurt the sword I'm holding... … .'  

It was hard to hold the smile.  

However, Kwan-ju was forced to manage his facial expressions.  

It wasn't because of the guests of the Chrono Swordsman.  

He is a person who doesn't really care about other people's eyes or his face.  

The only thing Ian cares about is his disciples.  

He said.  

"excellent. You have found what your sword is."  

"Yes. However… … ."  

"know. My heart is shaking. You might want to ask about it."  

Ian looked up at Irene Pareira.  

It looks more mysterious than before.  

However, there were parts that were easier to understand than before. It may be because you have your own color.  

The guy from the past had a strong feeling of being empty.  

'I couldn't look inside. What… … .'  

You look much better now.  

Ian, the head of the swordsman who thought to himself, said.  

"Follow me. Since we had a conversation with the sword, we should have a real conversation."  

"Okay."  

"Can I follow you too?"  

"Well… … Do that. Do I have to respect this, can I say it comfortably? … ."  

"You can speak comfortably! I'm an kid, too!"  

Lulu, who approached the cross-border, stretched out his hand and said.  

"FYI, I am a magic teacher! Let's get along well with the Masters!"  

"… … Hahaha. Yes, keep going!"  

Ian burst into laughter.  

From the beginning, I thought it was unusual, but my personality was unusual.  

He continued to wipe away tears.  

"Go inside and talk about something… … Lance?"  

"Yes, Master!"  

"I struggled to greet guests. You can go in and take a break."  

"Okay."  

Lance Peterson, who bowed his head, left, thinking it was fortunate.  

I had enough stamina, but my mind was complicated. It was because of Iron. With a stubborn face, he left the training field.  

Ian, the swordsmanship crown, wasn't long left.  

He turned to the left and said.  

"And dear guests… … I'm sorry, but I'll do this for today's guest. I believe you will understand."  

Polite tone. However, the meaning contained in it is a clear congratulatory spirit.  

After saying that, Kwan-ju also left the training center. With a blond young man and a black cat enchantress.  

Thus, the hero of the chrono swordsman's training room quickly disappeared and only the bridesmaids remained.  

There are no landlords, only customers.  

I could have been upset when I remembered that the chance that I only had one every two weeks flew away, but no one was annoyed during the test.  

To vomit a complaint... … What they saw and heard today was amazing.  

The chrono swordsman, which is called the 27th of the gold, faces the sword directly with the highest propulsion of the sword.  

I witnessed a mysterious young prosecutor who overwhelmed the 27th trainee.  

He didn't have enough insight to grasp all of his skills, but just knowing some of his skills would be a huge asset for his future growth.  

But that wasn't the end.  

One of the prosecutors spoke to himself as if vomiting the breath he had held.  

"The Sword Master's Aura Sword… … I think I can see it in my life... … ."  

The vertex of all tests.  

You can actually see the brilliant sword that has accumulated and expressed Aura, a mystical power built up by focusing on the inside of the body, which can be called the inner universe!  

With that alone, today's visit was a business that remained.  

A hot flame burned in the hearts of the prosecutors.  

One of them said.  

"I can't. I have to go back and practice."  

My body was weird. A mixture of excitement, uplifting, and strange, unknown emotions, I felt like blood was boiling.  

It felt like something unknown would pop out of my throat.  

It seemed that I had to swing my sword right now in order to get rid of that overwhelming feeling.  

He left the training field like a man possessed by something.  

"Me, me too!"  

"I have to go to practice!"  

"You can't be still looking at this!"  

The same was true of others.  

Not all those gathered here gathered for the same purpose.  

Some have taken this place seriously for their own progress, but others have come here just to find things to see and others are blind to spreading their name.  

However, in the end they were prosecutors.  

Those who walk the path of swords, who are thrilling as if their hearts burst just by seeing the great battles of great swordsmen.  

"… … Go."  

"Yes, brother. Shall we go to the accommodation?"  

"No, let's go to the vacant lot behind the mercenary agency."  

"Yes?"  

Asked my younger brother. However, Gilbert did not answer and stepped forward.  

That wasn't enough, so I ran a little later. This is because I was worried that there would be insufficient seats.  

'I will take you seriously. Earnestly… … .'  

Gilbert, an unknown prosecutor who sought the Chrono Swordsman with a lighter heart than anyone else.  

In his mind, like the other prosecutors, a hot flame erupted.  

* * *  

At that time, the swordsmanship and other figures were looking around the chrono swordsmanship.  

Still, this was my first visit because of Ian's suggestion that I should look around the interior, but Irene was welcome.  

He had lost a lot of pain through Dalian, and he recovered his stamina by taking a leisurely look at the swordsmanship.  

"What do you think? Who is the swordsman?"  

"It feels neat and practical. And… … Rather, it's smaller than the branch."  

"chapter? Ah, where the prospective trainees were. It's kind of like saying that it's a branch there. It's a place that only rents out every few years when selecting trainees."  

"i See."  

"Well, even if you say that you are here, it is a little less than 100 people, so it is wide enough."  

That was right. The branch was overkill, and this place was large enough for 100 people to use it.  

After looking inside for a while, the group headed to the reception room.  

Irene Fareira, who saw Kwan-ju and Lulu step inside, tried to close the visit.  

But for some reason, there was one more.  

White-haired middle-aged woman.  

Irene was amazed at the unprecedented appearance and stepped back.  

"Heo-eok!"  

"Oops, another person was hit by Keira's joke."  

"I'm not kidding."  

"Then, did you say anything so that you wouldn't be surprised? After a long time ago, they have been catching up without pretense."  

"I just had nothing to say."  

'You said you've been together for a long time?'  

Iron's expression hardened.  

Through his awakening in the world of witchcraft, he was keen on his senses to the level of a superhuman.  

That you can't even hear your footsteps and breathing.  

What on earth is this white-haired woman?  

At that time, Lulu, who was observing women, said.  

"This person is also very strong. Are you a master?"  

This time the middle-aged woman was surprised.  

The reaction wasn't great, but it was amazing that she, who was always expressionless, frowned her eyebrows.  

"It's pretty good on the subject of cats."  

"It's a cat theme! Cats and humans are the same creatures! No, cats are better than humans! Cats are much faster than humans, they can climb high places, they are cuter!"  

"Lulu… … Did you say? I apologize instead. Lieutenant-governor, watch out for that nasty tone, too. What excuse is that in the first place?"  

"… … I admit it. I'm sorry."  

"I can't be sorry. I'll cancel the claim that cats are better than humans."  

They are rude quickly, they are quick to apologize, they apologize quickly, and they are quickly reconciled.  

It was a very crazy situation, but Irene didn't care about it.  

Rather, he focused on the question of Lulu's "master" and the word "deputy".  

Only then did I understand.  

'Kira Finn, the deputy chief of the Chrono Swordsman.'  

Since he is a person who can be said to be Chrono's second talent, it is natural that he did not feel the pretense.  

However, I was surprised that my appearance was younger than I thought.  

'I heard that it was the same age as Kwanju... … .'  

30 years old looked young. Maybe more than that.  

Of course, such thoughts did not appear outwardly.  

Gwanju was surprisingly sensitive to what appeared to be old.  

This is so much that even he knows when he was a prospective trainee who wasn't interested in others.  

"This is cluttered. Everyone sits down. Deputy Administrator, are you here because you have something to say?"  

"no."  

"Then you came to listen. Iron?"  

"Yes, sir."  

"The introduction was late, but even now. This is Kira Finn, the lieutenant of the Chrono Swordsman. This is the 27th official trainee, Irene Farei... … But, I came here only today after four years of the deadline I promised to see what happened."  

"… … Sorry."  

"No, no. I wasn't trying to hear you say I'm sorry, but I was asking you to explain about him from now on. I got a letter from your parents four years ago that it would take some time to return, but I didn't know it would take this long. Okay, what the hell has happened in the last five years?"  

Ian, who quickly finished the introduction, looked at Irene.  

He pretended to be laid back, but in fact he was curious about the five years of this mysterious disciple.  

It was even more so when I checked his sword.  

What happened was that Judith, Brat, and even Ilya were using swordsmanship.  

What else happened to me, so even though I grew so well, can I feel anxiety and anxiety in the corners of my face?  

Likewise, in the eyes of Ian, the swordsmanship, filled with numerous questions.  

"… … In order to talk about that, there is something I need to tell you first."  

"Well?"  

"It's a story about my dream."  

Irene Fareira confessed to what he had been hiding for a long time.  

A secret that even his father, mother, and younger brother don't know.  

A dream story that only Lulu knows about in the world and cannot be explained by common sense.  

He elaborated on the mysterious story.  

That wasn't the end.  

Leaving the swordsman and meeting Lulu.  

She realized her own heart through conflict with other families.  

He trained in witchcraft to lift a sword to protect his heart, and entered the world of witchcraft in the process.  

Meeting the fictional Ilya Lindsay, Judith, and Brad Lloyd there... … .  

Finally, the dream that changed once more after the encounter with Mine, and even his own heart shaken by it.  

Not a little time passed as I explained all this. It was even more so because Irene was not on the side of the horse.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

However, no one felt the passage of time.  

Even Keira Finn, the stubborn lieutenant, did the same.  

The story of the young man was so interesting that in some moments he had a stupid expression without a remark.  

Of course, when Irene's mouth stopped, he has returned to his normal appearance perfectly.  

She looked at the cross-legged seat next to her.  

What kind of advice would his close friend, who seems to be a hot bath and is wise, but who is also strange to know, would give to his pupils?  

Eventually, Ian's mouth opened.  

"I have a lot of things I want to say, but don't be afraid and give me some advice. Oh, I'm not talking about a fundamental solution to a dream. I don't have the ability to solve problems that even a magician couldn't solve."  

"Sorry. I thought it might be possible with a prosecutor of your size."  

Lulu said with real regret.  

I even stepped up on the table. He pulled out his sword and swung it, adding a word.  

"Like this, shock! I thought I would cut down my dreams."  

"Huh huh, there is nothing in the world that I can't cut. I'm proud of myself, but it will be difficult to cut my dreams. This, thank you for breaking my pride. Anyway, profusely."  

Difficulty reached out.  

Then he folded three fingers in front of Iron's eyes.  

He continued, leaving only his index and middle fingers and two fingers behind.  

"There are two ways to get hold of all your swinging swords. The first is to study here at the Chrono Swordsmanship."  

Ian's further explanation followed. Iron nodded.  

That was right.  

The Chrono Swordsmanship has a number of outstanding prosecutors, including the swordsman Ian and the lieutenant Keira Finn.  

And all of them are sharpening their own swords. The sword of the heart, not the sword of reality.  

They are seniors who lifted their swords far ahead of themselves.  

If you join them in sword-to-sword, learn their teachings, and imitate their wisdom, you will probably be able to grasp a swinging sword much easier than suffering alone.  

"But, what I recommend is the second method."  

Irene was confused.  

Ian, the owner of the swordsman, doesn't recommend the first method.  

What is the second way to do that?  

The question was immediately resolved.  

"I am going to find a teacher who is better than me."  

And another question arose.  
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    25. Chrono Swordsman (9)  

As far as Irene Fareira knows, Ian is the best swordsmanship on the continent.  

It wasn't just my own thoughts. Everyone speaks with their mouths.  

The owner of the chrono may not be the best swordsman on the continent, but it is certain that he is the best swordsmanship on the continent.  

By the way… … .  

'You're a better teacher than Kwan-ju? Who are you, is that?'  

There wasn't a single person to guess.  

At that time, Kira Finn, the deputy chief of the Chrono Swordsman, who had been silent, said with fear.  

"What? Isn't that crazy? No. He can't do it!"  

The tone of the voice increased, and the expression was greatly wrinkled. He seemed embarrassed to anyone.  

Who the hell is that person making such a reaction?  

Irene and Lulu looked at her with curious eyes.  

But they weren't the only ones.  

Kwan-ju was also looking at Keira Finn with a face that he did not understand English.  

"What are you talking about? Do you know who I'm going to say?"  

"Huh?"  

"Isn't it, did you think of Kuhn?"  

"… … ."  

"I see. You might think so. Ha ha ha ha ha."  

"… … Or it's done."  

"What are you embarrassed about? You might think so. He teaches Kundo, because he has his own strong philosophy. However… … Still, isn't it better for me to teach? After all, because they are a couple, their arms are bent inward... … ."  

"Only do it there."  

Keira Finn's eyes turned cold.  

It wasn't just the look of your eyes. With a cool momentum like a cold wind in the middle of winter, Irene swept her thighs without even knowing.  

Lulu also stood on his fur and ran behind Airn.  

Even Ian noticed.  

Of course, it wasn't like that forever.  

He kept talking to him after he cleared up the cluttered atmosphere with a big, stubborn cough.  

"… … Let's talk again. The better teacher I'm talking about doesn't refer to people. It was just a metaphor."  

"You mean a parable?"  

"okay. world. It meant to go out into a world that's much wider than where you've been."  

'… … Did you mean that?'  

Iron nodded.  

Certainly, I was convinced if it was such a thing.  

A lot of people don't say it.  

In order for a person to grow, he has to experience a bigger environment and meet more people.  

Ian's words would not deviate from that category either.  

It was actually so.  

"Going for an opponent stronger than himself, and driving himself with his limbs to train his sword... … This is not necessarily the case for the prosecutors in the novel, or to take the adventures that are likely to be done. I just want you to see, hear, and feel so much more. Until now, you have only been confined in two narrow worlds, the Clan and the Chrono Swordsman."  

"… … Yes."  

"When the environment changes, what you see is different. When you see different things, your thinking changes, and this leads to a change of mind. In the process, even more severe ups and downs may come, but in the end, it is nothing more than a process of grasping the shaking sword."  

"You may find something that will make your sword harder.  

Maybe you will have a new sword that is completely different from the one you have.  

If not, you might have a larger conception of the sword, including the mind now."  

Gwanju, who finished the explanation in a sloppy tone, looked into the pupil's eyes.  

And asked.  

"What do you think."  

"… … ."  

Irene couldn't answer right away.  

I don't think Ian is wrong. Rather, I agree.  

Cross-references were common words that anyone could say, but that was the reason.  

You need extensive experience.  

As it grew little by little after leaving the narrow fence of the family, it is necessary to further expand the current narrow world.  

'However… … What about your family?'  

However, the family was in trouble.  

It wasn't enough to have spent all of her childhood in a room, and she was trapped in the world of magic for five years.  

It was okay to say that it was recently that I had a happy time with my family.  

To such an Irene, the word to escape from the family and go to the wide world... … .  

'You will have no choice but to worry.'  

Ian, the swordsman, thought to himself.  

I didn't intend to force it.  

The teacher only advises the student.  

You can drag the cow to the shore, but what you eat depends only on your own will.  

Ian, who has seen numerous characters so far, knew this better than anyone else.  

However… … .  

'In the end, this child will go out into the world.'  

He smiled softly and opened his mouth again.  

"FYI, Brad Lloyd and Judith went on a journey a few days ago following my advice."  

"… … !"  

"Oh, I don't know if you know the news. Ilya Lindsay is also about to leave. I was told that the child was already close to two months."  

The names of three people appeared out of nowhere.  

Strictly speaking, it's an unrelated story.  

Because the current conversation was entirely for the child, Paraeira.  

If each person's disposition and circumstances are all different, what is the importance of how others have behaved?  

No, it wasn't.  

For Irene Fareira, they were no strangers.  

Valuable relationships that can sufficiently influence your decisions.  

Friends who gave a lot of help until they were confident.  

… … He remembered the appearance of his classmates, and his worries deepened.  

After a while, Irene replied, bowing his head.  

"… … I will think a little more."  

"Yeah, it's not a hasty decision. Take some rest. I will guide you."  

Ian also did not rush the decision.  

Patting the student's shoulder, he guided him to a place to rest, and Irene was grateful for that consideration.  

His face was still full of agony.  

"The people the grandfather talked about, aren't you your friends?"  

"Huh."  

"like that. wonder. What kind of kids are they all? Um, but I'm sleepy... … ."  

"Would you like to sleep a bit?"  

"okay. Irene, don't be too hard and feel comfortable. It's not a bad worry... … ."  

With those words, Lulu fell asleep in no time. A whispering sound filled the room.  

Iron laughed.  

'okay. Let's think with a little more strength.'  

I'm not picking one of the bad options.  

It is a worry for a better future. There was no need to suffer.  

Fareira, who became a better face than before, quietly thought about it.  

* * *  

"What do you think? Isn't that a good kid?"  

"Not really."  

"Not really? Really?"  

Ian frowned upon hearing Keira Finn's words.  

He's a kid with no flaws in his swordsmanship, his humanity, and not quite right?  

It was just nervous. He burst into laughter and said to the lieutenant.  

"Look. It's stern that you said Kuhn, but you need to be angry... … ."  

"Stop it, really! Why do you keep talking about the guy who left the house more than 5 years ago!"  

"To express that you left the house or went to the meditation... … And I'm sending letters all over the place... … ."  

"Stop anyway!"  

Keira Finn shouted.  

It was an unbelievable sight considering the usual weight and wandering, but it was familiar to Ian.  

It's been several decades since I've known her.  

'But you shouldn't stimulate it further. Actually, I didn't take it out first... … .'  

Ian was complaining in her heart, and Keira Fin, who calmed her anger, spit out a word.  

"I don't have enough passion."  

"What? Ah… … ."  

"I don't have enough enthusiasm for the sword. Anyone out of 27 will be better than one. Excellent, straight kid, but... … It's not enough to be called a chrono's swordsman."  

"Hmm."  

Ian stroked his chin.  

It wasn't wrong.  

Certainly, the enthusiasm for the sword itself was insufficient for the ability of Iron Pareira.  

Even more so when I think of the Chrono people who can jump into firewood to increase the level of swordsmanship.  

But Ian didn't think it was a big fault.  

"Isn't that okay? Anyway, if I met Judith, I would be affected in some way. Conversely, Judith will be influenced by Iron."  

"… … ."  

"Well, it's filling each other's gaps. What would be good motives?"  

This time, Keira Finn wasn't even grumpy.  

They were the motives of Chrono right now.  

The fact that she became a sword master and Ian became one of the best prosecutors on the continent was possible because of mutual help.  

It was impossible to refute this.  

However, for Ian's words that followed, he had no choice but to crumple his face.  

"Even if I meet the kid, Ignet, I think a pretty interesting picture will be drawn."  

"… … Don't even talk about him."  

"haha. Let's do that."  

Ian nodded softly.  

Unlike herself, Kayra didn't like Ignet. It got worse a year ago.  

From the time when I suddenly came and applied for Dalian.  

'I think my skills are good, but I think I was thinking like that... … .'  

Most of them shook their heads as they were empty goals.  

Aspirations that make the impression that some who are full of chosen people's consciousness are very arrogant.  

But he looked good. Is there anything more exciting for an old man than a young man's reckless challenge?  

A light smile formed on Ian's mouth.  

"Tsu."  

Seeing this, Keira Finn turned her back.  

As he watched the deputy disappearing far away, he asked.  

"Where are you going?"  

"You don't know."  

"Goodbye."  

"… … FYI, Irene is not my student yet. I will watch more."  

A grumpy voice buried.  

Ian laughed. He knew.  

The fact that even if you say that, you will eventually make Airn pretty.  

On the outside, he looked stubborn, but Kira Finn was the most affectionate person in Chrono.  

It was just now. Ian could guess where she was heading.  

"Thank you, really."  

Looking at the back of a friend who was moving away, he also left.  

* * *  

A training ground located deep in the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

It is a much narrower place than the place used to greet guests, but there were a lot of people who liked the small atmosphere.  

Therefore, at any time of the visit, three or four prosecutors were taking their place.  

But not now.  

It was because of Lance Peterson.  

Considering him who started training with a face he didn't want to show to others, those who had come earlier also quietly escaped.  

At the gym where he was left alone, he shed tears and swung his sword in tears.  

Wheeik!  

I didn't think I was going to win.  

It is none other than the child, Parray.  

Iron Fareira, who has reached a level that neither the monstrous Brad Lloyd nor Judith could reach.  

He wasn't without shortcomings, but if he continued to swing his sword with his incredible potential, it was quite natural for himself to lose.  

However, I didn't know that the difference would have widened so far.  

I didn't even know in my dreams.  

Wheein!  

Lance Peterson swung his sword. I continued to swing.  

To cut down on one's constantly weakening heart, to manage a constantly vain heart, to forget the feeling of deprivation that feels bigger than ever.  

As I spent my time in such a trance, I couldn't even notice anyone coming.  

It was Keira Finn.  

Lance Peterson is startled and stops his sword, and a lieutenant's voice is heard.  

"Don't get eaten by inferiority."  

"… … ."  

"All of the many senior prosecutors who have reached a higher level than you are those who have been frustrated by the feeling of defeat and deprivation that are much more painful than you. Those who couldn't stand were left out, and only those who did stand up."  

A calm and solid voice.  

It was his story. It was also the story of the person he loved the most.  

It was a word that she could say because she had more bitter experience than anyone else, and it was a word that she could say because she knew that there was a sweeter fruit than anything else at the end.  

"Don't get eaten by inferiority. Eat inferiority and grow. Stand up and proceed as you have been."  

"… … Yes, deputy lord."  

For Lance Patterson, who still can't stop crying, Keira Finn also quietly stepped away.  
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    25. Chrono Swordsman (10)  

After the day of the battle with the swordsman Ian, Irene Pareira spent ten days at the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

The first day was a year after only solving greetings and talking about the current situation.  

"It's been a long time, Irene Parray."  

"That's it."  

"Hello, Instructor Ahmed. Instructor Karaka."  

"What is the instructor. I don't even remember that one day. Call me senior."  

"Yes, Mr. Ahmed."  

Instructors Ahmed and Karaka.  

"what? Are you real irons?"  

"When did you come?"  

"No, why are you here now?"  

"haha… … I have some work."  

"What the hell is going on? Judith said he'd be back in a year, but it's been 5 years already!"  

"Aren't you keeping the black?"  

"Hey, haven't you heard? Yesterday, Lance broke a lot."  

"Be quite."  

Lance Peterson, Nicholas Vaughn, and Marlon Davidson, who were also called "Brat Lloyd's Guard".  

Many other motives showed anxiety to talk to him.  

Honestly, it was surprising.  

Of course, Irene did not consider his motives to be others.  

A long time has passed, but I still remember each name and face.  

However, it is also true that it is embarrassing to use the expression of being close.  

At the time, he had more interpersonal relationships than he is now, and no one had a deep relationship with him except for the Brat Family, Judith, and Ilya Lindsay.  

I will pay attention to myself like that.  

"Hello, Irene's friends? I'm Lulu, the stylish magician who is the Master of Iron."  

"Oh, what!"  

"It's a cat! Talking Cat!"  

"Get out of here! Let me shake hands with the cat too!"  

"Can I stroke my hair?"  

"… … ."  

Although he was pushed even by Lulu, the first person, Irene was very grateful for their hospitality.  

Thanks to him, he confessed his story much longer and in detail than he thought. Everything except dreams.  

The old instructors and classmates concentrated on the interesting story of Irene, unaware of the passing of time, and later, even seniors who saw him for the first time flocked to brighten their eyes.  

However, it was a limited story on the first day.  

"Where should I look at my skills?"  

"Hey, don't be shy. Didn't you hear about Lance? You're done with just one shot."  

"No, Lance is Lance and I am… … Seniors?"  

"Hmm. When the battle between you and Irene is over, I wonder if I can wear it too."  

Is it because they are the people of the Chrono Swordsman?  

Or is all the prosecutors in the world like this?  

They really rushed to Airn like a man with a sword.  

Those who look at themselves with a fluttering expression like a person waiting for a first date with a new lover, people who know, people who don't know, totaled over thirty, and it didn't even end there.  

As a result, even if he had a lot of physical strength, he had no choice but to run.  

I have never been so tired after coming out of the world of magic.  

Thanks to you, I got to know.  

Everyone, including seniors, even some motives who thought they were very light, were tempering themselves in their own way.  

It means that everyone has made every effort to lift their own swords high in the sky.  

'… … Only me is shaking here and there.'  

Of course, each of them will have their own grievances. You may have been through it in the past, or you may be going through it now. It's a trait that you might experience in the future.  

However, that thought did not provide much comfort.  

'Is it because of the complexity in my head?'  

On the tenth night at the Chrono Swordsmanship, Irene sighed after taking a walk.  

Still can't make a decision.  

If I hadn't heard Judith, Bratt, and Ilya Lindsay, I would have chosen to return to the family and spend time with the family.  

Or choose to visit the family regularly while studying at the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

However, the moment I heard their news, the scales had a perfect balance.  

'I want to meet Judith.'  

'I want to tell Ilya that I'm sorry for not keeping my promise.'  

'I want to hear directly how Brat overcomes the pain.'  

'Even if it's not together, I want to see the world from the same location as my friends.'  

The sound of my heart echoed in my heart.  

'The time I spent with my family was too short for that.'  

'You've only been a nuisance all the time.'  

'Now I'm going to be a son, but I'm leaving?'  

'I have to take care of this and that from my younger brother who only received it.'  

Soon another voice of the heart shook himself.  

It was a steady step.  

Eventually, Irene couldn't make a decision until he left the swordsman.  

First, I decided to go back to the family and meet my parents and make up my mind.  

"Sorry. There is a little more."  

"haha. I think it will continue to grow from day to day like that."  

After greeting everyone, including government officials and lieutenants, on the way to Alcantra, the metropolis.  

Lance Peterson remained until the end to see Iron off.  

His eyes, facing him, shone like a jewel.  

'Something feels stronger than the first day... … .'  

It was time to shake hands with that thought.  

"Irene."  

"Huh?"  

"If your mind is complicated, think about why you should do it rather than why you shouldn't. I like that when I'm young."  

"… … ."  

"Ah! Not what I said. In the past, when I was worried, some senior gave me the words. I just said it."  

Lance Peterson laughed and let go.  

Irene looked at me with a blank face, and he added a word.  

"Brat and Judith probably went west."  

"… … West?"  

"Huh. The five western kingdoms are famous for their swords. There are many swordsmen, and there are famous gladiators."  

"FYI, they can't beat them with such a mental state. Both are very strong."  

With that said, Lance Peterson left.  

It was a back figure that looked refreshed as if she had shaken something off.  

"… … ."  

Irene Fareira has watched him for a long time.  

Become a finger, become a dot. Eventually, until the crowds make it invisible.  

Before long, a word popped out of Airn's mouth as he left.  

"Thanks."  

* * *  

[Side Story-Judith & Brad Lloyd]  

"Ah, who is my curse?"  

"What are you talking about."  

"Suddenly, my ears are itchy. It must be that lance. Anyway, I'm not depressed even if I do it every time."  

"It's crazy."  

Seeing Judith, who turned uncertain things into preconceived facts, Brat Lloyd laughed at me.  

In the past, he used to swear occasionally, but now he had a harder mouth.  

It was unavoidable. Having lived with ugly motives, he also got water.  

He sighed and opened his mouth again.  

"Stop talking about bullshit and get me a mercenary."  

"It's annoying, should I do it? And why aren't you?"  

"I am quiet and quiet. You don't have to kill your temper and if you're going to be quiet."  

"I come after. It will come soon, so don't eat alone.  

Judith gets up from the table with a rough horse and heads to the mercenary agency.  

Brad Lloyd shook his head looking at her.  

The two are famous enough to be recognized by quite a few people in Alcantra, but the continent does not know them yet.  

To other local adventurers, they only look like young and inexperienced kids.  

But Judith never thought of anything like that. He said what he wanted, and he did what he wanted.  

As a result, there was a dispute with the bad-tempered guys, a fight broke out, and there was a bigger dispute... … .  

'I can't keep going like this. If you have a high-grade mercenary plaque, your opponent will notice to some extent.'  

Of course, with such intentions, there is a "27th trainee certification plaque" issued by the Chrono Swordsmanship, but the problem was that no one believed it to be real.  

It was unfair, but I couldn't help it. Because there were only two official trainees for the 27th term in the world.  

That was why Judith went to register at the mercenary agency now.  

"I don't know why I'm having a hard time buying it."  

"The meal came out."  

"Oh, thank you."  

Bratt, who gave a brief politeness, took the pork to his mouth. And thought.  

It would have been comfortable if I had come out with a more modest guy, not Judith.  

Of course, it was a meaningless idea.  

In the Chrono Swordsmanship, the word 'experience the world and come' was the same as the last gateway for graduation, that is, the 'last exam,' given to official trainees.  

Through this, the trainee must realize the part he lacks, overcome it, and return to the swordsmanship.  

And currently, there were only 27 aircraft that qualified, Judith and himself.  

No, strictly speaking, except for yourself... … .  

"… … annoying."  

Bratt muttered after eating quickly.  

I don't regret coming along with Judith.  

However, the thought of 'I wish I had a little less accidents' did not change.  

Thinking of what she had been doing in this short time, it hurt her head.  

And… … A little suddenly, the name of a person came to mind.  

'Iron Pareira… … I don't know what you're doing.'  

The guy who has superior talent compared to the "objectively superior" themselves, and might have taken the "last test" together if he returned to the Chrono Swordsman as scheduled.  

Probably, if he was with him, I would feel a little more calm and spend each day... … .  

Beep!  

"Hey, it's done! But there are only silver plaques... … This bastard! Did I tell you not to eat first?"  

"I forgot to remove the bowl."  

"This shameless guy is really… … ."  

'tired.'  

Bratt sighed as he watched Judith scream at the whale while grabbing his fat.  

It was a point in time for 15 days since the two geniuses of the Chrono Swordsman came out to the continent.  

* * *  

[Side Story-Ilya Lindsay]  

One of the five western kingdoms famous for its sword, the Khalid Kingdom.  

There is a gladiator where the world's most advanced swordsmen are active.  

It was thanks to the fundamentals that Khalid's Sword Master established himself.  

A place where veteran mercenaries, talented men from large swordsmen, wandering knights, and even official knights belonging to the kingdom appear to gauge their skills.  

A place that has become more famous since Ignet, the continent's greatest genius, has been reborn as a field of fierce competition than before.  

The land of proof.  

A beautiful tooth appeared there as if it had moonlight.  

It was Ilya Lindsay.  

"… … ."  

After looking at the entrance for a while, she stepped inside without a word.  

The escort driver looked at it with sad eyes.  

Because I knew. What was the idea of ​​the young lady coming here.  

Whose name is engraved in your heart?  

'You don't need to do anything… … .'  

Ilya Lindsay, whom she knows, doesn't have to look that hard.  

You don't have to act like someone being chased by someone, and you don't even need to be conscious of someone's gaze.  

The girl should be happier than she is now.  

"… … I will leave it up to you."  

The escort driver briefly bowed his head. It was a greeting to a priest who recently joined.  

I thought that if I borrowed the power of God, the young lady's heart would be at least a little easier.  

Unfortunately, this was the best she could do.  

"I will do my best to bring peace to the heart of Lady Lindsay."  

Fortunately, this priest's reputation is very good.  

The impression also looked very good. The escort driver lowered his head again in a calm voice that calmed his mind.  

It was a little over two months after Ilya Lindsay began practicing.  

* * *  

And that time.  

The journey from the main building of the Chrono Swordsmanship House to the house, when the finale reached by Iron Paraeira and Lulu just entered a small town.  

A strange sight came into their eyes.  

"Ouch! Ouch! Save the Orcs!"  

"You bastard! If you don't have money, you have to beat it with the net price!"  

"Wow. It's an orc!"  

Lulu opened his eyes round and muttered.  

It is also curious to see the orcs here, which can only be seen in the northwestern part of the continent, but even being hit by someone.  

It couldn't be interesting.  

It was the same with Iron. Rather, he approached the orc with more interested eyes than Lulu.  

Because I felt familiar.  

Obviously, it seems like you saw the orcs when you returned from the swordsman to the family... … .  

That was the time to think about it.  

The orc, who made eye contact with Airn, shouted with a face full of paint, as if meeting a benefactor.  

"You young man there! You know me?"  

"Yes?"  

"You know! The orc you saw five years ago!"  

"Ah!"  

An exclamation erupted from the mouth of Airn Pareira, who recalled the past.  
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"Whew. Thank you. It's terrible just to think about how long it would have been if it weren't for you."  

"Oh, yes."  

"By the way, can I order beer too? Because my body hurts so much. I think it would be a little better if I had alcohol … ."  

"… … I do."  

At the words of the orc divination, Cubar, Irene Pareira nodded.  

It was a great Nucksal.  

It's not enough to get rice from a customer who looked at the store 5 years ago, and even ordering an extra.  

Even borrowed money.  

The gambling debt was the reason, and that was why I was hitting it just before.  

The gambler realized that he didn't have money to get it, and he couldn't beat him and had a threshing job.  

'Why did you gamble when you have no money?'  

It was a behavior that could not be understood by Airn's common sense.  

Of course, I couldn't pretend I didn't know.  

He was also a good-natured person, and a man with a face also had a little influence.  

The main reason, however, is that the note he handed him five years ago gave Airen a great enlightenment.  

'You don't have to be alone to stand alone.'  

It might seem like he wrote down a few words that seemed appropriate, but at least for him, it was of great help.  

In some way, it could have been because of this that I was able to talk openly with my fellow swordsmen.  

In the past, I was a person who had a lot of problems with interacting with others.  

Besides… … .  

'It keeps on my mind to ask how old I am.'  

Irene looked at the orc fortune teller who introduced himself as "Kuvar."  

Did this orc really say that after knowing the dream he had and the mysterious man who appeared there?  

It was when I was thinking about that.  

"you! Aren't you too careless?"  

Tok tok!  

Lulu, who had been silent so far, knocked roughly at the table.  

Of course, it was by cat standards. No matter how hard you hit the table with your cat's paws, it doesn't sound threatening.  

However, his gaze at Cubar was as fierce as he looked at.  

Lulu said again.  

"If you looked at the dots a few years ago, you are almost nobody! I even borrow money from such a person and get it! You are a wicked orc! I just gambled!"  

"Hmm? Let's not be bad with gambling. Little friend."  

"Who is a little friend! I'm pretty big among cats!"  

Lulu, who jumped up from his seat, swollen his chest.  

Although it was considerably larger than before, the cat was a cat. Said Cubar, who took a sip of beer with a deep expression.  

"It's still a little bit."  

"you really!"  

"It would be a problem if I was blinded by money and an addict who devotes everything to gambling, body, mind, and gambling. But it is not. Because I only buy happiness from the worldly goods of money. If you could have a good time with just a few pennies, wouldn't that be the lasting business?"  

'What bullshit are you talking about?'  

Airn swallowed absurdity into her.  

Of course, it wasn't a nonsense, but it was absolutely not what the Orc, who was being threshed because of lack of money, wasn't talking about it.  

But Lulu couldn't say anything unexpectedly.  

As if logically thinking that there was no part to refute, he was just rolling his feet with resentful glances.  

At that time, the Orc Cubar, with a smiling smile, put his hand toward Lulu's head.  

"This boy!"  

Naturally, Lulu beat Cubar's hand with her forefoot. Even the trained prosecutor, Irene, was admirable.  

But gradually the reaction changed.  

Lulu, who was trying to run away from the mandibular jaw, gradually pushed his head forward.  

"What, this scent! It's really good?"  

Jump!  

He even climbed on Cubar's forearm, rubbing his face, smelling it, and licking it with his tongue.  

Irene looked at the black cat's behavior, and Cubar said, seeing it, with a deeper smile.  

"I put a little bit of fruit powder from a plant called Tai Ho on my hand. It only grows in the northwestern part of the continent, and cats are sick."  

"What, was there such a thing?"  

"Can I give you a little?"  

"Give it! Give me a lot, not a little!"  

"I'll promise you to like me from now on."  

"I can't guarantee that. I won't hate it instead!"  

"Then let's compromise that much."  

Cubar nodded and took a pocket out of his chest.  

The eyes and nose of the black cat followed.  

After confirming that it was the item he wanted, he immediately snatched the pocket and returned to Irene's arms.  

Lulu, drunk by the scent of Tai Hoi's fruit, said with a sulking face.  

"Irene… … That orc, maybe he's not a bad guy... … ."  

"… … ."  

"Hmm, I think I've gotten a little better with my tricky conjurer friend… … Now I have to solve the problem of borrowing money."  

"Yes? But, even a penny... … ."  

"I am someone. Isn't it anything but a fortune teller? Even an Orc Sorcerer who is much more courageous than a Human Sorcerer! I don't think it would be insufficient in return for the money you borrowed if this cubanur was free to look at the divination."  

It was impudent to see him openly rustling his face.  

If Lulu had heard it, he would have shouted,'Is there no way that a fortune-teller who was such a courageous divination would be worth a penny?'  

However, the cat enchantress was now struggling with the scent of Tai Hoi, and Irene Pareira was showing considerable interest in Cubar's divination for the reasons mentioned earlier.  

Of course, it may have been caught by accident, so I can't believe it 100%... … .  

'No, shouldn't we just ask a question to find out if it's really good or not?'  

Iron nodded.  

I don't know much about the fortune teller, but I've heard a few stories.  

Just by confronting them, you were correcting what happened recently, and hearing about your name, date of birth, and time of birth, you were reciting big events in the past. … .  

You wouldn't believe in those things before, but now it's different.  

As long as he knew how amazing things a witchcraft could do, he was well-accepted to the things that a courageous divination had done.  

However… … .  

"Is there a persimmon tree where you live?"  

"… … I don't have it."  

"Ah, maybe it was before. I couldn't remember it because I was too young."  

"It certainly wasn't there."  

"I thought you planted it a few days ago? Maybe when I get home, I'll be there."  

"… … ."  

"Me, please do it too. Guess me too."  

"You? Hmm… … You have a good feeling. It's an admiration that I'm going to like raw salmon very much."  

"Is that something that everyone loves cats?"  

"That's what you know because you're a cat, and that information I don't know as an Orc. Even so, it can be said that if I get it right at once, I'm proving that I'm useful."  

"… … ."  

Kumar's point was a mess even if you heard it roughly.  

Say something that seems likely to be moderately high, and if you don't like it, eagerly look around.  

If it is also blocked, it makes another hole and runs away.  

The trust that was there only has to be blown away.  

"Irene, I think I'm an Orc pseudo... … ."  

Lulu, sticking close to his ear, said his thoughts. However, the voice wasn't small, so I could hear it well across the street. Said Cubar scratching his back.  

"this. It's not cool today. Well, there are days when I'm not in good shape."  

"It can be enough."  

Irene replied moderately.  

I was a little disappointed. But I didn't feel bad.  

It was okay if I wasn't a good fortune teller.  

He had already gained a lot from a note five years ago, so it was okay to assume that the money he lent was a price for him.  

No, considering Lulu's favorite Tai Hoi nut powder, he received a lot more.  

But Cubar did not give up.  

"Huh huh, my friend, I don't believe I'm a real fortune teller."  

"No, um, that… … ."  

Iron looked in trouble.  

If he was a shameless person, he would respond promisingly, asking if he could do that, but he wasn't talented in such a way.  

I thought about how to get over this situation, but I didn't really want to do this.  

Of course, it wasn't a heavy atmosphere. Cubar wasn't a bad face either. I even thought that it was just embarrassing.  

Because it was such an atmosphere, the words of the orc divination that followed him penetrated deeper into the heart of Iron.  

"The burden on my heart is bigger than I saw before."  

"Yes?"  

"If it used to be hiding, it is now visible. The hard and heavy iron stakes are lodged in the chest, so it must be hard."  

"… … ."  

"It's not even what you put yourself in. Someone who has nothing to do with it is taking place."  

"what. Weren't you a pseudonym? Why suddenly... … ."  

"Hmm, honestly, it is true that there is not much skill in divination. But now, I'm looking into Irene Pareira-kun by spirit rather than divination. Well, spirits aren't the level to be presented in front of real baegi, but... … Still, it wasn't so messy that I couldn't recognize this strong and unnatural taboo."  

When asked, Cubar smiled brightly, and Airn's expression hardened.  

The same was true of Lulu.  

I wasn't the party, but I could guess what the Cubar analogy meant.  

The man in the dream.  

His life, who only swung his sword all his life, is reminiscent of a lump of metal that has been quenched for a long time.  

The same goes for his swordsmanship.  

Even motives who did not know the man in their dreams used to express that when they saw his swordsmanship, it seemed that the "steel giant" moved.  

A strong, unprecedented presence.  

The crudeness and heavyness that cannot be controlled by one's own will.  

The expression "iron stake" in Cubar was very appropriate.  

Airn was looking at Cubar with a deep glance without even knowing it.  

Cholarak  

The orc opened a pocket and poured the contents onto the table.  

Plain soil, not something special like Tai Hoi fruit powder.  

But what happened afterwards was by no means ordinary.  

The soil that had been scattered here and there came together and turned into a solid metal.  

"Oak spirits believe that the world is made up of five elements. Hard metal (gold) is born from the earth... … ."  

Suah... …  

As Cubar swung his hand, water droplets began to form on the surface of the metal.  

Soon, the water that fell to the floor soaked into the pile of soil, and a tree with the size of two fingers grew on the spot.  

"I was drawn there, and water appears, and trees grow with the energy of the water. And that tree... … ."  

Perfect!  

Wow-!  

As Cubar flicked his finger, a flame rose from the tree.  

The flame that burned firewood was soon extinguished, but it did not disappear completely.  

Cubar said, pointing to the ashes that emerged instead of wood and fire.  

"I make fire, and the flames that have been exhausted will eventually return to the soil. The world is constantly being maintained by the cycle of these five elements."  

"… … ."  

"And it's the same with life. Just as soil raises metal, metal raises water, water raises the energy of wood, wood raises fire, and fire raises the energy of the earth, so the five auras at the source of life maintain harmony through balance and coexistence. Yeah."  

"… … Then, does my condition mean that my energy balance and harmony have been broken?"  

"I understand quickly. As I said earlier, I can't move my heart because of the heavy and crude iron stakes."  

"Then, how can I get rid of that iron stake?"  

"I can't do it. Didn't you just say it? Balance is important. However, the momentum is too strong, so in this case, it is necessary to press the energy by using the power of sanggeuk, not win-win. The energy of fire. And that's... … Rather, it can be a good opportunity."  

suddenly!  

As Cubar shook his hand, another metal rose from the pile.  

Although small in size, it was certainly an iron stake.  

It looks dull and clunky, so it looks like it can never be handled easily.  

However, the situation changed as the flames poured over it.  

Ugh... …  

The shape of the iron pile gradually changed due to the strong heat.  

The bottom part, which was fat, turned into a handle, and the upper part showed off a sharp and refined appearance.  

It was a sword. A sword beautiful enough to hold and wield with a happy face if the fairy tale's small-in-law prosecutor comes to life.  

To Airn, who watched with a blank expression, Cubar handed a small sword to him.  

"It's an iron stake that was only considered a piece of luggage, but if it's smelted nicely through such a hot flame… … Like this, it can be reborn as a great sword that anyone wants to handle."  

"To grow a flame hot enough to melt an iron stake with a sword, what should I do?"  

Asked Irene Fareira.  

I couldn't find a light atmosphere at all.  

Cubar when talking about divination and Cubar when talking about elemental arts were completely different.  

There was a desperate look at him.  

Cubar's answer to such an Airn was very simple.  
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"Move."  

"… … ?"  

"Do you have any idea of ​​the difference between yourself five years ago and yourself now?"  

To Irene Fareira, who was stunned by an answer that was much shorter than expected, Cubar immediately asked a question.  

He couldn't open his mouth.  

He continued to say whether the other person was also hoping for an answer.  

"It's a fire in my heart. You, whom I had met before, were emptiness. But not now. It's not enough to control the energy of gold... … Because what is not and what is there is completely different."  

After Cubar's gesture, the flames lit up again.  

This time it was very small. She looks delicate enough to fly away even with a nose breeze.  

However, the situation changed when a rising earth doll eagerly brought in the branches around it, cut down a large tree to make firewood, and fanned it.  

At first, the weak appearance has grown into a huge flame.  

"I don't know if it's about making an ember that doesn't exist at all, but there are many ways to light an existing ember. You can pick up the fallen branches and throw them in, or you can ax them to make firewood. It would be a good idea to blow the air properly. And to do that... … I will have to work hard."  

"… … ."  

"Sit still, don't hesitate, and act first. Before the embers go out and I regret it."  

Cubar, who threw a deep gaze at Airn Fareira, left with the words.  

There was silence for a while. Luludo and Airn were also contemplated by the topic thrown by the Orc Spirit.  

'The difference between five years ago and now… … .'  

If you think about it, at the time, he was in a state of lacking as Cubar said.  

I thought I had to lift my own sword, but I was wandering without knowing where to go to get it.  

I heard a sound from Lulu as well. How is it hard to just act without mind? That's just a waste of time.  

So what about now?  

'It's exactly the opposite.'  

I realized the moment Cubar came up with the word "flame in the heart."  

That one's mind is already inclined to one side.  

It means that I want to follow Ilya Lindsay, Brad Lloyd, and Judith into the world, and my heart is in a hot state.  

It's a much better situation than before, when you just wandered not knowing where to go.  

In a situation where all he had to do was act, Irene finally made a decision.  

Let's move before this heart cools.  

Irene said to Lulu, who was sitting on his lap.  

"I decided."  

"okay? What did you decide to do?"  

"I am going to the continent."  

"Good. I will support you."  

The cat magician said calmly.  

I expected this to happen. Because Irene wasn't a person lacking in action.  

If the mind is upright, it is natural for actions to follow.  

Of course, there are countless people in the world who can't do that for granted.  

Therefore, the word "effort" is more than a word.  

'You are working hard, Irene.'  

Watching Iron run hard for his own growth, Lulu climbed over his shoulders and stroked his head.  

"I will cheer. I will continue to support you. Wherever you travel, I'll follow you to the end."  

"It's a continental trip, that's a good idea."  

"… … ?"  

"Nothing makes a young man's heart as hot as going out into a wider world. The perfect choice for growing embers! I will sincerely support this Cubar too."  

"You, didn't you go?"  

Lulu asked in a confused voice.  

Usually isn't it? A mysterious character that suddenly appears, gives advice that fits the situation, and then suddenly disappears. It was also a stereotype of a fortune teller.  

But you came back?  

"Huh? I just went to the bathroom... … ."  

"… … ."  

"What? Why is the atmosphere like this? Hmmm, anyway, if you keep saying... … Can you fit me into that trip?"  

"Yeah?"  

"I hear it's the first time I've been on a long journey, but I think I can help myself. With a little pay, I think I can take over the chores that occur while moving... … What do you think?"  

This time, Irene Fareira was embarrassed.  

It wasn't long since I met him, but trying to join the group was a hard-to-understand personality for him, who was pretty blind.  

But Lulu didn't care about that.  

Instead, I asked for another part.  

"You mean to guide? How good are you?"  

"Hmm?"  

"We are a great team of Lulu-nim, the continent's greatest cat enchantress, and Irene Pareira, the continent's greatest prosecutor of genius! To join such a great team, you'll have to provide a great guide too. Are you confident?"  

"It is difficult to find a guide who has mastered Gil Hwabok and Myeongri of the key… … ."  

"It's good!"  

Tok tok!  

Lulu tapped the table again. Of course, no matter how much I did, it didn't sound like a bang.  

However, whether the intention was sufficiently conveyed, Cubar also said in a sincere voice this time.  

"I'm not proud, but it's been 10 years since I've already wandered around the continent. Not only are they bright on the road, but there are so many things to tell about each region's culture, characteristics, and delicious food."  

"Hmm… … ."  

"You know what? Are you saying that there are stores for animals in big cities?"  

"Really?"  

Lulu asked, shining his eyes.  

It was a reaction similar to the first time I saw the powder of Tai Hoi, but Cubar spoke confidently with a face without a single point of lie.  

"Then, it's real. Of course it's for pets, but... … There's nothing you can't enjoy. Instead of eating just for people's tastes, I eat food for cats to my heart's content, and manage my hair with a magic comb that picks out only the dead hair... … ."  

"Oh oh… … Oh oh… … ."  

Poop!  

The cat enchantress turned his head and looked at Irene.  

Your bright eyes.  

The tough interviewer's posture has long since disappeared. He said.  

"What are you going to do, Irene?"  

"… … ."  

"You can decide slowly."  

While the horses were doing that, Cubar was quite keen to be with them.  

'Is it wide? Or did you like me?'  

I didn't know.  

The important thing, though, was that his advice, which he spit out once in a while, was very helpful to him.  

What you need to do to burn your mind is your own actions.  

However, you don't have to do it alone. I realized it a while ago.  

The reason Irene was able to come this far was because everyone helped.  

In that sense, I thought it wasn't a bad choice to go with this strange fortune teller and spiritist Orc for a while.  

"good. Let's go together."  

"haha! Good! I've had a stable income for quite some time!"  

"… … ."  

"… … Oh, I wasn't saying I'd be together for money. Just because there is nothing more pleasing than watching a young man grow up close. If I can support myself in the process, it will be more rewarding... … ."  

"If you don't pay for the meal right, I won't give you money!"  

You must also introduce the store I mentioned earlier!  

The black cat laid out cover.  

Cubar with a big smile replied, patting Lulu's head.  

"Worry words… … Oh no!"  

widely!  

"Don't touch your head!"  

To be precise, I tried to touch it and failed.  

It was the moment when a new member joined Airn Paraeira's continental adventure.  

* * *  

A few days later, Irene Fareira, who arrived safely at the family, immediately told his parents about his decision.  

It was because I thought that if I dragged it, only regrets would remain, but unexpectedly, Harun Pareira nodded softly.  

"I thought I was leaving the family. I thought I'd become the official disciple of the Chrono Swordsman, but... … Leaving to expand your knowledge to the wider world is an equally good option."  

The Baron said, trying to manage his expression.  

That didn't mean it wasn't too bad that Irene was leaving.  

I wanted to spend time with my son, who had risen up from the pain of his childhood and grew up in style.  

But what was more desperate than that was that Irene would grow into a better person.  

'The sword skills are great enough to be admitted by the Vice-Captain of the Twilight Knights, but since they are only in too small places, the general experience is lacking.'  

In that sense, the son's decision this time was a matter that he had to support even if he pushed his back, rather than drying it.  

Amel Fareira also hugged him tightly for his son's future.  

And Kirill Fareira gave me some pretty unique advice.  

"Opa, don't go around in a stupid form when you're around.  

"Cyrill. Oppa isn't that messed up anymore. Thank you for worrying though."  

"I'm not worried about you?"  

"Huh?"  

"It's because I'm worried about other people, not my brother."  

Kirill continued to meditate on the marble tower.  

If you have strong skills, you have to be strong, but your brother doesn't have that at all.  

Then, there will be guys who are struggling to see only their appearance, and eventually, dozens of victims will come out in a wagon.  

"How is it, Lulu? Isn't it a logical idea?"  

"Huh. Kirill's words are unconditionally correct."  

"Good. You will always agree with me in the future."  

"Of course. There is nothing wrong with what Kirill is saying."  

"… … ."  

Irene, who had been stunned by the conversation between the two, nodded belatedly.  

It wasn't wrong. If I did something wrong in Alcantra right now, it would have almost caused a dispute.  

I thought it would be okay to show some strength as my younger brother said.  

But I don't know how to do that yet. I decided to think about this part slowly.  

'It's not too late to think about travel when you depart. Let's be faithful to our family time now.'  

He is the one who will spend the next few months, a year, or maybe even more time outside the family.  

It was right to postpone minor worries later and focus on the present.  

Thanks to this, Irene Pareira was able to spend a happier full moon than ever before, and was able to go on a trip with a certain degree of regret.  

"I'm going to go well."  

"Be careful."  

"Be healthy!"  

"Buy a present when you return!"  

Airun leaves the castle as a lord while being sent off by his family.  

I didn't look back. I looked back and felt like tears came out for nothing. He forcibly took a step that did not fall.  

As I walked through the quiet streets of the early morning, I felt a complex feeling of excitement and a little anxiety coexist.  

Before long, he arrived at the meeting place, and Cubar appeared in front of him.  

There wasn't a really different look. From the beginning, it seemed that there was nothing to prepare for as I was living a wandering life.  

However, the appearance of the cat magician who appeared a while later was more shocking than he thought.  

"Lulu?"  

"that… … How did you look?"  

Looking at Lulu, who is 2m and 50cm tall, Irene Pareira and Cubar opened their mouths wide.  
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Lulu is a black, long-haired cat with plenty of fur, and is larger than ordinary street cats.  

I don't know why. It may be because you eat well and sleep well, or it may be because you were born with it.  

However, being large is only at the level of cats, and compared to humans and orcs, it is bound to be a small creature.  

It means that it wasn't for nothing that Cubar made fun of him for being small.  

However, Lulu, who appeared in front of them now, transcended common sense.  

'How tall are you… … You have two heads bigger than Cubar?'  

He couldn't shut his mouth wide open, with a height much larger than the 2m-long Cubar.  

It wasn't just tall. The shoulders were so huge that three cats could sit on each side.  

On the other hand, the hair was as it was, so it felt abnormal.  

'Is it empty?'  

Iron, curious, approached Lulu.  

He was now covered with a robe with large shoulder blades.  

I was belatedly wondering if I had just floated my clothes and showed my face with magic.  

But it wasn't. The body and limbs identical to those of humans existed in the robe.  

… … However, it was only a model body that was so crude that anyone could recognize that it was a fake.  

Cubar laughed and asked.  

"You, what is it like? Is that because I'm teasing me for being small?"  

"I'm not small."  

"Ahn, Joo-gi, put it on top of a cotton-made model body."  

"This is just a dress. People also get taller if they wear high-heeled shoes or hats. I am the same. Don't you know that, is this little orc?"  

Lulu made fun of Cubar with his tongue fluttering. It was several times faster than humans.  

Iron shook his head.  

'It's because in this case, it's more childish than a real neighborhood kid.'  

But surprisingly, Cubar seemed to care.  

He wasn't just ignoring it, he looked like he was looking for something to refute.  

Seeing this, Lulu flirted and said.  

"Hehe, it's because you drink the air above, it's nice and clear."  

"Huh, that's how it makes a difference… … ."  

"what. Where can I hear the sound... … Ah! Sorry, I didn't see it because it was small. I have to look down a little."  

Lulu, with his head down, walked in front of him.  

Of course, it was manipulated by magic. I wasn't used to it, so I was very clumsy.  

It seemed to be seeing a terrible puppeteer's marionette.  

Said Cubar with a resentful look.  

"No. Where can I go all my life like that, I'll see."  

"Will you keep doing this? I'll continue to travel wearing this outfit except when I'm sleeping."  

"Then when you sleep… … ."  

"It's okay because I can't hear anything you say when I'm sleeping. Let's go, Airn."  

Lulu, who quickly turned his head, took the lead and walked.  

The people who came out on the street early in the morning responded with amazement to the still creaking steps.  

It was like watching a circus.  

The funny thing was that it was a lot less eye-catching than the usual Lulu.  

'Because they fly more often... … .'  

Irene recalled his work in Alcantra.  

Lulu, who flew in the sky in a prosecutor's outfit with the interest of dozens of prosecutors, and himself next to him.  

Even he, who doesn't care much about other people's eyes, was an overwhelmingly hot gaze.  

Of course, just because those days were special was by no means ordinary now. Irene looked back at his travel companions.  

A green-skinned orc with a pendant of five spirits hanging around his neck and filling both forearms with tattoos.  

Rather, it has two heads and is a strange creature on the face of a cat walking around with a large body.  

It was obvious that it was an unusual party.  

Irene thought with a bloody laugh.  

'It's going to be a pretty noisy continental trip.'  

not bad.  

At least there seemed to be more to laugh than to go around alone.  

With a deeper smile, he took a strong step.  

* * *  

Five days passed after Airen and his party left the territory of Pareira.  

As initially predicted, Lulu and Cubar made a fuss with no attempt at all.  

Mostly, Lulu touched Lulu, but sometimes Lulu made fun of Lulu.  

"Haha, did you come back as a little friend again?"  

"… … ."  

"Don't you say you wear those clothes for the whole trip until yesterday?"  

At Cubar's words, Lulu looked upset. His present condition was no different from that of an ordinary cat.  

It couldn't be helped. It wasn't a day or two, and I couldn't use magic to manipulate the unfamiliar model body throughout the trip.  

However, Lulu wasn't the only personality to stay still.  

Jumping up over Cubar's shoulders, he slumped down the back as if rolling off a cliff.  

"Ahhh!"  

Cubar screamed.  

Contrary to the prejudice against the wandering fortune-tellers who are likely to be sneaky, he was a very neat personality.  

Even while walking on the street, he regularly brushed off the dirt from the hem of his pants.  

For him, it was an irresistible pain for a cat, a cat with long black hair, to stick to and fall off his clothes.  

"Ah ah, white clothes and black hair… … ."  

Cubar sighed. I kept sweeping my back with my hand to remove the cat's fur, but the clothes weren't as neat as I wanted.  

Lulu, who watched as if they were suing, said.  

"Yoonan is with a little bit of hair on it."  

"Unfortunately, how much do you care about the black hair on the white clothes... … It's a corporation that can keep your mind clear only when you have your clothes neatly... … ."  

"It's not sunny in the first place. Cubar is the worst orc I've ever seen."  

"I am too. Of all the talking cats I've ever seen, you are the worst."  

"this."  

Irene sighed as he watched the two arguing again.  

It was good because I wasn't bored, but if I didn't dry it, this situation would continue forever.  

Besides, I was just about to tell an important story.  

He said in his voice.  

"Mr. Kuvar."  

"Huh? Ah… … right. It was a car trying to talk about the route of travel."  

"Yes. Which kingdom should I stop by?"  

Irene asked with a curious look.  

It's a big frame of travel, but I've already decided on it. I was thinking of heading to the Western Five Kingdoms.  

This decision was entirely influenced by Judith and Brat Lloyd, and Cubar, who was not aware of the circumstances, took it for granted.  

This is because it was quite natural for the prosecutor to head to the five western kingdoms, famous for their swords.  

However, he recommended stopping by one more place before going to the Five Kingdoms.  

"Derinku, the artisan city?"  

"That's right. It's a place where there are a lot of good blacksmiths, including dwarves. You just need to turn the path up a little, so it doesn't even go back. Isn't that okay?"  

"But, I don't have to have a new sword or something?"  

Said Lulu.  

As he said, Airn doesn't need to get a sword. It was because the great sword could be called at any time due to the witchcraft.  

The old and crude ones were flawed, but so far, there has never been a problem with them.  

Besides, it was a weapon that I saw every time in my dreams, so it was familiar to me.  

'It's a little bit upset about the sword that the man used, but… … .'  

I thought that it was a problem to force it to avoid.  

However, the reason Cubar recommended Derrinku, the artisan city, was not to get a new sword.  

"It makes sense to meet those who deal with fire and iron best in the world."  

The reason they currently travel to the continent is to promote the growth of Irene Paraeira.  

In more detail, it grows a fire in the heart and melts the iron stakes inside.  

Of course, it is just a metaphor.  

What is in oneself is not a real iron stake, but an unknown man and his will, and melting it is a hot heart.  

'I felt it once five years ago. Thanks to the California Conference... … .'  

It's a bad memory, but the hot anger at the time certainly helped.  

And this, too, is a story of the heart, not really talking about making a fire in a smithy and touching iron.  

Nevertheless, Cubar said it would be very helpful to see the blacksmiths at work.  

"The sight of a hot flame melting a solid iron, and you'll probably feel a lot just by seeing it with your own eyes. Just thinking of a strong and realistic image will strengthen your mind's strength."  

"I agree with this."  

Lulu, who was still sulking, supported Cubar's words.  

"It's often the case when magicians develop their abilities. Give me strong power! Rather than thinking abstractly, after seeing a man of great power pulling a tree with his bare hands... … The more effective it is to come up with a specific image that expresses'strong power' and wish for it."  

Iron nodded.  

And he looked at Cubar and Lulu alternately.  

It is so serious and wise that it is hard to imagine the parties who had a childish argument just before.  

It was terribly confused.  

That thought became stronger after food was placed on the table.  

"Ah! Cooking my fish!"  

"Hmm? Didn't we all eat together?"  

"no! That's what I ordered because I wanted to eat it!"  

"Huh, huh, if you do something to eat, it's not popular with others, little friend."  

"It's not small! And I only have to like Airen and Kirill!"  

Again, seeing the two arguing over trivial matters, Irene silently took the food to his mouth.  

* * *  

A month has passed.  

Airn Pareira and the group arrived safely in a city about fifteen days away from the artisan city of Derinku.  

What I learned in the meantime was that Cubar was much more helpful for travel than I thought.  

"In terms of distance, this is close, but I recommend this route. The Rakazan Kingdom has an atmosphere that rejects magicians, so it may be difficult to get around comfortably."  

"This is my third time here. There is a restaurant that I know very well. How about going there if it's okay?"  

"The inn across the street over there was cheaper than this one, but doesn't it have to be cut a little more?"  

Directions for directions, store recommendations for store recommendations, and bargaining for bargains.  

The most shortcomings of Airen and Lulu, who don't know the world, were completely filled by Cubar.  

I realized when I saw him bargaining with the store owners.  

How much was they ripped off on the short journey from the main house to the Chrono Swordsman.  

Of course, when it comes to money, they don't feel a shortage, but it makes sense in the world to feel bad when they lose money and calm their mind when they gain.  

Thanks to this, Lulu, who used to say "I'm nasty and will die," of Cubar, is now quite gentle.  

It was just now.  

When Cubar patted him sleeping on the table, he didn't react.  

Three weeks ago, he would have hit twenty with his front foot.  

"Ego, what shall we talk about today… … ."  

Besides, he knew a lot about Cubar.  

Having been wandering for a long time and receiving so many customers, the stories I saw and heard were considerable.  

The stories that were told while walking or eating were sometimes boring, but most of them were interesting.  

And now it was the latter.  

"You know who the ten strongest men on the continent are?"  
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"Hmm… … no. I don't know. Ian-nim, the official of the Chrono Swordsman, is considered one of the best on the continent... … ."  

"Is that the unit?"  

"Yeah. Oh, I've heard that Joshua Lindsay, the owner of the Lindsay family, is also great."  

"He was a friend who wasn't interested in the world much more than I thought. Still, the prosecutor doesn't know so far... … ."  

Iron Paraeira looked embarrassed.  

It was said to be "the ten strongest", but in fact, it was obvious that the list was all filled with prosecutors. All kinds of prerequisites are required to use magic, and it often takes a long time to prepare. Enchantresses are beings that cannot objectively measure their strength, so they should be excluded as well.  

'The only prosecutors I know are those of the Chrono Swordsman.'  

One more thing is Hill Burnett, Vice-General of the Knights of Twilight.  

However, at that level, it cannot even be mentioned in the current topic.  

After a sip of water, Cubar coughed and started talking.  

"From generation to generation, the top ten strongholds on the continent have been dominated by the five western kingdoms and the prodigies. There are already seven digits for the five families of swordsmanship, the commander of the White Knights and the leader of the Red Knights. Most of the other three digits come out there."  

However, from 50 to 60 years ago, such a tradition has disappeared behind the scenes of history.  

Prosecutors from non-western and non-seong countries stood out like awls in their pockets.  

Of course, the best of them was Ian, the owner of the Chrono Swordsman.  

He showed a brilliant talent despite being a commoner in the central part of the continent, and at the age of twenty-five he reached the level of a sword master, and by the age of 50, he became one of the top five on the continent.  

When asked who the best prosecutor is, the name is still coming up and down first, so it was not an exaggeration to say that the common people were even greater than the king.  

"But I personally think that someone other than Ian is the strongest prosecutor on the continent."  

"Others… … ?"  

"He's a commoner too. It's a person named Kuhn."  

"Khun?"  

Iron frowned slightly.  

A name that seems to have been heard somewhere. But I didn't remember well. I think I heard it at the Chrono Swordsmanship... … .  

"For reference, it is said that Kuhn is between a couple and the lieutenant of the Chrono Swordsman. The couple are both Swordmasters, isn't it amazing?"  

"Ah, I have heard of it."  

"right? Well, it's a very famous story. anyway… … ."  

Irene listened to Cubar with a more interesting face.  

He was a person who was mistaken for the vice-governor of the Chrono Swordsman as "a better teacher than Ian."  

Such a person could not have lived a normal life.  

And the story that follows was great enough to meet his expectations.  

However, it was very different from what I thought.  

"Yeah? 70 years old?"  

"okay. He said he only reached the position of a swordmaster when he was 70 years old."  

"Uh uh… … ."  

Irene lost something to say.  

Of course, I knew how stupid it was to say 'how quickly did you achieve it?' with the highest level of being a Swordmaster.  

Still, he is just seventy years old. It means that an ordinary person is the age who will not be strange even if he dies of old age.  

Becoming a Swordmaster at such an age meant that he did not neglect his efforts until he was close to death.  

"… … Incredible."  

"right? In fact, people in the world said they didn't even know that there was a prosecutor named Kuhn. I barely know the people of Krono and some central prosecutors. Because the author unilaterally burned rivalry to Ian. Oh, I heard that there are a few people who know about it."  

Everyone laughed ignorantly, maybe?  

Cubar laughed loudly.  

His words were true. In fact, most of Khun's acquaintances blamed and mocked him for his stupidity.  

Beyond the Sword Master, I asked a genius swordsman who is counted as one of the best on the continent. Everyone said with their mouths.  

However, Kuhn did not stop challenging.  

Ian also did not avoid his sword.  

That's how time goes by, last year.  

To the Western Swordmaster's question about who seems to be the strongest in the continent, the owner of the Chrono replied:  

'I think I'm the best until 10 years ago. Seongguk's commander of the White Knights may be unpleasant, but at least I have to side with me, Heo Heo.'  

'I can't be confident from 5 years ago. I drew because I fought with Kun.'  

'now? I really don't know now. Maybe he got stronger, maybe I got stronger. Shouldn't we know if we stick together Anyway, I don't know who it is right now.'  

The remarks that really shocked the world.  

Since then, no one has been found to ignore Kuhn.  

All the swordsmanships of the continent looked forward to facing him with swords, and numerous commoners were busy praising him.  

Some urgent luxury celebrities have already said that he is the best in the continent.  

In fact, Cubar was also influenced by it.  

Of course, it wasn't whether he was the best on the continent or not.  

A heart that has not been broken until the age of 90 and the actions that support it.  

It was a tremendous effort to produce the fruits of all people.  

At least, Irene thought so.  

"Hmm, shall we talk about something else this time? A great swordsman, Sir Julian Hull, the White Knights Commander of the Holy Kingdom. It is often said that Ian, Kun, and Julian Hew are the three major prosecutors of the continent. And… … ."  

Julius Heul, a knight of the Holy Land, known to easily cut down even powerful mines comparable to the devil.  

Joshua Lindsay, a descendant of Dion Lindsay, a grand hero 400 years ago, and the owner of the 5th great swordsmanship.  

Likewise, Ray, Clifford, Preston, the five great swordsmanships, the Houses of the Page family, Karakum, the warlord of the Orcs, and the captain of the Red Knights of the Holy Land.  

Lastly, Ignet, which is less than the top 10, but famous as the youngest Swordmaster, even the youngest Swordmaster who is now Ignet Cresencia.  

Anecdotes of the powerful, whose hearts are truly magnificent, flowed out one after another.  

However, Airn could not concentrate on Cubar's words.  

It was because of the deepening of my thoughts because of the story of Kuhn and the various thoughts derived from it.  

"I have a lot of thoughts."  

"Well? Oh, do you still think about Kuhn?"  

"Yeah. I can't imagine what kind of mind the sword would have been lifted up until now."  

"The same is true of me. It would be normal if even an ordinary, or even quite a few, gave up before 50. Do not give in until the end, become a Swordmaster at 70, and now after 90, you are listening to the strongest sound of the continent... … It's like a novel. He's a really great person."  

"Khun must have been great even at the age of 50, right?"  

"Hmm?"  

"Although Kuhn at the time was an ordinary prosecutor who was pointed out and ridiculed by people for not being able to grasp the subject... … Still, he must have been a great person, right?"  

"… … ."  

Cubar stopped talking, and Irene began talking.  

It wasn't a long story.  

A 50-year-old Kuhn, a 70-year-old Kuhn, and a 90-year-old Kuhn.  

They must be prosecutors with completely different swordsmanship skills, but they are all great people.  

50-year-old Kuhn hasn't gotten the same shining results as 90-year-old Kuhn, but nonetheless, he has more to learn than anyone.  

Likewise, among the many who have not yet blossomed, there is such a great person.  

Although, no one knows yet.  

Hearing this, Cubar's expression gradually became serious.  

'It's a strange young man.'  

It wasn't for any particular reason that he brought up the story of "the powers of the continent."  

It's just because it's an interesting topic.  

The story of who is stronger and who is the best seems childish at first glance, but it works for everyone.  

Even more so if the listener is a prosecutor.  

However, Irene Fareira's reaction was completely different from that of Cubar.  

'My thoughts weren't limited to the sword. You accept the story with a much broader perspective.'  

Probably an ordinary prosecutor would have asked something else.  

He really is so strong, what kind of swordsmanship he used to be so highly appreciated, how great he has overcome opponents... … .  

Irene Fareira didn't.  

I tried to see what was hidden inside, not what was shining on the outside.  

'On a subject that I don't know much about, I think it's like an old person.'  

Of course, Cubar wasn't that bad with Airn's appearance. Rather, it was nice to see.  

It was this attitude that he needed.  

It was good to keep creating things to think like now.  

If they piled up like firewood, someday it would become clear and the flame would grow.  

Said Cubar with a full smile on his face.  

"That's a good word. As you said... … There will be a lot of great people in the world who haven't yet come to fruition."  

"Is it so?"  

"Maybe it will be in Derinku, the artisan city."  

"It could be here too. Maybe the innkeeper who cooked this dish, or the elderly man we met on the road… … Even the uncle who came out of the boat that I saw at the clothing store yesterday might have something enough to see and learn. Like Kuhn."  

"sure. For some, yesterday's beast could be a better teacher than Ian."  

"Yes."  

Iron Fareira nodded.  

He woke up by stabbing Lulu and lifted a fork with a smile.  

The hot food that just came out felt more delicious today.  

However, the peaceful meal time did not last long. Strictly speaking, it was smashed before it even started.  

A group of mercenaries who were drinking at the table next to them.  

This is because the young man, who boasts the largest of them, has been walking around.  

"Let's listen, let's listen, so there's nothing I can't say."  

"Hmm?"  

"What? Chrono Swordsmanship Master or clothing store's stomach is no different than that of an uncle? These children, Ian-nim, are so great that they say... … ."  

"… … ."  

"The young child of the child who leaves the kendo room at meals makes it very easy to talk. Swordmaster is funny? Is it funny enough to say so easily! uh!"  

Irene Fareira couldn't open her mouth to the absurdity.  

What he said is only an example.  

At first glance, it means that even a seemingly ordinary person may have a great wickedness, and there was no intention to lower Ian and other Swordmasters.  

I didn't actually do that.  

However, this big man looked down at himself and Cubar with an angry face, as if he didn't think so at all.  

Fortunately, the man's party who ran belatedly apologized instead.  

"Sorry. This friend has a lot of angry personality, but he is also a little drunk. … ."  

"No, what are you talking about! How strong am I to drink... … ."  

"Shut up! Besides, he must have been overly excited to be a guy who respects prosecutors from the Chrono Swordsmanship very much. I'll go back quietly, so please understand... … ."  

"Oh, yes."  

Iron nodded.  

I was in a strange mood.  

It was because of the story of the Chrono Swordsman, or I felt like I had heard the curse and praise at once.  

Anyway, it was fortunate that it did not spread due to a big fertilization.  

It was when I was thinking so.  

Lulu, who had just woke up and was dreaming, muttered, looking at the group of mercenaries and Airen alternately.  

"Irene, Kirill said. Don't go around with a stupid look, and give it a bit of a strong spot. Otherwise, weak kids won't be able to recognize it?"  

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble chapter 82
     |  ToC | 

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble 83

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble chapter 83
    28. Alhad Livestock (1)  

"… … ?"  

"Now, the cat… … ?"  

The guests inside the inn who heard Lulu's words were astonished.  

Before entering the inn, he had only been sleeping, so everyone thought he was only a pet cat.  

It follows human hands well, is the Orc a Druid, or I want to touch it once.  

This was the thought of those looking at the black cat on the table.  

However, as it turns out that Lulu is not an ordinary cat, but a talking cat, the intestine is in shock.  

But only one.  

Only the big man who accepted the pressure of his coworkers and returned to the table did not know the situation.  

He had turned his body back, so he couldn't see Lulu talking.  

He stopped high and slowly turned the new model.  

His face was reddened by drunkenness, and he drew more blood.  

The blood on the temple and bloodshot eyes were telling the man's emotional state.  

"These cubs are trying to go over moderately ... … ."  

"No, Trent! Not what he said... … ."  

"Then who did it, Orc? Anyway, either one of you wasn't telling me to change your voice and listen!"  

"Not both!"  

"So who is it?"  

"Well, that cat… … ."  

An oversized man, Trent's colleague, pointed at the table.  

I saw a cat with weak eyes whether he was still awake.  

The guy who made eye contact with Trent tilted his head for a moment, then fell over.  

And fell asleep again.  

"Is this crazy? What? What about a cat?"  

"No, just a real cat… … ."  

"No matter how drunk I am, not that much. If you're going to say that bullshit, don't stop it and watch."  

"… … ."  

"Ha, the cat is talking? If there is such a cat, it will be in my hand."  

Annoyed, Trent walked to the table where the cat was sleeping.  

An expression that doesn't seem to be able to stop no matter how much pressure around him.  

Airn looked at Lulu with eyes full of absurdity.  

'He was sleeping well, and then he suddenly woke up and said something like that… … .'  

I don't think my brother is wrong.  

Kirill's opinion made sense in that it could block useless disputes in advance.  

It's just that Iron can't do that.  

However, the situation was completely different now.  

To say that in a situation where if you stay still, it is like pouring oil into a burning ember.  

'Did you do that while sleeping? Even if I wake it up again, I don't think I can even remember what he said... … .'  

I looked at the guy called Irene's Trant.  

It seemed that the misunderstanding was firmly piled up. No, it wasn't a misunderstanding from the point of view.  

Lulu is also the same party.  

It was a story that Cubar and himself couldn't skip just because they weren't talking.  

My heart was upset.  

But Cubar was different.  

He said, looking at Trent, who was very calm, with a rather slight smile.  

"Hey, big man."  

"Why. Are you suddenly scared now, Orc?"  

"Of course I am scared. I am a fortune teller. I have no desire to fight you, a mercenary."  

"okay? But what about this? I want to fight... … ."  

"What I just said, are you serious?"  

"Huh?"  

"I mean, saying that if you have a talking cat, you're going to get in your hands."  

"Ha, what suddenly… … ."  

"Shall we make a bet?"  

Trent's face turned even more red.  

It was because I thought that the Orc guy, who was scared of hindsight, was turning his horse.  

He took a breath to burst his anger.  

But Cubar's words were faster.  

"If this cat can't speak to humans, I'll apologize the way you want. If it's right, it's right, if it's on your knees, you're down. If you want money, you can give it to me."  

"This is now… … ."  

"On the contrary, what if this cat could speak? It's too much to hold a jang in your hand, so let's take a look. Instead, they will calculate the price for today's meal for our party. What do you think? For reference, it's okay if you don't. If you're scared, you can't help it."  

"… … This child! Yes, good! Try it once!"  

Trent replied out loud and continued.  

It was a threat that he would kill him if he secretly performs ventriloquism from behind, but his expression was very bloody.  

However, no one got serious about his cover.  

The same was true of the guests who watched the quarrel, the innkeeper who was very proud of the turmoil, and the group of mercenaries who were with Trent.  

Trent looked around, feeling that the atmosphere had become strange.  

'what? surely… … .'  

Cubar laughed at the stiff-looking man.  

He smiled the same at Airn, and he sharpened his throat and woke up by shaking Lulu, who was sleeping coolly.  

"Lulu, wake up. Now is not the time to sleep."  

"… … ."  

"Lulu, Lulu!"  

Maybe he fell asleep deeply in that moment, and Lulu didn't wake up even though he shook it.  

However, after Cubar lifted himself up, there was no way he would not wake up.  

Trent asked with a serious expression to him, whose waist was stretched while hanging in the air.  

"Hey. you… … Can you really say people?"  

"… … Who is it? This ugly person?"  

"… … ."  

Trent smoothly grinds the molars as she watched the talking black cat rubbing her eyes with her paws.  

Cubar was still a smiling face.  

He said to Lulu, who had a question mark on his head.  

"Lulu."  

"Huh?"  

"You can order everything you want to eat tonight, so let's do it as much as you want."  

* * *  

Airn Pareira and the group safely avoided the fight with Cubar's instant bet.  

However, Lu-Lu woke up and bowed his head to Trent's group of mercenaries.  

It wasn't about Kirill. It was because of the 'ugly' remarks made at the end.  

"You said Trent? Sorry! I woke up, but I was surprised that the human face was so close."  

"… … ."  

"You are not ugly! It's not handsome, but it just looks ordinary!"  

"… … ."  

"You haven't resolved your anger yet. What do we do? Can I do a massage? In an apology, everyone here will massage their shoulders."  

"What? Good. You said lulu? I'll apologize. First of all... … ."  

"what! I haven't told you I'd accept an apology yet!"  

"Trent, what would you do if you don't accept it? If you didn't listen to me and bet on the subject where you lost money and lost money, will you go back and argue again?  

"… … ."  

"Do it right and release it. I want to get a massage from a cat. Lulu! Trent says it's okay now. So please do it soon!"  

"Okay!"  

"Huh, huh... … Good… … Alas."  

Peace came to the inn thanks to Lulu's soft forefoot massage service, and Airn was able to go to bed with a sigh of relief.  

'Because I'm not seeing anymore, there won't be any problems anymore.'  

It was a wrong idea.  

Is it because the destination is the same?  

Or is it a coincidence?  

They visited the same village the next day and the next day, and stayed in the same lodge.  

Each time, a man named Trent looked at them with disgusting eyes.  

Fortunately, there was no controversy like before, but the gaze alone was uncomfortable enough.  

The same was the case today, a week later.  

Seeing a group of mercenaries walking ahead of them, Airn asked Cubar.  

"Isn't there any chance that they will overlap again this time?"  

"It has to be. I'm not sure if Derrinku is my destination, but it seems clear there's something to see over the mountain range."  

"I will eventually accompany you."  

"Perhaps?"  

Cubar nodded.  

Now they are located in a nearby city in the Alhad Mountains, and you have to climb a mountain to get to Derrinku.  

However, there was a large bandit group lurking along the road, so it was better to gather with a large number of people.  

That was the reason why Airn's party tried to enter the upper guard.  

"I'll do a simple test, but you're fine."  

"I don't have a problem either!"  

"Well, I don't think I'm going to force the test on the cat, too… … ."  

"Is Kuvar confident?"  

"Once again, I'm Cubar, an orc divination, and an orc divination is a symbol of good luck. If I say I'm joining the top, I'll greet everyone."  

Lulu shook his head at Cubar's confident words, and Airn smiled.  

They walked through light conversations all the way to the top.  

However, Trent, a mercenary walking one step ahead of them, wasn't feeling light.  

He frowned at the continuous hearing of Ai-Rn's group.  

'Damn it. The baby girl is bluffing!'  

He didn't like them very much.  

Among them, I didn't like the kid with the name Irene the most.  

More than an Orc who suggested betting with a smirk, more than a cat who said he was ugly by himself.  

It was because he was a prosecutor.  

To be precise, it was because a guy who wasn't like a prosecutor pretended to be a prosecutor.  

White skin that you will never have suffered before.  

He is a prosecutor and does not carry a sword.  

Even the lightness that easily puts Ian, the official of the Great Chrono Swordsman, into his mouth.  

No matter how it looks, he was just a freshman with a lot of looks.  

It was obvious that he didn't even make a proper effort because of the atmosphere given by the title of prosecutor.  

'I'm annoyed even if I think about it again. How can you say Ian Kwan-ju so easily?'  

Trent, recalling what happened at the time, frowned even more.  

He probably doesn't know.  

How great is Ian-nim, who was a commoner and has risen to the top of the continent.  

How great a feat Kun-nim, who has the same skills as that, has attained.  

How many commoners were thus able to gain hope and courage.  

Anyone who knew this would not have compared the innkeeper or the clothing store owner with them, even for a joke.  

Of course, this was just Trent's idea.  

Airn did not speak lightly of Ian and other prosecutors.  

Rather, they tried to understand and count the hardships they would have gone through while achieving the ground.  

But in his drunk head, Irene was a novice and nerd who looked at the prosecutor lightly, and his thoughts had no sign of change until now, a week later.  

so that… … .  

'I have to show it right this time!'  

Trent decided. He said that in the upper escort test, he had to show the difference in level that he couldn't even think of.  

"Haab!"  

Wow!  

Standing in front of the upper guard, he swung his sword with all his might.  

He did his best than when he first performed his swordsmanship to receive the mercenary plaque.  

Through his overwhelming skills, I wanted to mess with the expression of the blond girl who thinks the title of prosecutor too easily.  

Was that heart delivered?  

The considerable escort captain said with a satisfactory expression.  

"Well, it's passed. You look young, but your sword skills are great."  

"It's an overdoing. I just worked a little harder than others."  

After receiving the compliment, Trent bowed his head.  

And then I looked at the side of Airen Pareira.  

It was a look that meant whether you saw your skills well.  

However, he didn't show much reaction.  

With a still expressionless face, with an orc that still looks smirk, he still stands in front of the upper escort captain with an unlucky cat on his shoulder.  

But it doesn't matter.  

You will know the moment you look at the test.  

How different is the expression of the escort captain when dealing with Lee Trent and dealing with him.  

Rather than being hired as an escort and getting paid, how embarrassed it is to be in a position to pay for the escort.  

From now on, you will know clearly... … .  

"Well! A silver-grade mercenary, she looks very young... … How great. I don't need to take a test."  

"is that so? Okay."  

"… … ?"  
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When Trent heard the words of the upper guard, the fisheye became awkward.  

Silver Fara. It can't be. Maybe you've heard it wrong.  

He gave strength to his eyes and looked at the captain of the escort again.  

I will tell you now. 'I saw it wrong. I will start the test.'  

And that blonde guy will show off his terrible skills, and then... … .  

Trent's delusion was there.  

He nodded and turned around, and the group of Airun Pareira and the top escort commander did not catch him.  

Watching this, he rushed to the captain.  

"Well, there!"  

"Well? Why but?"  

"Well, those people. Why did you pass the test without even seeing it?"  

"Ah, of course. Orc fortune teller brings good luck, so joining is not a good idea. The black cat is a little shy, but it doesn't matter if it's an orc-raised one."  

"What about the blonde guy?"  

"Did you not listen? I think I heard it because it was close... … That young man, he's a silver-grade mercenary. Great at a young age."  

"No, I did hear it… … Well, it's a little bit not... … ."  

Trent, who was talking, closed his mouth.  

This is because the top guard's expression wasn't good.  

He threw his gaze with a long, stiff face, and Trent lowered his gaze with the feeling of sitting on a thorn cushion.  

Before long, the captain of the guard said in a low voice.  

"Now, do I look like a fool who can't properly check a mercenary?"  

"Ah, no, that's not it… … ."  

"I'm the one who has seen only fake mercenaries hundreds of times so far. It means that it is a bone to determine whether it is counterfeit or true."  

"… … ."  

"Besides, that young man, he received a mercenary plaque from Alcantra."  

"Yes?"  

"If I were in a position to forge a mercenary plaque, I would not have used the name of the Alcantra agency. It's only here. next!"  

After that, the upper guard turned his gaze. It meant there was nothing more to say.  

But the same was true of Trent that he had nothing to say.  

With a blank expression, he recalled the story he had just heard.  

'You said you received a silver grade mercenary plaque from the Alcantra agency?'  

The metropolis Alcantra.  

This is where Trent knows well.  

Isn't there the Chrono Swordsman, where the prosecutors he respects the most?  

With such a background, the Alcantra agency's certification tests were exceptionally tighter than those in other regions, and those who received high grades there inevitably received a lot of attention.  

In other words, it's not a good place to impersonate a rating.  

Even myself, I knew it well because I received the same grade in Alcantra.  

The mercenary hand was also treated with elaborate magic to make it much harder to forge.  

'… … Real silver plaque? At that age?'  

can not believe it.  

No, I hate to believe it.  

A guy who acts with a light heart like that is a higher grade than himself... … .  

"Trant, what are you doing?"  

"Don't stand blankly and follow me."  

"… … okay."  

Of course, there was nothing Trent could do.  

All I have to do is to secretly gaze at the face that seems to have not suffered.  

* * *  

The recruitment of escorts to cross the Alhad Mountains has ended.  

The top owners, the top guards, and the mercenaries all started the mountain with a satisfied face.  

A huge group of bandits had to pass through the lurking area, but most of the faces did not show a sense of tension, let alone shade.  

To be precise, it was all but two.  

Trent is very annoyed by Iron Paraeira.  

And I don't know why, but Irene is showing a heavy expression.  

Watching this, Lulu looked at Cubar.  

And said.  

"Kuvar. I do that."  

"Well? which… … ."  

"A set of articles."  

"Aha. I see. Where was that... … Here you are!"  

Cubar was rummaging through his bag and pulled out something.  

It was iron pieces.  

The shape of the parts was similar to the armor worn by the knights, but it was characterized by being very small in size.  

He threw it into the air.  

Thanks to the skillful throwing, each part did not fly to Junggu heating, but flew closely together.  

At that time, Lulu, who quickly jumped between them, spread her limbs wide apart.  

Then, the pieces of iron that had fallen to the floor by gravity made a crackling sound and stuck to his body.  

Sweet!  

A black cat quickly became a knight wearing full plate armor.  

Kneeling on one knee, he put his sword in the ground.  

And with a serious look, he said to Irene.  

"Sir Irene Fareira, if there is anyone who weighs your heart, tell me right away. As my darling sword, I'm ready to be slaughtered, no matter who the opponent is."  

"Oh oh oh... … ."  

"What, that one!"  

"cool!"  

"cute!"  

The people at the top who saw Lulu's journey responded violently.  

Some clapped, and those who first knew he was a conjurer looked out of their minds with their mouths wide open.  

Of course, Irene was calm.  

Because this wasn't the only time this black cat had an unusual behavior.  

"Where did you learn that tone?"  

"I learned from this novel yesterday!"  

"It's really cool."  

"Hi-Hi. But it's uncomfortable, so it's hard to be doing this for a long time."  

Chew chow chow  

Seeing the stupid walk, it seemed to be true.  

With a bloody smile, he lifted and hugged Lulu and took off his armor.  

Taking over the pieces, Cubar asked a question again.  

"Lulu asked as a joke, but I'm curious too."  

"Yes?"  

"The last expression. Although you're originally expressionless, it doesn't look like you're laughed at all today. If you have any concerns, let them know. It's a bit stupid, but I'll give you advice as a senior in life."  

"Hmm… … ."  

Whether there was no worries, Irene groaned low. Cubar and Lulu waited for him carefully.  

The content that came out a while later was much heavier than they thought.  

"I have many thoughts, but the biggest concern right now is… … It is the part where I can swing my sword against people."  

"Ah?"  

"Because I haven't killed anyone yet."  

A word that is too terrible to be a word from a good and gentle impression.  

However, it was natural to say that he was a prosecutor and a mercenary.  

Even more so from the standpoint of escorting the top from bandits.  

Cubar's face became serious, and Lulu stopped his mischievous behavior and stared at Irene.  

He continued to talk.  

"Of course, it may sound absurd from the standpoint of veteran mercenaries to scare good merchants and to look after evil people who are plundering… … Still, there is something called the weight of life."  

It is right to keep innocent merchants.  

It is also true to defeat vicious thieves.  

However, as long as he was entitled to kill a person in the process, Irene could not answer with confidence.  

That was not the end of my worries.  

"Is the answer to be quick to beat the captain's neck to surrender?"  

"Or is it right to end up with only threats and kicking out?"  

"But if the bandits who were so devoted to repeat their bad things to others, it wouldn't be the right thing to do... … ."  

The thoughts that followed by biting the tail on the tail.  

Hearing the inner feelings of a 21-year-old young man who is innocent in a way and stupid in a way, Cubar smiled.  

He liked this appearance of Airn.  

It may seem frustrating at first glance, but at least it was a much better attitude than those who lightly handle the sword in the situation without any worries.  

Hearing all the stories of the young man, he nodded. And came up with the answer.  

However, that was a completely different answer from what Irene thought.  

"There is no need to worry."  

"Yes?"  

"I don't have a fight. No one here will pull a sword and cross the mountain range."  

"However, there is a terrifying bandit boss called Qazar on the hillside… … ."  

"The Qazar wants peace."  

"… … ?"  

"Identify power, say hello, ask for tolls, send them off. That's all that Alhad's bandits do."  

The explanation that flowed out of Cubar's mouth afterwards completely changed the concept of the "bandit" that Irene thought.  

The fact that Alhad's livestock, with the leader Khazar in the lead, has been maintained for as many as five years.  

In those five years, there are only a handful of knives that have occurred, and those who have paid the toll can cross the mountain range more safely than anyone else.  

Merchants are seeking escorts to put pressure on the bandits, not to fight.  

"In a way, they are not bandits, but merchants. Even the merchants wouldn't think they were particularly bad guys. It should be a little annoying, but you can think of it as a tariff on the city."  

"No, no matter how… … Are they not administrators sent from the state, and evil men who take the wealth of merchants without compensation? Such people... … Do you not send subjugation squads in the surrounding territory or kingdom?  

"I can't send it. There are a lot of bribes that bandits give to the surrounding provinces."  

"… … ."  

"Haha, the more I hear the story, the more shocked it seems."  

"Honestly yes. It's a place with so many problems... … ."  

"But it can be concluded that this is just a bad thing. In a way, it can be seen as an advantage for everyone."  

It's not a bad thing. Irene couldn't understand.  

How could it not be the structure that the country and bandits collide and exploit merchants?  

However, following Cubar's explanation, he was forced to look stupid.  

"First of all, the surrounding estates are good because they can cut down on work. It is difficult to manage the streets directly in a country or territory, as it is difficult to claim ownership by anyone because of the ambiguity of geography."  

"It can be seen that bandits work for them. Besides, only horses are bandit, what Qazar does is surprisingly helpful in stabilizing the area. By properly oiling the surrounding estates to get rid of disputes, and removing nasty robbers, security is improved."  

"Actually, it was said that before Khazar became a living leader, there was a lot more damage to life and property. However, the belly button was bigger than the boat to continue to send the subjugation team, and the merchants had to risk their own lives and go hiking, so the burden would not have been only for me."  

"… … It's very, very complicated."  

"Huh huh, the world is like that. Good and evil, correct and incorrect answers, so hardly anything can be found."  

At Cubar's words, Irene Fareira nodded quietly.  

It was a shock.  

I didn't know when I was inside the family.  

In a narrow world, he spent a day so simple that he had no need to think about anything other than just swinging his sword.  

But it wasn't like that outside the world.  

There were many more complex interests entangled than I thought, and much more difficult thoughts were entangled.  

As I couldn't easily judge what was right and what was wrong, every action became cautious.  

'burden. My head hurts too.'  

However, Irene Pareira did not stop worrying.  

I didn't want to. He said.  

"… … I need to think a little more."  

"What? About Alhad live vegetables?"  

"Alhad alive, and what I said at first."  

"first? Ah… … You mean about murder?"  

"Yes. It's not the right thing to do right now, but it's something you can face up to later. Whoo, I haven't been able to answer a relatively simple problem yet, but I got a more complex problem. still… … ."  

It would be better to think ahead.  

That way, I think I can make the right choice when things come.  

Irene Fareira, who said so, looked at Cubar with deep eyes.  

"That's a good idea. You cheer for me."  

"I will support you too! It's a difficult problem, but do it!"  

Lulu, who said that, didn't seem to have any worries, but it was okay.  

The heart itself to support myself was sincere.  

Irene, who seemed to smile, continued to worry, and the two continued their mountain walks in consideration of him.  

However, those around them had different ideas.  

'You have never cut a person?'  

'Don't you know what Alhad lived is like? Isn't it too inexperienced?'  

'I heard it's Eunpae, but no matter how much I think about what I say, it seems like a lie... … .'  

Some doubted Irene's skills.  

No matter how great the top guard's eyes were, I couldn't believe that the little girl who lacked experience so far was a silver-grade mercenary.  

Trent also ignited the suspicion he had put aside for a while.  

'Where are you from a famous swordsman?'  

'Is it because I grew up precious, I'm too young to think about it.'  

'No matter how much I don't know the world, can I do that?'  

'Why are such useless worries... … .'  

Others didn't doubt Airn's skills themselves.  

Often there is such a case.  

He is a type like a master who has excellent skills because he grew up in a great family, but doesn't know the world.  

However, it was the same that they, too, looked down on Irene.  

To question the order that lasts for five years. There will be no more meaningless worries than that.  

"You are here."  

Likewise, time passed quickly even while each one was thinking differently.  

In front of Alhad Mountain House, who had already arrived, bandits including Khazars were greeted.  

But, the atmosphere was strange.  

Unlike usual, Khazar, the owner of alive, without a smile.  

And the bandits lined up with stiff expressions behind them.  

The question was soon resolved.  

An unacceptable condition flowed out of Khazar's mouth.  

"Put half of the thing and go out. Then I will save your life."  

"What, what! Now that's what it says... … ."  

It was when the embarrassed merchant representative stuttered.  

Irene Pareira, who had been worrying all the time, muttered quietly.  

"That person… … I can feel Magi."  
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"Huh?"  

"Magi?"  

Lulu and Cubar asked at the same time.  

Irene Fareira nodded and looked at the necklace.  

It was an artifact presented by a younger brother and a younger brother's teacher, and exhibited excellent performance in detecting magic, magic, and poison.  

The necklace's current color is red.  

It was very faint, but it was clear that the color had changed.  

In fact, I didn't even need to get help from a necklace.  

The moment I met the bandits, I immediately felt the feeling.  

That everyone is not sane.  

'I don't think I've become a mine, but... … .'  

Airn looked closely at the bandits, including the boss, Khazar.  

The dimension was different from the mine I saw during the subjugation. Most of them were like humans, and only a little bit of magic is felt in Qazar.  

Have you had any recent contact with Mine?  

If not... … .  

That was the time to think about it.  

Lulu, rising to the top of his face, asked with anxious eyes.  

"Irene, are you okay?"  

"uh?"  

"The state of mind. Doesn't it feel like it's changing like when you subjugated?  

"What are you talking about, Lulu?"  

Cubar also posed a question.  

He noticed that there was something he didn't know about the worries that were different from the situation where he felt Magi.  

Said Irene.  

"It's related to the iron stakes. If you touch Magi, the symptoms worsen. Feeling colder and not able to think of the surroundings... … ."  

"Ah… … ."  

"But it's okay. Is it because Magi is weak, it's bearable."  

Irene reassures the party.  

However, his face was so stiff that it had no effect.  

Both Cubar and Lulu looked at Airn's complexion with heavy expressions.  

Of course, they weren't the only ones that were serious.  

The merchants, chores, top guards, and mercenaries who listened to Bandit Leader Khazar's words could not hide their tension.  

The atmosphere from the faces and attitudes of the bandits was telling me. That the words are sincere, not peaches.  

"I can't understand."  

On behalf of the merchant who was obsessed with Qazar's words, a man close to the old man stepped forward.  

One of the most experienced merchants' associations, he was a man with more than 20 years of experience traversing Alhad's livelihoods.  

He asked in a calm voice.  

"It doesn't seem like it's in the mood for sad talk, so I'll start with it. Half of the stuff, that's ridiculous."  

"why? Do you have any set rules for a bandit opening a merchant?"  

"Yes. If you're the quirky guys in that unnamed rural valley, you, like the agent of the three nearby provinces, are an outstanding person who has common sense and combines bravery and wisdom."  

"It is. Guys, I am this much! Hahaha!"  

"Wahahahahaha!"  

Qazar laughed out loud as if he was happy, and his men also followed him and cheered.  

The appearance of the experienced merchant was embarrassed.  

Rather than being a bandit, the figures of Alhad Mountain Chae, who looked like soldiers, showed this kind of appearance.  

I felt a lot of incongruity and ominousness.  

However, I can't help but say what I was trying to bring out.  

It was the moment he opened his mouth again to mention the common-sense good toll.  

Turn up  

"What's not funny."  

"Heo-eok!"  

Quadangtang!  

"I just go there."  

"Oh, uh... … ."  

"The old toll was blah blah blah, all gone. From today, the toll is unconditionally half of the thing."  

"… … ."  

"Oh, of course, if you don't want to go over, you don't have to pay the toll. Instead, we also suffered in vain, so let's take all the stuff for the expense."  

As soon as those words are over, the Khazars laughed hahahaha.  

It was a typical bandit in the story, but the merchants were bound to be shocked.  

Alhad Sanchae was not a place like this.  

The boss, Khazar, treated the merchants with a neat and educated appearance, unlike a harsh impression.  

They even served meals from time to time to those who were face-to-face, and some of the porters with long years of age made friends with bandits.  

When such people showed the appearance of confiscation of their face like this, the embarrassment could not be said.  

However, just because the opponent is strong, you can't step back.  

The best merchant who stepped down after being supported by the guards looked at the upper guard.  

He nodded in his eyes and glanced at another person, and before long, a sharp-eyed man emerged among the mercenaries.  

"Ho, what is it? Are you saying I'm going to do one thing?"  

"Let's get it wrong. We are still hoping that things will be settled peacefully."  

"Because of that, the baby's eyes are beaked? What happened?"  

"I thought that for peace, we should let us know that we also have the power to resist."  

Chaeang!  

The words of the best trader were over, and the man with a terrifyingly sharp eye drew a knife.  

A sword that is heavy and sharply sharpened.  

The entire Doshin was shining blue, and one of the mercenaries who saw it shouted in amazement.  

"Glacial Blade! That man, it's Wolfgang!"  

"The Wolf River was at the top!"  

Magic Sword Wolfgang.  

He is a seasoned mercenary with a magic sword that is cold enough to chill just by approaching it as if it were seen.  

Like Alcantra, he was awarded a silver plaque in the capital of the five western kingdoms, where the judging criteria were demanding, and was a veteran among veterans known to be able to receive a golden plaque within a few years.  

The atmosphere at the top, which was gloomy with his appearance, became brighter.  

The merchant, who was frowning at the shock thrown, forcibly laughed and continued.  

"It's not just the Wolfgang. There are four more silver-plated mercenaries in our upper alliance, and there are quite a lot of silver-plated mercenaries to support them."  

"okay? Why did you care so much about escorting the subject that you only paid tolls every time?"  

"Because there is no guarantee that this will not happen. As a result, I'm glad that this happened. Now, what would you do? Still haven't changed your mind?"  

The best merchant said with a confident expression.  

Of course, their power is not ahead of alive.  

Right now, leader Kazaar is a talented man who is said to be close to the level of an expert. It means that it is a row above the Wolfgang.  

In addition, there are so many talented subordinates in both hands, so it is correct to see that the upper alliance is still inferior when viewed objectively.  

'But, Qazar also knows. Fighting is much more costly if you have this power.'  

Bandits pull out their swords to rip off wealth, eat well, and live well, not to risk their lives and to stick together with strong enemies.  

You know Kazarni, who is smart.  

That if you fight this amount of power, the living plants will also be cut in half. If you don't have luck, you can get seriously injured.  

Because, the merchant was convinced.  

I don't know what happened, but no matter how close my eyes are, I have no choice but to see a compromise in this situation... … .  

Qaw ahhh!  

Blaze, blaze!  

"Heo-eok!"  

"Ah ah!"  

"Uh, uh, uh... … ."  

"… … Hinip."  

A hiccup flowed from the mouth of the merchant who was reading the scene calmly.  

The same was true of other merchants and mercenaries.  

They look astonished with their eyes wide open, or open their mouths as if they were ecstatic.  

It was because of the bandit leader Khazar.  

The battle hammer he struck with all his might created a huge crack in the ground.  

"It looks like he saw me with his cock… … ."  

Blah-  

Khazar picked up the battle hammer stuck in the ground.  

The average person was hard to even lift, and he handled the weight lightly with one hand.  

Wolfgang, who stepped forward, trembling.  

Stretching cold sweat was flowing from my back.  

"If you want to do it like that, I like it. Wolfgang? Let's stick together. By the way, it's your turn after this baby is thrown."  

"… … I will give you half."  

"No! What are you talking about! no way!"  

"But, I can't kill everyone like this… … ."  

"If I blow half of the stuff, I'm dead anyway!"  

As soon as Qazar's cover was over, the upper alliance was literally shattered.  

The one who says that life is the most important and that you have to comply with unreasonable demands, and the one who dies if you tear it off in half, but screams that it is the same.  

The merchants, split into two waves, quarreled with blood feet in their eyes.  

The confusion of the mercenaries was no less than the merchant.  

Most of them had a small pay, but they thought it was a convenient job and received a request.  

He didn't really think there would be anything to fight for his life.  

What's more, the enemy to deal with, Khazar, seemed much stronger than the rumors heard.  

At that level, the expert was sure.  

It means that he is a man of great skill enough to receive the title even in the five western kingdoms famous for his sword.  

'Please, I hope we can conclude with no fight... … .'  

'Just give it away! I can't win!'  

Most of the mercenaries, including those with silver grades, had the same idea.  

No one was courageous.  

Some of the merchants and chores who felt such an atmosphere looked up with disappointment.  

And Trent couldn't respond to their disappointed gaze.  

"… … ."  

He never told anyone because he was shy, but in fact he wanted to be a hero.  

That's why it became a prosecutor.  

If you were listening to the heroic stories of many swordsmen including Ian and Krono's swordsman, you could feel as if you were a hero as you swung the sword while thinking of them.  

I was confident too.  

Much better talent than ordinary prosecutors.  

A heart that is much more sublime than the mercenaries who only reveal money.  

A wick that is much more straightforward than the prestigious children who grew up comfortably without suffering.  

I thought that all I needed was time.  

I thought that as experience accumulates and time accumulates, he will be a great prosecutor like Chrono's characters.  

It was a mistake.  

'nothing… … I can't.'  

I realized the moment I saw Khazar's blow.  

I was lacking myself.  

He wasn't ready to courageously move forward in the crisis situation, and he didn't have the ability to hit the opponent's hammer with his sword coolly.  

I have never tried seriously.  

I was just drunk on a cool heroic story and passed away day by day, repeating the thought of 'I'm different from others.'  

The result is this.  

I just stand still with my mouth dry and cold sweat.  

Trent slowly closed his eyes at the rush of self-destruction.  

Is that why?  

He could hear the words coming from behind him more closely than others.  

"Irene, are you going out?"  

"Should be. I made a rough decision on what to do. This isn't the right answer either, but... … ."  

"Is the Magi influence okay? You don't know, now... … ."  

Lulu blurred the end.  

But the meaning was conveyed.  

It meant that he was in a state of being influenced by the man in his dream.  

I had to think that way, and all the way to this place, Irene pondered about the willingness to swell people and the right and wrong of living things.  

And I haven't come to a decent conclusion yet.  

In such a situation, without hesitation like this, there was a concern that the aspect of the man in the dream might come out.  

"OK."  

Iron laughed at Lulu.  

A face that was still hardened to see if it wasn't affected by Magi.  

However, Lulu, realizing that her eyes were as normal as her eyes, exhaled a sigh of relief.  

"Well done."  

"Through it. I'm curious what choice to make... … You will do well on your own."  

"Yeah. I'll do well."  

That was the end of the conversation.  

The blond young man walked forward.  

Unlike his gentle appearance, his eyes focused his attention on his dignified appearance.  

The same was true of Qazar.  

The opponent asked as he watched Iron, who had reached the front of him, overtaking the Wolfgang, who had been standing in an awkward position.  

"What, are you?"  

"I'm Iron Pareira, the 27th official trainee of the Chrono Swordsmanship."  
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"what?"  

"I was called Irene Fareira, an official trainee of the Chrono Swordsmanship."  

As he looked at Qajar's question, Irene Pareira said again and again.  

A much louder voice than the previous answer.  

It seemed as if he was proud of his identity, and he looked completely different from his sexuality.  

Of course, the top party didn't care about that at all.  

I focused only on what Irene said.  

"The official trainee of the Chrono Swordsmanship?"  

"The 27th?"  

"Did the 27th official trainees come to the continent?"  

"Iron Pareira? It's a name I haven't heard of... … ."  

"It is said that there are more than 20 riders this time, but it may not have been known."  

"Huh, I've been watching 27 periods here… … ."  

"Surely, there was a reason to receive a silver-grade mercenary plaque at such a young age."  

"Wait, then… … Didn't the work here work out?"  

"uh? Ah! Yes!"  

"Because the liver isn't big enough to touch Krono's trainees. That's right, that's right!"  

'The atmosphere is flowing as expected.'  

Unlike before, Irene nodded slightly to the voices of people with a positive atmosphere.  

It wasn't because he had completely cleared up the thoughts he had been thinking throughout the climb.  

Concerns about the act of cutting people.  

Worries about a unique group called Alhad Sanchae.  

Either one couldn't be solved easily.  

For those who have accumulated numerous life experiences, it may be a problem that has been answered, but at least the current Irene Pareira could not come to a conclusion.  

Of course, the atmosphere of living plants was very different from what I heard... … .  

'That's why I'm more confused.'  

Because of this, Irene changed his mind.  

I am not making a decision on the two issues above right now.  

It is not too late to deal with it after continuing the trip, gaining more experience and deepening your thoughts.  

If so, what is the most important thing you can and should do now?  

It was his current mission: escorting the top.  

'I don't let the merchants and mercenaries die.'  

No, it doesn't hurt.  

That was the goal set by Irene today.  

And the best flow to achieve that goal was to'do not create a fight itself.'  

"Here is a plaque proving that he is an official trainee of the Chrono Swordsman."  

Airn, who took the trainee's hand out of his pocket, handed it over to Qazar.  

As he showed off the prestige of Chrono, the merchants' facial expressions improved.  

Kazarra, who is suddenly doing crazy things, can't ignore this.  

If you renegotiate him, who appears to be embarrassed, you can safely pass through the mountains without having to tear anything or lose your life.  

It was when everyone was thinking so.  

Qazar, who was looking at Airn's practitioner's hand, threw it.  

It's too short a time to think that I carefully checked it.  

He laughed and said.  

"Is it fake?"  

"… … ? no. I got this directly from Kwanju Ian. Please check it properly."  

"do not know. I don't have the eyes to judge that kind of thing. but… … For the past five years, I've tried to smack three of the guys who have been stretching out as a chrono's prosecutor, but there's no backbone."  

"… … ."  

"Maybe you are one of those guys too?"  

"Wow ha ha ha ha ha! That's right, boss!"  

"If you believe in that one by one, only us will be protected! How come everyone who meets us is a prosecutor of Chrono, and is from the 5th great swordsmanship?"  

"boss! Let's just wipe it out!"  

Rather than being crushed by Chrono's name, the bandits show a more ferocious appearance.  

And Khazar looks at those men satisfactorily.  

The faces of the merchants who saw this became dark again.  

I only realized it now. Now, the guys in Alhad Sanchae are only thinking about fighting without paying any attention to the back belly.  

It's ridiculous, but it was.  

None of the bandits, including Khazar, showed any interest in the authenticity of that training plaque.  

The best trader felt quite uncomfortable with that fact.  

'Nonsense… … How clever is Qazar, and he says that he checks it roughly like that?'  

Kazarda carefully grasps the world's celebrities so that he doesn't have to hit a big shot.  

No, he's not even this belligerent personality in the first place. The same goes for the subordinates.  

Why on earth did this happen?  

Why the hell are these guys turning into completely different people and bothering us.  

The merchant did not know.  

However, it seemed that he knew the secret of Airn Fareira, who was confronting Qazar in front of him.  

He looked closely at Khazar's neck.  

'… … First of all, I will have to use the following method.'  

Whoo, Irene took a deep breath.  

In fact, I wanted to avoid this method.  

It was because the risk was greater than borrowing the name of Chrono, and there was no 100% confidence.  

If it's just beating Khazar, he's confident, but what he thinks now needs more power.  

He put the training plaque returned by Airn into his arms.  

Khazar grumbled as he looked at his expressionless face.  

"Why? Keep holding it. I'm from Chrono, please don't hit me, and if I put it on my forehead, I'm afraid the other guys won't even be able to approach it? Of course not us."  

"Wahahahahaha!"  

"Mr. Khazar."  

"Huh? Hey young man! Let's loosen our expressions and talk? You wouldn't be asking me to be saved with such a serious face, right?"  

"Haha, hahahaha!"  

"Can I show you the difference in strength?"  

"Huh?"  

"If I show that I'm strong enough to defeat everyone here, then I'm going to step back."  

"… … Hahaha."  

3 seconds.  

Considering that the conversation continued, there was a lot of silence.  

But the moment Qazar laughed, the bandits had no choice but to burst into laughter that they had endured.  

"Pu ha ha ha ha ha!"  

"Kuh... … Kukkh."  

"What did he say, now?"  

"You say you're sweeping it all by yourself?"  

"boss! Can't you just spare that guy? It's really fun!"  

Bandits ridiculing Airun by turning their faces red.  

Even the merchants and mercenaries on the same side could not support him.  

It was because the words spoken by the blonde young man were too vain.  

Likewise, Alhad Sanchae's tense atmosphere quickly turned into a chatty market feel.  

But everyone knew.  

That the only thing I can laugh about is now.  

When this moment is over, there will be no more jokes, and there will be a slaughter battle of stealing and taking.  

It means that even the happiest ending is like throwing out half of the stuff and running away.  

It was then.  

The blonde young man who was listening to everyone's mockery held the sword.  

Susuk-  

Turn up!  

"… … !"  

"… … !"  

All the bandits stopped laughing.  

The same was true of the top party.  

Everyone's attention was focused on the amazing sight of pulling out a greatsword from the empty air and grabbing it.  

But the more alarming thing was next.  

In the young man's body with his eyes closed as if concentrating his strength, a strong energy began to stir up.  

Whoo woow-!  

"Uh, uh… … ."  

"Hiccup. Hinip."  

It doesn't mean that the expression is bloody or that the atmosphere is hot.  

Aura, a mystical power built up through the training of the inner universe, spews out in all directions.  

Although it did not have a shape like Swordmaster's Auror Sword, the overwhelming violence that causes people to contract with the existence itself flows without knowing how to stop.  

Everyone in the hall felt it.  

And I was embarrassed. The embarrassment soon turned into a feeling of fear.  

The improbable thing that only one person is dealing with the whole alive is becoming a reality step by step.  

'No! You have to stop!'  

Only Khazars stood up against Airn's momentum.  

It wasn't anything wrong.  

Rather, the idea that if you don't stop right now, you will be pushed unconditionally, it made him move.  

With his hilt full of strength, he approached the young man with his eyes wide open.  

A wicked energy circulated around his body and gave him new powers.  

Pareira, the child who felt this, also opened her eyes.  

Qajar, who met her gaze, stepped back without even knowing it.  

'what… … Your little one's eyes... … .'  

You can't move forward any more. Thought Khazar.  

As he looked at him as he stopped at his seat, Irene Pareira sighed of relief.  

It wasn't because I didn't think I could beat him.  

Affected by the magic he emanated, he was worried that he would do something unexpected.  

'You can't kill the author. Then, if the subordinates attack and a fight breaks out, casualties may also come from our side.  

Again, Irene Pareira cannot come up with an answer to a complex and difficult topic.  

Too little experience to do that.  

Therefore, at this moment, all you need to focus on is escorting the top.  

Doing your best not to cause the fight itself.  

To show your strength generously for that!  

Wow-!  

The will of the newly charged Iron revolved throughout the body.  

The will of the man who showed up for a while after being exposed to Magi disappeared, and fierce hostility toward Qazar also went away.  

The power also gathered at its peak.  

Because I couldn't concentrate properly, it didn't taste as sophisticated as when dealing with Ian Kwan-ju, but I thought it might be better.  

'Rather than a neat blow that concentrates strength in one place… … .'  

Whoa woo woo woo!  

'A wild, blunt blow that goes out of the way would be better to show!'  

With thoughts, Airn's greatsword fell to the ground.  

It looks like he is wielding a club, not a sword.  

Shortly thereafter, a tremendous roar reverberated throughout Alhad's alive.  

Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh  

Blah blah, blah blah-  

"… … !"  

"… … !"  

"Uh, uh… … ."  

"Hi, mop!"  

I was deaf. The vision was also cloudy.  

There was little to see right thanks to the loud impact sound and the heavy dust.  

However, I could clearly feel the sight created by that great young man who introduced himself as an official trainee of the 27th Chrono Swordsmanship.  

Because it was too big to overlook it.  

Five times as many as the traces of Khazar's hitting the ground with a battle hammer.  

No, ten times.  

Looking at the cracks in the ground, which may be wider than that, everyone showed an ecstatic reaction.  

Wow... …  

When the wind blew and dust was blown away, and the work made by a monster named Irene Pareira appeared even more naked.  

The monster walked toward the bandit boss.  

Startled Qazar said, stepping back.  

"Sa, sa, apologize. You can just go by… … No, I surrender! If you have anything you need, tell us anything! As far as possible… … No, even if it's not possible, I'll get it somehow. Only life, only life... … ."  

The prestige of the battle disappears everywhere, and it looks like a dog lost in a fight and retreats behind the stretch.  

This was what Irene wanted, and it was the result.  

However, he still did not stop, and he approached Qazar's front.  

Of course, it wasn't meant to take the other person's life.  

Airn quickly reached out and snatched Khazar's necklace.  

Too Duc!  

"Heo-eok!"  

Perhaps he expected to break his neck, or a bandit boss with a blue, tired face.  

However, Irene Fareira's interest was only on the necklace he was wearing.  

Looking closer, it's more obvious.  

This is the source of Magi.  
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"Mr. Khazar."  

"Yes, yes?"  

"Where did you get this necklace?"  

Irene Fareira asked, staring straight at Qazar.  

His eyes were cool.  

It is not comparable to mines or monsters, but this corrupt necklace also possesses an indisputable amount of magic.  

This constantly shook Iron and made the man in the dream rise above the surface.  

Not knowing this, Khazar was afraid that he might kill him.  

'You have to say the right way, don't lie!'  

"That, it is, I mean… … uh?"  

But I couldn't think of it.  

It was strange. I know I was wearing a necklace, but I can't remember when it was.  

Not only that, he couldn't understand the actions he had been doing so far, especially the ridiculous actions he was showing.  

'No, why am I doing such an idiot?'  

It's good right now to open the merchants' things in half, but in the end you'll get sick.  

Whether the merchant's seed is dry or a lesser subjugation comes, the situation is unconditionally worse than it is now.  

Because he knows it better than anyone else, he has not been too greedy and has been doing well until now... … .  

"I asked where I got the necklace."  

"Ah! That, that... … ."  

"Can't remember?"  

"Yes, regrettably… … I, really! I can't remember anything! As if you were possessed by something... … Sa, in fact, what happened right now... … Hey, merchants... … Well!"  

Kazar was trying to fix it by looking at the merchants belatedly, but the atmosphere wasn't good already.  

If Irene Fareira allowed it, they would immediately pull out the sword and attack them with facial expressions.  

He squeezed his shoulders in, and quietly waited for the young man's judgment.  

Fortunately, he wanted a peaceful end.  

"Mr. Khazar."  

"Yes, yes."  

"I believe, to say that you seem to be possessed by something."  

"Thank you. Thank you!"  

"You know. The reason the surrounding estates have been still until now is because they have kept the good. I hope that today's mistakes do not continue."  

"of course!"  

Qazar nodded.  

It wasn't just that. The bandits, who had a blank face for a while, also followed by and bowed their heads. Some even bowed down on their faces.  

It is because they did not understand their recent actions.  

Fortunately, Irene Fareira had the power to stop their runaway.  

And he was a personality that doesn't lightly think about people's lives.  

Turning to the merchants, he said.  

"Then, it worked out well, so let's go."  

"… … ."  

Thus, the tense situation that had gone to the fore was quickly cleared up.  

Chrono's Golden Generation, through the performance of the 27th official trainee, Irene Fareira.  

* * *  

"Thank you, thank you so much!"  

"Thanks to the prosecutor, I lived! indeed! Chrono's 27th aircraft that will be responsible for the future of the continent... … That prestige, I saw it clearly!"  

"Long live, Chrono Swordsman!"  

"hurray! hurray!"  

"uh… … Thank you."  

After Alhad Sanchae's work is over, people get a sense of mind and finish understanding the situation.  

Irene Fareira was treated as a great hero.  

"Sorry. I've been misunderstanding too much! I myself misunderstood and disturbed the prosecutor's plant, so I will pay my life for the sins!"  

"No, take it easy. Because it's okay... … It's really okay."  

Trent and a few mercenaries who were secretly disregarding themselves sent a sincere apology, and in the case of merchants, they treated them as if they were a king.  

Of course, all of this was burdensome, called Airn Parray.  

You just did what you had to do.  

Even if I asked if it was the best, I couldn't even nod coolly.  

Is there any problem with your actions?  

Maybe there was a better way.  

Irene thought about him, and Lulu took it seriously.  

"It's fortunate that I got out of the alive safely… … Was it too easy to leave the bandits as they were?"  

"right! It's an easy idea! Bad guys, dare you bother us? I should have broken all of them smartly!"  

"that's… … It seems too much. Still, it would have been nice to have some safety devices on it. Maybe other merchants are taking damage after we leave... … is not it? You took the necklace, so why don't you do that?"  

"If it doesn't work, it's a bridge! I should have broken my leg!"  

"… … ."  

"Anyway, it should have been scattered anywhere! Or put it in a cell!"  

"Then, there will be a fight, and then there may have been casualties on our side as well. after… … Come to think of it, I think it's right to just leave. The merchant and the surrounding estates are also involved in a complicated way, and if you don't plan to solve all of that, you'd better leave it to them... … First of all."  

Maybe the news has already been delivered to the lords, so the work is being done?  

Even though he said so, Irene Pareira continued to worry.  

To find out what is a better way.  

Cubar looked at him with deep eyes.  

'You don't stop worrying even if it's already over.'  

When I first saw him, I thought he was just as young.  

A master who grew up finely only in his family, who lacks social experience and doesn't know much.  

It seemed like it would be fun to inform him of this and that, so I joined this party.  

However, whenever I saw the deep and serious images that come out once and for all, I thought that I was learning more.  

'You don't avoid a problem that doesn't have the right answer because it's burdensome, but you ponder and ponder to find your own answer.'  

Usually not.  

It's not because Alhad Live is right, it's just an annoying and tiring problem.  

There is not even a decent answer.  

So, most people give up their thoughts and follow the old trend.  

But few aren't.  

Those who do not run away from the various problems scattered around the world, but constantly think and try to come up with a'your own answer' even if it is not the'right answer'.  

Such are the people who have their own "belief," and are those who hold their swords unshakable.  

'I'll be like that too.'  

Cubar smiled and said these thoughts.  

Irene made an embarrassing expression. Suited.  

It was a good side to him not to be proud all the time.  

Of course, Airn was really ashamed of Cubar's praise.  

Even if I did myself a few years ago, I often avoided anything difficult.  

I closed my ears because I was afraid of people's ridicule, and forced myself to sleep to forget my childhood memories... … .  

Even when I heard the lazy Young master, there was nothing to say.  

'still… … If you think you've grown a lot more than me at that time.'  

I didn't feel bad.  

As Cubar said, he has overcome the habit of running away because he is difficult and difficult.  

He said.  

"Thank you, Cubar. It's a very burdensome compliment, but I still feel good."  

"haha. It's not overcompliment at all. Look at the admiring eyes of people over there. That's what's really burdensome."  

"I have to work hard again for the swordsmanship practice, which has been weak for a while."  

Irene, who turned away from the mercenaries' hot gaze, suddenly said.  

Cubar narrowed his eyes to his somewhat abrupt story.  

"Why all of a sudden? Isn't it strong enough already? I was very active today."  

"Yeah? If you wanted to learn swordsmanship, you could just stay in the swordsmanship."  

"Oh, toenails!"  

Cubar made an impression on Lulu, who sat above his head.  

Iron laughed lightly. Watching them always makes me feel better.  

He kept smiling for a while, and then slowly relaxed his thoughts.  

"The more my swordsmanship skills increase, the more options I can choose from."  

"… … ."  

"For today, I wish I wasn't at the level to overwhelm Qazar... … There must have been an unwanted fight. Many people would have died in the process."  

"Hmm. That's right."  

Cubar nodded.  

It certainly is.  

Even if you have repeatedly pondered and found an excellent answer, it would be ridiculous if you do not have the ability to do it.  

That's what I'm talking about as Irene Paray.  

He said.  

"You said that there are many famous prosecutors in Derrinku, the craftsman city, right?"  

"right. It is said that duels often take place to receive the swords of renowned craftsmen, so it would be good to raise awareness."  

"I'm looking forward to it."  

It was the moment when Irene Parreira nodded slowly.  

Whoo Wook!  

Towering, Cubar stopped stepping.  

It was because there was a change in the interior of Iron.  

It was so brief that I couldn't feel it properly... … .  

'At a moment, it seems that the flames in my heart were intensifying… … .'  

"Kubar? What's wrong?"  

"… … No, it's nothing."  

Kubaar, roughly stupid, took a step again.  

Iron looked at him with a puzzled expression, and Lulu fell asleep on his head.  

The smile was again on the corner of Cubar's mouth, moving one step ahead.  

* * *  

Four days after successfully crossing the Alhad Mountains, Airen and the group were still on a journey with the top.  

Since most of the merchants who united were destinations in the craftsman city of Derrinku, there was no need to go there.  

In addition, since the day's event happened, everyone looked after the convenience of Ai-Rin's party, so every day was comfortable.  

The only thing that worries me was the 'Magic Necklace' that Khazar was wearing, but that was not something that could be solved right now.  

There was no immediate problem, thanks to Cubar's sealing in the spirits pouch.  

"But where did it really come from? I don't think this kind of thing came into the world for no reason... … ."  

"Anyway, if we wrap our hair together, the answer doesn't come out, so let's stop by the temple and talk about it later. The fire property pocket has the property of an anti-horse, so a month will be fine."  

After even fixing the part of Magi like that, there was really nothing to stop them.  

"Are you cool, Mr. Lulu?"  

"Yes. There, comb it more towards the back of the neck."  

"Yes! Enjoy the magic comb on the top of our Leica that removes only the dead hair!"  

"What? Was this a magic tool?"  

"No, it's not a magic tool… … It means that it's such a great thing... … ."  

"Oh, I see."  

Lulu is being groomed in the arms of a choreographer.  

"Hmm! The subtle scent... … This seems to be a pretty old guy, but at least 17 years old... … ."  

"That's right. It's 21 years of Talista. It's a whiskey with a little smoked scent added to it, and it's a guy with a little likes and dislikes... … I thought that if you were a drinker like Cubar-sama, you would be able to enjoy this charm of course... … ."  

"Of course. It tastes great! By the way, even if you give me this precious drink... … ."  

"Wow, what are you talking about? If you're traveling with Irene Fareira, you can bring something more than this."  

"okay? Then maybe... … ."  

"Now, have a drink and think about it!"  

"Huh? Well, yes. Big... … I like it."  

Cubar enjoys expensive whiskey with a middle-aged merchant.  

It was truly a noble hospitality that was not envious of the nobles.  

However, Irene, who can be said to be the protagonist of this group, spent a normal day without asking for any special treatment.  

'It's too burdensome.'  

Of course, it wasn't that they didn't get anything in their favor.  

It was because they knew that it was difficult to refuse one by one, and that their own rejection itself could be a burden to them.  

Honestly, he also liked the part of holding a good room.  

Irene went down to the hall on the first floor, unpacking her luggage in a spacious room that could be used by five.  

Lulu fell asleep enjoying the choreographer's combing, and Cubar was drinking alcohol in three, with an additional man joined.  

"Irene! Come here and see."  

"I don't drink alcohol. I'm thinking of going up with only meals... … ."  

"No, I'm not telling you to drink. I just have an interesting story, so I'm trying to tell you that. This man here brought news of Derinku."  

"The news of Derinku?"  

"Oh, this young hero who beats the bandits of Alhad alive? You are also very good looking!"  

"… … Thank you. First of all, can I hear the story of Derinku?"  

"Ah, of course. Do you know that? Now, the best blacksmith in Derrinku broke his retreat. They say they are looking for the owner of a new sword."  

"The best blacksmith?"  

"I am a Dwarf named Vulcanus. There is a very interesting story about it. Now, sit here."  

Following the gestures of a strange man, Irene sat down.  

Vulcanus, a familiar name. If he had heard his name with a narrow knowledge, he would surely have great skills.  

What kind of person is he so excitedly talking about?  

The curiosity was immediately resolved.  

"Vulcanus numbers his specially cherished sword. It's called a numbering sword, and there are now nine Vulcanus swords on the continent. He only passes the numbering sword in two categories."  

"i See. What kind of class is it?"  

"The first class is Sword Master. And the second category... … He is the one who will become the Sword Master someday."  

"Yeah?"  

"It is a story that everyone who received a numbering sword from Vulcanus became a Sword Master."  
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Novelists, painters, sculptors, and others who have professions of making something have a strong pride.  

The more confident you are in your skills, the stronger you become, and the same applies to your own creations.  

It wasn't for nothing that there was a price for saying'the work is more precious than the children'.  

And the Dwarf Vulcanus was the representative of those people.  

"It means that you can't hand over the lovely work you have made with great care to anyone."  

That's why Vulcanus sold his masterpiece,'Numbering Sword,' only to Sword Masters.  

The idea that you can't pass your child over to Eo Jung.  

The pride of a craftsman that at least he must be a Swordmaster to qualify to hold his sword.  

At first glance, it was an attitude that could make you feel arrogant, but no one did a misrepresentation of Vulcanus.  

Because he was one of the best blacksmiths of this time with the ability to do so.  

"So everyone was very surprised. When he handed over his numbering sword to a prosecutor who wasn't the swordmaster."  

It was 10 years from now.  

Vulcanus declared that he had made the 7, 8, and 9 numbering swords, and the world turned upside down.  

It was the first time that three numbering swords were released to the world at once.  

But more surprisingly, all three swords were passed on to non-swordmasters.  

Public opinion was not very good.  

That Vulcanus was too toxic, that it was obvious that he sold his pride for a ton of money, and that he couldn't be called the representative of the blacksmith anymore.  

Even those who couldn't see any of the three numbering swords cursed him and cursed his work.  

Because he was Vulcanus who was confident in front of any prosecutor... … There were many people who admired his stubborn side as much as his skills, so it could be said that it was a natural reaction.  

But five years later.  

All those who cursed Vulcanus' choice had no choice but to regret what he said.  

It was because the owners of the seventh, eighth, and ninth swords all rose to the level of sword masters.  

"… … It's amazing."  

"right? I am also curious. A prosecutor wouldn't know, how did the blacksmith recognize the timber of the Swordmaster? Of course, all three were expected to be great prospects, but the level of mastery is not a place where only a few can climb even among those great prospects!"  

The man said in an excited voice. Iron nodded.  

It was definitely a great story.  

Even myself, who wasn't very interested in other swords, was interested enough, so would other prosecutors be ugly?  

Surprisingly, most of the prosecutors at the inn, as well as their own tables, were suddenly concentrating on the in-house story.  

One of them, Wolfgang, a veteran mercenary, asked a question.  

"So, Vulcanus' tenth numbering sword… … How do you say the owner of that great sword is decided?"  

At the moment, everyone's eyes were focused.  

Yes. In fact, this was the most important.  

The sword itself was also very coveted, but the more attractive part than that was the anecdote about the sword.  

Vulcanus' judgment as if saying'the next person to rise to the level of the Swordmaster is you!'  

There would have been no prosecutors who would not want his care.  

Some gulp even their saliva and wait for the man's next words.  

Luckily, the person who spoke the story immediately gave an answer.  

"From what I heard, I think I'm going to hold a convention."  

"Competition?"  

"Yes. It's not from the person's mouth, but... … One of the disciples said, so it's probably correct. A week later, the swordsman who wants the 10th numbering sword is gathered together and a swordsmanship contest is held."  

"How to participate? What are the rules?"  

"Well, I don't know that. Since there's not much to say about it, wouldn't he probably tell you on the day?"  

The man who was crushed by the momentum of Wolfgang's, or even the mercenaries at the inn, stuttered.  

Of course, it was a situation that made sense.  

If you think that the chance to get the best sword on the continent that you have heard only from the story is nearing your nose, anyone will be excited.  

All the prosecutors at the inn imagined themselves with the Vulcanus numbering sword.  

Some laughed and some trembled.  

The same was true of veteran mercenary Wolfgang.  

However.  

"It will be fun. I think it will be a good experience."  

"… … ."  

"I should try to participate."  

The moment Irene Fareira, who was listening to the story silently, opened her mouth, the excitement cooled off.  

"It turns out that if you participate, I will not have a chance."  

"Ah… … ."  

"… … ."  

The words of the Wolfgang made the faces of mercenaries awakening from their dreams.  

I had to do that.  

The great background of the golden rider of the Chrono Swordsman.  

A tremendous power that overwhelms even the enormous background!  

No one could be confident of victory even though they saw it with their own eyes.  

"Hey, there is Irene Fareira, who dares… … ."  

"In the first place, we can't even dream if we're not Pareira-sama. How many prosecutors come to Derinku."  

"That's right too. I heard that the golden-clad mercenaries are also boring, and there are many knights from the Western Five Kingdoms."  

"By the way, I don't think even the golden-clad mercenaries and royal knights can beat Iron Fareira... … ."  

"Maybe, isn't Pareira the real owner of the tenth numbering sword?"  

"Is there enough potential?"  

"Huh?"  

The atmosphere of the inn changed in an instant.  

Even if it wasn't for the vain imagination that he would become the master of the sword, the current story was fun enough.  

The swordsmanship contest, and the strongest gathering for the championship. Isn't it a topic where blood is boiling just by thinking about it?  

Even though they think that the person who is considered to be the strongest candidate for the championship has a relationship with them, I feel proud of myself even though it is not my job.  

The mercenaries and merchants were more excited and chattered.  

Of course, Irene Pareira, listening to this, was very embarrassing.  

"… … I have to go up to the hostel."  

"What are you doing? I hear good stories here and there."  

"Because it was burdensome. Really. How many people are stronger than me... … ."  

Irene said with a slightly reddened face.  

I was serious.  

Of course, it is true that he has excellent skills compared to his age, even if it is not.  

However, I knew better than anyone that there were so many people in the world who were greater than myself.  

Right now, even the people of the Chrono Swordsman are the strongest that they cannot afford.  

I didn't think there would be such a person because it was Derinku.  

It was when I was thinking about that.  

A loud voice echoed from the table in the corner of the inn.  

"No, who the hell is Airen Pareira, who is singing this way? Can I be a Sword Master?"  

"… … ."  

"If you're not the Sword Master, will those mouths be shut? Without knowing who is in Derrinku right now."  

"Geo-hyung, we are in a good mood, so let's not argue with each other."  

"I'm talking about Sibi as if he was a candidate for the championship."  

"Then, who do you think is the winner? Are you really even a master?"  

"no. As I hear, there is no master. Even if there is a product that is not strange, it seems that the rumor has not spread yet."  

"So don't talk too long, I asked who you think is the winner."  

A drunk mercenary stood up and asked.  

A man next to Trent, who was the one who enthusiastically praised Iron Pareira more than anyone else.  

Maybe he didn't want to lose his momentum, and the man at the corner table jumped up.  

And he brought out the names of the two.  

"Charlotte and Victor."  

"… … !"  

"What? Those strongest twins?"  

"Huh, Charlotte and Victor. It's pretty big."  

"Do you know?"  

Irene asked, and Cubar nodded.  

He said.  

"Because it's a pretty famous duo. They're twin prosecutors, and they're rumored to be veteran mercenaries who are rumored to be able to compete with the Swordmaster if the two raise their swords together to see how good the sum is."  

"Really?"  

Irene was startled.  

He knows how great the Swordmaster is.  

This is because I have faced swords directly with Ian, and also with Keira Finn, the lieutenant.  

'Of course, the Kwan-ju can't win... … Can I have a fight against the lieutenant lord just because I'm two?'  

No matter how much I thought about it, it was impossible.  

If Charlotte & Victor's rumors are true, then both are far superior prosecutors.  

However, listening to Cubar's words that followed, it didn't seem like that.  

"It must be an exaggeration. I don't know the sword very well, but what kind of being a master is."  

"Oh, I see."  

"But it is true that they are strong enough to make such a rumor. There are so many beautiful talks, so it seems that I have a lot of respect among the mercenaries."  

Cubar told me some anecdotes about them.  

They subdue mine dens that are difficult to subdue in rural areas for a bargain price, or rescue the tops in crisis from large monsters... … .  

All of them were great things.  

It was worth guessing how well he was.  

It is because ordinary mercenaries cannot even dream of subduing Mine alone.  

"Of course you are great too. We saved the entire upper alliance from the bandits drunk by Magi."  

"It's okay if you don't have to float."  

"What, I just told the truth. You are so humble that you are a mask. You said that your younger brother also told you to go more confidently? I don't think it's bad advice."  

"Hmm… … ."  

"In that sense, how about showing them some skills?"  

"Yes?"  

"Hey, the guys on the verge of punching with our mercenaries."  

Cubar stretched out his finger and pointed to the corner of the inn.  

About ten people, including the man who first made an argument, were fighting with their spit.  

The content was very childish, but it was a discussion about whether Charlotte & Victor were stronger or whether Irene Paraeira was stronger.  

"Before that fight, let me show you your skills. Then, first of all, the yangbans who were arguing would be convinced to some extent and step back."  

"… … ."  

"Aren't you reluctant?"  

"… … no. I'll do it."  

It was right that I was not reluctant.  

However, he agreed that his own side would help the situation.  

'In this case, it seems like my younger brother is right.'  

To avoid controversy, sometimes you have to know how to show your skills.  

Recalling Cyrillic Fareira's words, Irene Fareira stood up.  

And after summoning the sword, he knocked it with his fist.  

Empty empty-!  

Eyes that gather in an instant.  

The first quarrel, the mercenary who was holding his leg, and the ones who tried to raise their fists by splitting them all looked at him.  

To them, Irene Fareira said in an awkward tone.  

"Uh, um, I mean… … Let the excitement calm down, would you like to see my swordsmanship outside?"  

* * *  

"huh. Let's see. Even if I don't like swordsmanship, one of my eyes is an amazing person."  

"I don't even need an amazing view. If your eyes aren't just buttonholes, you can recognize them enough. How great a prosecutor Pareira is."  

"… … ."  

Irene Fareira sighed as he watched the inn guests still behave.  

The day before I left the swordsman, I remembered what the lord said.  

It will inevitably get the attention of many people, so you will need to get used to it.  

'okay. I've come all the way here, but I have to do it right.'  

He nodded.  

I didn't intend to break the floor as I showed it alive.  

Then things get bigger.  

What I'm thinking about now is Ilya Lindsay's swordsmanship.  

It was also the most flashy, and Judith or Brat's swordsmanship was hard to show when there was no opponent.  

Having made the decision, he summoned the sword again.  

Then, exclamation flowed out of the mouths of those who joined the tour late.  

Some even clapped.  

Clap clap clap  

"Oh, is it magic?"  

"It's a prosecutor?"  

Clap clap clap clap clap clap  

"okay? Then what is that?"  

"do not know. Just take a look."  

Clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap  

"There are still people clapping."  

"Okay, I knew it was amazing, so stop now… … ."  

Clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap... …  

"… … ."  

People were embarrassed. Even Irene Pare was embarrassed.  

This is because the applause that I knew how to do it moderately and stop resonating constantly resounded.  

Some frowned, seemingly unpleasant.  

The reason I didn't swear at all is because the main character of the applause was a child.  

"Wow, that's really great."  

"… … ."  

"It's really cool. It's so cool!"  

The girl in a black dress costume continues to exclaim.  

I felt quite alien to see a girl who was barely reaching the age of ten or not being intimidated among the large mercenaries.  

Pale white skin and dark eye makeup not suitable for age also created a strange atmosphere.  

Eventually, she ended her applause and stepped over to the Airn Parareira.  

Lulu, who was silent from behind, jumped up and said to him.  

"I'm a magician."  

"Huh."  

Iron nodded.  

He, too, wasn't very capable, but he knew how to do magic, so he was able to guess the identity of the opponent.  

Meanwhile, the girl who came close to her nose said to him.  

"Can I give this to no?"  

"You mean this sword?"  

"Huh. I want to give it to my boss."  

It was a child who couldn't see him saying his own words all of a sudden.  

Of course, this is a request that cannot be heard.  

I have no intention of giving it, but since I was originally a sword that I made with magic, I couldn't even lift it from others.  

Neither the powerful Cuban nor the conjurer Lulu was impossible, so it is probably the same for anyone.  

"I'm sorry, I can't give you this."  

"Why?"  

"It's a sword that I cherish, and I can't listen to what's left in the first place."  

"No, I can hear it."  

"Huh?"  

"No, I can hear it. Ah! For your reference, no is my name. So give it. Huh?"  

"… … ."  

"If you give me a sword, I will give you a good one instead."  

"No, wait... … ."  

A girl named Anya put her hand in the air.  

The sights that transcended common sense again struck by surprise on the faces of the onlookers.  

After a while, a strange object popped out of a gap in the space.  
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"It's dazzling… … ."  

"what?"  

"Oh, gold?"  

"Golden, it's a golden pig!"  

Words beyond common sense popped out of the spectators' mouths.  

It's a pig.  

That's also a golden pig.  

But what they said was true.  

A pig, big enough to be able to ride on the back of Anya, a small figure, spewing out a brilliant golden hue, staring at the child Parareira.  

'Are you alive?'  

Irene, like the onlookers, looked at the pig in astonishment.  

When I looked closely, it wasn't alive. It didn't move, and it was too cute and round to be a real pig.  

It looks like a toy that children play with.  

'What the hell is it used for?'  

He looked at the yomo-grandmother with an expression of no idea, but a girl in a black dress stuck and jumped to her arm.  

"sword! sword! Let me touch it!"  

"… … ."  

"Let me touch it! No, I want to swing it!"  

"I'll put it down here. But what is that pig used for?"  

No, he didn't respond.  

I just swung Airn's great sword with an innocent face, and despite her slender body, the movement was quite biting.  

Of course, what is even more surprising was that it was'to be heard'.  

'I couldn't even listen to Lulu... … .'  

That pig was also amazing.  

Noah still didn't answer because he was excited, but it was clear that he had tremendous power.  

The energy that even he who is not high in magic can feel strong.  

"what is this! How did you make it!"  

"Huh? That, no, I made it by working hard for a year!"  

"Can I touch it?"  

"You can touch it, but you can't give it. I'm going to change it with this sword."  

'… … I didn't say to change it.'  

In the case of Lulu, he couldn't wake up.  

It was similar to when Cubar first took out the powdered Thai hoe.  

He approached the pig with a completely possessed gaze, hugged, licked, and rubbed.  

After doing that for a while, he approached Airn and said.  

"Irene! Can I change it with the sword and that?"  

"Can't I change it?"  

"Before that, what the hell is that pig used for… … ."  

"Can't I change it?"  

"Can't I change it?"  

Lulu, who quickly became on Noah's side, and I'm not following his words.  

Its appearance was cute, but it was awkward for nothing.  

'You don't even answer me, but you answer Lulu's words.'  

"No. And Lulu, wake up."  

"Hut! I was bewitched for a moment! Sorry."  

Irony refused and hugged Lulu.  

Lulu, waking up late, apologized to him.  

But still his eyes were toward the golden pig.  

Airn shook his head and recalled the sword.  

"Ah!"  

Then Anya made a gloomy expression.  

It looked as if the candy I was eating was dropped on the floor, but I couldn't help it.  

Irene said again.  

"Sorry. I really can't."  

"Really not?"  

"Really no."  

"Can't I come because I have more pigs?"  

"within… … ."  

"no. Look and think! If you grow it hard until you go to Derinku, it will be even better. Then you might change your mind!"  

"… … ."  

Again, not only spitting out her own words, Tododo also ran somewhere.  

The place where the girl stopped was none other than the place where the best merchants were.  

"Mister?"  

"Yes?"  

"Go to Derinku? I also go to Derinku."  

"Is that so?"  

"Huh. In the meantime, me, put it on the top."  

"… … ."  

"No, I know how to do a lot. I'll do this and that. Not that expensive. I will work hard at a reasonable price."  

The merchant looked embarrassed as she finished talking and looked at Noah saying hello.  

Who the hell is this child?  

Where are the parents.  

No, isn't it a child in the first place?  

His mind was complicated, with an unknown magician in front of him.  

"Huh huh, that's a funny friend."  

"Yeah. I like him."  

"… … ."  

Looking at such a girl, Irene Fareira was also forced to make a complex expression.  

* * *  

Two days have passed.  

Now the destination was really right.  

I would be able to arrive at the craftsman city of Derrinku by lunch the day after tomorrow.  

"I'm glad there's nothing special."  

"Nothing special, don't you think of alive?"  

"Oh, that was a big deal. If you still think back then... … Ugh."  

As the chores say, nothing happened in the two days.  

At best, it was about hitting a few monsters that weren't good enough.  

However, compared to that, there were a lot of news.  

And most of it was about the strongest players in the competition.  

They said that the golden-clad mercenaries were coming after hearing the news.  

There is a wandering knight in Derrinku who works amazingly with twin swords.  

The master of quick swords who make their name in the West also participate.  

The top mercenaries constantly teased their mouths at the increasingly exciting tournament story.  

Even those who had no intention of staying in Derinku were thinking about lodging to see the tournament.  

'There are a lot of great people coming.'  

Of course, Irene also bothered them.  

Charlotte and Victor alone are great powers, and there are far more expert-class prosecutors.  

But the one that caught my eye even more than that was none other than a 10-year-old girl enchantress.  

Wow!  

Bubbling... …  

"Whew! 50 servings of stew are complete!"  

"No, what's so delicious?"  

"What on earth did you put in?"  

"haha! No, you said you know a lot! You are very good at cooking!"  

With superb cooking skills.  

Swoosh  

Questionnaire  

"Here, the shoes and armor that I left in you are finished!"  

"Is it so neat?"  

"It's better than most leather workshops… … ."  

"Apart from this, there are a lot of things that you are good at! If you have anything to do, do it! Oh, of course, give money!"  

"Of course. Cute, good at work, and smart. I also take a little more money for this time... … ."  

"That's not allowed! You should only get what you worked for, nothing more than that."  

Even mercenaries are surprised by their leather care skills.  

He even did very well with other miscellaneous tasks, and Anya put all the money he had saved through the back of the golden pig.  

It turned out that it was a piggy bank, not a pig, but something surprising happened next.  

Wow-!  

'Every time you put in money... … The pig is getting bigger!'  

It's not just about getting bigger.  

I could feel it dimly. Every time I put in money, the energy of the piggy bank also increased.  

And the energy was so strong that I felt like there was one more magician.  

'I'm a magician who is much stronger than I thought. perhaps… … .'  

It's the same as my brother's mentor, Ski and Kitten.  

Of course it wasn't accurate.  

The comparison itself was pointless.  

Because witch doctors are a tribe that cannot measure objective force.  

But being able to lift his own great sword, and that he possesses tremendous power even when he feels himself as a clumsy magician.  

Even considering that he could continue to develop that power, it seemed clear he had great abilities.  

'I still don't know what I can do with that piggy bank... … .'  

Anya wasn't skillful in explaining, and Lulu couldn't figure out exactly what that was.  

"A great magician."  

"Kuvar thinks so too."  

Just in time, Cubar came by.  

He laughed as he saw Airen agreeing to what he said.  

"I have to think so. The magicians are unstable tribes, and I think that being able to store their power in a piggy bank like that is enormous."  

"right."  

"So I'm curious more."  

"which?"  

"The person that boy calls the boss. How great the hell is he having that great magician under his command?"  

"Well."  

Irene looked seriously.  

When I heard it, it was.  

Most magicians are independent.  

His personality is also unusual, and his pride is higher than that of a dwarf blacksmith.  

This is a fact, not a prejudice, and Lulu was very social.  

Among such magicians, a very outstanding being, enlists someone as a captain.  

I couldn't help but curious about its identity.  

"I see. I was also curious."  

"right? Huh huh, at first I just thought it was a nickname, but it doesn't seem like that... … I wonder if he's a conjurer or a prosecutor. Well, you know when you get to Derrinku. I said it was there."  

"Oh, it could be a prosecutor."  

Irene burst into exclamation.  

Of course, I thought I was a conjurer, but even a prosecutor wasn't strange.  

It was because of what Noah said.  

The fierce little magician said he wanted to present his sword to the captain.  

I was thinking so far, so it felt strange that it wasn't a prosecutor.  

No, rather than that, I was closer to wanting to be a prosecutor.  

He said.  

"I wish I was a prosecutor rather than a magician."  

"Well? Isn't it the opposite? It means that the probability of winning the contest is very low... … ."  

Said Cubar frowning.  

It was a natural idea.  

If it were enough to have an excellent enchantress, his skill would be enormous, and there was no way he would not be greedy for Vulcanus' numbering sword.  

In other words, it is a situation that is bound to be reluctant to Irene.  

However, Irene Fareira's words were completely different from what he thought.  

"Because I didn't come to Derinku because I wanted a sword in the first place."  

"… … ."  

"If I can learn more by meeting a great prosecutor, I think that's a better thing for me."  

Cubar was silent for a moment.  

It was weird.  

A numbering sword that any prosecutor can covet.  

It is an excellent sword that even rumored to be able to rise to the master's level the moment it was chosen.  

It means that it is a treasure that is not strange even if it shows greed close to obsession.  

However, it wasn't what Irene is showing now.  

He said.  

"You know what? When I look at you, I quite often think that even though it's a prosecutor, it doesn't fit with the prosecutor."  

"Hmm… … In fact, I've often heard that sound at the swordsman."  

"But, what I mean now was pretty testamental by my standards."  

"… … ."  

"The sword is very important to a swordsman, but more important than that is to sharpen your swordsmanship through a match against a good opponent."  

Certainly, after working in alive, I've gotten a sense of improvement.  

Cubar left after saying that.  

Looking at the hand movements taken by the merchant, it seemed that alcohol was pulling from broad daylight.  

Seeing him like that, Irene smiled.  

In the swordsman, in the family.  

Even in this place beyond those two fences, there was always a teacher to teach him.  

* * *  

Two more days have passed.  

Even during that short period of time, Anya was sweeping through her work enormously.  

Although he was embarrassed about the topic of the kid, the merchants were very satisfied because he did a good job of breaking things.  

Of course, it wasn't all about work.  

On the scheduled day of arrival at Derrinku, Anya said.  

"I will rest today."  

"Why?"  

"People have to rest. You have to rest well to work harder."  

The girl who declared solemnly asked Lulu to read the novel together, and Lulu accepted it with pleasure.  

Although it was only four days, the two quickly became friends, and many of them were happy to see the cute girl and the cute cat together.  

"You're in your father's bag? Lulu, what is this? Suddenly the content is weird?"  

"Idiot! You read the spaces incorrectly. The word is also a little wrong."  

"okay? Then how do you read this?"  

"It's like this, "My father dies at night"!"  

"Oh, my father died, this was very sad."  

"Yeah."  

'What is that? It's right when my father enters the room.'  

Irene made an embarrassing look.  

It seemed that I usually read novels often, but my reading skills were poor.  

Of course I understood.  

It would be great for a cat to speak human words, so it was necessary to be a little more tolerant of text.  

Anyway, after such a peaceful morning.  

When it was a bit late to eat lunch, the scenery of the craftsman city Terinku caught my eyes.  

Someone came out to greet Noah.  

He was a male in his late 30s with gray hair with a sword on his side.  

"Hey, Susan No."  

"what? Why only you! Captain!"  

"I think you will be very late because something suddenly happened."  

"Then why did you come? It's useless."  

"I came because I was worried about an accident if I left you alone. But why did you come on top of it?"  

"If you come alone, you're bored and you can't make money! I like it because I have a lot of work when I come to the top!"  

"This is Susana."  

"No, I'm not Susan!"  

The one who had a childish argument with Anya, apparently, was not the boss.  

Each other wasn't too friendly for that.  

However, the expressions of Ai-Rin and his party looking at him were serious.  

Cubar whispered quietly.  

"That person looks very strong."  

"I felt that way too."  

"Probably an expert… … I don't think that's an ordinary expert either."  

At that time, Lulu, who was watching the man with gray hair, said a word.  

"It's the master."  
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"… … !"  

Irene Fareira opened her eyes to the calm remarks of the cat magician.  

Master.  

It is used to mean a master in a field, but there is only one person who will be called a master in this situation.  

Yes. Lulu judged that gray-haired man to be the Sword Master.  

It couldn't be surprising.  

Of course, the Sword Master is not a member that appears in the myth of being a fairy or a dragon.  

However, it was true that the number was very few, and most of them were high-ranking nobles or royal families of great powers, or masters of renowned swordsmen.  

This means that the average person is so precious that it is difficult to see it once in a lifetime.  

'I've never heard of a Swordmaster like that... … .'  

It wasn't just Irene who was surprised.  

Rather, Cubar's agitation was even greater.  

He had a lot of things to see and hear, and he knew most of the features of Swordmaster.  

In particular, the case of mercenaries, adventurers, and wandering knights who are likely to encounter them was quick.  

However, none of them overlapped with the man in front of them.  

That means... … .  

'Is there a new master born on the continent?'  

The odds seemed high.  

Of course, you may not be the master.  

It's because he and Irene, who have confidence in their eyes, have decided that the other person is an expert.  

However… … .  

'The idea that a magician who is about Lulu would have been wrong... … It doesn't cost.'  

Likewise, it was a time when my head was complicated with various thoughts.  

The gray-haired prosecutor who had been struggling with Noah approached them.  

Looking closer, it didn't look like a master even more.  

The body was balanced and the gait was light, but the appearance that looked weak was rather reminiscent of a scholar.  

Of course, I didn't make a tea.  

Meanwhile, he politely introduced himself.  

"nice to meet you. I'm Georg, Anya's colleague."  

"Good morning. It's called Irene Fareira."  

"It's using the name Kubar. As you can see, it's oak."  

"I am a cat! His name is Lulu."  

"You are as unique as no. Ah! It doesn't mean bad. I apologize if you are in a bad mood."  

"no. I didn't feel that way at all."  

Irene waved his hand and replied.  

When I was having an argument with Noah, I felt stupid, but I was much more polite than I thought.  

He showed a good smile and continued to talk.  

"If that's the case, I'm glad. When I mix words with that spoiled little boy, I sometimes make mistakes without knowing... … ."  

"No is not spoiled! All the merchant uncles also praised me!"  

"You seem to have no idea."  

Georg smiled, and Irene and the group responded with a strange expression.  

When Anya, seeing the figure, tried to make her last name, the gray-haired prosecutor opened her mouth quickly one beat.  

"Irene Pareira?"  

"Yes?"  

"I know it's very rude at first, but could you show me your sword?"  

"uh… … ."  

"Ah! Of course, I'm not trying to use a ridiculous group like No. I know how precious my own sword is to a prosecutor. but… … ."  

Georg glanced at Anya and said with a sigh.  

"That guy is a really great sword, and once I look at it, I think I'll change my mind too. … It's just to blow up and make a request."  

Please, can you accept my request?  

Georg said politely. Irene thought for a moment and nodded.  

It wasn't that difficult a request.  

Just because someone sees it doesn't mean it's worn out, and I was a bit curious about what kind of comments the Swordmaster would make when he saw his sword.  

He reached out into the air.  

Wow-!  

Before long, he revealed his crude appearance, or the man in his dreams, the great sword.  

I looked closely at Georg's eyes, pretending not to be Irene.  

And he looked at the sword silently for a long time.  

"… … ."  

Somewhat unusual was that it wasn't just the sword that he was watching.  

He threw off his smile and looked at his sword with a very serious face.  

And he looked at Airn.  

And as time went on, I focused on the latter for longer.  

long. Very long.  

Airn felt a goose bump in his arm.  

'What?'  

Georg's eyes, like glass grains, grope her whole body.  

The gaze rising from the legs, torso, and face immediately sticks to the eyes and looks beyond.  

It was when Irene was about to step back at his gaze as if he was looking not only on the outside, but also on the inside and inside.  

"Ah! Sorry. I've been staring too hard."  

Georg returned with a smile again and politely apologized.  

The strange atmosphere just before has disappeared everywhere.  

He said with his head down.  

"Sure, it's a great sword. No, it deserves to be coveted."  

"right? Do you think the captain will love it?"  

"That's right, but you shouldn't try to take someone else's stuff."  

"I'm not taking it? I was going to change it with the piggy bank I saved for a year?"  

"A year? Well, no. It's definitely worth more than that."  

Kendo, that young man.  

Georg's backing was added, but the voice was so small that even Lulu couldn't hear it.  

"It was very excuse me. I will punish this guy separately."  

"Exciting! Lulu and friends! See you later!"  

"Who… … Then, let's go."  

In the end, Anya and Georg leave in a crazy atmosphere.  

Lulu regretted watching the two disappear into the crowd, and Airn fell into silence.  

Cubar was close to the Airn side.  

He thought.  

'What is the identity?'  

It wasn't about Anya and Georg.  

Of course, both of them were very curious, but the one he was really curious about was the man they call the boss.  

One is the Sword Master.  

One is a little magician who is so promising that no precedent can be found.  

If you are a person enough to be treated very poorly by all of them, you will surely not be an ordinary person.  

It was very interesting.  

With a serious face, Cubar recalled the information he had seen and heard one by one.  

At that time, the child, who had been silent, opened her mouth.  

"It seems to be correct. master."  

"Do you think so too?"  

"Yeah. He's a difficult person for me. Whoa, maybe that person will also participate, right?"  

"I will."  

"As I thought, it will be a tight contest."  

Georg wasn't the only one who observed the opponent.  

Irene was also able to look into Georg's eyes for a long time, and thanks to him, I could feel his strength dimly.  

Of course I wasn't worried. There was no regret.  

As I said last time, I came here to feel and learn more.  

Win or lose.  

Win or not.  

This didn't matter at all.  

"I will work hard with the feeling of learning as much as I can."  

Irene Fareira said seriously.  

Such a man, Cubar, also looked at him with a happy glance.  

It certainly has changed. Irene today was so active in learning that it was incomparable to the early days of the trip.  

However, it was not without any regrets.  

Kumar, who had been thinking for a while, spoke.  

"Irene. One of my advice. If it's a bit like a twist, you can just spill it."  

"No way. You speak comfortably."  

"Then relax. This competition, don't go out with such an easy-going thought. Go out with the determination to win."  

Iron's expression hardened at a rather strong remark.  

Lulu also opened his eyes wide and looked at Cubar.  

However, Cubar continued to speak without stopping.  

"When Kuhn challenged Ian when he was not a Swordmaster, did he raise his sword with the heart of being taught? No, maybe he really wanted to win. I want to win, I have to win, I will definitely win this time... … I personally think that that kind of determination was built up and built up so that I could be on an equal footing."  

"… … ."  

"For the prosecutor, the spirit of improvement is important. The attitude of being humble and trying to learn from anyone is a huge advantage. However… … ."  

Losing in before even fighting is not a good attitude.  

Cubar's words ended here.  

It wasn't a strong tone.  

However, the atmosphere was quite different because he used only a very soft tone.  

"… … ."  

After hearing Cubar speak, Airn was silent for a long time.  

Stroll through the streets of Terinku, find accommodation before the competition, and until meals are served.  

Even after the food came out, it was like that for a long time.  

Did you make yourself talk too hard?  

An uncomfortable atmosphere continued to the point that Cubar thought that.  

"Ah! Sorry. I broke the mood."  

"No. I'm really sorry. Useless sound... … ."  

"It's useless. Not at all. Rather thank you. I think I found the part I was turning away from."  

Irene said with a serious face.  

Only then could Cubar be relieved.  

It is because the feelings of self-confidence that he gave inappropriate advice because of his useless greed were rising.  

However, he was again uncomfortable with Airn's actions.  

"I'm sorry, but I'll get up first."  

"Yes?"  

"I think you need to think more deeply, Kuvar's advice. then… … ."  

A blond young man climbs up to his room with a slightly fast pace.  

Looking at his back, Cubar was forced to look worried.  

* * *  

Three days have passed since Airn's group arrived in Derinku.  

In the meantime, Cubar and Lulu have toured all over the city.  

See also outstanding blacksmiths that can't be compared to other places, and look at the armaments and armors they made.  

Enjoy local food and alcohol, which are said to be delicious.  

But in all of that, Irene was missing.  

It was because of the long agony that began with Cubar's words.  

"Well, I guess I said something useless."  

On the day of the competition, Cubar muttered in a low voice, recalling the confusing Airn.  

Somehow, his greed seemed to have caused him anguish.  

I was drunk by the fast-growing young man and gave me excessive advice.  

It is close to the investigator, which he thinks of, Irene Faray.  

The person who raises a sword for his own discipline, not to compete with someone.  

For this reason, the general prosecutors showed a lack of feelings such as fighting spirit and fighting spirit that everyone would have, but Cubar was regretful of that part.  

This is because I thought that there was no catalyst as good as competition with others for growth in my youth.  

However… … .  

'I was wrong. I should have considered Irene's disposition.'  

Cubar sighed.  

I already knew. That he is far from the struggle.  

That his charm does not come from fierce fights with others, but from persistent troubles within himself.  

I overlooked it and recommended clothes that don't fit... … .  

'If the performance of this competition is not good... … That will be my responsibility.'  

It was when Cubar's thoughtful expression was getting darker.  

Unlike him, Lulu, who had been spreading over the table without much trouble, turned to the second floor.  

At that moment, Irene Fareira opened a door and appeared.  

"Irene!"  

Cubar jumped up from his seat.  

I was thinking of apologizing.  

No, even if it wasn't an apology, I was thinking of telling me not to take my words to my heart.  

Just as an indigestible drug aggravates the patient's body, he thought that unacceptable advice would wander Airn's mind.  

Because I thought I should avoid it.  

However, the blond young man in front of him looked better than he thought.  

"… … ."  

"Kubar? What's wrong?"  

"uh? Irene, something has changed?"  

"okay?"  

"Huh. I'm not sure, but it looks better."  

"Thanks."  

No, it wasn't good enough.  

Cubar closed his eyes and opened his eyes.  

And again, I looked at the child, Pareira.  

'The embers are more… … .'  

"Kubar? What's wrong?"  

"uh? No, it doesn't. It's been a while since I've just seen it, so it's nice. haha… … ."  

"Hey, I've been in the room for a while. Thank you for caring me."  

Irene looked at him with a smile.  

Lulu, who flew in and landed on his shoulder, looked at Cubar.  

Somehow, his gaze is pathetic.  

He said.  

"There is no need to worry."  

"Hahaha. This is really... … ."  

Cubar scratched the back of the head. Lulu was right. It was embarrassing.  

Irene Pareira laughed at him again.  

He said.  

"Then, shall we go?"  
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The time has come to cover up the owner of the numbering sword.  

Not a few people came to the place announced in the morning and suffered crowding.  

Of course most of them were close to spectators.  

Watching the fight, even the chance to watch the fights of high-quality prosecutors, was rare.  

Is it to meet their expectations?  

As the competition drew closer, people with bloody momentum began to appear in the vacant lot one by one.  

All unusual appearances.  

Some of them had such a great reputation that even dark people in the world know their faces.  

"Look over there. It's a croche. It's a croche of amazing handling of twin swords!"  

"There is also Samir. He said he was one of the best among the gold-plated mercenaries... … ."  

"It's Randel in a blow! Even Randel will participate!"  

"That way, neither Charlotte nor Victor can guarantee the victory."  

"Kubar, the kids around you are famous kids?"  

"Aren't you famous? Kroche is a young and promising prosecutor coming up from the north, and Samir is a veteran prosecutor who has been 15 years old as an expert. Randel, Charlotte, and Victor are, of course, the powers."  

"like that. I can see three."  

Lulu said, chewing the dried fish pouches.  

Iron also nodded.  

Those who are mentioned a lot by onlookers all had a difficult atmosphere.  

'Among those whose names are unknown... … There are a lot of people who look pretty strong.'  

It was when I was thinking about that.  

There was a turmoil in the distance. When I looked with strength in my eyes, I saw a chunky man approaching through the crowd.  

It was Vulcanus. It was impressive to see the appearance of a dwarf blacksmith as if it had retained the stereotypes of the blacksmith.  

But I wasn't alone.  

There was a dwarf of a similar body shape, and another human that looked 2 meters tall.  

Those who saw them shouted in surprise.  

"It's not just Vulcanus?"  

"There's Dwanson too!"  

"It's Pablo next to me."  

"Pablo? The man who is said to be the best human blacksmith?"  

The emergence of those who had not even thought of them was all over the place.  

Not only the crowd but also the prosecutors who came to the contest were watching the situation with their eyes narrowed.  

In such a cluttered atmosphere, Vulcanus climbed onto the podium.  

"quiet. Let's talk quietly."  

The voice amplified by magic tools echoed in the intestine.  

A voice with a slight irritation.  

The middle of the seat was silent. At least he was king here.  

He confirmed that the noise had subsided and continued to speak.  

"It is uncomfortable to speak of respect, so I hope you understand. As everyone knows, the prize for this competition is my sword. Also known as a numbering sword. I can see the prosecutors with open eyes."  

"… … ."  

"I'm sorry, but I may not be able to give you a numbering sword."  

"What? What are you talking about!"  

"Then why did you say you would do the contest!"  

"I am, this is a complete mess… … ."  

"quiet! Let's talk!"  

Vulcanus, who maximized the output of magic tools, used evil.  

As it was originally, his surroundings became quiet again as he seemed more sensitive than usual.  

He continued to explain, with a still upset expression.  

"I will explain the competition rules first. First of all, two confident guys, come up on the stage. And fight. When a match is made in moderation, the loser goes down, the winner remains and fights the next opponent. Of course, you can give up if your strength runs. In that case, the two guys come up and fight. And I repeat what I did earlier. So, when all participants show their swordsmanship, the contest is over. Oh, for reference, if you don't like to see me, you can also eliminate the winner."  

"No, what rule is so unfair… … ."  

"This contest is not a contest to pick a winner."  

"… … ."  

"So that I can make the 10th numbering sword… … The purpose of this contest is to find out who can give you sparkling inspiration. Did you understand roughly? FYI, Dwanson and Pablo next to me, these two guys have the same purpose."  

"Sure, that's what it is."  

Cubar nodded.  

It was the same with Lulu, and Irene also showed a look that he knew.  

Vulcanus has no interest in determining the winner through a fair confrontation.  

The goal is simply to get inspiration to help you make your own sword.  

In short, he intends to use this contest purely as a means to boost his creative desire.  

"I didn't make the 10th numbering sword and gathered the swordsman, but I was collecting the swordsman to complete it."  

Then it made sense to say that you might not be able to give you a numbering sword.  

It was because if no one could inspire Vulcanus, the sword itself could not be made in the first place.  

"FYI, I'm going to have this contest every month. Until our favorite test comes out."  

As soon as this was said, the faces of the prosecutors became bleak.  

It was because Vulcanus's words felt similar to the words "you don't look like a possibility!"  

In fact, the owners of the nine numbering swords released on the continent were all sword masters, so it was not unusual to lose confidence.  

But not all of them.  

"Then, if you win here, there will be no more competitions?"  

"I'm glad to come early. If you were late, you could have stolen it, right?"  

"Victor, you must have been relieved? You can get Pablo and Dwanson's sword without Vulcanus' sword, right?"  

"Hahaha, what a sad voice. I'll give it to Pablo and Dwanson's black brother."  

People who believe in themselves.  

Real strongmen who think that their potential is not pushed even compared to the Sword Master.  

They were staring at the top of the podium with no hesitation at all.  

"Then, come up with confidence guys."  

With those words, Vulcanus descended from the platform.  

Dwanson, the prosecutors noticed each other, looking at him sitting comfortably next to Pablo.  

However, for a while, shortly afterwards, two prosecutors came up on the stage.  

The onlookers who confirmed their identity said in amazement.  

"From the beginning… … ."  

"The two candidates to win?"  

One of the Charlotte & Victor duo and one of the best in this tournament, Victor.  

Randel Clancy, a wandering knight from Adan who is famous for his quick sword of a blow kill.  

The two strongmen who appeared at an early timing erupted from the mouths of onlookers.  

"Victor! Show me your best mercenary skills!"  

"Hey, wasn't Charlotte the best?"  

"Victor or Charlotte!"  

"No, I think that Randel Clancy, no matter how much Victor, could be dangerous."  

"So. There are a lot of people who don't know Randel very well."  

"Maybe I could clean up multiple invoices today."  

Overall, there were many people who supported Victor, armed with great personality, outstanding skills, and rich experience.  

However, there were not a few people who predicted Randel's victory, and most of them looked up at the stage with unusual expressions.  

A face that seems to be expecting something.  

When the people around him felt uncomfortable in such a ugly atmosphere, Randel Clancy said, looking at Vulcanus.  

"I have a question, Vulcanus."  

"Tell me."  

"Can I kill people?"  

"… … !"  

At the moment, there was silence in the hall.  

Randel's expression, attitude, and mood.  

All of that was telling me that remark was'sincerity'.  

Some of the audience, feeling creepy, swept their arms down. Someone looked at Randel with a face that was likely to swear right away.  

Then, Randel Clancy added a few words.  

"It's not that I'm going to kill it. I didn't say I wanted to kill it."  

"… … ."  

"My sword, I asked because I had no choice but to kill the other person."  

Randel in a blow.  

This is a nickname given three years ago, and it is perfectly suited to express his fast and explosive sting.  

The heads of numerous monsters and the chest of monsters were pierced by Randel's sword, which stretched out before he even noticed it.  

There was no mercy. He didn't even have the ability to stop the sword once shot.  

It was only then that the onlookers who realized the seriousness of the situation swallowed.  

The moment Randel Clancy wins, Victor loses his life.  

The next challenger and the next challenger are the same.  

Maybe the contest was messed up because of one Randel.  

However.  

"Would it be fun? It doesn't matter."  

"… … !"  

"Of course, if the other party agreed."  

Vulcanus didn't mind.  

The same was true for Dwanson and Pablo. Rather, he looked toward Victor with a face that was interesting.  

It seemed that he wanted to accept the game without being afraid, but at this moment, not a few prosecutors gave up the contest.  

Of course, Victor did not give up.  

He smiled and said in a loud voice.  

"It doesn't matter. Isn't there any problem as long as I overpower Sir Landel?"  

"… … ."  

At the moment, Randel Clancy's eyebrows moved.  

His composure wasn't broken, but it was true that Victor's remarks stimulated him.  

Some of the quickest noticed this as well. Charlotte under the stage shed bloody laughter.  

"Good. Let's go ahead and talk about it. You can fight from the moment I say it's the beginning. Understand?"  

Randel Clancy nodded. His cool eyes were still pointing towards Victor.  

The same goes for Victor. Either he pulled out his sword effortlessly, he had a posture.  

A calming atmosphere.  

The voice of Vulcanus echoed in the tension that seemed to be able to hear the sound of the needle dropping.  

"start!"  

Wow!  

I'm sorry!  

The result came out immediately.  

"… … ."  

Randel Clancy looks at her severed sword with a desperate face.  

"Whew! It's very fast. If I did it wrong, I almost had an air hole in my chest."  

Victor looks at him and wipes his sweat with exaggerated movements.  

It was Victor's victory.  

A thunderous shout erupted from the mouths of the crowd.  

"Wow ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh  

"Victor! Victor! Victor!"  

"Splitting Randel's sword! Is it faster than Randel?"  

"I could have a good timing… … ."  

"do not know! Anyway, it's great!"  

"This, hasn't the owner of the sword already decided?"  

As I said, Vulcanus' expression was much brighter than when he first appeared.  

A face that resembles a child who received a gift.  

Najik said, Irene Fareira, who was watching this.  

"It's also strong."  

* * *  

"It's strong."  

"okay? how much?"  

"It's hard to find a partner among experts."  

Georg, who was watching the game, said.  

Anya listened to him and tilted her head.  

"Is that strong?"  

"… … It's strong."  

"okay?"  

"okay. Think of it with common sense. Experts are also very strong, and if they are among those experts, if they are on the strongest axis, it means that they are unconditionally ranked in the top 200 on the entire continent."  

"Then let's say that."  

Noah nodded in dryness.  

Georg, who was watching the figure, sighed as if it was stuffy.  

'Is it because I went with the captain, or common sense doesn't work.'  

To tell you more, only your own mouth hurts.  

Giving up on persuading Anya, he brought the subject up.  

"Okay, let's check it out."  

"Okay."  

This time, no, he didn't say anything about it.  

After chewing a lollipop, she put her hand in the air.  

Then a golden piggy bank appeared.  

It's so small that it's incomparable to what I showed you to Irene.  

She said with regret.  

"Hello, my savings for the day."  

Quazzik!  

And it was broken.  

Then, a golden line, visible only to Anya and Georg, stretched out toward Victor and Charlotte below the stage.  

After a while, the golden energy surrounding them turned red.  

"The person you were looking for is correct."  

"Also. Then leave a mark too."  

"Hing. I don't want to spend two days."  

While showing a disgusting expression, he pulled out another piggy bank saying No.  

It wasn't according to Georg's words. It was according to the command of the captain.  

Another golden line that stretched out left a shining seal on Charlotte and Victor's foreheads.  

Georg, looking at this, admired.  

'No matter how much I think about it, it's a scam.'  

A magic piggy bank that grants any wishes if it does not exceed the value of the saved money.  

That was Noah's ability.  
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'Isn't it just a scam?'  

Georg stroked his chin as he looked at Anya sighing for the pig.  

When I think about it, there are a lot of conditions.  

The subjective criteria of not being the value of money or the weight of wishes are applied, that only money earned by working hard can be saved, and that wishes are sometimes fulfilled in unexpected ways.  

However, even considering all the shortcomings, it must be a very powerful witchcraft.  

'If I were, I would have tried everything... … It looks like it's more fun to collect this guy.'  

Georg, who was grumpy for no reason, said to Noya.  

"It's like a shoe."  

"It's not a shoe! I am not a saving wise juggler!"  

"Yes, not wise."  

"Hehe."  

'It's not a praise, it's a twist.'  

Georg sighed.  

What are you doing with a child for a long time? Suddenly, a feeling of self-destruction came. I wanted to go back to sleep quickly.  

Of course, to do that, you have to get things done quickly.  

He said.  

"Okay, let's start with what we've been doing."  

"Huh!"  

Nodding her head, Noya pulled out the third piggy bank and broke it.  

The solid line that appeared with the sound of cracking flew like a ghost and left a mark.  

However, it was not what I wanted.  

Georg asked with an absurd face.  

"I told you it was Irene Pareira. Why did you send it to the cat?"  

"It doesn't matter if they go together and tell Lulu."  

"If a piggy bank isn't the equivalent of two markers, isn't it? If you do, do both."  

"No. It's harder to leave a mark on the enchantress."  

"… … ."  

"Now it's over, right? Let's go back and take a nap."  

The girl in a black dress goes back to the hostel after finishing her own words.  

Georg, who had been standing silently for a while, shook his head and followed.  

* * *  

"Then, continue the contest."  

Victor, who is considered to be the winner, and Randel's match ended.  

After seeing Victor's swordsmanship, Pablo and Dwanson were smiling with satisfaction, and Vulcanus' facial expressions were much brighter than before.  

Of course, the competition is not over yet. It was just the beginning.  

The three blacksmiths urged the prosecutors for more inspiration.  

At that time, Randel, who was standing quietly on the stage, raised his broken sword.  

Shuuk-!  

Breathe, focus, and stab.  

Again, admiration erupted from the mouths of the crowd.  

It was a broken sword, but Randel's swordsmanship was still excellent.  

No, it looked sharper than when I hurled it towards Victor.  

He said.  

"vulcan."  

"Why are you calling?"  

"I am a loser. We were weaker than Victor, so we lost."  

"right. What is that."  

"But that's just the current result, and I'd like to say that the potential of me and my swordsmanship never falls behind the swordsman before my eyes."  

"Hmm?"  

Victor looked as though he was saying what he meant.  

The atmosphere of the crowd also became cheap.  

It was because Randel seemed to be arguing by anyone.  

However, Vulcanus looked at Randel with a thin smile.  

"So, what do you want to say?"  

"I put my future in the sword I just opened. My orientation, conviction, resolution... … I don't know if it's been delivered to you completely, but I wanted to say that if I made a sword while thinking of myself 10 years from now, it would be a good result."  

Swish  

Randel, who recovered the sword in the swordspot, greeted politely and then came down the stage.  

The blacksmiths, including Vulcanus, looked funny, and Victor and Charlotte shrugged, exchanging eyes.  

I didn't refute it. It was because it was true that they were older than Randel.  

"You may see that junior prosecutor has that ambition."  

"right. I didn't say something that couldn't be done. Because this competition is not a competition for the strongest prosecutors."  

"right. I just need to be able to inspire me. I don't need anything else."  

"Oh, that's right… … ."  

"Yes, then you don't have to be scared."  

The prosecutors who heard Charlotte, Victor and Vulcanus nodded as if they knew.  

They were right. Now was not the time to decide who is the strongest.  

Rather, it was more of a self-introduction time for Vulcanus and blacksmiths.  

Of course, there is no element that inspires as intensely as'overwhelming strength', but that's probably not all.  

The prosecutors began to think. How to do it. How can you appeal to your strengths?  

Some have come up with their own answers.  

The most confident of the dogs stepped onto the stage.  

Said Victor.  

"You look confident."  

"To be honest, I am not confident to beat you. But I have confidence in Vulcanus-sama's eyes."  

"what. Like Lord Randel, you have the future in your sword? Are you going to tell me that you're old too? Will it be?"  

"that's… … ."  

"Hahaha! That's a joke. Anyway, let's do our best."  

"Yep!"  

"Are you finished talking? Start right away?"  

Victor nodded. The other side also nodded. The second match began with the voice of Vulcanus.  

Again, the results came out right away.  

Caang!  

"Ugh!"  

Victor's sword broke through the opponent's sword and stopped at the nape of his neck.  

A relatively young prosecutor was sweating.  

An eerie glance came out of Victor's good eyes.  

"sorry but. I have no intention of taking the sword from junior prosecutors."  

"… … ."  

With Victor's energy pouring down the stage as well as the opponent, the momentum of the waiting prosecutors remarkably subsided.  

* * *  

Caang!  

"Huh!"  

"In addition!"  

"Another blow… … ."  

"What is Randel of a blow, and Victor of a blow is a better match?"  

"This won't make a difference like this… … ."  

Thirty minutes have passed since the competition started.  

It wasn't a short time, but it wasn't a long time either.  

When a prosecutor of low skill meets, there were cases where the game could not be covered for more than an hour.  

Of course, that didn't happen at this convention.  

Let alone an hour, a game that lasted longer than one minute was not held.  

This is because Victor, who was the first to step on the stage, was defeating all challengers with a blow.  

Kwa-Aang!  

Sometimes he smashes the opponent's sword with a heavy sword.  

Wow!  

Sometimes, he defeats the opponent with a quick sword more than Randel.  

Sara Rock-!  

In addition, sometimes he jokes with his opponent with his ever-changing sword.  

It was really a skill that no one could be beaten.  

Kwa-Aang!  

"Kuhh!"  

"Is anyone coming up again?"  

Victor, who defeated another challenger, said with a warm smile.  

No one got his attention.  

The onlookers who saw it shook their heads and said.  

"It's over."  

"I mean. There is no answer."  

Already 17 prosecutors have left.  

Among them, there were talented gold-clad mercenaries and some who had a reputation as an expert, but none of them could open their swords to their heart's content.  

Only Victor continued to prove himself.  

At the pressure of his standing like Taesan, the challengers waiting under the stage had no choice but to hide their appearance.  

It is as if the owner of the numbering sword has been decided.  

Of course not.  

The eyes of the people who had been fixed only on the stage for the whole time came down.  

And I looked at a man under the stage.  

Such gaze increased as time passed, and almost all of the audience suddenly noticed his face.  

Charlotte, a man who calmly received the gaze, said with an embarrassing smile.  

"Are there any other than me?"  

"okay. I have nothing but you. Stop being lazy and come up now."  

"I have a habit of talking to my brother. Sir Randel should have had an air hole."  

"Landel's sting was bitter. All right, so come up quickly. There is no one more to come up now."  

Charlotte nodded at her brother's words.  

It was expected.  

Would you not know if the master participated, otherwise there is no variable.  

The tenth numbering sword would be theirs unconditionally.  

Of course, Vulcanus may not announce the winner.  

However, Charlotte's high self-esteem did not consider such a possibility at all.  

'If we are together, we can also face the Sword Master.'  

Charlotte closed her eyes. And I remembered each of the hardships my younger brother and myself had been through.  

Among those who entered the expert, who would be lazy, I thought that few had trained as hard as they were.  

'Good. Let's show it right once.'  

Let's show that little dwarf looks great enough to open his eyes wide.  

Let's let people know that we are the owners of the 10th numbering sword!  

It was when Charlotte, who was determined to be determined, opened her eyes.  

A young man caught my eye.  

"Irene, are you going out now?"  

"Huh."  

"Aren't you waiting for Georg?"  

"Because I don't think I'm interested anyway."  

Is it twenty now?  

A good face and blond hair were added to the white skin that seemed to have never suffered.  

It looked like I hadn't done anything rough in my life.  

However, Charlotte knew that the man in front of her was a prosecutor, and that was a high-level prosecutor.  

I didn't judge it by looking at my skeleton, my anxiety, breathing and gait.  

I could just know.  

The atmosphere felt by the blond young man's body was solid, as if it was made by pouring iron.  

Charlotte could feel it without knowing anyone else.  

'It's amazing.'  

And it was great.  

Of course that was it.  

I never thought that I was going to lose or that I was going to struggle.  

That's something that can't happen with common sense.  

You can't feel threatened by a prosecutor of that age unless you hold the sword from your mother's stomach.  

Charlotte smiled.  

Thinking that something seems to be swaying in the young man's eyes, he said.  

"It's amazing to be a talking cat. Is it a pet?"  

"Oh, this is my Master."  

"… … What?"  

"This is a magic master."  

"Ah… … Excuse me for this. I'm sorry."  

"I'll get an apology! If you don't know, it could be!"  

I heard a cat's voice from behind. Charlotte laughed again. First of all, the teacher or whatever was cute.  

The young man who saw it also laughed.  

He said.  

"If you're going to go up on stage, I'll wait."  

"Oh, that's okay. I thought there was no challenger, so I was thinking of going up, but if you want, do it first. Hey Victor, are you okay?"  

"Of course it's okay for me. Huh, he's a very young junior... … ."  

Victor on the stage looked surprised. My younger brother also seemed to feel something.  

Charlotte nodded.  

'Maybe, this young man could take the sword of one of the three blacksmiths.'  

Of course, most didn't think so.  

The crowd looked at the young man slowly ascending to the stage and made strange expressions.  

It seemed too gentle to be a challenger.  

And I was young.  

He even had nothing in his hand.  

It's Charlotte. And Victor was also a weird part.  

It was when Victor opened his mouth to point this out.  

Vulcanus suddenly jumped out of his chair.  

And like a crazy dwarf, he jumped onto the stage.  

"The blacksmith is good?"  

Victor called him in an embarrassing voice.  

But Vulcanus didn't care.  

I only looked at the blond young man's face.  

His eyes were so dark that the opponent was burdensome, so Victor had to call him once again.  

"Mister Vulcanus, from explaining what's going on over there… … ."  

"I decided!"  

"Ugh!"  

"Ugh!"  

Vulcanus shouted loudly.  

Some of the onlookers near the stage were surprised at how loud the sound was and passed back.  

It was a voice as if hitting iron with a hammer.  

He raised both hands and gripped the shoulder of the young man, Irene Fareira.  

And laughed. The other person was embarrassed, but he didn't care at all.  

In a voice full of excitement, Vulcanus exclaimed once again.  

"I decided! The owner of the 10th numbering sword is this young man!"  
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    29. Vulcanus Numbering Sword (7)  

When the time was turned back a little, and the party took the first step to Terinku.  

After a long time, Irene Pareira meditated to accept Cubar's advice.  

Cubar said it was useless, but I didn't think so.  

It was Cubare that he decided to travel right now and that he had a deeper sense of improvement than before.  

He nodded and closed his eyes. And threw the buzzword.  

'What is a spirit of struggle?'  

I do not know.  

Sensitivity doesn't come.  

That was Irene's honest feelings.  

It was unavoidable.  

In my life, I never thought of having to beat someone else.  

If you look at it, you can pick a time when there was a conflict with the artist, but it was far from saying that it was also a spirit of struggle and a desire to win.  

Rather, his feelings at the time were close to improving.  

It means that a reassuring son escaped from his ugly self and spent day by day with the heart of becoming a great brother.  

'What should I do?'  

My worries deepened.  

Of course, there was no corner to refer to.  

The year I spent at the Chrono Swordsman was a very good experience.  

Everyone except themselves did their best to survive and to stay ahead of others.  

Right now, even Brat Lloyd and Judith swung their swords with a hotter heart than anyone else.  

It goes without saying that their actions stimulated many children.  

the problem is… … .  

'That means I'm not one of those many kids.'  

Airn sighed.  

It was unavoidable. Oneself at the time was nothing more than a puppet of a man in a dream to put it coldly.  

The time spent day by day without knowing why I had to swing my sword empty and thoughtlessly.  

When everyone was burning together, it was a time when I thought that it was unusually regrettable today when it was cold alone.  

The scene of the mid-term evaluation suddenly passed through his head.  

Strangely good body condition, broadened vision and clear hair, a record that made predictions far ahead, and the back view of a silver-haired girl running ahead in such pleasant variables.  

And looking at the back, something small in my mind that bloomed.  

The moment I thought about it, Irene Fareira realized that she had been thinking completely wrong.  

'… … I've felt it before, too!'  

At the Chrono Swordsmanship, he was clearly lacking.  

The great void in childhood brought about the absence of experience.  

It was far from being subjective, stubborn, or dreamed.  

It was natural in some way to be swept away by the man's dream.  

However, in the midst of shaking back and forth, there was a flame that heated the boy's heart.  

It means that there must have been a time to exist as an Iron Paraeira, not someone's scarecrow.  

It was from then.  

Irene focused on the soft embers he found in the past.  

I recalled the feelings I felt while chasing Ilya.  

I looked again at the fireworks that Brad Lloyd and Judith had seen.  

Then the heat that I couldn't feel before came.  

So, he grew the embers in his heart little by little over three days.  

Of course, the flames that were raised weren't great.  

Still insignificant size, which may be trivial for others.  

It was nice though.  

As Cubar put it, "the nothing" and "the little thing" were completely different stories.  

Irene went on to the competition and went on stage, cherishing that feeling.  

To fight Charlotte and the sword.  

To learn a sword from Victor.  

To defeat Georg and become a winner!  

By the way… … .  

"I decided! The owner of the 10th numbering sword is this young man!"  

Before even wielding the sword properly, he became the owner of the numbering sword.  

Irene was embarrassed.  

'No, I don't need a sword.'  

It was really.  

Of course, if you give it, it's definitely welcome.  

Isn't that the sword that dominates the Sword Master?  

Even if you're not going to use it, you'll feel great.  

However, the reason why he stood here was that he tried to compete with the prosecutors, cultivate a spirit of improvement, and develop a spirit of struggle, rather than gaining something material.  

As a result, the outspoken Vulcanus' declaration was inevitably felt.  

Of course, there were other people who were more collapsed.  

Victor, who has overwhelmed countless prosecutors until now.  

And it was Charlotte with the same skills as him.  

"No, wait... … Wait a minute. What do you mean now... … ."  

"Blacksmith Yangban! What are you talking about suddenly!"  

Victor, approaching quickly, criticized Vulcanus.  

Same with Charlotte. He jumped up on the stage at one step and hoped to explain the situation with an embarrassing expression.  

It wasn't just them.  

The crowd, who were anticipating the match between Charlotte and Victor, also vomited angry voices.  

"What kind of shit is this!"  

"I couldn't even see swordsmanship, what are you doing! Is it really salty? Wasn't it salty?"  

"Who is that kid? Somewhere like a rich man came up and is intercepting the sword!"  

"No, that young man is not the one who will listen to you. Although it may look gentle, the Chrono Swordsman's... … ."  

"Oh, so you're stronger than Charlotte or Victor? No, does it make sense to leave them all and not wield the sword once! I'm so ridiculous... … ."  

"All shut up!"  

Shut up- shut up- shut up-!  

All the onlookers covered their ears with a loud sound that seemed to burst the eardrum.  

Vulcanus' shouting was added to the magic tools, and an echo resonated. It was really a nasty temper.  

But the effect was clear. Vulcanus, who had confirmed that the audience had become quiet, said, frowning.  

"I said it in the first place."  

"… … ."  

"This contest is not a contest to decide who is the strongest. Who is the prosecutor who will inspire me, it's just for it."  

"Hey, Vulcanus. You are not alone."  

"okay. There are us too."  

"… … Correct it. It's a contest to find prosecutors who can inspire me, Pablo and Dwanson."  

Vulcanus' explanation continued after that.  

Due to the mixture of great excitement and a little irritation, there was no side of gibberish unlike usual.  

But to summarize, it was simple.  

This means that there is no other prosecutor who will inspire you as much as Irene Pareira, the blonde young man on the stage.  

When the audience heard that, they had no choice but to look stupid.  

'No, who the hell is that young man... … .'  

'There was a saying that you were from a Krono Swordsman, but is it not severe to get a numbering sword without pulling a sword anyway?'  

'What's your inspiration, isn't it senile?'  

'Are other blacksmiths the same idea?'  

Likewise, when everyone has a confused expression.  

Pablo and Dwanson, who came up one step late on the stage, looked closely at Iron Paraira.  

It was the same as Vulcanus that he looked here and there as if he was looking at his own sword.  

After a while, they nodded, having exchanged their gaze with Vulcanus.  

And said.  

"We will do it as this young man too."  

"I tried to avoid overlapping, but I can't. I'm so greedy."  

"… … Therefore, the competition ends here. You follow me."  

"Yeah? Ah? Ah… … ."  

As soon as he has finished speaking, Vulcanus jumps down the stage.  

Irene couldn't do this or that and looked at it.  

It's because Charlotte and Victor's faces weren't too good.  

Pablo and Dwanson also read that.  

Pablo said big, after coughing.  

"I'm sorry. Vulcanus is a guy who only knows him. I don't know how to take into account other people's moods. Did you feel a lot offended?"  

"… … Rather than being hurt, it's more absurd."  

"right. I understand everything."  

"I understand."  

Dwanson also worked with Pablo to relieve the mood of Charlotte and Victor.  

It was also accompanied by words such as "I will provide their swords at a low price when they come next time" and "I will provide small items such as daggers and belts for free."  

Fortunately, the two didn't make a fuss.  

Rather, they scratched their heads and apologized for Pablo and Dwanson's actions.  

"I'm so sorry about this. It looks like we had too many uncomfortable teas."  

"That's right. Originally, I knew it was a competition like this... … ."  

"Huh huh, thank you for telling me that."  

Pablo and Dwanson sighed of relief.  

It was the same with Iron.  

Ha! As if he had shaken off his twisted feelings with the spirit of the spirit, Victor asked for a handshake with a cool smile.  

"Congratulations. At first glance, I thought he was an unusual friend, but I didn't know he would be the owner of the numbering sword right away."  

"uh… … Well… … ."  

"There is nothing to be so uncomfortable with. To be honest, it's not that you feel good, but that doesn't mean you have feelings. Charlotte, are you too?"  

"Of course. However, I envy you very much."  

"That's recognition. It seems that both of us lack discipline."  

Seeing the two succumb to the results with an adult-like attitude, the two blacksmiths and one prosecutor also showed smiles.  

With such a warm atmosphere, the audience couldn't speak harsh words either.  

"Uhhhh, this is how it ends."  

"But Charlotte and Victor are personalities. If you were like me, you would have beaten them all."  

"If I'm like you, I can't even go out there."  

"No, why are you suddenly arguing… … ."  

"I'm curious anyway, my friend. What the hell are blacksmiths doing like that?"  

"Yeah. No matter how much I look at, I don't know if there is a special corner... … ."  

"Did you say I'm a child Paraeira?  

The crowd scattered after giving praise to Charlotte and Victor, swear words to Vulcanus, and curiosity to Irene Fareira.  

Randel Clancy, who was standing in the meantime, was quietly watching Iron Parareira.  

* * *  

After the cluttered competition was over.  

Iron Pareira and the group headed for the blacksmith with the three blacksmiths.  

To be precise, it stopped about halfway to the forge.  

This is because the blacksmiths flirting among themselves suddenly died and had a lion fight.  

"no! Of course I'm a kite contest, so I'll do it first!"  

"What are you talking about! Isn't it obvious that the three of us are together in a contest?"  

"In this case, according to the seniority… … ."  

"Can't you keep quiet?"  

"… … What is this situation?"  

"It seems like they decide the order by themselves? It's amazing."  

"It's amazing?"  

"Isn't it? I haven't even heard of such a method of making a sword, saying that you have to wear a sword by your side throughout the making. Even if I have heard of the case that the prosecutor makes the desired form to order."  

Iron nodded.  

It was definitely weird.  

As I heard them follow, their role was as important as the blacksmiths.  

We try to exude momentum so that we can refer to temperament and energy, show swordsmanship, and fully convey the feeling of performing swordsmanship... … .  

'It's as if nara is a process to grasp ingredients in more detail.'  

Irene, who thought so far, slightly wrinkled his expression.  

I thought I knew it now.  

They were not really looking for themselves, but for the steel-like appearance of the "dream man" in them.  

"Well. Maybe so."  

When he heard this, Cubar also nodded.  

Certainly, the taboo held by Airn is not unusual.  

I thought that if you were a blacksmith who worked with fire and metal all your life, you could recognize it.  

"What… … I understand. You came to the continent to rule the iron stakes and make it your own. In the meantime, if you are treated like that, you may feel bad."  

"It's okay."  

"okay. Don't bother too much. Isn't it the process of solving it now? One day surely, the day will come when your embers will melt the hard iron stakes. At that time, they won't be able to treat you as iron. Hmm, it's a little uncomfortable when you think about it? Please wait a minute."  

"Yes?"  

"If you think about it, you don't even need a sword, but you're hurting your heart, so it won't make you feel better if you get something more."  

"No, it is necessary… … ."  

"It's okay, it's okay. Looking at it now, the men are hot. If you ask for a few more, you won't be able to refuse."  

"okay? Then ask me to make my sword too!"  

"I received it. I come and go."  

After the conversation with Lulu, Cubar intervened among the blacksmiths.  

Irene looked at his back with an uneasy feeling, and Lulu looked at his back with a flickering glance.  

After a while, Cubar returned with a confident expression, spreading four fingers and said.  

"Negotiation success. Four extra income was added."  

"You make my sword too?"  

"Of course. I said it the first time."  

"Oh oh oh oh, it's useful?"  

"… … ."  

Irene Fareira shook his head at his unprecedented skill.  
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    30. Unexpected Guest (1)  

Once again, Vulcanus' masterpieces, so-called'numbering swords', are of great value.  

The performance of the sword itself is also performance, but the symbolism that only the'sword master' can have a tremendous premium is added.  

In fact, countless prosecutors, nobles, and godfathers gave up tons of money to get the numbering sword.  

It is not the level that ordinary people think, but the amount of money that even those who are struggling with their neck will faint.  

However, not to mention Vulcanus, none of the nine Swordmasters ever sold back the sword.  

In other words, Vulcanus' numbering sword is an ancient relic-class treasure that cannot be obtained even with money.  

However, it was not the case for Irene Fareira.  

"I am the best blacksmith on the continent, and I am going to hand over my sword for free… … ."  

Blacksmith Vulcanus, who had finished negotiating with Cubar, vomited a deep sigh.  

I had to do that.  

He has never given a sword to anyone for free until now.  

Giving a sword means only giving you the right to buy a sword, so the masters who received the nine swords also had to pay a considerable price.  

Or take a loan.  

But this time, I couldn't.  

This was because the Orc guy, who had a subtractive speech skill unlike the dull-looking one, accurately pinpointed his weaknesses.  

'It's a collaboration between a blacksmith and a prosecutor, so we can work together to make a good sword… … Isn't it too good for you?'  

'What?'  

'Let's be a little more honest. You, aren't you using our iron to develop stagnant skills?'  

'that's… … .'  

'Pablo, Dwanson. It will be the same for you too.'  

'… … .'  

It was true.  

It wasn't just the story of the prosecutors who ran into their limits while training, training, and improving their skills.  

Blacksmiths also wanted to continue to improve their skills, and whenever they face a large wall, they feel like they're going crazy to go beyond it.  

The current three blacksmiths were in such a state.  

Over the course of nearly 10 years, I have tried countless times.  

I've tried listening to the sounds of a crazy guy from others, and there have been times when I dug into an extremely classy method.  

But all of that went into failure.  

No progress was made, and the three blacksmiths came to the conclusion that only new stimuli would lead them to a higher level.  

That is why the contest was held after breaking the disconnect with the outside world.  

'And it came like a miracle. That young man.'  

Yes.  

The meeting with this blond young man could only be explained with the words "miracle."  

Smelting, forging, and grinding a mysterious ore whose end of potential is unknown to obtain its ultimate strength.  

And it transforms it into a human form.  

That was Irene Pareira.  

Just looking at it will give you infinite inspiration, and if you look at it, it's like a prowess!  

The three, who had been dealing with metal all their lives, could feel it right away.  

If they miss this young man, they will never find this opportunity in their lives again.  

That was the story that the blacksmiths, including Vulcanus, answered Cubar's four demands.  

Chaeang-!  

"Well. Is it okay?"  

"What do you think? I made it light enough to be able to swing enough even you, who lack strength. The balance was good, and I didn't miss any aesthetic elements."  

"Good! This is the pass!"  

"… … okay."  

Exemption from the first request, the numbering sword.  

The second request that followed was to provide small equipment, including Lulu's sword and Airn's armor, for free.  

Airun's party, especially Airn Parray, was wearing equipment that was far behind her sword skills.  

It was uncomfortable to wear excessive armor, and it was also because the level of the studios in the city that passed by did not satisfy Cubar's eyes.  

Of course, the level of the Vulcanus workshop was undoubtedly the best.  

He possessed the dexterity of the gods, and his skills in dealing with leather as well as metal were the best, and thanks to him, he was able to obtain a full set of durable and sturdy leather equipment while being active.  

Lulu also smiled satisfactorily while wielding a subtle blue-colored sword.  

"What do you think? This is enough to make the guide role full and full, right?"  

"Oh, that's right. Cubar was our guide."  

Irene, wearing leather gear, said with a smile.  

When I think about it, the relationship with Cubar was between an employee and an employee.  

Of course I didn't think so now.  

In a way, it was Cubar who could be called the third teacher after Ian the Swordsman and Lulu the Enchantress.  

He hadn't spoken outright, but he was probably thinking of himself more than an employer.  

Cubar's third request proved this.  

"Hello, Irene Fareira. It is an honor to meet the official trainee of the Chrono Swordsman! I am Khalifa, an apprentice at the Vulcanus Workshop."  

"Oh, yes."  

"During my stay, Paraira-sama, I will do my best to inform you in detail about all the processes involved in making swords. If you have any questions, feel free!"  

A young dwarf who speaks as if he was sturdy and sturdy.  

It wasn't like he was treating him in vain.  

It seemed that he received firm attention from the blacksmiths including Vulcanus.  

Iron laughed as he saw him.  

Yes. Before he visited the Five Kingdoms of the West, he stopped by Derinku, a craftsman city, to observe and refer to the work of the smithy to begin training in psyche.  

It was an attempt to refine the iron stake, which was located in the middle of the chest, through image training.  

And this was what Cubar demanded most strongly.  

As I learned later, it seems that Cubar struggled to persuade blacksmiths who were extremely reluctant to leak technology.  

'What do I say, the number of people who take care of me continues to increase.'  

Thank you.  

There was nothing else to say.  

Irene wasn't good enough around her words to express her feelings smoothly.  

So what he could do was to do his best to practice imaginary so that Cubar's efforts were not wasted.  

"Woo."  

Irene closed his eyes as he recalled the brief explanation of apprentice Khalifa and the process of the forge he had seen and heard for several days.  

High-quality ore is supplied, smelted to make ingots, and heated to forge into a desired shape.  

And polish.  

There are many other detailed processes, but this was the basic process of making a sword.  

Not all of these tasks are required.  

The iron in the heart is already indescribably pure.  

It is hard and sturdy, as if it was made by uniting only one will.  

The process of smelting, refining, or refining is unnecessary.  

Even details like polishing aren't important right now.  

Nowhere is a blacksmith who grinds large gold bars to make needles.  

In other words, what Irene needs now is to heat up the iron stake in her heart.  

And tapping, tapping, tapping, transforming it into the shape of a sword.  

Irene nodded and recalled several images.  

An iron stick in his heart.  

A hot flame to soften the iron.  

And a hard hammer to take shape.  

He immediately moved the flame in his heart and began to heat up the iron.  

'Uneasy.'  

Ten minutes passed, and Irene's expression was slightly frowned.  

It was strange.  

It is not a reality, it is just an image in the mind.  

It means that it is a place with infinite possibilities where you can achieve everything you imagine.  

However, the strength of the iron ball he thought of was harder than expected, and the size of the flame he created was more shabby than expected.  

Efforts to reduce the intensity of the iron and to increase embers were useless.  

After a long time whining, no results were achieved.  

Even though my body wasn't stiff, I was sweating.  

I couldn't breathe. I felt the pressure that an ordinary person could hardly hold for even one more minute.  

Of course, Irene Fareira wasn't an ordinary person.  

I don't know if it was in the past, but now he has built up enough patience to be able to claim himself as a "worker" without the help of the man in his dream.  

He continued to heat the iron, while striving to cultivate an ember in his heart.  

No attempt was made to soften the iron.  

I instinctively noticed that it wasn't in my hands.  

So an hour, two, and three hours pass.  

"after… … ."  

Eventually, Irene Pareira, who had not earned any income, woke up from meditation in exhaustion.  

"Ah… … It's very hard, this."  

It wasn't strict.  

He was the one who didn't lift a single eyebrow even during hard training, but now there was a sound of pain.  

It was even more difficult because there were no results.  

It felt even worse than pouring water into a jar that was missing from the bottom.  

Of course, I did not intend to give up.  

'Because I didn't think it would get better in a day or two anyway.'  

It took one year to become an official trainee of the Chrono Swordsman.  

It took five years to build a sword for the family in the world of witchcraft.  

It was just the beginning. With a determined expression, Irene came out of the dorm and headed to the forge of Vulcanus.  

Then the three blacksmiths who were waiting for him with a restless expression became angry.  

"Why are you here now!"  

"So!"  

"No, it's okay, so summon the sword first. quickly!"  

"I will breathe! Get it out quickly!"  

"… … ."  

On the face of Vulcanus, who seemed to be really fainting, Irene quickly summoned a great sword and put it on the table.  

Then, in an instant, interest shifted to the sword, not to himself.  

The blacksmiths poured out all sorts of speculation and went into discussions to polish their swords.  

To cleanly repair an old and crude witchcraft greatsword.  

This was Cubar's fourth request.  

"Huh. What metal is this? No matter how magically it is made of metal, how can it be so hard... … ."  

"It doesn't even get scratched. I really can't make any changes except for the scratches that already exist."  

"Only this, only this, how… … If I could deal with it a little, I would be able to get a little closer to the blacksmith's god... … ."  

However, the word demand was overwhelming, and the blacksmiths were very welcoming.  

It was natural.  

In the first place, they coveted Airn not because of interest in Airn itself, but because of the will of the man in his dream.  

And that great sword is an object that can be said to be the man's alter ego.  

For blacksmiths, it was a sword like a treasure that couldn't be exchanged for anything, so it wasn't too much that the eyes turned.  

However, it was difficult to erase the bitter feelings from the perspective of Irene Fareira.  

Seeing the great swords that the continent's best blacksmiths can't polish even with all their efforts, I wondered if it would be near impossible to trim the iron stakes in one's heart with a sword.  

'… … OK.'  

Irene closed her eyes again. Then I breathed slowly and deeply.  

It was really okay.  

Making the impossible possible and doing things outside of common sense.  

I've already done it once.  

'I'll try somehow. Even if it raises the fire in the heart.'  

With the hot energy tickling her chest, Airn's breathing was also hotter than before.  

* * *  

It's been a month since Irene and the group stayed in Derinku.  

Sadly, Vulcanus couldn't make a numbering sword.  

It was because the inspiration that continued to rise and the self-defeating feeling that the fact that he could not handle the greatsword was complicated and confused in his mind.  

"I'm sorry. I think it will be difficult to make it right now."  

"then… … ."  

"1 year! Give me a year! I will capture the enlightenment well in it and make the best sword! Greater than the great sword you showed me, the greatest masterpiece of Vulcanus's life!"  

"I too! This time, I'm thinking of taking the title of the continent's greatest blacksmith!"  

"Who is going to say it! I am... … ."  

"Shut up! The best of the continent is me in the past, now and in the future!"  

"… … Then, I will come back next year."  

"I'll believe it, cheer up! The hottest guys!"  

Along with Lulu's cheerful greetings, Airun and the group left Derinku.  

I couldn't get the numbering sword, but I didn't have a big regret.  

He received equipment to hear the best sound anywhere on the continent, and made a kite with the continent's best blacksmiths.  

But more important than that, you have a stronger motivation for your goals.  

In less than a month and a half, Irene gained a sense of improvement and realized a sense of struggle.  

He learned the method of training and developed his desire to control the will of the man in his dreams.  

Two hours after leaving the city, he looked up.  

The clear sky in early autumn conveyed a refreshing feeling. The faces of Cubar and Lulu, who raised their heads together, also felt comfortable.  

… … It wasn't long before I felt the weirdness.  

"… … ."  

Irene Fareira lowered her head and stared at a distance.  

A shape that can only be seen as a small dot. But it got closer over time.  

The eyes of Cubar and Lulu also pointed forward.  

Said Lulu.  

"Dangerous. It smells like blood."  

Iron nodded.  

I could see that it wasn't like that.  

The stench of a greedy heart resembles a monster.  

His eyes were naturally cold.  

I waited for the cool anger to rise like a monster under the water.  

Before long, the two men reached in front of the group.  

Charlotte and Victor smiled nicely.  

"We, let's talk for a moment."  
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    30. Unexpected Guest (2)  

The duo of Charlotte and Victor are so famous personalities in the mercenary world that no one knows.  

It's not just about having good social skills or good impressions.  

The good deeds they have done for nearly 40 years have exceeded ten fingers, even if they are bold.  

To defeat the goblin tribe for the poor southern territories.  

Treat monsters that threaten small towns without pay.  

There was also a time when the dungeon where Mine was lurking was attacked alone.  

There were a number of things that almost killed my life in the process.  

They weren't strong from birth.  

However, Charlotte and Victor survived all the hardships and became one of the best in the mercenary world.  

With the respect of numerous junior prosecutors.  

'Such they… … Do you do this?'  

Therefore, it was difficult for Cubar to believe the current situation.  

Of course, we still do not know what their intentions are.  

Maybe the story is really what you want to say.  

It is more plausible to break up peacefully after asking each other's best regards and questions.  

no.  

It can't be.  

It can be seen without the feeling of Lulu and Airen, the magicians.  

The look of Charlotte and Victor now is in a dangerous state, as if they couldn't get what they wanted, something would happen.  

And what they want... … .  

'It must be a numbering sword. I made a mistake.'  

Cubar belatedly blamed himself.  

Only they know that the completion of the numbering sword has been delayed.  

It was natural for others to think that Irene already had a sword.  

It was natural in some way that the robbery appeared.  

This is the result of overlooking it.  

He sighed and asked them.  

"What are you talking about?"  

"Once we talk up close. It's too far now... … Why do you keep stepping back?"  

"I think this distance is appropriate."  

"Huh huh, that's sad. Didn't we even have a drink together at Derrinku?"  

"right. But now I have a busy way to go, so I don't think I can afford to talk. Let's talk about it next time."  

"No, do we want to share now?"  

"So. We've done a lot, a lot of work for you."  

"What is that… … Um!"  

Cubar, who was talking, groaned.  

Even if it's a child Pare or Lulu, his expressions are hardened.  

It was because Victor pulled a man's head out of his backpack.  

His open eyes looked like he never thought he was going to die.  

Randel Clancy.  

A man who was famous for his "Randel of Strikes" was facing them with his neck cut off.  

"It's on the way to get rid of countless thieves who are targeting you, but to treat you so kindly… … That is unfair. It's really too much."  

Victor said with a nice smile to the man.  

But only eyes weren't smiling. The eyes that flew in coldly were sharp like a needle.  

Lulu, jumping off the shoulder of Cubar, said, angrily.  

"so! How do you do it! Get rid of the bullshit and just talk to the point!"  

"Haha, our cute cat friend has a quick personality. But that's what we hope too. We too are in a hurry and anxious."  

"Give me a numbering sword."  

"no! It hasn't been completed yet, so we don't have it!  

Lulu answered.  

Now, it was a voice that used evil beyond anger, but sincerity was pouring out, most people had no choice but to nod.  

Of course, the seeds weren't working for Charlotte and Victor, who were greeted with greed.  

Charlotte and Victor laughed.  

Then his face, which seemed only hot, became bizarre.  

It looks as if a piece of dry marble was lit with hellish fire. Lulu, who got goosebumps, stepped back.  

The same was true of Cubar.  

Only the child, Fareira, remained silent.  

A momentum that cannot be ignored was flowing from the body.  

"Hmm."  

Victor, who saw it, caught his eye.  

But it's only a moment.  

He came back with eerie eyes and said lowly.  

"The pun goes all the way to here. Give me the numbering sword and the swords of Pablo and Dwanson. Maybe you're hiding it with magic, but it's useless."  

"… … ."  

"I will not lie about saving you. Without pain, kill me with a single sword. But if you don't bring the sword to the end, you'll have to spend a tiring time with each other."  

"You guys, are you going to ruin your life because of this? The sword that the owner has already decided, and that it also desires the sword of Vulcanus, will be wanted not only in Derinku, but all over the continent!"  

"Thank you for worrying. But it's okay. Because we weren't the only ones aiming for the sword. As you can see, Randel and many other guys aimed at the sword. You guys will be the unfortunate victims caught up in it, and the whereabouts of the numbering sword will disappear."  

"… … ."  

"But maybe no one doubts us. I didn't do it for this, but... … We've done quite a lot of good things."  

'It's wrong. There is no way to do anything with words.'  

When Victor heard him, Cubar clenched his fist.  

There is no way to avoid it. Now you have to fight unconditionally.  

However, the chances of winning were not great.  

These are Charlotte and Victor, who are said to be able to face the Swordmaster if the two are together.  

That means that just one of the two will be able to overwhelm Airn, the best player on this side.  

Of course, neither Lulu the magician nor the spiritist himself lacks the ability to fight, but no matter how much you think... … .  

"I have a question."  

It was a time when Cubar continued his deep agony.  

Irene Fareira, who had been silent all the time, opened her mouth.  

Charlotte laughed dryly.  

The moment he tried to tell him not to wait any longer, he looked at Irene's eyes and hardened his expression.  

"… … ."  

The strange sensation I felt when I first encountered it at the competition.  

The unprecedented power that lightly exceeds that.  

Charlotte, feeling a little uncomfortable, screamed as if to tell her. Victor also respected his brother's judgment.  

On the tense plain, Irene asked.  

"Is all the things you said at the bar in Derrinku hypocrisy?"  

"… … ."  

"The incidents of subjugating goblins for villages in the southern jungle and fighting with Mine without receiving proper pay for the unfavorable manor... … Was it all to manage your reputation?"  

It was a rather frustrating question, which might be called stupid depending on the listener.  

In a situation where one's life is on the verge of being at risk, he has no words to say even when he hears the story of why the other person is talking about uncomfortable words because it is not enough even if he seeks a way to live.  

However, it was very important to Irene Fareira.  

He recalled his work at Derrinku.  

Charlotte and Victor meet again by chance.  

Cubar, who asked about their good deeds in the past, and the two explaining the events of the time with embarrassing yet prideful faces, and Lulu, who clapped each other in deep applause.  

At that time, they looked truly happy.  

Like the people who will never do this.  

So I was curious.  

Why the hell?  

Why are such good and strong people doing this to get a sword or something?  

"So, with such a rewarding face… … Explain why you, who have spoken of things in the past, are doing this."  

"… … ."  

"If you don't say it right, you won't be able to get a numbering sword even if you kill me. never."  

Shuwook-  

Quack!  

After speaking, Irene summoned a sword and put it on the floor.  

It was crude, but a great sword that seemed hard and hard seemed to represent his heart. Charlotte and Victor exchanged eyes.  

That guy's words are real.  

Intuition, Charlotte nodded. I meant to answer.  

He looked at him for a moment, as if trying to choose a horse, then raised his head.  

And I confessed my thoughts as raw without any packaging.  

"Because the numbering sword of Vulcanus is more important than all that."  

"… … ."  

"Why isn't there a word?"  

"Is that all?"  

"okay. That's all. Why, did you think of something different?"  

Charlotte asked again.  

His eyes, as if what he wanted, hurried to answer.  

However, Irene couldn't open his mouth for a long time.  

Because I couldn't understand.  

He said, barely woke up.  

"Only because of that?"  

"Only?"  

"Yes. At best, only one sword... … Was it so precious that it doesn't matter if you let all of those saved by your hand tremble with a sense of betrayal than the view of life that you have kept so far?"  

"The numbering sword is not just a sword!"  

After halting the conversation between Charlotte and Irene, Victor's voice burst.  

Cubar and Lulu covered their ears. The sound was loud with a lot of energy, but rather, the emotions contained in the voice scratched their hearts.  

He continued.  

"Twenty years have passed since we faced the wall. It's longer to be an expert. It's been over 30 years. There is nothing that has not been challenged to break it, and there is nothing that has not been bumped into it. Nevertheless, it was not penetrated. Me and my brother are still trapped in hell."  

"… … ."  

"It's not just us. There are countless prosecutors struggling for decades for not crossing the last gateway to reach the Master, who risk their lives for that one alone. The weight they carry, the pain we endure... … You don't know You're not young, you never know."  

Threung-!  

Victor drew his sword. His eyes were full of blood, and ugly energy spewed out of his body.  

The same was true of Charlotte.  

Their faces suddenly changed to look like they weren't human.  

The same goes for the look of your eyes.  

A flame that is much hotter than it was in her own.  

Could know. That their words that they risked their lives on the sword were not false.  

However, the flame did not envy Iron at all.  

'different.'  

Irene remembered his ties.  

Ilya, Brat, Judith, who had been in the army 5 years ago, and Lance Patterson, whom they met a few months ago, and other motives.  

The light they emanated was much warmer and brighter than the flames burning right before their eyes.  

It was a healthy and beautiful flame that heated the heart of the viewer.  

They were different.  

Their lust and obsession, burning themselves, seemed to be no different from the main people.  

'It's not something you can't understand.'  

He recalled the past again.  

Brad Lloyd after the final evaluation, the thought that he could become like them if the gloomy feelings he had seen were not resolved and piled up.  

However, it was not possible to give them indulgence.  

Poop!  

Whoowoo-!  

Iron Fareira drew his sword.  

Then, the energy he had been controlling so far emanated from his whole body.  

Charlotte and Victor's eyes wide open.  

The opponent's momentum was much stronger than they thought.  

I had to do that.  

The power that Irene has now borrowed is the power that came from a person who has endured a much longer time than the two.  

More lonely.  

More lonely.  

The man's will, which was not degraded even though he had a more desperate time.  

Oooh ooh ooh ooh-!  

While listening to the calm sound of swordsmanship, Irene Parreira put the last string.  

I couldn't help it.  

It is unpleasant to be swept inside the dream again, but there was no choice but to break through the current crisis.  

Irene chose the worst, not the worst.  

In time, the energy of steel is expanding.  

Charlotte and Victor looked tense at the momentum that was pushed back hard and heavy as if it was made of poured metal.  

Not only Airn, but Cubar and Lulu, who were next to him, raised their strengths and prepared for the upcoming fight.  

The tension as if walking on a blade.  

Breaking it, ironically, wasn't the sound of a sword colliding with a sword.  

Clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap clap  

"Wow! Wow!"  

"… … ."  

"Georg, look at that! saw? Greater than then! It looks much harder!"  

"… … Please be quiet."  

The sound of applause and the voice of the girl and the man.  

Startled Charlotte and Victor turned their heads.  

It was the same with Airen's party.  

Five gazes were focused in one direction.  

What caught their eyes was a cute girl dressed in dark makeup and a black dress, and a gray hair scan with a boredom.  

Then, slowly walking out of the golden portal, a woman in a black uniform.  

Cubar, who grasped the identity, looked frightened.  

"… … !"  

From Goa to Chief of the Chrono Swordsman.  

From the chief of the Krono Swordsman to the chief of the mercenary.  

A person who went through an honorary knight from the captain of the mercenary to the position of the leader of the only three knights in the castle.  

Ignet Cresencia.  

She pulled out a sword with long, pitch-black hair.  
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Unlike in the past, the gap between statuses in today's world has relatively narrowed.  

This is because, for hundreds of years, I have realized that power is more important than lineage.  

The commoners, taught by the heroes 400 years ago, built swordsmanships all over the continent and developed swordsmanship in their own way.  

The geommaek (劍脈) that followed played a tremendous role during the massive invasion of demons 150 years ago, and the treatment of the common people improved once more.  

Of course, the dignity of the royal family and high-ranking aristocracy was still difficult to surpass, but the appearance of Ian and Kun, one of the three continents, gave hope to many again.  

It was Ignet, or Count Ignet Cressensia, who focused on such a trend.  

A young prosecutor who received a tremendous position as head of the Red Knights Division because he was not enough to have been given a glorious surname from the Holy Land.  

The best talent of the present age, who reached the level of master at the age of 20.  

One of the three prospects Vulcanus handed his sword 10 years ago.  

With her appearance, the atmosphere in the hall changed in an instant.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

All of Charlotte & Victor and Irene's party who looked at each other as if they were going to kill each other focused on Ignet Cresencia's every step of the way.  

A woman of not very big body walks lightly, but she feels hot and heavy pressure as if the whole volcano is approaching.  

Like a toy, she swung her sword, the ninth numbering sword of Vulcanus, and put it on her shoulder.  

The gaze remained at Charlotte and Victor.  

Before long, a slightly low voice rang out for women.  

"Charlotte and Victor."  

"… … ."  

"I will give you a chance to speak."  

"… … What do you mean. It's an opportunity to speak."  

"Count Cresencia, did you ever come to this place to find us? How... … ."  

Charlotte and Victor also seemed to know Ignet's identity.  

It was natural.  

At such a young age, there is only one prosecutor, or a thief, on the continent who exudes momentum as much as that of me.  

It is even more certain if you have a tao that shows off a black and elegant figure.  

The two looked at the opponent's way with greed eyes even in tension.  

Ignet did not respond to him.  

They playfully bounce the back of the sword with their shoulders, asking the same question over and over again.  

"Ask one more time. Charlotte, and Victor. If you have any words that come to mind, pour them out right now. This will be my last mercy."  

"… … ."  

Charlotte and Victor were still silent.  

It wasn't all that.  

The two of them stared at the side of the group for a while, and after exchanging their eyes, they turned towards Ignet and pointed at the sword.  

I couldn't help it.  

From the time he appeared in the mysterious golden portal, naked life was spewing out of Ignet's eyes.  

The scent is so strong that even those who have smelled blood to get tired of it for days get tired of it.  

Why are they hostile to them?  

The reason is unknown.  

However, if you stay still like this, you will only lose your life in vain.  

A white haze-like energy emanated from the two swords who decided to fight the other day.  

Lol  

The manifestation of the aura.  

And focus.  

It is an ascending skill that can only be exercised by those who have reached the extreme of the Sword Expert, and it is a technique that increases instantaneous destructive power tremendously even if it does not reach the Aura Sword.  

However, there were few prosecutors who used this in practice, because unlike the completed Aura Sword, all energy was wasted with a single attack due to lack of concentration of power.  

It was a classic example of a high risk low return.  

Nevertheless, they use this technique because there is only one way to stop the Aura Sword.  

And this was the reason they could bet against the'master'.  

"Woo."  

"after… … ."  

The tension and excitement that sharply heats the whole body, and a line of reason to precisely control it.  

The eyes of two veteran mercenaries who devoted their lives to the sword sharply pointed to Ignet Cresencia.  

She looked at it with a dull face, then threw the sword behind her back.  

When Charlotte and Victor startled by the sudden action, Ignet opened her mouth.  

"For you guys."  

Hwaahah-!  

"… … !"  

"… … !"  

"You will need a bit more miserable end."  

Qawahang!  

After speaking, Ignet rolled strongly.  

The ground exploded as if being hit by magic, and a black-haired ghost exploded.  

All over the body was a red aura swirling like a whirlpool.  

Seeing the opponent in an instant, Victor struck his sword strongly.  

It was a startled and unknowing reaction, but thanks to the addition of time, there was a bitter side.  

Ignet struck it with the back of his left hand.  

That-!  

"What... … !"  

Poop!  

"Kuh-oh-oh!"  

Then, with his right foot, he squeezed Victor's abdomen strongly.  

That wasn't the end.  

Kwa-Aang!  

Ignet, who chased the opponent flying in a straight line with one leap, stretched out again.  

Victor, who vomited blood, flew again, and the scene was repeated twice and three times.  

Charlotte shouted in a tearful voice.  

"Victory!"  

Kwaang!  

Charlotte followed them.  

His speed was lower than his opponent, but Ignet was forced to catch up with Victor kicking and moving.  

Charlotte grabbed her back in three steps, with a blow that let her go.  

The elaborate taste was inferior, but the destructive power was great enough to be compared to the Sword Master.  

But it was in vain.  

Wow!  

Ignet suddenly turned back and swung his arm.  

Unlike in Victor's days, he stumbled one step back, but Charlotte's sword flew away.  

Blood spilled from the torn hand.  

And it fell like tears.  

Their eyes met.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

A moment's stillness.  

It was Victor who broke it.  

His appearance, spitting out something else with blood, seemed to cross a river that could not be returned.  

Ignet turned around and kicked Victor.  

Kwajak!  

Victor, who had a broken neck bone, died as it was.  

Looking at it, Ignet said briefly.  

"It's so miserable to die by being hit with bare hands."  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

Again, the stillness spread.  

Even the half-minded Iron Pare, who was half-minded, caught up in the near-evil energy of Kumardo, Luludo, and even Charlotte and Victor, was terrified and shut up.  

Charlotte was no exception.  

His expression was vain.  

It was when Ignet Cressencia turned a new sentence toward him, standing in an atmosphere that seemed to be ruined, as if everything he had built up.  

dump!  

He got down on his knees and shook his head, and quickly began to pour out words.  

There were various contents, but all of them were very different stories.  

It was his evil deeds so far.  

Ignet heard it in a calm new color, and Cubar and Lulu frowned.  

Irene was just dazed.  

It was only now that I realized that Charlotte and Victor had been out of the human path much earlier than they are now.  

"stop."  

Ignet said.  

A voice that feels cool and strange heat.  

Charlotte's voice, who seemed to be confessing forever, stopped.  

Ignet, squatting down for him, who couldn't lift his head, forcibly lifted the opponent's head.  

Again, the two eyes met.  

In a completely different situation than before, Charlotte looked up at the black-haired woman with a sigh of hope.  

Before long, a question flowed out of Ignet's mouth.  

"What is the tone of this body? charlotte."  

"… … Yes?"  

"I asked what the bone bird I was talking about, what the atmosphere was coming out of."  

"… … Is it noble, old-fashioned?"  

Charlotte, who had been pondering for a moment, said exactly what she remembered. His mind and body were very tired to think about something else.  

Ignet laughed satisfactorily.  

Nodding his head, he got up from his seat, raised his feet, and knocked it down.  

Kwajak!  

So, Charlotte also died.  

Anya, who had been silent for her, picked up Dodo, and then Dodo also ran.  

"Leader! Leader! The knife is here!"  

"good."  

"I'll wipe my shoes too!"  

"excellent. I will pay you back."  

"Oh yea! I will work hard!"  

Ignet Cresencia sits on the rocks around and sticks out her feet, and she's not carefully cleaning her shoes to earn money.  

Ignet said to Georg, who was staring at it.  

"Have you heard?"  

"What do you mean."  

"I'm referring to what Charlotte said. Ask again. Did you hear?"  

"Yes, I heard."  

"Who-hu-hu."  

She said with a low laughter at Georg's quivering reply.  

"Look. Now, I also speak a language that is praised by someone for being old-fashioned. It means that the body has acquired a culture that is comparable to the nobles of the holy country."  

"Do you like it that much. In the first place, I lived in Seongguk for 3 years, but now it is time to give up my old tone."  

"Woohoo, huhuhu… … ."  

"Ha ha ha ha ha!"  

Georg gave a slightly pathetic gaze, but Ignet enjoyed the joy without worrying about it.  

Next to her, Anya met her breath with a clear, bright laughter.  

A comical situation that would make you laugh normally.  

But Cubar, who was watching what happened here from start to finish, couldn't express his face.  

'… … strong.'  

It was said that there was no mercy in Ignet Cresencia's hands.  

The Black Knights are a group organized to kill the beings whose mines, demons, and holy kingdoms called evil men.  

Perhaps Charlotte and Victor had made a number of mistakes in the past.  

What really surprised him was that Ignet's skills were far greater than the rumors spread across the continent.  

'Of course, I didn't think Charlotte and Victor would be the real Swordmaster opponents... … .'  

Still, it is true that the two are strong enough to find an opponent among experts.  

As twins, the sum would fit well, so I thought it wouldn't be impossible to endure for a few minutes.  

But, Ignet crushed those two with his bare hands.  

Among the Swordmasters that could do this, it would be less than thirty.  

'Of course, how can I know the master's world in detail... … .'  

No, it doesn't matter now  

Cubar bite his lower lip.  

It is fortunate that Charlotte and Victor have been dealt with.  

However, in front of them was Ignet Cresensia, a more terrifying entity than them.  

Their fate would be determined by her decision.  

Of course, I don't think a person who becomes the head of the knights of Sungkuk will be dominant without reason... … .  

That was the time to think about it.  

Iron Paraeira, who had a stiff expression like Cubar, approached Ignet.  

There was no bird to dry. When I woke up, it was already in front of her.  

He said.  

"How can that be?"  

"Well?"  

"How can such, killing behavior be full of confidence?"  

"… … ."  

"It's not sarcastic. What I asked because I was really innocently curious... … If it's a rude question, I apologize."  

With an overly confident attitude, Cubar and Lulu, as well as Georg and Anya, opened their eyes wide and looked at Airn.  

But it was a question I couldn't help but ask.  

'He's an amazing person.'  

Like Cubar, Airn was also impressed by Ignet Cresencia.  

But the part he was most shocked wasn't her skills.  

It was the "confidence" that oozes from each of her actions.  

Murder, an act that humans could not help but be reluctant to do, acted like Ignet had to do.  

Irene naturally thought of it as a "right act" for how confident it was.  

It wasn't because the opponents were Charlotte and Victor, but anyone else would have thought so.  

It felt like the existence of Ignet that made it possible was not the same person.  

'I can't.'  

So I asked.  

So they faced each other.  

A being who is so different from himself, who has tens of thousands of worries, regrets, and hesitations in every action.  

What will she say?  

The answer came after a while.  

"Iron Pareira."  

"… … Do you know my name?"  

"From this day on, I appoint you to be a member of the Knights of the Black Knights, under Avilius, the Holy Kingdom."  
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    31. Unexpected Proposal (2)  

"… … ."  

After listening to Ignet Cresencia, Cubar swallowed a dry saliva.  

Lulu also looked at them with tense eyes.  

The Black Knights are the third Knights of the Holy Kingdom, Avilius, and are on the sidelines compared to the White Knights and Red Knights, which have a long history.  

However, it is only a rank within its own country, and no one across the continent can ignore a member of the Black Knights.  

It has the longest history of many kingdoms in the world.  

Throughout its long history, it has been a sacred shield to protect the continent.  

The place that produced the most heroes and defeated the most demons and minds.  

Thus, a place that is respected by everyone in the world.  

To be a member of the Black Knights means to be a member of such a place.  

It was not an exaggeration to say that it was the greatest honor for prosecutors and knights.  

'But, it's too sudden?'  

Irene Pareira is definitely a coveted talent.  

His swordsmanship skills were so great that he couldn't find an opponent in his age, and his personality was right.  

Although it is indecisive due to lack of experience, it is enough to fill it out gradually, so it is enough to consider recruiting from Ignet's point of view.  

However, I have never heard of a member's appointment without any procedure.  

'It's not a mercenary, what are you doing!'  

Have you still been able to give up your old habit of mercenary commander?  

When I saw Georg and Anya refer to Ignet as "Captain" rather than "Captain", I thought that could be the case.  

The same was true for Airn, which was embarrassing.  

Ignet, it's your name. I've heard a lot of it.  

The continent's greatest genius, heartless, sober swordsman. The same was true of the feelings I had received from Ilya Lindsay, and the content spread through rumors.  

However, the story of being so crappy was very early.  

"… … I refuse."  

"You cut it like a knife. What doesn't you like?"  

"Rather than saying I don't like it… … ."  

"Wait, listen. The Holy Kingdom is a much better place than you think."  

Ignet, who raised his hand and interrupted Airn's words, talked about the strengths of Abilius.  

Irene was not very curious.  

Even he, a lazy Young master, knows how great the Holy Kingdom is and what it means to be a paladin there.  

However, the words flowing out of Ignet's mouth were completely out of line with his expectations.  

"The divine kingdom is more free about sex than you might think."  

"Yeah?"  

"It is not an atmosphere that emphasizes the stuffiness, crampedness, purity and whiteness as seen from the outside. It is often the case that bloody young talents misunderstand this and are reluctant to go to the kingdom."  

"… … It doesn't matter."  

"Does it matter?"  

Ignet, who was having a conversation, looked toward Georg.  

"That guy said he would not join the Knights for that."  

"… … Please don't talk personally about me, boss."  

"That's right."  

'I can't control it.'  

Thought Cubar.  

When I defeated Charlotte and Victor, no one was scarier than this, but looking at the joke like that, she was also an ordinary human woman.  

Thanks to the combination of a relatively young appearance and an incongruent tone of speech, I felt a strange cuteness.  

Fortunately, though, Ignet's attitude toward Iron is friendly.  

"Hmm. There are many other advantages, but it doesn't come out smoothly to introduce it. Understand this body because it doesn't have a horse periphery. Um, so the biggest advantage… … ."  

Otherwise, I would not have continued the explanation in such a soft atmosphere.  

With no expressions, Ignet's current appearance certainly seemed far from the brutality of the rumors.  

'… … Even so, I don't think Airn will enter the Holy Kingdom, but I mean.'  

Cubar looked at Airn.  

A young man who is modest and tender compared to his skills. A person who is gentle enough to wonder how he can do that.  

But when asked if he was stubborn, he had no choice but to shook his head strongly.  

If it's right in your opinion, follow it.  

If you have a suggestion that you can't understand, don't follow it. Anyone else's words.  

That was the personality of Airn Parreira, which Cubar grasped.  

At least until he finds a way to manage the iron stakes in his mind, he will not have any intention of belonging to somewhere.  

The important thing, then, is how softly you reject Ignet's proposal... … .  

"I'm sorry, but no matter how persuading you, I can't get into the Knights Templar. Because there is something to be done now."  

'I knew it would be like this.'  

Cubar sighed.  

It can't be helped.  

Ignet said he had no horses around, but in his eyes, Irene had much more horses.  

Cubar's mind was twitched by the clunky tone of conveying only his intentions.  

Fortunately, Ignet wasn't particularly angry.  

Still in the same posture as the first time, just sitting on the rock and looking at the water.  

That momentary time has passed.  

10 seconds.  

20 seconds.  

30 seconds, and 1 minute.  

It's usually a short time, but it's a long time that makes it uncomfortable to think about it being in the middle of a conversation.  

At this, Cubar feels puzzled, and Lulu, who was next to him, said in a nervous voice.  

"I'm looking into it."  

"What?"  

"I'm looking into Irene. Like Georg did... … ."  

At that time, Ignet, who was looking into the eyes of Paraeira, a sizzling iron, opened his mouth.  

"I heard that there is a man with an iron in his chest."  

"… … !"  

"At first I did not believe. I've seen people with han, people with pride, and people with vanity, but I've never heard of someone with iron. But when I first saw you when I arrived at Derrinku, I knew that Georg's report was true."  

Airn's breathing became rough. The molar teeth were strengthened and sweat was sweating in my hands.  

In fact, this wasn't the first time someone looked into oneself.  

There was a swordsman Ian, and Lulu and Cubar also had a sharp eye, although there was a difference in degree.  

Georg's gaze, who would tell his story, was no less than that.  

Even at the time, Irene remembered that there was a lot of tension.  

However, I can't say that there are no people who are choking as much as they are now.  

Her eyes gave a feeling of fear as if observing an animal in a glass tube.  

"I got interest. No, it was more than that. It's not just iron, it's steel refined to the point that even the arrogant vulcanus drools... … I couldn't help but covet it. However, even if it could not be collected, the thought that it could not be helped was also together. Isn't it? It is not possible to freely do a man with steel in his chest. By the way… … ."  

"… … ."  

"Coming here, it seems that you have not yet become the master of steel."  

Whoowoo-!  

Fierce flames poured out of the sword in Ignet's right hand.  

It was Aura Sword.  

A red and dark aura that seemed to contain lava was clearly formed on the blade.  

A drop of sweat spilled from Airn's forehead exposed to the heat.  

Black uniform.  

Black hair.  

Black eyes.  

Ignet Cresencia was black.  

There was no dark place, so it was as if you were looking into a mirror made of obsidian.  

In her eyes, Irene was able to realize her situation again.  

He still couldn't lift his sword.  

Still wielding yourself back and forth in the man.  

"I'll say it again. Irene Fareira, I appoint you as a member of the Knights of the Black Knights. This is not an invitation, it is a compulsion."  

"… … I will refuse."  

"Did you not say it? You have no choice. It's very tiring for me to be swept away by an uncontrollable force and causing a storm on the continent... … ."  

"You said you weren't going, you witch! Irene can overcome it! I haven't bought anything differently than me!"  

"… … ."  

"Because I'm so kind, so strong, and I'm getting stronger! Even if you don't take me, I'll get over it on my own!"  

Ignet turned and looked at the cat that had stopped talking.  

She said with a smile.  

"It's a black cat. Like it. Neither black nor cat."  

"It doesn't matter whether you like it or not! Irene is not going anywhere! If you said that I don't like it, you know it and go back!"  

"haha! Georg, no. Look at that beast. It's very fun to say."  

Ignet said. As if it were really fun, her eyes looking at Lulu were slightly curved like an old moon.  

But Lulu couldn't laugh.  

'I'm scared.'  

I just met my eyes for a moment.  

But already, my body was trembling. The throat of the whale whale screaming was also locked, and the words could not be spoken properly.  

I knew only then. There was a reason why Irene wasn't speaking properly.  

It's great to stand up and stand like that.  

At that time, the momentum of Ignet, which erupted like a volcano, disappeared.  

"I don't like it."  

"… … ?"  

At her sudden words, everyone except No looked puzzled.  

You've just seen Lulu and have fun and then suddenly pour out negative words.  

Of course I didn't care about it or not.  

She continued.  

"Isn't it as if this body is doing something unfair? He's a kid who has steel that he can't handle ugly."  

"… … I'm trying."  

"I do not believe."  

"Ian, the Swordsmanship Crown Master, saw it. My parents and younger siblings in my hometown saw them, and I saw Cubar and Lulu here. They all trust me, so I can trust me too."  

Ignet's eyes widened slightly. It was because of Ian.  

Even for her, as strong and intense as the sun in the sky, the owner of the chrono was an object that could not be ignored.  

However, even the value of the name could not defeat the will of the Black Knight Commander, who is called the continent's greatest talent.  

"You look ugly again. Don't lean on others' prestige. Iron Fareira, all you have to show is your own abilities. As long as I can't prove it, trying to persuade me with a thousand words is useless."  

"I will prove it."  

"Well?"  

"I will prove that I have the ability to control the steel in my heart."  

A moment of silence flowed.  

It is because no one thought that a cool answer would come out.  

Ignet was even more so.  

The iron she saw was crushed by the weight of the real sword and was shaken back and forth with the child.  

It was a convincing idea.  

So I asked.  

"Tell me how to prove it."  

"There is a knight called Hill Burnett among the experts in the Hale Kingdom. His speculation after killing numerous monsters is as ferocious as a powerful mine. Enough to stimulate the iron in my mind."  

"… … ."  

"Even Count Cresencia will show if that is possible. The appearance of not being swept away."  

There was a deeper silence than before.  

Cubardo, Luludo, Georg, and even Anya were speechless and stared at Irene.  

And soon he turned his gaze toward Egnet.  

I saw a face with the deepest smile so far.  

She said.  

"Is it okay to take that word as a means of wanting to compete with me and the sword?  

Irene Fareira, who nodded with a determined expression, summoned a great sword and said, after expressing courtesy.  

"Irene Fareira, the 27th official trainee of the Chrono Swordsman. I would like to ask the leader of the Holy Kingdom, Ignet Cresencia, for a battle."  
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Four humans, an orc, and a cat gathered on a plain with only a few trees, rocks, and clouds floating in the sky.  

That alone would be a strange sight, but the actions he did were even more weird.  

Todo Dodo  

"Leader! Leader! All the bodies have been collected! Praise me!"  

"It's great. You are a hundred and a thousand times better than that stupid Georg."  

"… … ."  

A girl who casually takes care of the two deadly crushed corpses, a beauty who looks at such a girl boldly, and a man who looks at them as if they are everyday.  

Whooong!  

Whoo-woong!  

Whoowoo-!  

A blonde young man who doesn't care about those three, swings a long sword and relaxes.  

There was no need to mention the two remaining.  

The orcs with tattoos on both arms and the cats floating in the sky were unique creatures in themselves.  

One of those peculiar beings, orc spiritist Cubar, said.  

"Is there any way… … ."  

His voice was weak, and his expression was full of worries.  

He saw The energy of Iron, who was exposed to life just before the corruption of Charlotte and Victor.  

It was a cold atmosphere that could not be compared to what was shown in Alhad Sanchae.  

'If the black knight commander of the divine kingdom would have killed a lot of mines. If you make up your mind, it will be possible to apply momentum that is comparable to that of real mine.'  

Will Irene be able to withstand such intense energy?  

I wasn't sure.  

To him like that, Lulu said.  

"Kuvar, believe me."  

"… … ."  

"Irene is a child with a lot of thoughts and a frustrating corner, but he doesn't have a personality that can't keep what he said. I would have spoken because I was confident."  

"… … Right. You are right."  

Cubar nodded and looked again at Ayur.  

In his eyes, there was a stronger trust than before.  

But there was a fact that the two of them didn't expect.  

'Can I do it?'  

Irene Fareira also had little confidence in herself.  

In fact, it was natural. Had there been such a method, Airn would not have even traveled to the continent in the first place.  

If so, what is the reason he applied for battle with Ignet Cresencia?  

Surprisingly, it was because of anger.  

'Strange. Why are you so angry?'  

At first I thought it was because of Ilya Lindsay.  

I still remember.  

The story we had with her after the final evaluation.  

Ilya, who finally found her way, emphasized that her goal was to overcome nonetheless.  

That being is in front of her eyes, and because of that, she is coercing herself.  

The moment I lost in this situation, I thought I wouldn't be able to see Ilya Lindsay.  

But it wasn't.  

The more I warmed myself up for the battle, the more I swung my sword, the more I felt that it was not my true heart.  

I thought it wasn't my real feelings, and it was only a few minutes later that I was able to realize that I was angry with Ignet.  

'Why?'  

Irene asked himself.  

In the first place, you are not an angry personality.  

Even if he heard harsh words or was laughed openly, he said he would.  

Chrono Swordsmanship can be seen from the fact that even in the midst of the ignorance and ridicule at the beginning, he had only been silently training.  

Only once when he was angry with someone like that.  

It was only towards the characters of the artist Gairne.  

However, the situation is completely different now.  

The incident at the time when hatred, apologetics for his father, and feelings of self-confidence accumulated for more than 10 years could not be compared to the present.  

Eventually, until five minutes had elapsed, Irene couldn't properly measure his feelings.  

However, enlightenment came from another part.  

This anger now is the only way to control the will of the man.  

Whoowoo-!  

The embers of Iron Parareira were intensified.  

Of course, nothing was revealed on the outside. It was just an ember in my heart.  

However, everyone who gathered on the plains noticed this.  

Cubardo, Luludo, Anya, Georg, and even Ignet Cresencia looked at the blond young man with strange eyes.  

Iron didn't care.  

He put a great sword in the middle of himself and closed his eyes.  

Then he started practicing the imagery he had learned in the forge of Vulcanus.  

Hwaahak-!  

Five years, not six years ago. A small ember conceived while pursuing the leading Ilya Lindsay.  

It was ignited again by Cubar's advice at Derinku and grew to the size of a spark.  

It is enough to have the heart of'I will win' in front of Charlotte and Victor, who are clearly ahead of themselves.  

Of course, that was not enough.  

It wasn't enough.  

The will of the man in the dream was steel beyond ordinary iron.  

A much hotter firepower was needed to trim the iron stakes that had endured thousands and tens of thousands of hammering and quenching in the shape of a sword.  

And now, an incomparable ember has risen in the heart of Irene Paraeira.  

Hwa-ah-!  

Embers.  

flame.  

Firepower hot enough to be called'flame' beyond him.  

Iron put it on an iron stake.  

Then I concentrated my heart and tapped strongly.  

Gang!  

Gang!  

Caang-!  

It was still unreasonable.  

The iron stakes were so big and hard that it seemed that they couldn't be reborn as a sword only with this brief attempt.  

But I didn't give up.  

Irene continued tapping the hot iron stakes.  

Then, little by little, a change took place.  

Gang!  

Caang!  

Gang!  

Instead of tapping the whole thing, intensively tap only one place, the tip.  

I don't get tired, I don't get tired, I keep tapping.  

As a result of targeting for such a long time, the form changed.  

It took on the shape of a thick base that couldn't be grasped, and a handle that was clunky but could be swung.  

"Woo."  

Iron breathed a deep breath.  

The sweat poured down like rain from his forehead, riding his eyebrows, his cheeks and his chin.  

I didn't feel it.  

Now, he was in the midst of lifting a huge iron stake while holding the finished handle with both hands.  

Yeah yeah yeah... … !  

I felt amazing power.  

I thought I was grasping the strength of the man to some extent, but it wasn't at all.  

The current feeling... … It was like lifting a whole mountain made of steel.  

'Of course, it's still difficult to deal with... … .'  

The iron in his heart swung the iron stake a couple of times.  

It wasn't easy. It was so heavy that the body tilted in the direction of the iron stake.  

But it was okay.  

Iron Parareira finally opened her eyes.  

Then, as if he had been waiting for a long time, I saw Ignet Cresencia on his shoulder.  

"It looks like the preparations are all over."  

"… … That's right."  

Iron nodded.  

Was enough. A completely different confidence awakened his whole body.  

He stared at Ignet with a hot gaze as if he was getting burned.  

She said.  

"As mercy toward juniors, I will give up the first effort. Until you hit the sword three times, try to play as you please."  

"Yes."  

"From the moment I exude energy, Dalian begins. Did you understand?"  

"Yes."  

"then… … ."  

Ignet Cresencia droops the sword down.  

The posture of a person with an expert-level prosecutor in front of him was too much to afford, but no one pointed it out.  

Because she was one of fewer than 100 Swordmasters across the continent.  

However, Irene Pareira, who faced her, was also not in a distressed look.  

Posing like a steel giant with flames all over her body.  

A terrible energy erupted from Ignet's body looking at him.  

Fuhua aw!  

Fear, darkness, fear.  

As if a real mine appeared, a disgusting momentum stretched forward.  

A power that can hardly be thought of as the commander of the knights of the Holy Kingdom.  

Iron's eyes wriggled.  

This is because the man's energy in the dream was reflexively trying to pop out.  

The iron stake in my heart, or the great sword of reality, shook back and forth.  

Kuwook!  

Iron stood.  

The hot flames and the intense wind gave power to my grasp.  

The trembling subsided little by little as the grip that could turn even the rock into powder grabbed the handle, and then it stopped completely.  

I won. I finally got over it.  

When he achieved the desired outcome, he smiled with joy.  

Ignet quickly took a pose and began to get crushed at a terrifying speed.  

Taah!  

She swung the sword, reaching the opponent's nose with only one foot cloud.  

Irene was amazed by the diagonal cuts flying from the bottom up and swung the sword.  

Kwa-Aang-!  

"Wow!"  

Even though it was a one-handed fight, Airn was pushed back. After five steps, Irene tried to say something.  

There was no time for that.  

At the separation of Ignet that flew in again, Irene bitten the molars tightly and responded.  

Kwaang!  

Kwaang!  

Kwa-Aang-!  

In an instant, the sum of three was added.  

Each time, Irene stepped back and lost his balance.  

Not only my hands and feet, but my heart was dizzy, so I couldn't wake up.  

The fist of his left hand that flew in the midst of that, he had no skill to stop.  

Poop!  

"Oh huh… … ."  

Body blow powerful enough to float your feet in the air.  

Paraeira, who was drooling while kneeling, couldn't hold up and passed out.  

That's how the dalian ended.  

Wow... …  

A stream of wind blew through the open plains of early autumn.  

The tranquility that the sound can be heard particularly loud.  

It was Georg, who had followed Ignet since the days of the mercenary squad and opened his mouth for the first time.  

"Are you going to take it?"  

"Are you going to make this body a liar? Irene Fareira proved her words. The recruitment went over the water."  

"i See. But haven't you already told the lie?"  

"What do you mean?"  

"Don't you say you are giving up the player?"  

"It was a teaching for juniors. How can I go through this harsh world with a simple and innocent heart that believes in the other person's words?"  

"… … ."  

"… … There were other reasons too. This guy, I wasn't just trying to prove what he said."  

"then… … ."  

"I tried to beat me and eat. Heartily."  

"Yes?"  

Even quite a bit of Georg was surprised by this statement.  

Sincerely trying to defeat the 3rd rank prosecutor in the ranks of the armed forces of the Holy Kingdom, who has already become a Swordmaster for 7 years.  

The expression "man-yong" was also lacking.  

"You were totally crazy."  

"right. You're crazy."  

Ignet turned his gaze toward the fallen Iron Paraeira.  

It caught my eyes that the Orc and the cat woke up belatedly and were worried.  

After watching this for a long time, she added a word.  

"But this guy, I'm pretty fond of it."  

* * *  

"Hmm… … ."  

The groaning child, Fareira, opened her eyes.  

After a long time, I had a dream other than my man's dream. It was an Ignet dream.  

In her dream, she didn't listen to her, and constantly tapped herself.  

Blocked, it bled, ran away, it bled, and stayed still.  

It was so pissed off and when I tried to resist, I woke up.  

He sighed and looked around.  

Cubar dozing in the chair on the left side of the bed and Lulu snoring on his lap.  

'You brought me to this place who passed out. Did you come back to Derinku?'  

Thinking that way, I looked to the right and saw Ignet Cresencia sitting.  

Irene shouted in fright.  

"Heo-eok!"  

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble chapter 98
     |  ToC | 

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble 99

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble chapter 99
    31. Unexpected Proposal (4)  

"Hmm? Ugh!"  

"Huh? Irene woke up... … Hi yat!"  

Cubar and Lulu, who woke up at the voice of Irene Fareira, were also surprised.  

Ignet was calm.  

As she enjoyed the atmosphere of the intestine slowly changing from amazement to alertness, she said, staring at Irene.  

"Apologize. Didn't those who slept well because of you?"  

"… … ."  

Irene did not answer.  

It was weird. This kind of force has been heard often from Judith and from Cyril.  

At that time, Irene was on the verge of responding, but Ignet didn't want to.  

Ignet, staring at him, stretched out his hand.  

Irene, amazed, tried to remove it, but it was in vain. She bounced off her hand with a strange technique and swung her opponent's top.  

Lulu shouted.  

"What are you doing! This witch!"  

"A witch, don't put the words of disrespect in your mouth. It is not something to say to anyone else, nor to the commander of the Holy Kingdom."  

"No, what are you doing... … Ugh!"  

Irene couldn't resist Ignet stuttering his stomach.  

For that, the state of the body wasn't words.  

Looking down, there was a sapphire, or dark bruise, all over the abdomen.  

But it's also for a while.  

Wow... …  

As white light emanated from Ignet's hand, the pain began to subside rapidly.  

Said Cubar in amazement.  

"Sacred magic!"  

Direct recovery that only the high-ranking priests of Abilius are possible.  

Of course, considering Ignet Cresencia's position and rank, this ability was obvious, but it was surprising to think that she had committed to the Holy Kingdom for less than three years.  

'The talent of swordsmanship is the best on the continent in name and reality, and is also good at divine magic. Besides, there seems to be a good skill in spirits... … .'  

I feel like there's nothing I can't do.  

Lulu also stopped the seizure and looked at Iron's abdomen with round eyes.  

He said, looking at the bruises that gradually faded.  

"amazing… … ."  

However, Ignet pointed out a completely different point, as if it were something like divine magic.  

"Of course. Thanks to my usual hard training, my fists are very hard. Most of the guys vomit blood in one room and change their name."  

"… … ."  

"This guy's body is also strong, but it doesn't go far beyond the strength of this body. Whoa... … ."  

After completing the magic, Ignet raises his arms to show off his biceps.  

All three watching her looked embarrassed.  

He seemed to be a joke, but when he looked at his face, he wasn't a joke, and he was a person who couldn't control it.  

sure… … .  

'It cannot be denied that he is a strong person.'  

Thought Irene.  

I wasn't simply talking about the strength of swordsmanship.  

The human being herself was strong. To the extent that you can't compare yourself.  

'You must have trained yourself through countless experiences and worries.'  

Ignet Cresencia.  

She is very famous and knows her background as she is the target of Ilya Lindsay.  

A person who has gone through numerous hardships and adversities while wandering the world as a war orphan of the Macan Kingdom in the midst of civil war.  

And the person who overcame all that and stood proudly in this position.  

Perhaps every single experience made her hard.  

He must have constantly struggled with much more difficult worries than he felt in Alhad alive, and he must have made numerous choices that are difficult to make.  

The conviction, Shimjiga, and the goal created by the accumulation and aggregation of them would have made Ignet.  

I know now.  

The reason she is confident in every single action she does is that she has completed her own'sword'.  

"What is your black?"  

So I asked.  

Somewhat absurd, like a question and answer.  

However, Irene Fareira's eyes were serious.  

I wanted to know.  

Far ahead of himself, Ignet Cressencia, who had been confronted with the world much fiercely, raised an irresistible curiosity about what the sword would be.  

"You're asking a strange question. Did you say you were a trainee of Chrono?"  

"That's right."  

"That was Ian's inspirational tone. Well, it was too deep for a child to think of alone."  

Fortunately, Ignet seemed to understand the words without difficulty.  

Luludo and Cubar also heard similar words from Airn, so they waited for the other person's words without doubt.  

She pondered for a moment.  

Rather than worrying about the answer, he seems to think about whether or not to tell the answer.  

Soon Ignet nodded and came up with the answer.  

"My sword is the king's sword."  

"… … ?"  

"It means that it is not a sword for a king, but a sword for becoming a king."  

"Such crazy… … ."  

Cubar jumped up from his seat.  

Lulu, who was sitting on his lap, fell to the floor with a clapboard.  

However, there was no time to worry.  

This is because Ignet's words were so shocking.  

King!  

No matter how much the line between commoners and nobles is getting thinner these days, King Ching-Je-Ching is a completely different story.  

Whether successful or unsuccessful, fierce conflict arises and a huge war breaks out.  

In the process, the blood pouring out will be unspeakable, and all of them widen the crack between the world and the demon world.  

It is a matter that can bring in a number of minds just by putting it in the mouth, perhaps a "demon" that has not appeared since 100 years ago.  

"Huh!"  

Ignet Cresencia made eye contact with Cubar.  

His cool, dark eyes quickly subsided his intense feelings.  

It wasn't the end. She walked up and down towards Cubar, which had become an instant conjugation, and stretched out her hand.  

The word "death" momentarily passed over his head.  

Snapping  

However, Ignet did no harm to Cubar.  

What she put in hand was a pocket that was hung on his side and covered with a spirit barrier.  

From there, Ignet, who took out a necklace encroached on Magi, said, instilling divine magic.  

Wow... …  

"Spiritual Orc, as you know, now is the era of peace. This is because wars between kingdoms are forbidden in their home country. It's a natural step. 150 years ago, 400 years ago, much earlier than that, when the war never ceased… … At that time, the great devil, who put the human world in terror, has risen."  

"… … ."  

"However… … Any wandering orc who likes to shoot around will know it. The fact that the world is not as peaceful as it is now."  

"… … I know."  

Cubar nodded.  

The great confusion emits negative energy, which scratches the hard wall between the human world and the demon world.  

In order to reduce the risk of the birth of demons and mines, Abilius, the most powerful nation, enacted a law prohibiting war between nations.  

However, the problem never ceased.  

It was a series of dirty and ugly civil wars between several countries that were not afraid of foreign aggression.  

Wow... …  

"It was the same with the Macan kingdom, where this body was born. Seven princes fought a bloody spear to win the crown, and the nobles had to use all sorts of dirty numbers to win the prince in their line. The burden was only carried by the people, and I had to do anything to survive. In the meantime, luck caught the eye of the Chrono Swordsman, and after that, you will know roughly. Create a mercenary, become an honorary knight, and rise to the position of knight commander... … This body has lived that way."  

"… … ."  

"Therefore, I cleared up my terrible past and reached a position that everyone would be envious of, but the memories of my childhood could not be easily erased. Especially… … The old ties that lived together by picking up the crumbs of black bread together."  

Ignet paused for a moment.  

Irene couldn't figure out what her eyes looking into the air were stuttering.  

However, the feelings she was thinking were a little, but I seemed to know.  

Wow... … !  

"Well, it all seems to have been purified. Take it."  

"Hut!"  

Ignet threw a necklace at Cubar. Startled, he reached out, and her words continued.  

"I do not know. How to save each one of those who are still suffering, how to control these ugly things that flow into the human world without knowing it."  

"… … ."  

"Just, wouldn't it be fun to make a country free from such things with my own hands? I suddenly thought that way. From then on, the sword of this body became the sword of the king."  

Ignet turned and looked at Irene.  

Black eyes.  

However, if you look deep inside it, you can feel it, a large flame that cannot be compared to yourself.  

When Irene, who felt it, trembled, she continued to speak again.  

"I know the way to go, and I know that it is difficult. I know those who follow me will bear that suffering, and I know that it makes me difficult."  

"… … ."  

"But what I am most convinced of is that there is something else… … ."  

In the end, it is the fact that I will overcome all of that and finally achieve what I want.  

Ignet, who said so far, arose from the seat. And he swung the window open.  

Three faces came into her eyes, standing on her back.  

"Kubar."  

"Yes."  

"You won't be worried. This body will achieve its goal in a peaceful way."  

"… … Doesn't the goal the Count talked about being solved to some extent just by working hard as a general manager?"  

"Avilius is a great place. Even though it has a long history, it is not rotten. However, it is not without the stuffiness, so it is a little different from the country this body is aiming for."  

Cubar opened his mouth again, but ignored Ignet. Then I spoke to Lulu.  

"Black cat."  

"… … Why."  

"It's good to enjoy the happiness right now, but you'll have to work a little more for your precious relationship."  

"… … ."  

Lulu looked at Ignet with her boiling eyes, but in the end he couldn't say anything.  

Looking at him, the black-haired beauty smiled. And I looked at the last person.  

"Iron Pareira."  

"Yes."  

"Now do you understand? Why am I so confident in each of my actions?"  

"… … Yes."  

"okay. This body will make the same suggestion next time. Not to the steel inside you, but to Iron Fareira itself."  

"… … ."  

"If you want to refuse it next time, you will have to work hard too."  

Siik, Ignet Cresencia, who finished talking, smiled fiercely.  

That was the end.  

She fell out of the window without any greetings.  

It was a three-story building, but no one was worried. It was natural.  

Who is worried about the third place in the armed ranks of Abilius, the Holy Kingdom?  

"… … ."  

Everyone fell into deep thoughts.  

Lulu to Lulu, Cubar to Cubar.  

Irene Fareira also closed her eyes and carefully recounted her work with Ignet Cresencia.  

And, I finally knew.  

Why did you feel angry with her?  

'… … You have longed for it.'  

Yes.  

He was longing for Ignet.  

I was envious of her who was completely in control of herself compared to herself, whose swords were shaking back and forth due to lack of experience, time to worry, and courage to choose.  

When the object of envy pierced her most painful part, resentment soared to the tip of her head and turned into anger.  

And now it has turned into another emotion.  

What I thought I had in the past, and once again awakened and fully realized.  

Fighting heart.  

The blonde young man who felt it deeply opened his eyes.  

'Next time... … .'  

You won't be disappointed.  

I won't be angry either.  

With a more dignified appearance, with a cool smile, I will stand in front of her.  

I will try hard to do that. It will surely be.  

The eyes of Iron Parareira, who pledged quietly, burned brightly.  

It was as red and hot as the Aura Sword of Ignet Cresensia, the Black Knight Commander of the Holy Kingdom.  
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A few days after the meeting with Ignet Cresencia, Irene Fareira and his party headed for the kingdom of Maios, one of the five western kingdoms.  

The speed was quite fast thanks to Cubar's carriage driving.  

It wasn't because of Irene's injury.  

The road conditions were relatively good, and one of the reasons was that I wanted to continue the psychic training I learned in Terinku.  

"… … ."  

The child in the carriage closed her eyes.  

I felt the vibration in my hips and the posture was uncomfortable, but it didn't matter.  

Of course, it would be better if he meditated in a cross-legged position in a quiet place, but his concentration wasn't so messed up that it was distracted by this situation.  

Before long, a huge iron appeared in the heart of Airn.  

'that's interesting.'  

It is an iron stake that looked like a huge pillar even when it was with the blacksmiths.  

A crude iron that could not cause any transformation despite the deception that deserves to be done at his own will.  

Now the lower part was different.  

It looks like a fire giant grasped it strongly, showing a handprint.  

The changes that took place before the battle with Ignet have been maintained until now.  

"Woo."  

Irene, who breathed lightly, focused again.  

Then another thing appeared in my mind. It was a spark.  

Much bigger than when I heard Cubar's advice.  

However, the flame is much shabby than when facing Ignet.  

I felt sorry for it, but I couldn't help it.  

Because the mind wasn't always constant.  

Rather, it should be thought that it was fortunate that it had developed even this much.  

Nodding his head, he aroused his mind and moved the flames to the body of the iron stake, and concentrated strongly in that state.  

Wow-!  

From this time on, it was a time of patience.  

It raises concentration to the limit so as not to lose firepower, and keeps it for a long time.  

It continues without a break until the entire iron stake is colored with the glow of sunset.  

Fortunately, it has been successful so far. It was thanks to the increased flame.  

In the past, my concentration would have run out before the iron was heated.  

But it wasn't the end here. What was really important was after this.  

Unknowingly, Irene, who bit her molars tightly, came up with a new image.  

Little by little, the tightly united mind took shape and reborn as a hammer.  

The will of a young prosecutor to refine the enormous and solid will of the man in the dream.  

Irene, who had been steamed for a while, struck her teeth strongly.  

Caang!  

Gang!  

Caang-!  

The sound of iron regularly resonates in the heart.  

There was no change. There was no sign of monotony.  

Originally it is.  

Blacksmiths also hammer thousands or tens of thousands of times to get the shape they want.  

With his suspicion, Irene constantly knocked and knocked on the iron stake.  

The sweat dripping from the forehead fell along the line of the jaw.  

At the end of that long and short morning, Cubar, who stopped the wagon, opened the door.  

"Irene, Lulu! meal… … Um. You were still in the middle of training."  

"Oh, is the time already like that?"  

Awakening from meditation, Paraira, the child, opened her eyes and replied.  

Not only my face, but my whole body was sweaty. Said Cubar who looked at it.  

"You are working very hard. Are there any achievements?"  

"It's not there yet, but I'll do it."  

"Yes, yes."  

Cubar smiled and nodded.  

Actually, I was a little worried.  

It is certainly a good thing that the meeting with Ignet set fire to Iron's heart, but it is because I have seen the person who ruined himself because he could not handle the flame properly.  

However, looking at the condition of Irene right now, I didn't think I had to worry about that.  

'That's great. Despite my young age, I am very calm.'  

Maintaining yourself is just as important as burning your passion and burning your lust.  

Pain and anguish are inevitable if you threw yourself into the flames after exaggerating with an impatient and impatient mind.  

However, the current Irene did not look like that at all.  

Like an investigator who has practiced Tao for decades, he has not lost himself.  

'Maybe it's because of the iron stakes that I had for the first time.'  

Cubar looked at Airn, wiping his sweat with a towel.  

Still couldn't figure it out. Why is that young man holding his own taboo in his heart?  

Well, when the time comes, you'll tell me too.  

Thinking so, he turned his gaze to the side of Airn this time.  

"Lulu."  

"… … ."  

"Lulu, Lulu!"  

"I don't think I will wake up even if I call."  

"… … Hmm."  

Like Irene, Lulu quietly closed her eyes.  

His posture was very peculiar.  

He was sitting in a posture with his back leaning like a human, with his front feet gathered on his lower abdomen, as if he was meditating.  

Asked Cubar.  

"Do all magicians practice this way?"  

"no. Each one is different... … Probably, this pose is the most efficient for Lulu."  

"Right. We should eat lunch by ourselves."  

The two who left Lulu in the wagon prepared lunch. There was no particular time-consuming process.  

As Airn pours ingredients into the pot and Cubar beckons, water, fire, and firewood popped out, ready to be cooked quickly.  

SpongeBobul  

After a while, the stew is complete.  

It was cooked in no time and tasted good, and it seemed to be entirely thanks to the last sauce that Cubar put in.  

"What on earth did you put in?"  

"It's a trade secret."  

Airn looked at Cubar.  

Cubar also looked at Airn.  

After looking into each other's eyes for a while, the two grinned together and devoted themselves to the meal.  

A quiet atmosphere unlike when Lulu is wearing it.  

However, the calmness did not feel uncomfortable.  

The time between the two, the experiences accumulated together, and the words exchanged were clearing the awkwardness between the two.  

However, such a peaceful atmosphere did not last long.  

This is because Airn, who finished eating quickly, summoned a great sword.  

"Hoooo!"  

Booung!  

"Hey!"  

Boowoong!  

'… … It's great, really.'  

Cubar admired himself as he saw Airn devoting himself to swordsmanship training without missing a moment.  

Of course, I already knew he was sincere.  

However, he devoted himself to imaginary training to the extent that he was sweating all morning, and as soon as he finished eating, he could not help but stick his tongue out as he moved his body.  

'Not only the mind is steel, but the strength is also steel.'  

"Hmm."  

Cubar, who had been watching Airn for a moment, closed his eyes.  

And he focused on the five spirits that surround the world.  

It can't be compared to Iron's fiery passion and steel will, but it's true that he, too, was stimulated after meeting Charlotte, Victor, and Ignet.  

No matter how lazy you are, it is correct to try hard in this trend.  

It was when he nodded and tried to bring down the power of the mysterious spiritist.  

"Give me rice."  

"… … ."  

"What are you doing. Give me rice. I decided to cook a special fish today."  

Lulu, awakening from meditation, disturbed his concentration.  

Cubar opened his eyes and looked at the black cat lying in front of him.  

Buck Buck  

The appearance of scratching his stomach with his paws aroused his temper strangely, but Cubar decided to prepare the dishes quietly.  

It's true that I decided to cook fish.  

The hands of Cubar, a third-rate fortune teller, second-rate spiritist, and first-class travel guide, were busy.  

* * *  

Nearly a month has passed. In the clear autumn weather, people's clothes thickened in the morning and evening.  

In the meantime, the Airn and the group almost reached the destination, Lathion, one of the cities of the kingdom of Maior.  

The second most historic kingdom after the kingdom of Adan.  

When he thought about entering the city where the largest number of swordsmen were concentrated there, Airn's heart swelled with anticipation.  

'There must be a lot of great prosecutors.'  

Before coming to the continent, he was holding only a sword for his family.  

But not now.  

Families are important beings that cannot be exchanged with anything in the world, but the idea that only it represents one's life has long since disappeared.  

It was a change made by going through various things and meeting various people.  

That is why I was more excited.  

Numerous swordsmanships boasting a history comparable to that of the Chrono swordsmanship.  

And many and many prosecutors representing those swordsmen.  

What are the beliefs and thoughts they have built up?  

What is the black they have in their chests?  

You'll find out in a few days.  

Irene, who calmed his mind, began to practice imagery again.  

Wow... …  

Iron stakes, sparks, and hammers rise slowly.  

Unfortunately, the forging process has made no progress.  

No matter how hard I hit the hot iron, there was no sign of any change in shape.  

Nevertheless, the reason he devoted himself to practicing Simsang was due to his peculiar patience, but because of his achievements in other places.  

Swordsmanship skills were increasing day by day.  

'How did it happen? Is that because I am cutting the sword of the man in my dreams my way?'  

It was a plausible assumption.  

The swordsmanship that Irene learned today is a combination of Judith, Brat Lloyd, Ilya Lindsay and a man's swordsmanship, and it has the power to surprise even most experts.  

However, it was because of the monotonous swordsmanship of the man, which is the basis, I could not erase the rather crude feeling.  

In a way, it is similar to the iron stake in his heart.  

However, as the iron stakes are constantly tapping and changing into a shape that fits their hands, Irene thought that swordsmanship would have to fit more hands.  

sure… … .  

'That alone won't solve everything.'  

It is a possibility to the last that Shimsang training passes to oneself.  

Rather than giving him immediate abilities, it was more of a feeling of expanding the limits and walls that had been blocking him.  

Another effort was required to grow to that limit.  

It didn't matter.  

Rather, it was a welcome.  

It was when Irene Parreira smiled with confidence after a long time.  

"I'm staying here today."  

"Good."  

"Sure."  

A city located three days away from Lathion in the kingdom of Maios.  

The party who entered there quickly grabbed the hostel first.  

It was because the spider was losing.  

As usual, Cubar quickly found a decent inn and set up a room at a reasonable price.  

He ordered dinner and told Irene.  

"I'm going to go to the bathroom for a while."  

"I also."  

"I suddenly wondered, do cats use toilets that humans use?"  

Pak!  

"Ugh."  

Lulu jumped up and disappeared after hitting Cubar's head.  

The orc fortune-telling, who was frowned on, also followed.  

Iron quickly became alone.  

"… … ."  

It wasn't particularly awkward. As they are so free-minded, they often were left alone at the table like this.  

He waited for a meal, thinking about Lathion's venerable swordsman and his swordsmanship.  

Kudangtang!  

There was a sound of going over the chair, terrifying to think about that.  

Iron turned his head with a deep expression.  

It wasn't until the first time I went on a trip that I was surprised by the slightest fuss, but now I know.  

That this kind of thing is common in inns and bars.  

Of course, regardless of that, I wonder who the parties to the quarrel are.  

He stood up and looked at the woman he was pointing at and the man on the other side who was embarrassed.  

And he hardened his expression.  

A red-haired woman spitting and pouring out words.  

It was because her face was very familiar.  

"… … Judith?"  

"Iron Pareira?"  

Then, I heard a voice calling myself from behind.  

Surprised, Irene turned the new model.  

And I was surprised again.  

A young man with a noble atmosphere with impressive blue hair.  

Brad Lloyd, who grew taller than before, was staring at himself with a blank face.  
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Brat Lloyd, a high-ranking nobleman of the Gerbera Kingdom and the eldest son of the Lloyds.  

He was the one who had the confidence and ability to match his status, but when he was a child, I heard a lot of people saying that his confidence was too much and arrogant.  

It was unavoidable.  

Even in the entire kingdom other than the estate, there was no age comparable to that of Brat.  

'It was a frog in the well.'  

Two characters appearing in front of him, Ilya Lindsay and Irene Fareira.  

They gave Brat Lloyd a clear picture of what a "real genius" is.  

Ilia Lindsay was convinced.  

Isn't it a long-established prestigious family where Dion Lindsay, who was the head of the Maryong King 400 years ago, was the first family member.  

It was no longer a secret that it was because of the king's check that he couldn't get on the ranks of the duke.  

However, in the case of Irene Fareira, it was different.  

Unconvincing effort.  

Unconvincing talent.  

Unconvincing steel will.  

Through this, seeing the guy catching up and overtaking himself at a mysterious speed, Brad Lloyd felt deep frustration and deprivation.  

Of course, it wasn't that he had any bad feelings.  

Rather, there was also a part that was thankful.  

The one who awakened his intolerance and made him aware of his shortcomings, and thus made him grow into a solid being better suited to the Lloyds.  

That's why I sincerely cheered.  

May Irene Parreira successfully solve the homework of Kwanju and return to the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

May we meet again someday and face the sword with a smile.  

By the way… … .  

'I didn't know we'd meet here.'  

Brat Lloyd looked at Iron Fareira with sharp eyes.  

Not that, but his planting was a little uncomfortable.  

After a letter from Pareira's estate four years ago, Irene had never contacted the Swordsman.  

Of course I understood. I knew how painful it was to feel stuck in the wall.  

The reason I quit trying to write a few letters was because I didn't want to burden him.  

But what is this?  

You're traveling to the continent with a look that doesn't have much trouble and with a very new color.  

'No, was that just the original expression?'  

It's been a while since I was confused.  

However, it seemed obvious that he was doing much better than he thought, so he was angry.  

As he was wandering in a harsh place without even contacting him, Bratt's eyes were a bit angered.  

"Irene, what the hell are you… … ."  

Brat Lloyd, who called the other person's name again, was the moment he was about to approach Irene.  

"stop."  

"… … ?"  

A black cat suddenly appeared somewhere.  

And the orc fortune-telling of a sturdy physique that followed.  

The two sticking to the side of Iron Paraeira sharply lit their eyes.  

And he spoke as if he was evaluating Brad Lloyd.  

"You are a strong young man."  

"Yeah. It's very strong."  

"From a spiritsa's point of view, the five elements are balanced. I don't think there are any bad guys out of these tendencies... … Lulu, what do you think?"  

"I don't look like a bad person either. Still, he's a strong guy, so shouldn't he be careful?"  

"… … Iron?"  

"Wait, Brat. Wait a minute."  

Brat sang Airn for the third time.  

It was a question asking for an explanation of what relationship with the neighbors and what they were talking about.  

Irene Fareira, who had cleared up his complicated mind for a while, said to Lulu and Cubar.  

"There is no need to be vigilant. This is the motive of my swordsman... … friend. Brad Lloyd."  

"Ah, that's the young man I've said a few times."  

"Is it safe then?"  

"Huh. And… … Brad. These are the people who can be called my Masters. This is Cubar, the fortune teller and spiritist, and this is Lulu, the conjurer."  

"Huh huh, a teacher… … That's too much of an expression. Nice to meet you, it's called Cubar."  

"I am Lulu. I'm the Master of Magic of Irene."  

"I ask for your patience for being uncomfortable because of a rough experience about a month ago. When a strong person approaches, it becomes a reflexive boundary... … ."  

"… … Right. I see."  

Brad Lloyd nodded. His biting eyes also softened somewhat.  

Of course, thanks to Cubar's words, the misunderstanding was cleared, but rather than that, Airn's words melted his heart.  

'friend… … .'  

Still, you haven't forgotten me.  

The tip of my mouth almost went up a little because of the momentary thoughts, but Brat forcibly managed his expression.  

And I organized my thoughts.  

There were a lot of things I wanted to say, but it didn't come out of my mouth.  

He said, raising his head with a sigh.  

"There are a lot of things I want to ask, but I don't know what to ask first."  

"I have a lot of things I want to say."  

"Do you know that? I returned to the swordsman again. I'm an official trainee of the Chrono Swordsmanship."  

"Ah, I heard it. To Kwan-ju and Lance Peterson... … ."  

"Cross-owner? Lance? Did you stop by the swordsman?"  

"Huh. About Kwanju's old homework... … ."  

It was the car that Irene Fareira was trying to tell her story.  

A loud voice that swallowed his calm voice resounded. It was Judith.  

At the same time, Irene and Brat turned their heads into contact with each other.  

"Let's solve that first and talk about it."  

"… … Does that happen often?"  

"There wasn't much lately, but it's not unusual. Hmm… … There, I'll ask you something."  

"You mean me?"  

"exactly. I'd like to hear about that fight, but if you talk objectively, I'll give you a silver coin."  

"Oh, I see."  

Brad Lloyd spoke to one of the onlookers.  

You shouldn't get in there right away. Because I can't figure out who's wrong.  

Judith will unconditionally insist innocence, whether or not he quarreled first.  

It was much more accurate to listen to a third party as I heard him.  

The problem was that the subject he picked was too verbose.  

"Finally I'm looking at that red-haired woman, so I'm very confident to explain it very well. The slightly raised tail of the eyes and the flickering red hair were very attractive, so I caught my attention. Oh! Are you a colleague? Sorry. I mean, it's not that I saw it with those eyes... … Oh, are you okay? Thank you thank you. Anyway, how far did I say it, ah! So, that woman was sitting quietly ordering a meal by herself, but no. Did you order a beer in the meantime? So… … ."  

"… … Can't we just talk about the main point of the quarrel?"  

"Oh, I'm sorry. Because I have a very talkative personality... … ."  

A spectator who talks to the main story only after Brat, who can't stand, says a word.  

Surprisingly, the fault was with the other side, not Judith.  

Judith, who was drinking beer quietly waiting for a meal, asked for a join by three men, including a man like a rich man.  

Of course, he refused, but inevitably there was a dispute, and in the process, Judith showed his silver-grade mercenary plaque.  

From here on, it was a real problem, but the guys raised a fire by saying that she had forged a mercenary plaque.  

"These are bad guys."  

"They are rude."  

Lulu and Cubar said slightly upset.  

It could be anytime, anywhere, but it was also a story that was easier to immerse in.  

However, Irene's feelings were a little different from them.  

He said to Brat with a surprised expression.  

"… … Are you holding on to it even in such a situation?"  

"Well?"  

"You're just arguing without hitting the other person. Judith I know... … ."  

"Ah, that's it. Thanks to my hard training. You can call me Judith Trainer."  

"… … ."  

"Why do you see it that way."  

"no."  

Irene shook his head and thought. Not only Judith, but Brad Lloyd seems to have changed a little.  

It was like before and now that its unique aristocratic atmosphere was the same, but it felt like a little extra space was added to it.  

'It seems like it's good enough... … .'  

While thinking about that, Brat nodded, digging into the middle of the quarrel.  

Airn, who was with Lulu and Cubar, also followed him.  

Whatever the situation, I didn't want to delay the confrontation with Judith.  

"Do these kids really, show them here? It's okay, I think it would be nice to show off if I get stabbed by a silver mercenary."  

"Oh, my mouth is getting rougher. Or was it a girl like this originally? not bad. It's attractive."  

"That's right. This is your taste."  

"No fuck, where did you learn such a doglike tone… … ."  

"Judith."  

"Ah, Brat! What toilet do you use for so long? Is it constipation?"  

"… … ."  

"Okay, these guys try to deal with you. You're good at dealing with guys like this. I can't do it through words. Or just prepare to be taken to the guard and play... … uh? Huh?"  

Judith, who had poured out curse and praise for Brad Lloyd, opened his eyes and looked behind him.  

Iron Fareira!  

She cried out, striding toward him. One of the three controversials stopped her.  

"We haven't even finished talking about where we go, but go… … Ugh!"  

Judith, who quickly suppressed his arm, threw the opponent.  

Cora Murray, who was called a burglar, was surprised to see the man rounded on the floor.  

'No, my escort in an instant... … .'  

Usually, the Kanjok was not so hot because it was a personality, but it's still so simple to subdue it?  

Thought like that, someone stood in front of him.  

A blue-haired man who exudes a high-pressure atmosphere.  

It was Brad Lloyd.  

"Did you argue against my colleague?"  

"… … Oh no."  

Gulp, Cora Murray swallowed dry.  

It was weird.  

An unknown feeling of coercion emerged from a young man who is young and has nothing special in his attire.  

Rather than the overbearing of a proficient prosecutor, it was an atmosphere that can only be felt by a noble and precious being from birth.  

'No, why is such a person here.'  

Cora Murray bite her lower lip.  

He is the youngest son Murray Sang-ju loves. It means that you don't need to see anyone's attention here.  

Feeling the courage to rise again, he said.  

"I, just because the woman over there said something unbelievable… … ."  

"What do you say?"  

"… … You're a silver-grade mercenary... … ."  

It was really weird.  

He is Cora Murray, the son of Murray Sangju who can't treat even the lord of this place. … It was difficult to see the eyes of this blue-haired young man.  

It was thanks to squeezing all the strength that he said what he wanted to say to the end.  

"Right. I was curious about that. Then I can show you."  

"Yes?"  

Cora Murray, who spoke of honor without knowing it, made the impression.  

Are you saying you're going to pick up a sword here?  

Are you threatening yourself?  

Fortunately, it wasn't like that.  

Brad Lloyd continued.  

"If the Murray family's son would have a place to fight, wouldn't it?"  

"It must be there, but who is Dalian… … ."  

"One of them has to answer their curiosity, so of course that red hair, and the other… … ."  

The blue-haired young man's fingers pointed at Ayin Paraeira.  

"That blonde guy."  

"… … Brad?"  

"Huh? What are you talking about, now?"  

"We have prepared a stage to play against you and Irene."  

"Oh oh! what! It's really good?"  

When Judith got angry, he laughed lightly.  

After seeing it, Brat also smiled, and Lulu, Cubar, and Cora Murray, who couldn't keep up with the situation, looked at them far and away.  

Even Irene Pare was close to Cora Murray.  

But soon, like Brad Lloyd and Judith, they laughed.  

'Lance Peterson or these guys. It's the same.'  

Seeing them more like prosecutors than anyone else, Irene nodded.  

"I like it too."  

He, too, seemed to know the feelings of the prosecutors to some extent now.  
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Jumble  

A group walked through the streets of the city.  

Residents, merchants, and even drunk people who were drunk and could not discern their heads bowed to avoid them.  

It was because of Cora Murray, the youngest son at the top of Murray who was walking in front of him.  

Murray Sangju's favored person passes by with a disgruntled expression, so no one can make eye contact.  

At least among those living here.  

However, those who followed him had casual faces, as if they had no idea of ​​the top of Murray.  

That was the blue-haired young man next to Cora Murray, and so did the blond young man and Orc following him.  

Even the cat hung on the orc's shoulder was looking around the streets with innocent looks.  

The same was true of Judith.  

She thought of walking on a line similar to Iron Parareira, feeling half a step behind him.  

'Is this guy, you must have solved the homework that Kwan-ju gave you?'  

At first I didn't know, but now Judith knew why Irene had left the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

It was the result of tormenting Ian for three years, who didn't want to tell.  

However, it was a part that I didn't understand well for myself.  

'To find your own sword, what is that?'  

It was a black sword to her.  

"You already have your sword. I didn't understand properly even when I said, "It's a problem because it's unstable."  

I didn't even really want to know.  

I hated that question and answer.  

However, I was able to think that it might be an important issue for Irene, who is more sans than Brad Lloyd, who is frustrated.  

'still… … I think it's much better than before.'  

Judith looked closely at Irene.  

The height is about two fingers bigger than Brat, and the body is firm and well-balanced. Calluses on the palm of the hand.  

The mood, facial expressions, and eyes came deeper than that.  

I'm not sure, but it feels a little hotter than before?  

not bad.  

'It will be fun, Dalian after 5 years and 6 months.'  

Judith, grinning like a naughty boy, opened his mouth to talk to Irene.  

But then, there was someone who spoke to her one step earlier.  

"Hi?"  

"… … Hi."  

"Good to see you. I'm called Lulu. As I've heard before, I'm the Magic Master of Airn!"  

"… … Yes, it is. I'm Judith. It's Airn's friend."  

"Yes, I know! You heard it before. Still, I wanted to talk about it one more time."  

After he finished talking, Judith smiled slightly awkward as he looked at Lulu smiling like a person.  

It wasn't my first time seeing a magician.  

Special guests often visit the Chrono Swordsmanship, so beings such as sorcerers and magicians were able to encounter them several times a year.  

What she cares about is that all of this cat's fur is'black'.  

'The black cat... … It's a symbol of ominousness!'  

I remember the stories I heard in the slum days that I don't want to even think about now.  

They followed a black cat talking to people, and they said that the devil was waiting, and that the plague spread in the town where the black cat appeared.  

Of course, I know that all of that is groundless rumors, but... … Judith was a pretty weak guy on this side.  

"I'll give you this. It's a gift!"  

However, Lulu seemed to be the opposite.  

Judith seems to like it very much, and he takes out three golden mice from the subspace. Cubar swallowed a gulp, and one of Cora's escorts, who was watching for a good crew, opened their eyes wide and stopped.  

Judith said with a mixture of surprise and joy, tension and anxiety.  

"Is this really gold?"  

"Huh! Take it comfortably. I have a lot!"  

"Don't say there's a lot?"  

"Would you like more?"  

"No, it's not. No no, as long as I'd like to give more... … Huh?"  

"… … ."  

Iron laughed at Judith, confused by Lulu's unprecedented offensive.  

It seemed different from before, but it did not change. It was nice to see her mature appearance while maintaining her purity.  

Of course, it couldn't have changed only internally.  

You can see it at a glance. He was very tall, and his body was great.  

Perhaps the swordsmanship would also be great.  

'I want to fight quickly!'  

A spark fluttered in Iron's eyes.  

You wouldn't have felt these feelings before, but not now.  

Faster, faster. He continued to walk, hoping to get to Cora Murray's villa quickly.  

Fortunately, as soon as I thought about it, Cora stopped walking.  

It's a very spacious lot even if you look at it.  

It was even more amazing when I entered inside.  

Judith was admired as he saw the smoke field with stone floors rather than dirt floors.  

"Wow, I put on a lot of money."  

"… … Wait a minute."  

"Huh? Why? Can't I just start right away? It's hard for me to wait."  

Even though Irene didn't speak, he looked at Cora Murray with a similar feeling, and others threw their gaze at him as well.  

Cora, embarrassed by the pressure that came from, finally opened her mouth.  

"Anyway, you guys, it's natural that you won't believe what I'm saying?"  

"Well?"  

"Even if you say that you are not a silver level skill because of your poor appearance, it's not obvious that you will dismiss it as a lie because your feelings are not good for me."  

"Then what are you going to do?"  

"I will bring a notary. I'm in this villa, so I'll be there soon."  

"What? So is it not the same thing? How do you trust that person... … ."  

"I am not from my family. Sir Brian Burns, the wandering knight, a great man of skill and fidelity."  

"Oh, Brian Burns."  

"Do you know anyone?"  

Judith asked at Bratt's admiration.  

"He is a knight in the Belson Kingdom. I am not a person who will lie about this kind of thing as I said over there. Murray, I'll accept a notary."  

"Good."  

"I'm going to have to relax."  

Judith, who spoke to himself, stretched and stretched.  

He also swung his sword with a joke-like movement, but the skill that was surprising was sparse when seen by masters, but at the level of Cora and the escorts, they could not grasp it.  

Rather, it was Irene Pareira that caused the fuss.  

Shuwook-!  

"Ugh!"  

"The sword in the place where there was nothing… … ."  

"Oh, what is that? No way... … ."  

"Huh. It's a magic trick."  

With a nice smile, hu-woong, hu-woong! Iron swings a great sword.  

Even Brat, who was calm and cold, had no choice but to show a surprised expression.  

Rather, Judith convinced it sooner.  

She said.  

"Yeah, I'm not sure I've been playing for five years."  

"It's so long to talk about, I haven't been able to tell you yet, but I'll tell you later after the battle. Things that have happened in the meantime."  

"Good. Listen to me and Brat. It's not very fun, but."  

It was when the two faced each other laughed.  

A knight who approached with a modest gait greeted Cora Murray lightly and said.  

"I came because I needed a notarization."  

"As you hear. That red-haired woman over there, and a blond man. After seeing the battle between the two, if you think that the caught 'has the ability of a silver-grade mercenary, or better,' you just have to say 'That's right,' or '아다'."  

"It's easy. Okay."  

"You have no complaints, too?"  

"No complaints."  

"No complaints!"  

"Do you agree that the losing side agrees to listen to what the winning side wants?"  

"sure."  

"Sure! I can't stand it now! Start right away?"  

"Sure. I will be watching."  

Notary public Brian Burns said in a hard tone.  

Judith, who smiled more ferociously than before, took a charge position.  

Irene Fareira also stood face to face and took a stance.  

In time, the two geniuses of the Chrono Swordsman proceeded toward each other.  

* * *  

'Damn it. I have to do this again... … .'  

Brian Burns, a famous wandering knight from the Belson Kingdom, complained. Because I had to do something I didn't want to do.  

I couldn't help it.  

For a younger brother who is collapsing with money, he has no choice but to listen to the words of Murray Sangju.  

That means, he has to accept the request of the youngest son he loves terribly.  

'Damn, damn it! Somehow, something like this... … .'  

He has spoken out countless times in his heart, but there is no corner to get out of the situation.  

For at least half a year, he has to be the dog of the Murray family.  

Brian Burns, who managed to read himself, quietly recalled the order.  

'So, whether or not the result of Dalian is good... … All you have to do is say that you are not able to meet your grade level?'  

good. It's very easy.  

It's not a work of effort, it's not something you have to risk your life, it's not a thing that takes a lot of time.  

I wondered if there was anything simpler than this.  

… … No, it wasn't.  

Even though he was a wandering knight, it was not easy for him to know his honor.  

'… … I'm glad though.'  

Fortunately, the two prosecutors were very young.  

A'Silver-grade mercenary plaque' is an item that cannot be obtained only by skill. It is a high grade that is possible only when excellent performance is added to excellent skills.  

Of course, the only way is that if you have the skills to match the "golden plaque," ​​you can get a silver plaque right away... … .  

'It's impossible at such a young age.'  

Whether it's achievements or skills, you can't build a lot at a young age.  

Thinking so, Brian Burns secretly sighed. With the relief that you don't have to fool your conscience.  

Please, I hope that the Murray family's nerds don't do anything bad to those poor friends.  

Brian Burns opened his eyes with such a heart, and soon the battle began.  

But immediately after the two young men touched their swords, that thought disappeared as if washed away.  

Caang!  

bang!  

Caoang!  

The blonde and the caught clash in the center of the training center exchanged 3 points.  

The two, who did not benefit from each other, passed each other as if passing by, and then gently reversed the new model.  

Kwaang!  

bang!  

bang!  

Again, the two who stood facing each other exchanged 3 gos.  

A classic cut in which each other aims at each other's upper body.  

However, the sophistication and power contained in it flew into Brian Burns' pupils as strongly as it would be inscribed.  

That's it!  

The blonde swung his sword greatly.  

The caught caught it and was pushed back a long time. It was an intended action.  

Her feet rolled strongly, as fast and threatening as the debris in the explosion.  

The blonde posed carefully.  

Wheeik-!  

Something amazing happened. Immediately before reaching the range of the greatsword, the detection showed an incomprehensible movement.  

It stops in an instant, as if ignoring inertia, and then quickly returns to the back of the opponent.  

And blow!  

Qawahang!  

The biggest crash sound ever reverberated through the martial arts field.  

The blond young man horizontally blocked the attack that was hammered down from above.  

Quad deuk!  

The stone floor is broken by the impact!  

Brian Burns' body got goosebumps.  

However, the two who were involved in Dalian continued to swing their swords without worrying about it.  

Stabbing and swinging, and swinging again.  

Blocking, blocking, blocking again.  

After dividing about 50 sums, the two spread the distance again.  

The eyes that looked at each other contained considerable excitement and anticipation.  

"… … ."  

Cora Murray, the escorts, the messenger who went to call Brian Burns.  

Even Brian Burns said nothing.  

Brad Lloyd, who was sleeping with him, said belatedly.  

"Look at that, and do both right."  
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"… … ?"  

Brian Burns' head turned back towards Brad Lloyd.  

I had to do that. This is because words that make him suspicious of his ears came out of his mouth.  

Do it right?  

So, are you saying you haven't done it right so far?  

I couldn't understand. It was an unacceptable statement in common sense.  

The swordsmanship they have shown so far is a level that can never be seen among young people.  

No, not that much, but stronger than myself. Than oneself who has skills close to expert... … .  

'That means... … Well, it means that all those who are 20 or not have reached Experts... … .'  

Even that's not the end?  

He stayed with a blank expression for a long time, then turned his head toward the training center again.  

It wasn't just that.  

Cora Murray and everyone else on top of Murray approached the training ground to watch.  

Judith said, looking around them.  

"It's much better than I thought, Irene."  

"Because I worked hard."  

"Okay, that's what it looks like. I thought he was doing meditation or meditation because he was looking for his sword, but wasn't that?"  

"haha… … ."  

"You couldn't have learned it on your own, who did you learn from?"  

"Well… … ."  

Pareira, who was asked the question, looked embarrassed.  

It was ambiguous to say that I learned it alone or that I learned it from you guys. When I tried to explain it briefly, I felt like I would be treated as a psychopath.  

"I'll tell you that later."  

"Well, that's not what matters right now."  

Judith repositioned.  

A body without a drop of sweat and a face that does not go away with laughter.  

They were telling me how relaxed she was.  

However, it was the same with Airun that he could afford.  

With his mind focused, he looked at Judith, and Judith also looked forward with tension, anticipation, and excitement.  

A feeling of tension that can't be compared to the beginning of Dalian.  

At the moment, Judith's new model was blurred.  

Blah-!  

A leap strong enough to crack the floor of the smoke field!  

It wasn't that he jumped into the air.  

She lowered her posture and flew over the floor like a flash of light.  

Irene did not miss.  

His shimmering eyes caught the opponent's movements.  

Subsequently, a huge sword fell.  

Poop!  

Judith avoided. I didn't dodge it back or sideways.  

Rolling her feet once more and dashing quickly, she aimed at Iron's abdomen with her left elbow.  

A surprise attack that flies through a much shorter straight distance than a sword!  

Iron raised his right knee to defend.  

Oops  

Thanks to leaving the center of gravity behind, the distance quickly widened. In the gap, Irene, who recovered the sword, was in a position.  

But Judith's offensive is not over.  

No, it was just the beginning.  

bang!  

bang!  

bang!  

Kwaang!  

Qawahang!  

Slash attack that unfolds continuously as if the fireworks exploded!  

It was tremendous speed.  

Most of the people who gathered at the training center looked at Judith's offensive without knowing what was going on.  

Only Brian Burns of the Murray family followed her movements with eyes, but he had no confidence to stop it either.  

So it was more shocking.  

Stopping all those merciless offensives that even you, who have been working on swords for 30 years, cannot stop.  

No, just like Judith, the young man's swordsmanship named Iron Fareira, who responded with the same attack, shook his heart strongly.  

Then, a low voice popped out from the side.  

"Such crazy… … ."  

It was the words of a young man named Brad Lloyd, who had blue hair.  

It was strange.  

From the words I heard before the notarization, I heard that this is a friend of Judith and Irene Fareira.  

It means that you must know how well they are.  

'There is something I said before.'  

However, his expression, watching Dalian, was astounding enough to be compared with himself.  

'What is it?'  

At the moment, the question was raised, but Brian Burns soon blew this thought away.  

Their swordsmanship was too great to focus on that.  

Even the moment I wasted while looking at Brat was so immersed in Dalian itself.  

After watching for a while, I realized.  

The two men's and women's swordsmanship are quite similar.  

Kwaang!  

bang!  

Kwa-Aang!  

A sense of stability and balance from an incredibly hardened core.  

Therefore, the tremendous rotational force possible, and the tremendous impacts added with the reaction force from the collision.  

Of course, there was a difference.  

While the blond young man's swordsmanship was monotonous and crude, the caught women's swordsmanship was much lighter.  

Above all, my feet were free.  

In fact, she was circling the young man's surroundings and attacking in all directions, and the form was intense and free, giving the illusion that a wildfire was spreading.  

But the young man did not fall.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

A dull and heavier movement than the opponent. The great sword, following half a beat late, puts him in jeopardy.  

But he didn't collapse.  

Until when, until when.  

Even in the sense of urgency enough to hold their breath for those who watched, they endured without losing their composure.  

As a result, Brian Burns, who was anxious, gradually stabilized.  

And at the same time admired.  

It was because he instinctively realized that the blond young man's swordsmanship had changed into a completely different feeling.  

'It looks like it was surrounded by dense water!'  

No matter how hot the fire is from outside, no matter how intense the explosion is poured out, it's a strange atmosphere that seems to be wiped out.  

It was truly an invincible defense technique. At least he didn't have the confidence to get through that.  

Probably, the sword was swept away in a direction I didn't want to be swept away by the flow of that strange circle.  

Brian glanced around. A young man named Brat also felt this, and his expression was serious.  

'By the way, rather than being surprised at the young man's ability, it feels like he was surprised at another part... … .'  

It was when doubts came into his head again.  

The young man's greatsword, who had been stuck on the defensive force for a long time, was thrown at the same speed.  

"Huh!"  

Judith vomited an embarrassing voice.  

He was about to launch a stronger attack to break the opponent's defense.  

Breathing and balance were messed up by the stabbing that came through the gap.  

Eventually, she gave up on the offensive and kicked it off with a wicked move.  

That  

Papat-!  

Then he quickly stepped back.  

The silence fell again.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

Cora Murray and the onlookers are out of sight.  

Brian Burns looks thrilled while forgetting his situation among them.  

And Judith and Brat Lloyd look at Iron Paraeira with more serious faces than anyone else.  

After a while, Judith asked, who managed to calm her surprised heart.  

"The swordsmanship you showed me now, did you ever follow me?"  

"… … I took a lot of reference."  

"I don't know if I saw it right now and followed it right away? No, it can't be. It was Brat's swordsmanship that I used from the middle. And… … ."  

Judith hurled out his sword. It's awkward, but it's similar to the stabbing that Airn saw last.  

She asked.  

"… … Is this the sky sword?"  

"… … !"  

"… … !"  

Her words surprised most of the gatherings at the training grounds.  

Not elsewhere, they live in the Maios Kingdom, one of the five western kingdoms.  

There was no way they couldn't know what'sky sword' meant.  

But, why is it mentioned now?  

At that time, Brat Lloyd, who had been quiet so far, intervened in the conversation.  

"It is certainly. It's a sky sword."  

"okay?"  

"I saw this only once in the final evaluation, but… … There is no way I can forget it. The shock of that time."  

Brad Lloyd closed his eyes.  

In the darkened vision, memories of five and a half years ago emerged clearly.  

One of the two swordsmanship that gave him great frustration.  

Whoo, with a sigh, he opened his eyes and asked Airan Pareira.  

"No way, did you complete the current swordsmanship based on the memories of the final evaluation?"  

"… … ."  

Irene again looked in trouble.  

It seemed that Brad Lloyd and Judith were misunderstanding.  

He wasn't great enough to digest the swordsmanship he saw once as his own.  

However, to explain this, inevitably had to explain in detail what was happening in the world of witchcraft, and Irene did not want to do it in an open place.  

In the end, what he could say was fixed.  

"I'll tell you about this later. I can explain everything."  

"is it?"  

"Huh. But I don't think I'm going to say anything here."  

Brat looked around with cool eyes. All of those whom he met with gaze trembled.  

It was strange.  

The other two showed tremendous skills, but his eyes, who didn't do anything, felt even more scary.  

It feels like you have become the main character of this place in no time.  

In the midst of it, Brad Lloyd nodded.  

"okay. I'll tell you later."  

"okay. I just heard the results from Sir Brian Burns over there... … ."  

"no."  

"uh?"  

Irene gave a strange look to Brat, who had stopped talking.  

They weren't trying to end up here.  

It is to show her skills to Cora Murray, who has been struggling with Judith.  

Now that it's over, I thought it was natural to tell the story of the last five years that they were most curious about.  

But it wasn't.  

Of course it was important too.  

There was something else that was most important to Brad Lloyd.  

"There's something I haven't shown yet."  

"… … ."  

"You know what you're talking about? Show me the skill you saw in the final evaluation."  

"Oh, right! If you don't see that, it's sad!"  

Judith said, wiping his sweat.  

He looked very excited, but it wasn't inferior at all compared to when he said that he was going to be fighting.  

However, it was Brad Lloyd that gave off a more intense atmosphere than her.  

"Will you show me?"  

"… … ."  

On the outside, Brat's appearance seemed no different from usual.  

Despite the usual adventurer's attire, he looks cute, calm, and calm.  

However, it is not.  

It's a half-length, but because it's a magician, Airn Parrei, you can look into people's hearts more closely than others.  

Even more so when you look into the other person's eyes.  

In his view, Brad's condition is... … .  

'It's not normal!'  

If you don't show the man's skills in your dreams, you'll have an accident.  

It was the first time to see Brat's appearance, so Irene was bound to be embarrassed.  

Apart from that, however, he didn't want to turn down Brat's request either.  

'If you think about it, I've never used it since I met Ignet.'  

After meeting Ignet Cressensia, Irene realized what the fighting spirit was, and was also helped in imaginary training and swordsmanship.  

Although it is difficult to use in practice, it is a technique that I forgot, but there may be some change.  

I thought it wouldn't be bad to check it out here.  

But the problem is... … .  

"With that, there are a lot of aerobics… … It looks like it will be damaged a lot... … Are you okay? It's not just a dirt floor, it's like a pretty expensive aerospace."  

'Damn it! What the hell are you talking about to do something like that!'  

Cora Murray looked tired after hearing Iron Fareira's terrifying remarks.  
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Murray's dear son, Cora Murray, didn't think much until dinner.  

While he was moderately bored, he just entered any inn, and he just talked to him because he had a woman of his own taste.  

It didn't feel bad until the woman sold herself with a fresh expression.  

This is because even a strong woman liked it.  

However, the situation has changed since then.  

Somehow, he made a bet, and he invited the woman's party to his villa. Dalian began, and the two men and women shared the sword.  

And something ridiculous happened right before my eyes.  

'What are they doing... … .'  

It looked much better than Brian Burns, who he brought as a notary.  

I didn't think so well because I knew swordsmanship well.  

Anyone would think so when they saw the cracks in the training hall created by the two monsters.  

By the way, what?  

You think it's more likely that the airfield will be damaged here?  

'What the hell are you going to show me!'  

I couldn't imagine.  

No, I didn't even want to imagine.  

Cora Murray shook her head and said in a loud voice.  

"That, stop! Stop it! You have checked your skills enough, so go out!"  

"What does that mean… … ."  

"I mean, you guys, I'm going to admit that woman's skills! Isn't that right, Sir Brian Burns?"  

Cora asked, looking at Brian Burns in an urgent voice.  

After a moment of embarrassment, he noticed his intention and nodded.  

"That's right. The state of the two prosecutors is silver... … No, I think it's good enough to get a golden plaque."  

"Okay, done. Notary public admitted! You proved your skills, and the job is over. So… … So go now! I won't say anything about the damage to the training center so far, so just now... … ."  

"That's not possible."  

Brad Lloyd stopped Cora from speaking.  

It was a stiff tone as usual, but there was some unknown heat in it.  

As he approached Cora, he continued.  

"Did you not tell. The side that loses the bet will accept whatever demands from the winner."  

"Well, that… … ."  

"Don't worry. I won't make harsh demands. It wasn't a big dispute either. It ends with lending this villa for a month. Including a gym."  

"Hey! I did the hard work, but why do you decide what you want!"  

"That's how I won't be able to see Airn's sword right now."  

The heat in Brat Lloyd's words grew stronger.  

The eyes seemed to emanate from the eyes.  

Judith, who faced this, was amazed.  

"Yes, it is. Let's do that."  

"Good. Iron! It's all settled, so feel free to unfold!"  

'This crazy guy!'  

Cora Murray's facial expression was even worse.  

I thought he was the most normal person in the red-haired woman's party, but it was a mistake.  

This guy was the craziest.  

He had scary eyes that only a madman could show.  

Suddenly he felt a chill and swept his body with both arms.  

Either that or not, Brat looked at Ironman, and Judith also approached him and returned to the spectator's status.  

In addition, Brian Burns, the Murray household chores, and Cubar and Lulu also glanced at the training center with flickering eyes.  

'It's a bit burdensome.'  

Of course, that didn't mean I would avoid it.  

Irene was also curious about how the man's technology in his dreams changed.  

After taking a deep breath, he made eye contact with Brad Lloyd and Judith.  

Then, gently closing my eyes, I concentrated my mind.  

Something amazing happened after that.  

Whoo woo woo-!  

"… … !"  

I realized the moment I gathered my strength. That it has changed.  

It is much easier to use technology than before.  

Originally it wasn't.  

During the final evaluation, when he swung his sword at Ryan Gairn, when he showed strength in front of the main, swordsmanship, and bandit bosses, it took a considerable amount of time to concentrate.  

'But now... … .'  

It feels like it won't take even half that.  

In an instant, Irene, who was ready to go, opened her eyes.  

'It feels much more comfortable to control your strength!'  

This was also amazing.  

Today's Irene has borrowed some of the enormous power of the man in his dream, and in the past, it was almost impossible to maintain it.  

Is it because it is a power that has not been fully digested, and I could not stand it for a while and had to shoot it right away.  

But not now. I could keep enough.  

It was very burdensome, but the fact that I could think differently was a proof that I could afford it.  

It certainly has improved.  

Iron murmured in her heart with a light smile.  

If you still think of it, you'll get a fever, but meeting with Ignet seemed to have worked as a clear good for you.  

'This is the end of my thoughts.'  

Whoo, Irene Pareira, who briefly vomited, raised a great sword.  

There was no hesitation. The concentration that had been disturbed for a while has returned.  

Muscles and cells throughout the body, and the mysterious power of auras in them, were felt in detail.  

With a pleasing sensation, he struck his sword down.  

Shortly thereafter, a long sword mark was engraved in the center of the train station.  

Ahhhhhh-!  

The sound wasn't loud.  

As if cutting a tender steak with a knife, Airn's attack gently penetrated the ground of the martial arts field.  

Perhaps that is why, the width of the trail was not so large compared to the past, when it seemed that there was an earthquake.  

But.  

"… … !"  

"… … !"  

Brad Lloyd and Judith responded even more intensely to that appearance.  

Perfect concentration of power.  

Without a little waste, the two were forced to vomit both amazement and admiration at the same time as Irene's swordsmanship, which exquisitely poured strength into only the target area.  

Of course, it was the others who were more upset than them.  

"Unbelievable!"  

"The floor of the smokehouse made of stone… … Split!"  

"This is how many meters… … No, what is this... … ."  

"Huh huh, huh huh huh… … ."  

Seeing the miracles made with a single sword, people were screaming, and Cora Murray continued to laugh like a desperate person.  

Lulu and Cubar were still calm, but it felt weird as everyone was doing it in the midst of noisy.  

Likewise, in a chaotic atmosphere, Brad Lloyd drew his sword.  

As he approached Airn, said Najik.  

"I can't. Let's get together with me."  

"… … Didn't you decide to listen to me next time?"  

"I thought so, but I changed my mind."  

"… … ."  

"Can't it?"  

"no it's okay."  

Irene nodded and said.  

She spent quite a bit of aura, stamina, and heart, but wasn't able to move.  

Above all, the problem was Bratt Lloyd's burning eyes.  

It seemed like nothing would work until I cooled it down.  

"what! Dalian again? Then I and I also wear it!"  

"You did a lot. This time it's my turn."  

"No, isn't it just a one-to-one thing? I wear it too?"  

Immediately Judith intervened. Brat frowned slightly, but didn't say anything.  

It was because they were still in their pre-training birthdays, that is, they often fought swords in this way even five and a half years ago from now.  

'It's been a long time, really.'  

The tail of Brad Lloyd's mouth was slightly raised.  

Iron laughed a little brighter than that, and Judith gave a smiley expression without hiding any joyful emotions.  

So the three had a conversation with the sword until the night passed and dawn came.  

It was a time only for the 27 Chrono trainees that no one could interfere with.  

* * *  

Irene Fareira, Judith, and Brat Lloyd after a fierce battle.  

After briefly washing themselves, the three entered Cora Murray's villa for a story.  

The room was very spacious, and the table was high-quality, just like the son of a rich family.  

"Five… … Good? Brett, does your family use something so good?"  

"Sure, you're spending money on what you need, but it's not that luxury."  

"okay? If I had a lot of money, I would use it. Oh right, I have a lot of money now!"  

"What is that… … Gold?"  

"uh. The cat gave me a gift earlier."  

Brat widened his eyes, seeing the three golden mice Judith had taken out.  

It was real gold, not fake. It's also a pretty big gold.  

To present it to someone who has seen it for the first time, a person who is unique in many ways... … No, I thought it was a beast.  

"So it turns out that there are no four teachers. Wouldn't it be better to talk together?"  

"Ah, since the three met after a long time, I asked if we need time for ourselves… … ."  

"Is it your own consideration? Good person... … No, it's Orcs and Cats."  

Bigger, Brat, worried about his word mistake, coughed and looked at Irene.  

"Well, tell me now."  

"okay! Tell me quickly! What the hell happened to you? It's hard to ask again, not just one or two questions."  

"haha… … ."  

"Don't laugh, say it quickly! I'm about to turn around because I'm curious."  

"Okay."  

Iron Fareira nodded.  

Probably, even if he was Judith, it would have been the same reaction.  

Every single thing that happened to him was not surprising, so despite being in a position to explain, he seemed to know a little bit of the listener's heart.  

He closed his eyes.  

There were so many things to say, so it was to organize my thoughts.  

Fortunately, the time was not long.  

Just before Judith was out of breath, Irene, who opened his eyes quietly, unraveled his story.  

"So… … To start talking, before entering the Chrono Swordsman... … I have to start talking about my dreams... … ."  

Irene's story began a long time ago, when he first dreamed of being a man.  

I didn't mean to ask for advice like when I talked to Lulu and Ian, the swordsman.  

I just wanted to let you know.  

I wanted two people who were important to me to listen to their stories.  

At first, Brad Lloyd and Judith were embarrassed.  

When I asked for a story for the last five and a half years, I suddenly started with a story much earlier than that.  

However, the question gradually disappeared.  

Their behavior is changed by the man's dream.  

People's eyes change by the man's dream.  

However, because of that, I lost myself, and I continued my deep agony and bloody efforts to find myself. Then faced a new adversity.  

Both of them were forced to immerse themselves in the process, and to Irene, who calmly talked about what they felt during the process.  

"… … That's how I got here."  

Soon the story ended.  

For a while there was stillness.  

Even Irene, who brought up the story, and Brat and Judith, who heard it, fell into their own thoughts and kept silent.  

Judith was the first to break this.  

Said she, who looked at Airn.  

"I had a hard time."  

"… … !"  

When I think about my usual personality, the other two's eyes wide open at surprisingly friendly words.  

Judith didn't care. He continued to speak of himself.  

"Actually, I was a little crazy at first. No, it is. I thought I was the worst guy of my age, but I was ridiculous when I saw you at the swordsman. No, there is such a crazy guy... … and. But it wasn't your will alone, it was the help of the man in your dreams, so you feel a little cheated? Anyway. Hearing what you say, that man is a lost man who only wields his sword all day long. How would he overcome such a man? No, I may be able to win later, but it was a tough opponent for the little one to face. Anyway."  

"… … ."  

"By the way… … I thought about it, and now you're trying to defeat that old man. I think I've been working hard without giving up until now against a person who is so great that I get tired of it... … I thought this was ridiculous again."  

Haha, Judith, who smiled briefly, woke up.  

Then he tapped and patted Iron on the shoulder.  

She sat back in the chair and opened her mouth.  

"I had a lot of trouble. I've been fighting with the man who turned away so far."  

Heartfelt consolation and recognition.  

Irene felt something hot to be blessed with.  
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Sloth Young master.  

The modifier that ran along in front of the name of Airn Paraeira.  

However, no one speaks such a word anymore.  

It has to be.  

Who can wield a sword harder than he is now and live the day faithfully?  

Anyone who watched him would think so.  

However, if you asked what kind of effort the current Irene Paraeira is putting into, few would be able to give the correct answer.  

Waking up from the sweet morning sleep above all else.  

To continue practicing swordsmanship all day, which is more painful than usual heavy labor.  

Repeating it every day.  

Of course, these things are great enough.  

It deserves praise, and in fact, many people admire the appearance of Irene.  

However, the person who focused on'Why is such an ascetic continuing?' and pointed out that part accurately... … .  

'There were not a few.'  

Maybe Ian, Lulu, and Ignet are the swordsmanship crowns.  

And now, Judith has been added.  

From the mouth of a person who seems to be indifferent to others more than anyone else, praise for the part he wants to know the most came out.  

"… … Thanks."  

Irene Fareira said with a smile.  

There were more things I wanted to say, but I couldn't. When I tried it, it seemed that I couldn't even express it properly.  

Judith nodded without telling if he knew about the condition of Iron.  

A warm atmosphere, not like her, filled the room.  

Brad Lloyd, staring at Judith, said to Irene.  

"I brought it up."  

"… … Huh?"  

"I made it a man. I have had a lot of trouble coming this far, so thank me too."  

"… … Thanks."  

"It was nothing."  

"What is this crazy guy saying?"  

"I just told the truth."  

Judith opened his ring eyes and poured out his words. But Brat didn't even budge.  

Irene, who watched the appearance, made a blank expression.  

I felt it before, but certainly Brad has changed a lot. Maybe it was more than Judith changed.  

And it didn't feel bad.  

'At least it looks much better than the last one I saw before.'  

Irene, with a smile, stared at Judith and Brat.  

Two expert-class prosecutors kill each other.  

It was a bloody sight, but Irene felt affection in it.  

Of course I haven't been doing that for long. After that, it seemed that the two would run back to the training field.  

Let's change the mood.  

Irene, who thought to himself, opened his mouth.  

"Hey, I've finished talking about me, so I'd love to hear about you guys. Would it be okay?"  

"Hmm."  

"Hmm."  

The two of them, listening to Irene's words, crossed their arms at the same time.  

It was a bit funny. But I was forced to endure it.  

After bursting with laughter, an arrow could have come back to him.  

Fortunately, Judith and Brat were focusing on the words instead of the expressions of Iron.  

Said Brat, looking at Judith.  

"I tell you."  

"okay. You say."  

"What… … It's Judith, I've been in the swordsman all the time, and I'm not sure it's funny because it's the same except for a few visits to the main house."  

"OK. Please talk comfortably."  

Irene said with a smile, and then Bratt's story began.  

As he said, there was nothing special.  

The story of hard swordsmanship training, the story of competing with excellent senior prosecutors, the aspects that the government officials and instructors did not know, the story of the lieutenant Keira Finn, whom Irene would not know well.  

Other than that, when I was talking about things like this, the topic was completely mixed up, and when about an hour passed, I was kissing the schedule of the present and the future, not the past.  

Not surprisingly, the three decided to go on a later journey together.  

However, in the process, Airn's original plan was abolished.  

"You were going to go to Lathion?"  

"Huh. Why?"  

"No, we just stopped by and came there. But not really. There is no place to go. I was completely disappointed!"  

"Well, I agree."  

"What is that… … ."  

Iron looks confused.  

If it was the Lathion of the Maios Kingdom, it was a great place more than Alcantra, where the swordsmanships, which were counted in the Western Five Kingdoms, were gathered, and in some way, the Chrono swordsmanship.  

But Judith and Brad both have that look?  

The question was quickly resolved.  

"Don't accept the dalian. It was very scary to us, and it only took time because we showed us the certification plaque of 27 Chrono Swordsmen. Or you can attach a terrible opponent at all."  

"The expression of being scared is excessive, but… … No, it's not too much. I definitely felt strongly in check."  

It was funny.  

When only the status of a silver-level mercenary was revealed, he refused the challenge because he was not qualified, and after knowing that he was an official Krono trainee, he made another excuse to postpone the confrontation.  

In order to avoid any possible defeat, and to avoid the swordsman's fame, he filtered out difficult opponents in advance.  

"It's completely disappointing. Our swordsman accepted all kinds of real challengers, so I thought Lathion would, but it wasn't. It's hard to see the swordsmanships, and the famous prosecutors know that they are high-ranking nobles. … I feel frustrated, so I'm just going to go somewhere else."  

"different place?"  

"okay. We were going to go to Partizan."  

"Ah!"  

After hearing Brat Lloyd's words, Irene burst into exclamation.  

It was a city you already know.  

This is because he was planning to visit Partizan after stopping by Lathion.  

Compared to the swordsman's heaven, Lathion, its history is short.  

However, in Partizan, an emerging city of prosecutors who are far more free, progressive, and open-minded, there will be no Buddha statues who are rejected by the challenge itself.  

So, the destination of the three was decided naturally.  

However, not all stories were over.  

"Then, are you going to go with that orc and a cat in the future?"  

"Alas."  

There was a problem with Lulu and Cubar, members of Airn's party.  

Of course it wasn't a big deal.  

It doesn't matter that Cubar is a very good man, and Lulu should have been okay with hearing the stories of his swordsman classmates from the past.  

I really like Judith.  

That doesn't mean that the two of these guys aren't blind to each other... … .  

I was thinking like that, but an unexpected character showed a warm color.  

"Well… … there… … ."  

"Huh? Why, Judith?"  

"So… … A little bit like this... … Of course, it's a superstition, of course, but in some countries it is seriously believed that it is true, so... … ."  

"… … Are you talking about the black cat superstition?"  

"… … ."  

Judith opened his axe eyes to Bratt's absurd tone.  

But I didn't refute it. It seems that the part really worries me.  

Brat sighed and opened his mouth again.  

"Even in the swordsmanship, I believed in all sorts of strange superstitions. Get up to date. You're 18 years old, do you still believe in the black cat superstition?"  

It didn't end with a simple bruise.  

After calmly explaining why the black cat superstition began, and how it became widespread, he heard that it was a story with no basis.  

Rather, he added that cats are beneficial animals that eat rats that spread infectious diseases, so it is better to be cute regardless of color.  

Irene, who was listening silently, said.  

"Lulu doesn't eat rats."  

"Oh, that's right. I'm sorry."  

"No, anyway, as Brat said, the unfortunate black cat superstition is completely wrong. Rather, in the Hale Kingdom, the black cat is known as a symbol of good luck."  

"Huh? I haven't heard of anything like that... … ."  

"Really."  

"is it?"  

"okay."  

Bratt vomited a question, and Irene confidently replied yes.  

He was the one who gathered the opinions of others well, but he did not intend to break his stubbornness in this part.  

Judith said to him with a rather grim look.  

"sorry. I said without thinking again. It's your party... … ."  

"okay. You did it wrong. Please change your habit of talking."  

"This child... … ."  

"It's okay, Judith. You don't have to worry too much. And Brad, don't say anything too much."  

"Every time you make a mistake like this, you have to drop the shit so you don't go crazy outside."  

"Ah-oh! This is really... … ."  

Smart  

In the end, it was the moment when Judith, who couldn't stand it, tried to capture Brat's fat.  

The three's head turned to the sound of a knock coming from the door.  

In time, I heard the voice of Cubar.  

"I ask if I can go in by now, but is it okay? Or do you need more time?"  

"It's okay. I was just waiting."  

"Huh huh, then… … ."  

"Hi! Judith! Uh, and you... … Brat?"  

"… … Brad Lloyd."  

"Oh right, Brad Lloyd! Nice to meet you! I say Lulu!"  

Lulu and Cubar appeared just in time.  

Thanks to this, Bratt and Judith stopped quarreling, and the room was filled with a new atmosphere.  

Of course, I couldn't help but feel a little awkward as they were the first time I met them.  

"Hmm, since Lulu introduced it first, it would be nice to have time to introduce everyone again… … ."  

This, too, was not resolved in a long time thanks to the skillful initiative of the experienced Cubar.  

What's more, he had special objects that would shorten each other's distance.  

"This… … whiskey? I think that's also pretty valuable... … ."  

"haha. That's precious. I've saved it so far to drink it with precious people."  

It was the high-quality whiskey I received from merchants when passing through Alhad Mountain.  

Bratt, who is quite familiar with alcohol, immediately brightened his eyes, and Judith also showed curiosity.  

"The bottle looks very luxurious. But isn't it insufficient for three bottles?"  

She drank less than three months.  

That's all he drank from his occasional beer, and he had no idea how strong whiskey was.  

Therefore, he was forced to be helpless by Brat's provocation.  

"Not enough. If you can drink a bottle of this on your own, I will call you brother for a week."  

"What is this child? No, but what's your brother and not your sister? Crazy?"  

"Then do that. But is it important whether you are an older brother or a sister? Now, it is difficult for a child who has just started to know the taste of alcohol to endure such a heavy drink... … ."  

bang!  

"Good. Let's do it."  

Judith, who struck the table, took a bottle of whiskey.  

She said, who blew the bottleneck with a dazzling hand blow.  

"Mr. Kuvar, can I drink all of this? They say it's expensive, so I ask first."  

"uh? Uh, that's okay, but to drink a whole bottle... … ."  

Wouldn't it be too many? I couldn't say that.  

For that reason, Judith's gaze was so intense.  

Eventually, Cubar couldn't stop her. It was the same with Iron.  

Meanwhile, Judith drank about a third of whiskey, like a beer.  

Haha! As she put down the bottle, she said aroused.  

"Little, cool! It's a bit strong, but this is okay?"  

"… … ."  

Exactly one hour after that.  

Judith, who had become uncomfortable, repeated the same words while hugging Lulu.  

"I'm sorry, Lulu… … I'm sorry, Lulu... … Sorry to think of it as an unfortunate black cat... … ."  

"It's okay, Judith. I understand everything."  

"No, I'm so sorry… … I'm sorry, Lulu... … I'm sorry, Lulu... … ."  

"Irene! Take this off! I'm so strong I can't get out!"  

"Haha, it's a nice sight to see."  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

Judith still repeats the same words with Lulu crying out for her, Brat Lloyd drinking alcohol while looking at her with a joyful face, and Irene Fareira, who doesn't know what to do.  

Seeing them, Cubar laughed.  

'It will be noisy than before.'  

It wasn't a bad feeling. No, it was pretty good.  

Still with a smile on his face, Cubar poured the remaining whiskey into his throat.  
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    33. Genius, Genius, and Genius (1)  

It's been the third day since Irene Fareira and his party met with Brat Lloyd and Judith.  

They naturally melted into the party as if they had traveled together.  

Of course, I expected that Luluda, who showed good feelings for Kuvaar and Judith, who were good at good times, would get close to each other easily, but even Airn did not expect that the distance would get closer so quickly.  

Above all, the relationship between Cubar and Brat Lloyd was surprising.  

"bourbon? I've heard the story, but I've never drank it... … Can I take a sip?"  

"Sure. Here you are."  

"Hmm… … It's better than I thought. It's sweeter and thicker than regular whiskey, but... … ."  

"haha. That's the charm of bourbon. Since the raw material is corn, and the oak barrels used are different, the taste is bound to be different. And you know what? The bourbon I drank right now has only three years of maturation."  

"What... … It's been only 3 years and it tastes like this?"  

"haha. The region where bourbon is produced is so hot that it cannot be matured for a long time in the first place. Isn't it okay though?"  

"exactly… … Not bad."  

I don't know when on earth he had a hobby, but Brat Lloyd was quite keen on alcohol.  

But even he couldn't beat Cubar, the main party of the week.  

He asked many things from the Fortuneteller Orc to get to know the deeper and wider world of alcohol.  

As a Cubar, I had no choice but to be happy with Brat.  

It was the first time he had a drinking friend, who had been drinking alcohol alone among healthy friends named Airn and Lulu, so he couldn't help but be excited.  

Thanks to this, the two quickly became close even if Irene did not intervene.  

The appearance of a high-ranking aristocrat who listened to alcohol seriously next to a wandering orc driving a wagon wasn't right when it was only spoken, but to Irene's eyes, it seemed as if he had known it for 10 years.  

Of course, Cubar wasn't only acquainted with Brat.  

Rather, he showed a sticky figure with Judith as well as Brat, but the medium that connected the two... … It was nothing but fortune-telling.  

"You, was there a persimmon tree in the neighborhood where you lived as a child?"  

"… … How did you know?"  

"The cat also went around a lot, didn't it?"  

"… … !"  

"Isn't there a sign with a picture of a marlin?"  

"Uh, how come that!"  

The beginning was mediocre.  

As usual with a quack fortune-telling, Cubar opened a rush with a story that would fit well.  

How many neighborhoods can there be without one persimmon tree?  

Also, how many towns would be without cats?  

Judith even said that he was drunk and had a black cat roaming where he lived.  

Although she doesn't remember exactly.  

The only thing that was hard to find was a sign with marlin, but even that was not so strange considering the area where Judith lived.  

The eastern Pavar coast is a place where marlin is said to be well caught, so it meant that it wasn't strange at all to have such a signboard.  

Anyway, for this reason, Judith came to believe in Cubar's divination skills.  

Not only that, but I even felt grateful to him for watching fortune-telling for free.  

"Something pathetic. As I said last time, you believe in superstitions very well. Then Lulu made a mistake after drinking too... … ."  

"At that time, if I bring out the story one more time, I'm behind it. really."  

"… … Anyway, don't be too indulged in it. I don't even listen to other words a hundred times a thousand times… … ."  

"Are you cursing Mr. Cubaar now?"  

"No, I'm close to Cubar, but I'm not saying that right now... … ."  

"Astrology is an important branch of science that analyzes what is happening in heaven and predicts what is happening on earth. A rational approach to human destiny based on information accumulated by closely observing and studying the sun, moon, constellations and comets... … ."  

"… … ."  

Against Judith, who had already fallen deeply, Brat could not say anything, and through astrology she quickly became acquainted with Cubar.  

Rather, it was Lulu that had little exchange, but of course, there was nothing to worry about.  

Rather than because of the bad relationship, it was because he was still striving to practice witchcraft.  

I meditated in a sitting position throughout the ride in a carriage, and after eating, I devoted myself to training again, so I had no choice but to lack time for conversation.  

"Judith, Brat Lloyd. Would you like to eat this?"  

"… … Not Brat, Brat."  

"Oh right, sorry. Anyway, would you like to eat this? It's a special sauce applied to raw salmon, and they say that it fits the taste of humans quite a bit. Right, Irene?"  

"Huh. I was delicious."  

"okay? I've never eaten raw fish... … Well! What is this, it's so much better than I thought?"  

"… … Definitely not bad."  

However, at mealtimes and at bedtime, Lulu also interacted with the two in a pleasant atmosphere, so Irene was able to breathe a sigh of relief.  

'I was worried that I felt so nervous after working at Derinku... … .'  

The first raid by Charlotte & Victor who felt the threat of his life.  

And work with Ignet, who left a more intense impression than that.  

For that reason, the recent Lulu used to look like a person being chased somewhere, with a relaxed and impatient appearance, which was a lot relieved by Bratt and Judith.  

"Irene, have you finished eating?"  

With that in mind, Judith, who had already eaten lunch, sang Iron Fareira. He replied.  

"Huh. Why?"  

"Why is it? You have a set of things to do after eating, right? Get up quickly and listen to the sword."  

Judith, who took his sword out of the scabbard, smiled white with red hair fluttering.  

"I have to fight."  

"… … okay."  

Dalian after meal.  

This was also a different part from before meeting the two.  

* * *  

The battle between Irene Fareira, Judith, and Brat Lloyd was not fought with full force.  

If you didn't leave enough power as long as you were competing with a real sword, you could have been seriously injured.  

If it's close to a city or a town, you won't know, if it happened on the street, there is no way to fix it.  

Of course, that didn't mean they were completely pulling out and wielding their swords.  

About 80-90% of power.  

At a level sufficient to discriminate between the superiority and inferiority of his swordsmanship skills, Irene also realized his position through confrontation with his classmates.  

'I am the weakest.'  

It was expected.  

Cora Murray's villa also felt it when fighting, but it was because both of them had a higher degree of swordsmanship than their own.  

'Actually, it is natural. At the swordsmanship, I have never won against both of them... … .'  

The only reason he took a seat in the final evaluation was thanks to his one-shot killing.  

In practice, it was far short of that of Brat and Judith.  

In fact, just being a one-on-one match with the two of the swordsman's best geniuses was a growth speed that would be enough to go beyond confidence and self-confidence.  

Of course, Irene didn't.  

Rather, I was going to do my best to catch up with the two who were one step ahead of myself.  

'Judith's swordsmanship... … .'  

In the case of Judith, freedom and lightness were added to his harsh and violent tendencies.  

Perhaps it was because it resembled a fire without a shape in the first place, and the footwork that was extinguished like a goblin even though it was driven strongly was a level that Irene could hardly follow.  

Same with Brad Lloyd. He, too, boasted a far more sophisticated swordsmanship than the last memory of Airn.  

To be precise, it was much softer and smoother.  

Compared to Brat, who sheds all attacks like a river that flows profusely, I thought that his defense technique, whose sole purpose was to remove it, was much dull.  

Besides, there was a part that widened that gap even further.  

It was Judith and Brat Lloyd's'Use Aura' intermittently.  

Kwaang!  

bang!  

As usual, Judith's streak emanates strongly.  

But that wasn't the end.  

Whenever the sword collides with the sword, the aura popped out like a splash of fire, making Iron feel burdensome.  

Of course, it cannot be compared to the Sword Master's Aura Sword.  

Rather than the completed Aura sword, it was absurdly lacking in power compared to the Aura that Charlotte and Victor wore on the sword because they were unreasonable.  

It was okay to assume that it contains almost no energy to damage the opponent.  

However, the story is completely different because the very small amount of aura contains fiery speculation.  

As if lava splattered, I felt like I was being squeezed in a fierce stance.  

"Woo, I lost."  

"Good! 8-1 with this!"  

Irene kept a bitter smile as he watched Judith, who won the victory in a consistently favorable state.  

It wouldn't be okay if it used to be, but not now.  

As long as I realized the spirit of struggle in the encounter with Ignet, defeat was inevitable and painful.  

Of course, I was afraid of it, so I couldn't sit down and run away.  

Brad Lloyd, who was waiting for his turn, approached and said.  

"Isn't the physical strength any problem? Shall I do it right away?"  

"However much."  

"Well, there's nothing more stupid than worrying about your stamina. Goes."  

The second dalian that follows.  

Contrary to the disastrous outcome of the match against Judith, Irene vs. Brad Lloyd was 4 draws and 2 losses.  

Looking only at the record, it could be said that it was boiling.  

But in reality it wasn't.  

While Irene had little confidence to beat Brat, Brat had no confidence in Irene at all.  

The reason why there were many draws between the two was that Brat's swordsmanship was superior to offensive in the defensive power, and not because of Airn's excellent skills.  

And how to use Brat Lloyd's unique auras that widen that difference.  

It flowed little by little throughout Dalian.  

Suah... …  

The light energy that can be felt when taking a walk along the river at dawn.  

However, it is an uncomfortable being who makes his body wet and heavy.  

Brad's aura was like moisture.  

Whenever he wields his sword, his appearance that radiates very lightly and less energy than Judith is not at all threatening at first.  

However, thanks to his aura, which fills the surroundings thicker as time accumulates, Irene had no choice but to feel that his movements gradually became dull.  

'I don't know if my physical strength is on the good side so I can endure it for a long time, but if it were mediocre, it would have been decided immediately.'  

In the midst of this thought, Brat's auras constantly flowed out, limiting Iron's actions.  

As Dalian continued for about 20 minutes, I was forced to frown.  

However, the final decision was not made. It was because Judith, who was waiting with a boring expression, cried out loud.  

"Oh, it's not fun! stop!"  

"I'm having fun."  

"How long are you guys only going to play with each other?"  

"What are you talking about. You and the child once, me and the child once. It's only the second time."  

"It takes me 5 minutes to do it once, and if you two are cutting for an hour each, is that the same once? Move. I'm going to show up one more time with Irene."  

Bratt looked at the other person, snaring his head.  

Irene, smiling lightly, nodded.  

Eventually, Bratt, who ended the match by a draw again, stepped down, and Judith took his place.  

bang!  

Kwaang!  

Kwa-Aang!  

Seeing the two colliding with more intense momentum than before, Brad Lloyd thought.  

'It seems that Judith is also getting a lot of stimulation.'  

Brat nodded.  

Maybe Irene doesn't know.  

That he and Judith care about him as much as he is conscious of himself and Judith.  

However, this was natural.  

Bratt, who took his gaze away from the two fights, looked up.  

His eyes were facing the sky, but his head was facing the disastrous Irene had unfolded at Murray's villa.  

The manifestation of aura, and concentration.  

As the most important talent for reaching master's level, Irene Pareira had both.  

That meant that he was the one with the highest probability of becoming a Swordmaster among the three here.  

Thinking so far, he laughed.  

He opened the way to the master after 6 years, or even 1 year, after he had been training the sword in earnest.  

There would be no prosecutor in the world to watch out for such a genius.  

'It is said that there was help from the man in the dream... … Being able to imitate it is great in itself.'  

Kwa-Aang!  

Wow-!  

"Huh… … ."  

"Oh yeah! 9-1 with this! Achieved 90 percent win rate!"  

Bratt kicked his tongue as he watched Judith rejoicing after squeezing Airn again.  

If you win, you win, why do you provocate like that?  

He also had a time when he thought that he would, but now he was willing to. That child has been that child all his life.  

With a sigh, he went up to both of them.  

Said Judith.  

"what. Why is your expression so thick? This time, I have to stick with you once, not Irene?"  

"It's very the same from my point of view, who recently won 2 wins and undefeated. I'll smash it right away. instead… … ."  

Heo-eok, heh-eok. Brat Lloyd said, turning his gaze toward Iron Parareira, who is holding his breath.  

"It's about here to fight with your body, and let's fight with your mouth this time."  
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    33. Genius, Genius, and Genius (2)  

A carriage stopped slightly off a well-maintained road, three young men and women gathered in a doran next to it, and an orc and a cat watching them.  

Except for the fact that the members are unique, it is a sight of nothing special.  

After lunch, it will be the usual chat time. Actually, there was no big difference from him.  

However, the content flowing out of the mouths of them, to be precise, of Brad Lloyd and Judith was bloody.  

"Are you talking then? The first time in the seventh Dalian at Murray's villa?"  

"okay. When I stabbed. When you were embarrassed and foolish."  

"Don't you remember what a stupid man, he didn't extend his sword and escaped to the right?"  

"That's the proof. I was stabbed because I was leading differently than usual, and because I was stabbed, I avoided it in a reflexive and comfortable way. Dodging to the side and rushing back, this comes out a lot like a habit. So, I expected it right away and made a profit."  

"… … I'll admit it. I have to pay attention to the stereotypical movements."  

An in-depth discussion of who can stab and cut each other well.  

The two were demonstrating what 'fighting with the mouth' was really good, but Irene belatedly realized that this was a 'revenge' that was usually played in board games such as chess.  

And I was surprised.  

In that he remembers every move he did, he could feel their insane obsession with the sword.  

It wasn't just remembering actions.  

Why did you use such numbers, what were the benefits you would get from them, what numbers would have been used next if they were blocked, and what would have been the opponent's response?  

Seeing the two weaving dozens of thoughts into a single herbivorous diet, Irene was forced to admire.  

"What is the easier way to be attacked in a situation like this?"  

Their discussion of swords did not end only in reconstruction.  

After assuming an imaginary situation, there was a series of debates in the way of 'catch-solving' to solve it wisely.  

As Judith started and Brat received, and as the two of them presented topics three times in turn and searched for answers together, Irene was able to realize many things he was missing.  

Psychological warfare between prosecutors and prosecutors, regular coping and creative breakthrough methods, accurate judgment according to the situation.  

Various other big and small things made up the swordsmanship of Brat and Judith.  

"How, do you know roughly how it is?"  

"… … Huh. But I think it's hard to wear right now."  

Irene replied to Judith's question.  

To be honest, I'm overwhelmed with just listening to it now.  

And felt it.  

'I only paid attention to my attitude toward the sword, and I was very negligent about the swordsmanship.'  

It means that since leaving the world of witchcraft, he has not put much effort into 'the swordsmanship itself.'  

"I'm sorry, can I just listen this time?"  

"Do it like that."  

Brat nodded and looked at Judith again. And the non-gum (論劍) resumed.  

Of course it didn't last all day. Then I had to sleep on the street, not in the village.  

Of course, he could continue his argument in the wagon, but he didn't.  

Brat was next to Cubar driving a carriage, and Judith climbed up to the roof of the carriage and spent their time.  

Lulu also fell asleep next to her.  

That way, the only thing left in the wagon is the Iron Parei.  

He laughed in the relaxed space of being alone.  

Thank you. It's all about showing me arguments for myself that I've met after a long time, and giving me time to think like this.  

If you think about it, it was the same in the swordsmanship. They always helped, and they always received.  

While my heart warmed, my feelings of regret and a desire to compete gradually rose.  

'Let's try to get there as soon as possible.'  

I just didn't want to get help.  

I didn't even want to fall behind.  

To do that, it was necessary to meet the level of the two as soon as possible.  

Parareira, the child who made a strong determination, closed her eyes gently.  

It wasn't preparation for image training.  

Will, mind, and belief. Those things are obviously important, but… … Now is the time to focus purely on swordsmanship.  

The worries that began in that way continued throughout the three hours of the carriage.  

It even lasted until the moment they arrived in the village and entered the inn.  

Irene, who was concentrating on swordsmanship until the time to eat dinner together, just got up from the seat when food was available.  

"sorry. I'll skip dinner."  

"Where?"  

"To practice swordsmanship."  

"Where at this time… … ."  

"Look for it anywhere. If not, I will go outside the castle to practice and return in the morning."  

At the end of the words, Irene Fareira leaves the inn.  

Cubar looks at his back with the eyes of absurdity, but Judith, who got up one beat late, also left the inn.  

"… … ."  

The atmosphere quickly became empty.  

As the lost food fills the table, Brad Lloyd shook his head and said.  

"You're doing that again."  

"What do you mean?"  

"It's a child. Whenever he looked meaningful in that way, it showed ridiculous growth. Judith also had Dane, so it looks like he ran out of it. Well, if you say that such a crazy monster is training, it's not worth it."  

"… … ."  

"Did you not like that when you were with Mr. Kuvar? Maybe there was."  

"… … There was."  

"Also."  

Brad nodded with a serious expression, moving his fork quickly, but without losing elegance.  

He got up and said, after eating at a faster pace than others.  

"I will come after some training. When I saw the scary look, I thought I had to do something."  

"… … ."  

Eventually, there were only Cuban and Lulu left for dinner.  

It was a commotion that took place three days after Brad Lloyd and Judith joined.  

* * *  

A week has passed since the hard training resulting from Irene Fareira continued.  

In the meantime, he went back to the beginning after a long time and spent days thinking only of swordsmanship and practicing only swordsmanship.  

Fortunately, there was something I realized. To be precise, I recalled what I had forgotten.  

It was a story about the roots of his swordsmanship, what it was.  

'The center of my swordsmanship... … .'  

Thanks to her training in the world of witchcraft, it was Irene Fareira, who had various types of swordsmanship in one body.  

Brad Lloyd's swordsmanship resembling water, Judith's swordsmanship resembling fire, Ilya Lindsay's swordsmanship and man's swordsmanship containing the sky.  

And great swordsmanship learned at the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

None of the things were important, but the main thing was the man's swordsmanship that was heavy and heavy, and the chrono's great swordsmanship that contained plenty of the tombs of heaviness.  

'The problem was that I forgot that and tried to imitate the swordsmanship of Brat and Judith.'  

There are things that I felt faintly through Dalian and realized through the contents of the essay.  

He couldn't be either Brad or Judith.  

It wasn't a good idea to let the opponent's attack flow like a raging river, or to imitate Judith's sword, which moves both explosively and cheerfully.  

Then, it was obvious that they would only chase after them all their lives.  

If so, what should I do?  

Should we throw away everything we have learned in the world of witchcraft and start over?  

Not like that.  

'It is centered on the heaviness. Add only the parts that can be taken from the swordsmanship of Brat and Judith.'  

Instead of losing center and being dragged here and there, it holds the center and harmonizes the attributes that are assisted.  

With a satisfactory conclusion, Airn's swordsmanship took its place.  

Whooong!  

Whoo-woong!  

You cannot follow the free and cheerful steps like Judith.  

Because he wasn't Judith.  

It was heavier and dull than her, who seemed to have had the fire removed.  

However, it could contain as much as the explosive power. I could melt it in the heaviness.  

Airn's attack, which was completed in this way, was daunting, as if a red-hot sword flew in.  

That's it!  

Wow!  

It is impossible to strike an attack smoothly and smoothly like Brad.  

Because he wasn't Brad Lloyd.  

The lofty river-like movement was still unimaginable.  

It was okay. The water dissolved in the heaviness could not flow and pooled as before, but that was enough.  

A defense technique that makes the attacker's veins loose and lose strength, as if hitting a sword in a deep puddle.  

Brat Lloyd, who felt it, said embarrassedly.  

"This crazy guy, Gerko… … ."  

It wasn't his own reaction.  

Judith also complained about the unknowingly changed Iron for a week.  

I had to do that.  

This is because the record against Airn, who had a 90% win rate, has fallen to the 70% level.  

"Ha, fuck. How the world is so absurd."  

"The world is like that. I saw and felt Ilya five years ago. I am still feeling it."  

"Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck… … ."  

After a long time, Lulu trembled at Judith's swear words that burst like flames.  

The air of the wagon was so hot because the desire to compete was overflowing.  

However, instead of feeling uncomfortable with her appearance, Cubar felt a kind of compassion.  

'If you have a genius around you, it's hard because of this.'  

I knew it because it was him who was a spirit person.  

An intense energy of fire that cannot even be compared to an ordinary person.  

People with this tendency can never lose.  

Whether it's rock-paper-scissors, fast meals, or even the most trivial elements of competition, it's the type to get out of the way.  

If an irrational talent appears in front of such a person, it is bound to suffer.  

Probably, Judith's heart would be bubbling as if an active volcano was exploding.  

'It will be my homework to manage it well. Of course right now... … It will be difficult, but.'  

Cubar worried about Judith from an adult's point of view and a common sense point of view.  

I had the idea that this talented young man would not burn himself and hurt him.  

… … I realized exactly a week later that the idea had been a long underestimation of her.  

Kacan!  

"Wow! I won ah!"  

"Judith also referred to Iron. Light and heavy are mixed in the footsteps. It got pretty much tricky... … ."  

"… … ."  

I could know even if there was no further explanation from Brat Lloyd.  

Even if you don't pour your body, it's okay for your eyes to see it.  

As Irene absorbed Judith's strengths.  

Judith also absorbed the strengths of Iron.  

Like that, in a very short time.  

What made it possible... … .  

'Talent and tenacity… … You thought it was very rude. Judith was also a genius.'  

It wasn't just her.  

Brad Lloyd, he too, achieved something during the time of the growth of Iron and Judith.  

I could tell just by looking at the attitude. I didn't feel any anxiety from him who faced them.  

Cubar finally realized.  

Iron Fareira.  

Judith.  

Brad Lloyd.  

This means that these three were not vessels for their own judgment in the first place.  

'Genius and genius, and another genius… … .'  

It was when I was thinking about that.  

Bratt, who had approached himself in front of him, asked a question.  

"How much is left until Partizan?"  

"uh? Ah! Let's see... … I'll be there tomorrow."  

"Oh, is it finally arriving! Wouldn't you like to avoid them there like the Latino guys?"  

"You don't have to worry about that. It's a city created by people who don't like that atmosphere in the first place."  

"… … Good."  

"Oh, what is it? Look at the child now. It looks like I'm going to smash all the signs of the swordsman in Partizan."  

"No, what… … ."  

"I like that attitude. very good. Whether the sign is smashed or we are smashed, let's think of one side as being smashed anyway!"  

"Don't be bullshit."  

Judith, Irene, and Brat Lloyd excited to challenge Partizan's prosecutors.  

As he looked at it, Cubar smiled.  

Seeing the challenging challenges of talented people, I felt excited too.  

In such an atmosphere, Lulu thought differently alone.  

'Because there are only three of them right now, I can't seem to get a sense of how well they are... … .'  

Well, when you arrive in Partizan, you will naturally know.  

The yawning black cat fell into meditation again.  

* * *  

Judith and Brat Lloyd joined the party a little over 15 days ago.  

The party finally set foot in Partizan.  
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    34. How much do you think it is? (One)  

For a long time, the western continent was famous for its sword.  

There are five famous swordsmanships representing the five western kingdoms, and there are Lathion, a heaven of swordsmen, and three other cities that can be compared to them.  

The proof land is also an indispensable attraction.  

And another, the emerging city of Partizan.  

Although the history and reputation are less than those of the aforementioned cities, the atmosphere was full of energy and freedom, like a young city.  

At least, Irene Pareira, who was walking there, thought so.  

'Something is different.'  

Countless swordsmanships lined up. And a number of prosecutors going back and forth between them.  

Watching such a scene, Irene felt a strange sense of uplifting.  

It is not unfamiliar.  

It's been less than half a year, but he was the one who passed so many tests even during that short period.  

However, most of them are just "mercenaries" who chose swords as a means of earning money.  

It was okay to assume that there were very few characters who had a meaning in the sword itself.  

However, this is not the case in this place where Irene is stepping on.  

enthusiasm. And ambition.  

In the eyes of passersby, it felt like a young, hot energy, even his own heart heated up.  

"Well, the atmosphere is different from Lathion. It definitely feels free."  

"It feels like a mercenary agency."  

"That's better, it's too tight there. There are only a lot of kids who know that they are knights... … Oh, it looks like that cat, Lulu. No, is it Lulu?"  

"It can't be that way."  

Unlike the three who came to the Swordsman's Street as soon as they unpacked their luggage, Lulu and Cuban were working hard to practice spirit and witchcraft, respectively, in the room.  

Probably, while in Partizan, I don't think I'm going around three.  

Thinking like that, he wandered the streets without a set destination, but Judith pointed to somewhere with a voice that was awful.  

When I turned my head, there was a building that looked pretty sophisticated.  

However, what caught my eye before that was a large-sized sword statue next to the gate.  

"A statue commemorating the founding of the Swordsmanship Hall of Hiram… … What, it was meaningful to me. But can I just scribble like this?"  

"Oh, it's real."  

It was just as Judith said. There were literally numerous letters written on the outside of the statue, but the contents were very free.  

[The man who will become the future Swordmaster, Kiyoton has come]  

[Learn one number and go. -Paragon-]  

[I hope that Hyram Swordsman will grow beyond Partizan to become the best Swordsman in the West]  

[Next time I won't lose -Anonymous Swordsman-]  

Seeing what they said as a guestbook, what they said, and what they said, was filled with texts that visitors would like to write, I felt embarrassed by the temple.  

Myung Saek is the founding commemorative statue, is it okay for visitors to treat it like this?  

Then, Brad Lloyd, who had been silent, nodded and said.  

"Hyram Swordsman… … Let's go here."  

"Let's challenge here? Do you know?"  

"no. But I know that he's a free-spirited swordsman with an unconventional atmosphere."  

"Well... … I see. It's a place where you can graffiti on the founding memorial statue, but I don't think it's hard to feel like a challenger."  

In fact, on the outside of the statue, there were countless whinings of prosecutors who were broken after challenging the swordsman.  

It was estimated that the swordsman's power would be quite strong.  

The three who gathered their opinions naturally stood in front of the gate.  

Before Judith knocked on the door, Irene Fareira opened his mouth.  

"Can I be greedy?"  

"uh?"  

"If both are okay, I want to challenge first."  

"… … Five."  

"… … ."  

Judith exclaimed, and Brat also looked at him with slightly surprised eyes.  

Their eyes were a bit burdensome, but Irene did not take back what he said.  

The excitement and excitement I felt from the moment I stepped into the Partizan.  

It was an unfamiliar feeling, but there was no bad feeling at all.  

Rather, I even thought that I was a little overwhelmed if I could feel this feeling.  

And I didn't want to hide that feeling from them.  

"good."  

"okay! You do it first. If it was Brat, it wouldn't be possible, but if I was a child, I had to listen. This older sister makes concessions."  

"please."  

"Huh?"  

"Please shut up."  

"Yes, you shut up. Iron, you knock on the door."  

The two, who exchanged words in an instant, stepped back. Irene, nervous for no reason, looked at the gate while swallowing gulp.  

The moment you knock on this door, you become a challenger. A little pressure. I got a little hotter.  

'OK. you can do it.'  

Whoo, he gave out his breath and made a determined expression.  

Then he knocked on the door of Tang Tang Tang and Hyram Swordsman.  

After a while, a person from the inside came out and met three.  

Rattle  

"This is Hyram Swordsman. What made you visit?"  

"… … Hello. My name is Pareira, the prosecutor's eye. I know it was rude at first, but I knocked on the door to fight the swords with the prosecutors of the Hyram Swordsman."  

Thanks to thinking about what to say in advance, I was able to clearly communicate the meaning.  

But even though he didn't make a mistake, Airn's heart beat gradually.  

The act of challenging other swordsmen gave me considerable tension.  

'You don't think it's rude, right?'  

Of course it didn't happen.  

It seems like there are a lot of such things in usual, and the swordsman side guided the three inside without embarrassing.  

Down!  

Burn!  

The sound of energy coming from somewhere.  

A subtle scent of wood that tickles the tip of the nose.  

Other sensations were clearly felt as if they could be grasped in my hand.  

It was because my senses became sensitive.  

Irene was sure to realize that he was tense.  

Fortunately, I had time to manage that tension.  

Airen, who entered the reception room under the guidance of the guide, closed her eyes and breathed deeply, calming her mind.  

Brad and Judith were similar.  

The two of them bravely spread their swords in front of Krono's superior prosecutors, but it was clear that it was a different experience to challenge other swordsmen as they are now.  

Of course, I wasn't so nervous like Irene.  

The pleasant excitement awakens the muscles. In short, they were fully prepared.  

'let's work hard.'  

'I do my best.'  

'I kill them all!'  

Irene, Bratt, and Judith are determined to make their own.  

After a while, two prosecutors appeared in front of them.  

"Huh huh, nice to meet you! Young friends. He is called Hyram, who was in charge of the crossing of Hyram Swordsman."  

"… … Nice to meet you. Kent in the title of teacher."  

The face of the person who introduced himself later was hard.  

There was a slight uncomfortable energy in the way he spoke. Feeling this, Judith's fist went into pressure.  

Of course, she isn't crazy enough to overturn with this kind of work.  

I didn't do that even when I was a prospective trainee, which was a time of flurry.  

'I don't think I really need to worry about it.'  

Her gaze moved to the left.  

Unlike a man named Kent, a middle-aged man who treats them with a gentle face.  

To be honest, I was surprised. It was because they didn't know that they weren't other people, and that the swordsmanship chief would come directly to meet them.  

'In Lathion, let alone the drench, the young instructor came out with a lot of help.'  

Of course, there is a big difference in scale, but… … .  

Thinking that way and looking sideways, both Brad and Irene were embarrassed.  

Of course, it is impossible to remain silent forever.  

The three who got up at the table also introduced themselves.  

"Thank you for the welcome. My name is Brad Lloyd."  

"I'm Judith."  

"I'm Iron Paraeira."  

"Huh huh, that's right. Would you like to have a cup of tea and have a chat?"  

"Okay."  

The three nodded and said at the same time.  

The conversation that followed went on to be normal.  

Hiram Gwan-ju solved the awkwardness by asking casual questions about whether there were many places like this, and Brat Lloyd, the most verbal among the three, also received it with a polite and educated attitude.  

However, Kent was still closing his mouth with an uneven expression, making Judith's mind uncomfortable.  

But none of that mattered.  

They came to Hyram Swordsman to compete for the sword, because they weren't here to have a pleasant conversation.  

'If it's the case, I wish I could get along with a strong opponent.'  

Thoughts throughout the conversation.  

The reason the three prosecutors came here!  

I want to communicate my intention right away.  

I want to throw away such a pretense and hit the sword with the sword coolly.  

Of course, it wasn't easy to talk about this.  

It is absolutely not possible to say 'I hope that a strong person will come out because our skills are quite good,' and it was very cautious to properly refine and express such content.  

After all, the meaning itself is bound to be the same.  

'But if you reveal that you are from Chrono, there is a possibility that you will not fight at all like in Lathion. If you are a burdensome partner, you often avoid it at all... … It's very ambiguous. How should I speak up.'  

Bratt rolled his head through the gaps in the conversation.  

Judith and Airn stared at him in such a way.  

They might handle swords well, but they didn't help at all in this matter.  

It was best to cheer in my heart.  

But, surprisingly, the answer they wanted came first from the mouth of Hyram's Gwanju.  

"Go to the main point. You guys, would you like to fight a strong opponent?"  

"Yes? Ah… … ."  

"How about me?"  

"Wow, cross-border?"  

Irene and the group were startled.  

Are you trying to deal directly with them, who are under the average age of 20?  

Of course, they are welcome, but considering the general atmosphere of the swordsman, it was an unconventional act.  

Even considering that he was a partisan known to be free and open.  

And they weren't the only ones surprised.  

Master Kent, who had been hardening his expression all the time, also looked at Hyram's sword crown with horror eyes.  

"It's embarrassing to speak with my mouth, but no one is stronger than me in the swordsmanship. Oh, is it natural? I'm a cross-border, but who's stronger than me? Hahaha."  

"… … ."  

"Anyway, isn't it bad?"  

Hyram's grin laughed. Seeing him like that, the three couldn't hide their embarrassment.  

Each other's eyes crossed.  

However, apart from embarrassment, I had a set of words to say.  

"Thank you for taking the challenge."  

Irene Fareira, the spearhead of the three, replied with a firm expression.  

* * *  

'What makes no sense... … .'  

Looking at the Hyram drench equipped with protective gear and wooden swords to meet the challenges of young prosecutors, young teacher Kent could not hide his uncomfortable sign.  

Of course, he also likes Partizan's open culture, but now he thinks it's overkill.  

'No matter how, directly against these kids... … .'  

He has been dissatisfied since he first identified the challengers.  

Are you 20 years old?  

Kent had to endure what he wanted to sigh after seeing how the guys who would not have enough time to practice, let alone experience, challenged other swordsmen.  

Like the old swordsmen with a lot to lose, the exchanges between prosecutors should not be rigid.  

However, those who were not ready to abuse the culture of Partizan and poked lightheartedly could never look good.  

At that time, a voice came to Kent's mind.  

It was Hiram, the swordsman.  

"Master Kent."  

"Yes."  

"It looks like a lot of complaints. But think carefully. If they were the ones who could leave it to you, would I have followed up to this point?"  

"… … ."  

Hyram was still laughing.  

I wasn't even blaming myself.  

This man's good cross-reference was just as if he were telling the truth, he was simply telling his opinion.  

"Those young people, I'm sure you'll struggle quite a bit."  

"… … !"  

"It will be a pretty fierce game. Maybe I can eat a room too. Looking at this confrontation, I wish I could fix the bad habit of judging people by their appearance."  

Of course, their age is so young that I can only think about it... … .  

The drench, which was spit out as if shedding back words, stepped forward.  

It wasn't unusual to see him holding a wooden sword. He said.  

"Is the wooden sword okay? We have a number of different types for the challengers, but it's probably not as comfortable as your own sword that you're familiar with."  

"good. Thank you for your words of consideration."  

"I want to avoid dangerous things with each other anyway. Please understand."  

After speaking, Hyram took a pose.  

Then a tighter atmosphere emerged from his entire body.  

Iron Pareira, who swallowed gulp, also took a break with a large wooden sword.  

'I'll stick with the swordsmanship right away.'  

I was embarrassed.  

It was also a burden. It was even more so because it was an unexpected situation.  

But that didn't mean it was bad. Irene thought with a determined expression.  

'Let's pour out my everything.'  

Let's hit everything in ourselves without regret to the swordsman of Hyram, who devoted his life to his sword.  

Of course, young teacher Kent had a different idea.  

'Kwan-ju said something nonsense... … .'  

I couldn't believe it. No matter how much I respected Hyram, I could never admit it.  

A 20-year-old prosecutor will have a good match against Hyram.  

It is impossible to practice swords from the mother's stomach.  

'Probably he added an exaggeration. It looks like he's quite good, but he'll finish it soon.'  

Maybe it won't be over in a minute?  

While thinking about that, the confrontation began.  

"going!"  

"Come me."  

Kent stared at the old and young prosecutors with open eyes.  

So did Judith and Brad Lloyd.  

I watched with sweat in his hand, hoping that Airn would show his best skills against the swordsmanship.  

And after a while, the victory or defeat came out.  

In a very quick time, like Kent thought.  

Damn it!  

Damn it!  

Poop-!  

"Oh huh… … ."  

dump  

"… … !"  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

Everyone couldn't hide their embarrassment as they watched Hyram's swordsmanship fall to the floor without force after being hit by a wooden sword.  
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Irene Parreira's overwhelming victory.  

After confirming the results, Brat and Judith lost their words, and Master Kent looked stupid and woke up.  

Then he ran back and forth to support the cross-reference.  

At that time, the drench that had fallen on the floor suddenly arose.  

As he looked around in a relatively fine form, he stopped looking at Master Kent.  

And said.  

"This is very embarrassing."  

"Wow, are you okay! Crownlord!"  

"It's okay, it's okay. At the end, thanks to the young man pulling out his strength, the blow is not big."  

"But, didn't you fall to the floor?"  

"I was embarrassed. I confessed that it was going to be a fierce fight, but I got a lot of atmosphere, but you lose so fast? It was embarrassing and it was difficult to raise my head. So I fell on the floor and organized my thoughts."  

"… … ."  

"But when I think about it, I just woke up because I was more embarrassed to be down."  

Hyram, who finished talking, laughed hahahaha.  

Words are embarrassing, embarrassing, but not very serious.  

Rather, Master Kent's face was much worse.  

Gwanju-nim, who is the expert's state, gets hit so quickly!  

To a young prosecutor who wants to be 20 years old too!  

I couldn't believe it. I didn't even want to believe.  

"Huh huh, your complexion looks bad. It would be better for Master Kent to go in and take a break."  

"However… … ."  

"Don't let me say it twice. You need to take control of your mind now. See you if you calm down later."  

"… … Okay."  

Master Kent nodded and stepped back.  

Thus, only Hyram's swordsmanship officer and Airen's party remained in the training hall to greet the challenger.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

There was silence for a while.  

Irene, Judith, and Brat were also in the midst of embarrassment, as much as Master Kent and Hyram Kwan-ju had been confused.  

He would be like that, because he didn't know he would win this overwhelming victory against Partizan's swordsmanship, famous for his swordsmanship.  

Hyram looked closely at their expressions.  

When I smiled, the atmosphere changed quite a bit.  

The three waited for his words in an unknown tension, and soon the mouth of the cross-reference opened.  

"You guys, are you from another swordsman?"  

"Yes."  

"Which swordsman is it?"  

"This is the Chrono Swordsman."  

"Huh, too. Are you one of those rumored golden 27th units?"  

"… … It is also called so."  

"indeed… … Well, there's only one place to cultivate geniuses like this. Huh, it's still like this... … ."  

"… … ."  

The stillness that has come again.  

It was a strange situation.  

Obviously, they were three with better sword skills than their opponents, and I felt overwhelmed by the opponent's atmosphere.  

Even Judith, who was a tomboy, looked at Hyram quietly.  

Gwan-ju opened his mouth again when his expression became as gentle as the first time.  

"At first, I thought you were coming to deceive me."  

"It's deception! Absolutely not!"  

"Huh huh, I don't think it's now either. But when I competed with the sword, I had to think so. Do you have this skill and not reveal anything? No, is there any reason to visit a swordsman of this size before that? I mean."  

"Well, I'm sorry for not revealing where I came from. Excuse me... … ."  

"I guessed that too now. If I revealed that it was the 27th Chrono, I wouldn't have dealt with it. If you let out the same age, you will lose unconditionally, but it is burdensome for an elderly prosecutor to go out. Even if I win, I am a desperate god if I lose it... … Ah! As I said, it was here. The person who has been dishonored."  

"there… … ."  

"Hahaha! I'm kidding. I'm a person who doesn't care about that at all. It can be said to be the most Partizan-like among Partizan's prosecutors. Well? But I didn't want to say this... … okay. I wanted to say I knew it now. Why did you challenge this level of swordsmanship with such great skills? Was it so embarrassing to see my skills?"  

Hyram's cross-reference, who has spoken so far, said with much more power than ever before.  

"You guys don't know how strong you are."  

"… … ."  

"If I knew it right, I wouldn't have come to this city in the first place. The prosecutors who will handle you in Partizan... … Even if I rob the cross-references, it's four? five? It's just an opponent, I think you'll all win in the end. If the two young people in the back are on the same level as this blond young man."  

After hearing Hyram's words, the three, especially Judith, expressed a desire to say something.  

But in the end, I couldn't open my mouth. 'Is Partizan's swordsman that low level? It was too rude to openly ask, "Why?"  

Fortunately, she didn't have to open her mouth.  

Large, stiffened throat began to explain the status of the prosecutor.  

"Do you know what level most prosecutors want to reach? Surprisingly, few people are aiming for a master. I dream of being an expert."  

Sword Master.  

As long as there are 100 people across the continent, it is a dream for prosecutors.  

Therefore, most prosecutors do not target the master.  

Because I know that I can't do it anyway.  

For them, whose talents, origins, and efforts are ambiguous, the highest level of reality is the level of experts.  

"But being an expert is never too easy."  

Hyram's words were true.  

The Holy Kingdom, Abilius, has more than 200 expert-level knights and prosecutors in the case of the five western kingdoms.  

However, it is a shame that can come out because it is a great power to the last, and most of the kingdoms are not.  

In small countries, there were many cases where there were fewer than 10 experts, even if they were gathered together.  

In other words, if you have expert-level skills, you can be treated as a noble, or even higher, no matter where you go to any country.  

"And the masters of the swordsman in Partizan… … Not one of them is on the verge of being an expert. This is awesome. Do you understand if you think that the power of one city is greater than that of a small kingdom? okay. It can't be compared to historical places like Lathion or Pytan, but Partizan's swordsmanships are objectively high. However… … ."  

Hyram's drencher, who had been hung up for a while, said in a confident tone.  

"You are so good that even those Partisan prosecutors can't stand it."  

"… … ."  

"I am not weak, and your level is abnormal. An ordinary expert-level prosecutor can't be compared... … I wanted to let you know."  

After hearing Hyram's words, the three lost their thoughts again.  

When I pondered it, it was correct.  

Airn recalled his homeland, the Kingdom of Hale.  

There were only five or six experts in mind, including Hill Burnett.  

Considering that, Hyram, who has reached the level of expert, was a skill that could not be lacking as a cross-reference.  

No, rather than being the owner of a swordsman, it was a level full of cold.  

Nevertheless, the reason he felt disappointed in the confrontation with him was that the opponents he had met were so great.  

'Ignet and Charlotte and Victor were both stronger than me. Judith and Brad... … Not to mention it's Ian Kwanju.'  

Likewise, since all of the people with whom I went on a trip were strong, I couldn't figure out what level I was.  

And that seemed to be the same for Brad Lloyd and Judith.  

'Hagin, I will share the sword with the seniors of the Chrono Swordsman... … The situation must be similar to me.'  

Hyram's words that follow also pointed exactly that point.  

"Maybe you've just been out of Krono's arms. Because of Chrono's monster-like senior prosecutors, they probably didn't know what level they were. I will tell you. You're experts, a level that countless prosecutors want, and you're definitely at the top of the ranks. If you were looking forward to seeing someone who goes beyond you in Partizan, throw it away now."  

"Then what do we do?"  

"I have to go to cities like Lathion, Phytan, and Malta. To a place with more than 150 years of history."  

"At Lathion, I didn't take the challenge."  

"right. I just heard it, but I forgot it. I'm sorry. But it can't be helped. You guys got stronger too quickly. It's so hard to find someone even if you break out of the world."  

"Woo."  

Judith sighed, impatient. Bratt smacked her side in a polite act.  

Of course, that wasn't too bad.  

The same goes for Airn. The three had a much darker expression than when they first entered the swordsmanship.  

When Hyram saw that, he had no choice but to burst into laughter.  

'These are really great young people. Far from being pleased with the compliments, you are so disappointed that you have no other partner. Even if you become so strong, you are not proud but rather hungry... … Maybe you're looking at the set of future Swordmasters right now.'  

His skills are great, and his passion is great. Personally, there seems to be no corner.  

After a long time, thinking that other swordsmen were envious, he opened his mouth again.  

"Of course, there won't be anything to get. Say something like this on a subject that was quickly defeated, but let's do it again. This time, without a little energy."  

"Dalian?"  

"okay. Apart from Chrono and Hyram, the style of swordsmanship in the central and western continents is quite different... … It would be nice to focus on researching and analyzing the differences. How is it? Are you interested?"  

"sure! Fight with me this time!"  

Judith raised his hand and said.  

A much brighter face than before. Seeing this, Hyram burst into laughter.  

"Good. Do you handle swords as well as that young man?"  

"I am better than him."  

"this… … Then take it gently. It's not like a real battle, but a little leisurely by discussing swords with each other. Did you understand?"  

"I know what you mean. I'll bring a wooden sword!"  

The battle between the four prosecutors started in that way lasted until late at night.  

It was a valuable and meaningful time for both old and young prosecutors.  

* * *  

"I learned a lot of things."  

"Well. There was definitely a lot to refer to. He was a person who taught better than his skills."  

"It's a good person."  

Judith, Brat, and Iron, who left the Hyram Swordsman, spit out one word at a time.  

Certainly, my time at Hyram Swordsmanship wasn't bad. It was good until the end.  

He said that he could visit anytime and wrote a letter of recommendation, so it would be easy to compete with other swordsman's cross-references.  

However… … .  

'But I'm sorry!'  

'It's a little disappointing.'  

'I wish there was a stronger opponent as well.'  

Nevertheless, the three had no choice but to feel regret.  

It was natural.  

They came to Partizan because they wanted to fight fiercely.  

Because they came to face a prosecutor stronger than themselves, imagining how they endure, endure, and overcome endlessly.  

Of course now I know it's impossible.  

The 5th great swordsmanship.  

Or, a grand swordsman, a prestigious and prestigious sword master with a cross-reference.  

If it's not this much, you can't teach them.  

'But since I've already been rejected in Latina... … .'  

Eventually, by the time Lulu and Cubar returned to their old inn, all three couldn't hide their dark appearance.  

In the meantime, the news from Cubar opened their eyes.  

"There is one person you might be interested in."  

"Really?"  

"okay. He is a very strong person."  

"strange. Governor Hiram never said anything like that... … ."  

Iron asked questions. It was even more weird because he wasn't likely to lie.  

However, Judith didn't seem to care much about that.  

She asked again.  

"How strong is it? master? Are you Marston?"  

"I am not a master. but… … He's more famous than the Swordmaster. He is rumored to be the 101st strongest prosecutor on the continent."  

"The 101st strongest prosecutor? Ah… … ."  

Judith exclaimed as if he had realized something.  

The same was true of Iron and Brad.  

The number of Swordmasters known externally, approximately one hundred.  

If so, the meaning of the 101st prosecutor becomes clear.  

'The strongest person among Sword Experts!'  

Sparks fluttered in the eyes of the young prosecutors again.  
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Twenty years ago, around the time Irene Fareira was just born, there was a wandering knight wandering around the continent.  

As he said he wanted to be helpful to his juniors who were prosperous, he used to give guidance to all kinds of prosecutors.  

The title of the 101st prosecutor, Jet Frost, was coined at that time.  

'Excellent skill… … If I only fight with swordsmanship without aura sword, I can't guarantee victory either.'  

The best compliment you can hear from the Swordmaster.  

Even when I heard this remark, Jet Frost was 35 years old, very young except for geniuses of the times like Ian and Julius Hull.  

Thanks to this, he gained the prestige of being'the strongest Sword Expert', that no one can beat unless he is a Sword Master, and he received the attention of the world in one body.  

"I hadn't heard anything about it for a while, so I was doing something, but I was in Partizan."  

"So, where is Partizan? Are you accepting the challenge? If you just live here and don't take the challenge, isn't it a big deal? Did you know that too? You're good at Cubar, collecting neighborhood information! So quickly, quickly... … ."  

"I will breathe. I'd be shy to tell you... … ."  

Cubar, who gave Pinjan to Judith, continued to talk.  

"It seems that the map will be played at nine in the morning two days later. Originally, it seems like they donate their talents, but sometimes they donate talents in this way."  

"Good. Are you going to go?"  

"Of course."  

Brad replied immediately, and Irene nodded as well.  

The battle with Hyram was also helpful, but it is still better to compete with the strong one.  

The three prosecutors spent time speculating about Jet Frost's skills and listening to information from Cubar before scattering into their own quarters.  

"Well."  

"What is it?"  

Lulu asked as she sat in a chair rather than a bed, looking at the troubled Iron.  

Airn shook his head and said it wasn't a big deal, and the black cat tilted his head and fell into magic practice again.  

Irene was also similar.  

The sound of drunks coming from the hall on the first floor and Lulu's breath slowly disappeared.  

In time, the 101st prosecutor, Jet Frost, came to mind.  

'It's not a sweet title.'  

Being the 101st strongest is tremendous.  

This is even more so when you consider that the ideal of most of the Swordsmen is Sword Expert.  

Doesn't that mean it's the best among Sword Experts?  

However, Irene Pareira, who awakened his fighting spirit and desire to compete, focused on something other than his skills.  

Just 20 years.  

My heart went away after a long time when I couldn't achieve the master's ground with one step left, which would have been terribly distressed.  

'You must have felt a lot of pressure, pressure, and self-destruction. Maybe even now.'  

I didn't know before.  

But now I know.  

I felt it just two weeks ago.  

I felt depressed for a moment when I thought what to do if I couldn't chase after Brad Lloyd and Judith, who were ahead of me.  

'Of course, I got rid of it quickly... … .'  

That's because his growth was visibly fast, and no one knew what would happen if he was in a situation like Jet Frost.  

Thinking so reminded me of the story of Kuhn I had heard before.  

Also, the figure of the man still appearing in his dreams came to mind.  

At the age of 70, it was not enough to reach the level of the Sword Master, and even those who reached the highest level of the continent at 90.  

Even the mysterious man who swung his sword every day for decades.  

I felt that everyone was so great that I could not compare with myself.  

And you must break the will of one of them with your own mind.  

Or become a person big enough to bear it completely.  

'… … I want to see it soon.'  

Prosecutor 101, Jet Frost.  

Kendo is a sword, but it would be nice if you could learn his mindset.  

With that thought, Irene sat in a chair for a long time and looked out the window.  

* * *  

Two days later, the three prosecutors, ready to go, moved to Jet Frost's mansion.  

There was no way to wander.  

This was because Judith, who had been excited from the time he heard Cubar's words, knew the location.  

The size of the mansion was as big as other swordsmen.  

The problem was rather in a different part.  

"… … There are too many people?"  

"Can we get a map match today?"  

"… … ."  

At Judith's words, Irene also showed a stiff expression.  

The prosecutors crowded in the large yard.  

It was more crowded than when the Chrono Swordsman's "Greet Guest".  

I thought it would be impossible for one person to handle it.  

Of course, it wasn't that I didn't understand.  

"Hey, this is normal if you say that a person with this level of skill will give you direct training, but… … ."  

"I guess there were a lot of rumors in this area."  

"Then what? We are the latest one... … Isn't it that you can't get it?"  

"What? That can't be done!"  

"Well? What can't you say?"  

A calm voice that answers Judith's new voice. With a familiar voice, Irene and Brat looked back.  

Hiram's swordsman was approaching with a nice smile.  

Asked Judith, embarrassed.  

"What, what is it? Why are you here?"  

"What's the reason to be here at this time? Of course, I came to get a map."  

"… … My name is the swordsmanship, can I come and get taught by others like this?"  

"What is the problem? Even if you have something to learn from someone who is uglier than me, you have to learn it, but Jet Frost is much more advanced than me. It means there's nothing to worry about."  

"… … ."  

"Oh, and it turns out I couldn't tell you about Jet Frost two days ago. I'm sorry. Since this guy is so lazy, it can be said that there are very few days when he does map battles like this... … I thought you were only sleeping at home during your stay in Partizan. Or maybe I'm just drinking."  

Hyram pours out bad talk about Jet Frost.  

However, in the way I spoke, I felt familiarity. Asked Irene, curious.  

"Do you know Jet Frost?"  

"right? It's been about 10 years since he came to Partizan, so it's no exaggeration to say that it's been 10 years."  

"Aren't you very close enough? But why are you here... … ."  

Can't I just ask for a separate map?  

It was Judith's idea, everyone's idea.  

However, Jet Frost was completely different from what they thought.  

"I was rejected."  

"why?"  

"Because he's a guy with a lot of troubles."  

"… … No, if your friend's request is annoying, what are you doing now?"  

"Jet's opinion is that you have to do something that is bothersome from time to time. That way, when you play and eat, the taste is extraordinary... … ."  

"… … ."  

'Indolence Young master wasn't Iron Paraeira, but Jet Frost.'  

It was a thought that came to Judith's and Brad Lloyd's minds at the same time.  

"Don't try to understand. He is such a peculiar person."  

Hyram shook his head and kicked his tongue.  

Apart from his acquaintance, he seemed to really think of him strangely.  

However, from the perspective of the three, Hiram was also a geek among the geeks.  

No matter how fierce and free he is, he may not care about his face so far as the master of the swordsman and the prosecutor of the expert.  

'So is that so? It's a good match between geeks?'  

Judith was frowning and contemplating the relationship between the two.  

Opening the inner door of a large mansion, a bald man came out.  

Then, the turmoil that was talking like a market version gradually subsided.  

Soon said the bald head in a calming atmosphere.  

"nice to meet you. I am the person who plays the role of the butler here. I am here to share the words of Jet Frost."  

"… … ."  

"I'm sorry, but the owner is in trouble because more people have visited this place than expected. The desire to breathe with everyone and share the sword is like a chimney, but the body is one... … ."  

"Huh, huh, then you can take it for two, three, four days. He is a lazy writer."  

Hyram again kicked his tongue and saw Jet Frost's scar.  

Of course, the three without acquaintances couldn't. They looked at the bald butler with an expression, "So what are you going to do".  

And after a while, the body came out.  

"… … For that reason, we will give priority to those who have passed the simple test, and the rest of us are sorry, but we will see you next time."  

"what! Where is it!"  

"right! I've been staying in Partizan for three weeks to see Jet Frost!"  

Dissatisfaction erupted here and there. That was natural.  

I was hoping for a one-on-one tutoring with the strongest Sword Expert, but it was natural to get angry when I thought that I could go back without seeing my face.  

However, the bald butler was not easy.  

He pointed out some of the prosecutors who had loud voices with his fingers.  

"You."  

"What!"  

"If you complain about one more word in the future, you will be eliminated."  

"… … !"  

"The same goes for others. Neither I nor my master is doing anything to receive from you. It's just volunteering to the last, so don't criticize why you don't put up more on the subject you're receiving or why you can't be more convenient."  

"… … ."  

"Looking at it, it's not unreasonable to take a test. It can be said that it is a waste if you spend time on people who will be full of minutes even if you learn at a local swordsman, rather than a partisan, who is far below the level. Did you understand? If you understand, say nothing and nod quietly."  

Nod  

Hundreds of prosecutors nodded as gentle sheep.  

Thought Irene Fareira.  

'I think that person also becomes an expert.'  

It wasn't the coercion that an ordinary butler would look like.  

In any case, the situation was settled in an instant thanks to the cover of the bald butler.  

The depressed prosecutors followed his guidance and quietly moved into the mansion, and before long a large magical tool appeared in front of them.  

Seeing this, Irene muttered without even knowing it.  

"Magic Meter!"  

"Hoh, do you know?"  

"Yes. It's much bigger than what I've seen... … It looks the same."  

"That's a magic meter?"  

"what? What is a magic meter. Don't only know me?"  

When Hyram and Brat reacted that they knew, Judith made an impression.  

I was a little embarrassed because everyone knew it, but when I didn't know it alone, it seemed to be ignorant.  

'Brant that kitten, not something else?'  

Fortunately, that didn't happen. Hiram kindly explained with a smile.  

"It's a magical tool that quantifies the amount of impact when a swordsman throws a sword. There's a flashing square over there, and there's a score."  

"Ah, can I beat the cylinder covered with leather-like stuff with a sword?"  

"That's what it is."  

"Simple and nice."  

Brat nodded.  

In order to convince so many people, objective evaluation is important, but I thought there was nothing that suited it like a magic meter.  

While thinking about that, the criteria for evaluation came out of the bald butler's mouth.  

"If the score exceeds 5,000, it is a pass."  

Of course, there weren't many people who understood the evaluation criteria. Since the magic meter itself is not a common item, I couldn't know if it was high or low with 5,000 points.  

Thanks to this, the faces of the prosecutors were still full of tension.  

But Irene, Judith, and Brat didn't.  

"Shall we bet?"  

"bet?"  

"okay. The person with the lowest score hits the person with the highest score on the forehead."  

"It's just night… … good."  

"Yes, I thought I would reject it because of his stern expression, but it's surprising."  

"I have a chance to legally beat Judith, but you can't refuse."  

"Fuck. Wash your forehead and wait. I'll hit you hard enough to get a concussion."  

"Shet, those guys. I think this is kids' joke."  

"I mean. Don't you know how high 5,000 points are?"  

Looking at the three young men chatting with expressions as if they had come out of a picnic rather than nervous, some prosecutors frowned.  

The facial expressions of those who had experienced the magic meter were particularly bad.  

Knowing that 5,000 points was a very tight standard, their attitude was inevitably seen as hate.  

Of course, Irene and the group didn't care.  

The same was true of Hyram's cross-reference.  

From his point of view, who knows the skills of the three, it wasn't important whether he exceeded 5,000 points or not.  

He asked Irene.  

"Irene."  

"Yes, sir."  

"Do you remember how many points it was when you measured it last time?"  

"Well… … Yes, I remember."  

Is it because of the unintentional steaming?  

Some prosecutors near them also took note of Irene.  

Some of them enthusiastically explained how high the 5,000 points were.  

After a while, scores flowed out of Airn Pareira's mouth.  

"I think it was roughly 11,000 points."  
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'now… … .'  

'what?'  

'Did you hear it correctly?'  

The facial expressions of the prosecutors around him who heard the voice of Iron Parreira hardened.  

Not all of them have ever experienced a magic meter.  

However, since I was just listening to the story of an experienced person, I knew that 5,000 points were a difficult score.  

'Or, did he lie?'  

The heads of the prosecutors quickly turned to where they first talked about the magic meter.  

When he was glanced, he looked confused and said a little.  

"It must be a lie. if not… … okay. Not all measuring instruments have the same score standard... … Maybe it's different for each product?"  

"Well… … ."  

"is it?"  

"Hey, no matter how much, more than twice the standard score doesn't seem to make sense... … ."  

Each of the prosecutors who heard the man's excuse mumbled and nodded.  

Of course, Hyram was different.  

He believed that Irene Parreira scored 11,000 points on the same meter.  

"Right. Rather, it's slightly lower than I thought?"  

"is that so?"  

"okay. I'm saying that I've felt your sword myself. Or maybe your skills have improved in the meantime. Did you measure it long ago?"  

"That's not it… … ."  

Irene blurred the words.  

He measured his score about four to five months ago. This is a period that cannot be said to be that long.  

However, there weren't one or two things that happened in the meantime.  

I am confident that my work at Alhad Mountain, my work at Derrinku, my work with Ignet, and my recent meeting with Brat and Judith were all helpful.  

I was curious to think so.  

How far have you been today than before?  

"The scoring system is not different, right? It's bigger than I've seen before... … ."  

"If the shape and color are similar, they will be the same."  

"I guess then."  

"Good. I don't know if you are now, but I can't lose to you in the past. I must do my best to die."  

"Judith, wipe your forehead hard."  

"You don't cry after losing."  

The three grumbled without paying any attention to the surroundings, and Hyram's cross-legged gaze at them.  

Apart from them, the prosecutors were busy taking tests.  

"Taha!"  

Quan!  

"6,201 points. Pass."  

"Ah!"  

Someone cheers of joy.  

"Uryaab!"  

bang!  

"4,984 points. leaving out."  

"Oh! Please, can I just do it once again? There is not much difference... … ."  

"Sorry. Still, there are many people who have passed more than expected, so I'm thinking about raising the standard... … ."  

"Hey! If you don't pass 5,000 points, get off!"  

"So! People are waiting behind you!"  

"If the score standard rises because of you, it's a death decision!"  

Someone left with a lot of frustration, even swearing.  

After a while, only four people, including those who passed 5,000 points and Hyram, were left.  

They were pushed to the last turn because they arrived at the mansion the latest.  

"Good. Then shall we use some strength?"  

Hyram, who stretched while spinning his shoulders, approached the magic meter.  

Those who knew his identity focused their eyes with serious faces, and those who did not know looked around and asked questions.  

And when the word "expert" came out, he looked surprised.  

This is because I didn't expect to be a capable person thanks to the gentle impression.  

Is it really an expert?  

Is it a middle-aged man who looks so good?  

The passers-by looked at Hyram's cross-reference as a spectator's heart.  

He smiled at them and swung his sword vertically with a strong spirit.  

"Taha!"  

Ahhhhhhhhh!  

"Ugh!"  

"Wow!"  

"Hmmm!"  

Sounds different from before.  

The faces of the prosecutors changed with a tremendous sound that was literally thundering.  

And, as if everyone had weaved, they looked at the square scoreboard at the same time.  

I couldn't wait for the bald butler to give me the score.  

[12,081]  

A score of 4,000 points higher than the highest score so far.  

The prosecutors who were on the lookout screamed, but the bald butler still said calmly.  

"12,081 points. Pass. You have a better record than last time, Mr. Hyram."  

"Haha, I hit this too often, so I came up with a trick."  

"Don't do it too often. Then it breaks."  

"It's not a small measuring instrument, it's a large size. Oh, of course, if these guys hit it, it might be different... … ."  

"Well?"  

The bald butler looked back after hearing Hyram's words.  

Then three young prosecutors came into their eyes.  

Blue hair with a relaxed expression, red hair with an excited face, and a blond young man who seems a little tense.  

No matter how much you look at, it looks like you're just over 20 years old. No, maybe not even that.  

'So young people break the measuring instrument?'  

It must be a joke.  

Thought the bald butler.  

Hiram Gwan-ju is a serious man about swords, but like Jet Frost, he is a man who enjoys silly jokes.  

Probably discovering and boosting some pretty good talents.  

After thinking, he said to the blonde young man.  

"next. When you're ready, get started."  

"Yes. Whoa... … ."  

Irene Fareira, who was called as a deacon, stepped in front of Hyram.  

As he reached out into the air, a large sword appeared.  

Everyone was startled.  

The same was true of the bald butler and even Hiram.  

This is because the Dalian wooden sword was used in the Hiram Swordsmanship.  

"Okay, wait a second. Magic? Is it a magic sword? The use of magic for measurement is prohibited... … ."  

"Oh, it's a sword made of magic, but… … Can't it? It's just hard, it's a sword that doesn't have any features... … ."  

"… … ."  

"Oh, then, if there is a greatsword similar to this one, I will do it."  

"… … Please wait."  

The butler, who disappeared with a stiff expression, brought the sword back in no time.  

A blunt with no edge, an iron that doesn't know whether it's a sword or a club.  

He looked so heavy that most people couldn't even hear it, but Irene accepted it without any reluctance.  

Then, he swung lightly a few times, and nodded.  

"Can I do it now?"  

"… … Yes."  

The butler replied in a low voice. Suddenly, there was a sense of tension on the face.  

It wasn't that way.  

Onlookers, Hyram, and even Brat and Judith lit their eyes to see Iron's sword.  

They know the best.  

I don't know if it's Dalian, but that guy is the best of the three for the destructive power of one sword!  

Frighteningly to think about it, the sword of Iron Paraeira broke the sky.  

And he hit hard on the side of the large measuring instrument.  

Qaw ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh  

"Ugh!"  

"Hey!"  

Sounds great.  

It was sound enough to match the expression that it was terrible, even greater than the one produced by Hyram.  

Some prosecutors couldn't wake up, and some had their ears covered.  

All of them frowned, and their eyes were all facing the scoreboard.  

And I couldn't say anything.  

[18,817]  

"… … 18,817 points. It's passed."  

Even the butler was so steamy that the result was shocking enough to open his mouth.  

When everyone was so fascinated, a powerful voice came.  

"Good. Next is me."  

It was Judith's voice as he walked with red hair.  

She said to the bald butler.  

"Mister, can I do it right away?"  

"uh? Yeah… … You can do it."  

"Who… … Suck!"  

Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh  

"Ugh!"  

"what!"  

The roar that resonates again!  

[16,581]  

And again, the odd score on the scoreboard!  

Even this wasn't the end.  

Red hair retreating with a regretful expression, and the young man who appeared next also scored an enormous score.  

[16,601]  

"Woah, but Judith won. Irene, don't look at me and hit me."  

"no! crazy! This is ridiculous! Isn't it broken? Ah, ah! Alas!"  

"… … Ah. This was just the night bet."  

I forgot.  

Seeing Iron muttering with a stupid expression, everyone in the hall had no choice but to have an absurd heart.  

'What are these guys?'  

* * *  

The test was finally over.  

The successful candidates went to the mansion's internal training hall in turn and played a map battle with Jet Frost, and the waiting people waited for their turn with excitement.  

It was also the last time for the Irene group. I arrived on time, but it was the latest among them, so I couldn't help it.  

Judith said, still looking at many of the previous turns.  

"There are still a lot of these. Can you get it within today?"  

"It's a lot."  

"I should have raised the standard to 6,000 points… … ."  

Judith, who was talking about her thoughts, noticed her surroundings and shut her mouth.  

The eyes of the prosecutors who scored 5,000 points with chin straps were sharp.  

The response that he is a person with a score of 16,000 and does not matter.  

She, who fully understood their hearts, whispered in a small way.  

"Anyway, it's Dalian as it is, and something new looks like me."  

"Hmm… … ."  

The facial expressions of the four, including Hiram, became dark.  

I didn't know it until I came here, but now I do.  

That Jet Frost is a very lazy person.  

If that was the case, it was much more likely that he would quit the coaching competition on the way instead of dealing with the successful candidates until tomorrow.  

I was very nervous to think so.  

For two days, I only thought about the battle with Jet Frost and lasted!  

The three hearts were united into one. Even Hyram had the same heart.  

At that time, the butler who had stopped by within a moment delivered the news.  

"I deliver the words of the owner. There are so many successful candidates that it doesn't seem to end within today… … ."  

"No!"  

"… … We changed the way to map battles three at a time. Thank you for your understanding."  

"Who… … thank God."  

Judith sighed of relief. Not only her, but also some prosecutors who had a fair turn.  

The strongest of the experts is the opponent, but what is the problem, whether it is 3 to 1 or 1 to 1? It doesn't matter if you can get guidance.  

Of course, there were others who didn't.  

He is superior to ordinary prosecutors, but he is superior in ties.  

Hyram Swordsmanship.  

"Oh, Hyram-sama is an exception. It is said that you are dealing with them on a one-to-one basis."  

"Heo-huh, it's not like he's caring about it."  

"I feel better than usual."  

"Okay. The favor is grateful. What does it mean to call this kind of favor, but... … ."  

Hiram, who speaks with an ambiguous expression, and a bald butler showing a reaction to know what he is talking about with a light smile.  

I wondered if the conversation would end like that.  

It wasn't. Brat Lloyd, stepping forward, asked the butler.  

"Then, are you saying that we are dealing with three at once?"  

"… … !"  

"When I count the number of people left, the three of us are left and ask. Is it really okay to deal with the three of us at once?"  

"… … I'll ask for a moment and come."  

The butler replied with a serious expression.  

When I think about it, it was an important issue. They don't know how to do swordsmanship, but they are crazy young people who surpass Hyram's swordsmanship by the power of one sword.  

Is it possible to deal with these three at once?  

For him, I wasn't sure. Even though I know Jet Frost's skills.  

But, there was a tooth that stopped him.  

It was Hyram's drenching.  

"awhile."  

"Elderly?"  

"Are there any problems? I'm not using a swarm on this side. You just do what you said."  

"However… … ."  

"You know what? The fruit wine you soaked for the New Year, Jet ate it."  

"… … I will go as it is."  

The bald butler nodded with a serious expression, and Hyram Kwan-ju smiled with a vicious expression.  

Irene looked at them with a blank expression, and Brat, who was thinking about something, intervened.  

And said.  

"Hi-Ram Crown Lord."  

"Huh?"  

"It may be a rude question, but… … Sir Jet Frost, how is your teaching skills?"  

"It's as good as your sword skills. If I had run the swordsmanship, the disciples would have been crowded like a cloud."  

"Isn't there any disciple who teaches consistently?"  

"No. Didn't you say it before? As for being lazy, it's the best in Partizan."  

"If so, how about this?"  

Brat tells the story, and Hyram nodded with a smile after listening to the story.  

When Irene and Judith looked at them with expressions, "What are you doing?", a blue-haired young man came up with a smile and said.  

"Isn't it not enough just once in Dalian?"  

"uh?"  

"That lazy Master, let's make it our dedicated Master for about a month."  

* * *  

Chaeang!  

Cheolgdeok-!  

"Hmm… … I lost."  

"It's natural. Did you think you'd beat me?"  

"No, that's not it. By the way, you are consistently disgusting. Even though I said that I was defeated, is it an idiot?"  

"Okay, it's better than last time… … ."  

Jet Frost, who ended his battle with Hyram, pointed out this and that.  

The expression was boring, but the explanation pointed to the core in detail.  

Hyram nodded loudly.  

"Thank you. It was a great help."  

"No. It's my map."  

"Can't you give that great guidance, specially only for acquaintances?"  

"Think about three bottles of honey in your swordsmanship."  

"See you next time."  

"Goodbye."  

"Oh. I forgot something."  

"What. If you're not going to give me a drink, talk quickly and disappear."  

"That's true. The nature... … Well, these young friends were also quite temperamental."  

"Young friends? What are you talking about suddenly?"  

Jet Frost frowns.  

Hiram laughed.  

And I told the story as if I had heard something really interesting.  

"No, there are guys who are angry because you say you're dealing with three at a time. No matter how they are, are they too ignoring themselves."  

"Huh, is it? Well, it could be. Of course, the story changes depending on how well you are... … ."  

"By the way, those prosecutors are one of the ages of whether they will be twenty or not."  

"What?"  

Jet Frost asked, seemingly absurd.  

However, more embarrassing words remained.  

"He even asked me to speak to me. If I can win against all three of them at once, I will follow whatever they ask for a month like a dog."  

"What?"  

"Instead, if they win, they asked for individual swordsmanship instruction for a month?"  

"The crazy guys… … ."  

Jet Frost swears.  

Of course, it is not that talented young people are not out of the world.  

Ignet Cresencia reached the level of swordmaster at the age of 20, and Ilya Lindsay had a record of kneeling numerous experts at the age of 18.  

Of course, the three in your mansion cannot be talented at their level.  

Heo-huh, he said with a laugh.  

"Good. I accept the bet. I have to clean up the mansion at this time."  

"Then I'll make a notary public. In case you can't run away."  

"Can you dare run away from me? But well, if you want to see it, do it. Let it in!"  

"Yes."  

The bald butler, politely bowing his head, went outside to call the young people.  

In the meantime, Jet Frost burst into laughter as if it were absurd.  

And after a while.  

"… … ."  

Jet Frost, who saw the three young men appearing with a lot of momentum, turned to her friend silently.  

Hyram's swordsman, who smiled at him, said briefly.  

"I'm paying for the failure."  

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble chapter 111
     |  ToC | 

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble 112

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble chapter 112
    36. Scary, Strong Guys (1)  

"What is this now… … ."  

Jet Frost, who heard Hyram's words, stiffens his eyes.  

And again, he turned his head toward the young prosecutors.  

The three people approached with a dignified gait without hiding their momentum at all.  

I could see right away.  

These guys were all experts.  

'crazy… … Makes sense? At that age? All three are experts?'  

What the hell are you talented in? The sound came out.  

Of course, if you are talented, you will not fall for it.  

At the age of 22, he became an expert, and at the age of 35, he reached the end of the expert.  

However, the level of their attitude... … .  

'I don't think it's just an ordinary expert.'  

Did you even read his thoughts?  

Brad Lloyd, a blue-haired young man in the center, introduced himself.  

"Hello, senior. I know you're familiar with the name of your senior. Although it is not enough, I would like to introduce us. My name is Brad Lloyd, the 27th trainee of the Chrono Swordsmanship."  

"This is Judith, the 27th trainee of the Chrono Swordsmanship."  

"I'm a trainee of the 27th Chrono Swordsmanship, I'm Iron Fareira."  

"… … !"  

"Thank you for the willingness to accept any suggestion that might be rude. Then, I will do my best from now on."  

"Now, wait... … !"  

Hwaahah-!  

Jet Frost shouted with a confused face, but Brat Lloyd did not stop and raised the momentum more strongly.  

It wasn't just that. Judith and Irene Fareira, who were standing on both sides, also raised their momentum to the fullest.  

Jet Frost said silently as he watched the two try to occupy the left and right.  

'Oh shit!'  

Got hit.  

Surely, 27 aircraft, called the Chrono's Golden Generation, will be coming all at once.  

Besides, it's much stronger than the rumors!  

But I couldn't say these thoughts out of my mouth.  

Because before that, three experts were crushed toward him.  

Pot-!  

Kwaang!  

"… … !"  

A blond young man pushing through like a rock.  

The attack was quite heavy. The hand holding the sword pricked at the explosive emanating sword attack.  

Of course, it wasn't Jet Frost that would be so embarrassing.  

Stronger power for power!  

He raised the aura and pushed the opponent with his power.  

And it was a moment when he tried to stretch his sword again toward the opponent who lost his balance.  

That's it!  

But I couldn't.  

It was because Bratt Lloyd, a blue-haired person who had already approached, kept Jet Frost in check.  

Even a guy named Judith was moving back fast.  

He bites his lower lip.  

'If you get caught in the back, your stomach is tricky!'  

Realizing it was time to back off, he quickly hit the ground.  

"Wow!"  

Judith poured out pure admiration.  

The movement of Jet Frost, which glides back with a single step back, was quick and smooth.  

She was particularly concerned about her walking, so the other person's steps were more noticeable.  

Judith, who remembered the movements as if imprinting, eagerly teased his feet to get a favorable position.  

Brad Lloyd and Irene also made rapid advances to press the opponents.  

Such a persistent chase followed.  

bang!  

Caang!  

That's it!  

Wow!  

Kwaang!  

Even if I catch up and run away. Catching up again. The Chrono Triplets continued to drive Jet Frost.  

Of course, it wasn't without crisis.  

His precision, strength, and speed were tremendous, because it was unreasonable to block his sword alone.  

Jet somehow created a one-on-one situation and tried to roughly press one of the three with my momentary pressure.  

But I couldn't finish it because of the other two immediately catching up.  

It was because they weren't the ones who were so sloppy enough to overpower one person in an instant.  

Jet Frost was ridiculous, so I felt like I was going to laugh.  

'Have you seen these crazy guys?'  

Each one is stronger than Hiram. I'm sorry to my friend, but I'm so sorry to compare it.  

This is enough to be able to stand firmly on the King-level stage in the land of proof.  

Those guys are twenty years old?  

It was absurd.  

It was a talent he could not tolerate even he grew up listening to the sound of genius.  

'No, I'm a genius Nabal and I can't lose!'  

Angry.  

I also get annoyed.  

What the hell did I eat and what I grew up with and what I saw and learned so that I became stronger so quickly, and after stopping the fight, I want to ask myself to hold on to it.  

But you can't.  

Those guys are in a state of eagerness to peel themselves off right now.  

And it was the same with myself that I was anxious.  

'Being a teacher for a month, absolutely not!'  

Volunteering is always done only when you are bored.  

It's not volunteering, it's slavery to force something you don't want to do!  

Sparks fluttered in his eyes, imagining an unfortunate future.  

Along with him, a terrifying energy was shot forward.  

Irene stopped feeling an uncomfortable atmosphere, and Judith also looked at the situation with the distance apart.  

Brad Lloyd was the opposite.  

Judging that the momentum was with them, he moved forward to further press the opponent.  

The three's opinions are divided.  

Jet Frost, feeling the desired flow, threw his sword with spirit.  

"Haab!"  

Wow!  

"Yes!"  

Judith looked astonished as he looked at the sword flying towards him.  

No way I would throw a sword.  

Of course, apart from being surprised, the body moved quickly.  

She lowered her center and struck her sword in a tight position.  

In the meantime, Jet Frost, who pulled a new sword from his waist, rushed toward Brat.  

You believed in a spare sword!  

It was Judith who wanted to miss it, but he lost his breath.  

Of course, I wasn't really worried.  

It was a bit behind, but Irene was left behind.  

When you think of Brat's defiant defense, it's about holding on until Irene joins... … .  

To think so, Jet Frost's sudden action exploded.  

Qawahang!  

"… … !"  

He strongly kicked the floor.  

Then, the smooth stone floor of the smokehouse was dug with a roar.  

Debris splattered in the air, the largest of which flew at a terrifying speed toward Airn Paraeira.  

Throwing a sword is also surprising, but such an attack was truly unpredictable.  

The same was true of Irene, so the response was inevitable.  

In the meantime, Jet Frost approached Brat quickly and swung his sword with intense force.  

'calm down. You just have to stop it twice, no one time!'  

I don't want it to flow properly. Brad knew himself and knew his partner.  

When you think about the difference in level, it's also great to prevent it.  

But I didn't think it was impossible.  

He has been dealing with many Chrono's senior knights so far!  

With a determined expression, he took a defensive posture. His deep pupils looked at the opponent's blade and eyes.  

"… … ."  

So I could know.  

The will of death in Jet Frost's eyes.  

By blocking it, I will cut anything relentlessly!  

"Oh… … !"  

Brat Lloyd retreated from the momentum.  

It was a smooth movement from the start, as if it were meant to be, but it was a much easier deal for Jet Frost to deal with.  

He took a big step and moved his wrist.  

The sword, which changed its trajectory from slash to stab, touched Brat's name.  

"One is over."  

Frighteningly to finish, Judith struck in the side.  

Airn, too, has been shot at him late.  

But it was okay. Dealing with the two and taking care of the opponent who is aiming behind Hosi Tam Tam was different from dealing with only the two.  

Jet Frost, who had been fiercely splitting his sword for about a minute, kicked Iron.  

Then he poked his sword into the gap of Judith, who had become alone.  

Tok  

"The two are over. Whoa... … ."  

When Irene was in balance, Judith was already organized.  

Her face, stabbed by the opponent's gentle sword, was reddish. I didn't know I would lose 3 to 1.  

The same was true of Brad Lloyd.  

As he looked at him with a sorrowful expression, Jet Frost advised him.  

"Did you say it was Brad Lloyd? You."  

"Yes."  

"The swordsmanship is stable. I was very impressed with his mature workmanship, not suitable for his age. But I don't have the eye to make an estimate. Or maybe you are too safe."  

"Isn't it a sword you couldn't get?"  

"no. Although there was a bet I never wanted to lose, I was faithful to the map Dalian in my own way. I swung my sword with a force that I could barely get at your level. Nevertheless, it can be said that the reason for retreating back, of course, was because of the loss of composure."  

"… … ."  

"Do you have anything to say?"  

"There is not. Thank you."  

Brat succumbed cleanly.  

Jet Frost, with a satisfying smile, turned to Judith.  

"The attack is monotonous."  

"what? Where… … ."  

"How did you sell the stab? It's not like using a sword, but only cutting while handling a sword doesn't make the weapon perform well."  

"However… … ."  

"done. This is too long to tell properly, so I can't help it. If you think seriously and bring your own answer, I will deal with you at least once. I'm grateful because I like the footwork and do it a favor."  

Jet Frost said firmly, as if he would not listen to the objection.  

And Judith couldn't say anything to him like that.  

In the end, it was they who were defeated.  

Of course, Irene Fareira still remains, but he couldn't handle the opponent who couldn't win even in three.  

Knowing that, Jet Frost is also giving advice as if the battle is over.  

By the way.  

There was an abnormality.  

"you are… … okay. What's left alone, I'll play a little more."  

"Yes?"  

"I will give up the player. The attack was pretty heavy, but come with all the power you can hit."  

"… … !"  

"After that, in the same way as you, I will show you the taste of heavy swords better. Come in comfortably."  

"Foo, fu ha ha ha ha ha ha!"  

"… … ?"  

Judith, listening to Jet Frost, suddenly laughed like a crazy man and retweeted.  

The sound of laughter was so exciting that it seemed that the airtight airfield was leaving.  

Jet Frost looked at it and looked embarrassed.  

"Ha, haha, hahahahahaha!"  

Judith wasn't the only one laughing.  

Even Brad Lloyd, who was standing with a serious expression in the world, burst into laughter with an expression that couldn't stand it.  

Someone who doesn't seem to be at all like that, and Jet Frost got steamed for nothing.  

He looked at Hyrne.  

"You guys know why?"  

"I don't know."  

Hiram's swordsmanship officer also made an expression that he didn't know English.  

then.  

Iron Fareira, who had been silent, raised his sword.  

Then, a truly terrifying energy gathered.  

"… … !"  

"… … !"  

Hyram's eyes wide open. He was even more surprised than he had suffered an overwhelming defeat by Airn.  

It wasn't that way.  

Jet Frost also looked at the blond young man with the eyes of what was going on.  

Judith and Brad Lloyd were still laughing.  

Najik said, Irene Fareira, who received the attention of all of them.  

"You said you would give up the player, right?"  

"… … ."  

"This is a non-payment."  
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gulp  

Hiram Guanju, who was visiting Dalian, swallowed.  

The fight between the three young men and Jet Frost was truly exciting.  

The skill of the close friend who gained the dominance in the end by receiving all of their fierce attacks and the close pass of the three more talented were really amazing.  

'It's rewarding to arrange a bet!'  

But if there is a beginning, there is an end.  

The battle was over when Brat Lloyd and Judith left and only Iron Pareira remained.  

At least Hyrne thought so.  

The only one who can overwhelm Jet Frost on a one-on-one basis is the Sword Master.  

By the way… … .  

'What is this feeling?'  

Sweat oozes from the hands of Hyram's drench.  

I don't know the exact reason. However, I could feel intuitively that something great was going on.  

Today's Airen Pareira is something different.  

And Jet Frost was more clearly aware of this.  

'What else is this about!'  

He is of much higher quality than Hyram. As well as dealing with swords, the ability to use and detect aurors is also excellent.  

So I could know.  

How terrifying is the amount of aura that emerges from the body of Iron Fareira and focuses on the great sword.  

'There is almost no waste of power. It's not enough for the energy to flow out from the outside if you gather it too much... … I even control it!'  

In fact, I had already predicted that Irene was hiding a number of his spleen.  

This was because, unlike Brat Lloyd and Judith's active use of'Aura Expression', the blond guy showed only honesty throughout the battle.  

That's why Jet Frost gave up the player.  

I don't know what the hell is hiding, but show me now!  

And accept defeat with no regrets!  

However… … Things got weird.  

He was looking at the last person with a blank expression, and he sharpened his teeth smoothly.  

"Come on, don't take it!"  

Jet Frost, who lit his eyes, posed.  

The aura was raised to the maximum, spreading it all over the body, and increased power and durability. And he raised his senses to the peak.  

Indeed, after a long time, self-esteem is boiling.  

Without even realizing it, the 101st prosecutor looked at the young genius.  

"… … ."  

Taking the look of his eyes in front, Irene Pareira continued to concentrate on his concentration.  

Again, the feeling was different.  

It was the same when I met Brat and Judith, but again, I gained confidence that I would be able to exert a smoother and sharper power than before.  

No, before that, I wanted to end this bet with victory unconditionally.  

'This person is incredibly strong!'  

I know now. How strong you are. How strong you have become.  

Even if it wasn't what Hyram said.  

The magic meter score, which was 8,000 points higher than recorded in Alcantra, proved this.  

It is Jet Frost who overcame such a joint venture between himself, Brat, and Judith.  

It wasn't even exhausted.  

In the midst of fierce and bloody swordsmanship, he did not forget the purpose of the map Dalian.  

And it gave a short but wonderful teaching.  

'If I could learn for a month under such a great person... … .'  

That opportunity, you must get it!  

When I finished thinking, Irene raised the power even more.  

Puhwaak-!  

The spark of the heart becomes stronger. The enthusiasm that was sleeping awakens and adds firepower, and the firm will taps the chest.  

It is still difficult to call it a sword, but an iron stake that is one step closer to it.  

It was a moment when the blonde young man tried to cut down with all his might, imagining holding it strongly.  

"surrender."  

"… … ."  

"lost. I lost. So… … Put that damn, heinous thing down."  

"… … ."  

"Get it down, quickly! Fuck, don't you get off?"  

Cold sweat was running through Jet Frost's face, uttering harsh swear words.  

'can not. I can't take this!'  

Seeing Iron far beyond the level he had expected, Jet Frost lay on the field as a godfather.  

And I added a last word.  

"If you don't want to be chased by all Partizan prosecutors for murder, then do it."  

"… … Thank you for a month."  

"Take good care of me."  

"Thank you very much!"  

Brat Lloyd and Judith bow their heads together with Irene Fareira.  

Jet Frost, who looked at them with a slight head up, muttered in her heart.  

'Damn it.'  

* * *  

The 3-on-1 map Dalian ended safely.  

Jet Frost broke everyone's expectations and showed a tremendous difference in skill, and Irene Pareira led the bet to victory by revealing the terrifying power that even the difference in skill was colorless.  

Asked Hyram.  

"No, what the hell is that? What and how did you do it?"  

"haha… … ."  

"Don't try to understand. Because this is a crazy guy."  

"It's hard to refute."  

"haha… … ."  

Hyram shook his head.  

It was absurd.  

I originally thought it was great, but I didn't even dream of seeing such a great thing.  

It was a little bit, but I also felt crying.  

I felt deprived as I recalled myself as an expert after 40 years of age.  

But that feeling didn't last long.  

He may be optimistic by nature, muttering in his heart to congratulate the three geniuses.  

"First of all, congratulations. You can bother that lazy guy for a month. The taste of the drink you'll drink today will be better."  

"Thank you. Is it the honey wine you mentioned earlier? If you're okay, can I taste a little too... … ."  

Brat said quickly. Judith expressed a sense of embarrassment at his quick question, which was as silent as the usual child.  

Hiram laughed. He said.  

"Of course, but don't drink a lot."  

"Is it because of the teaching that will come from tomorrow?"  

"right. Considering Jet Frost's personality... … You probably have a very tight schedule. Maybe it's a lot worse than I thought. To make you get tired first and get out of there."  

I was serious.  

Of course, Jet Frost isn't a bad guy.  

I'm not a person who can't be used to teaching others.  

However, if a picture of the three who failed to meet his or her criteria'giving up in the middle' comes out, he was also ready to accept it happily.  

Have you read such an atmosphere?  

Judith, Irene, and Brat, listening to Hyram's words, nodded with stiff expressions.  

He was seriously contemplating what the teachings of the prosecutors who overpowered them 3 to 1 were really.  

"I think one bottle would be okay though."  

"… … ."  

"If you don't mind, you only need to drink one drink."  

"… … No. You can drink to your heart's content."  

That night, Brad Lloyd emptied three bottles of honey and went to bed with a happy smile.  

Then, the next day, in very fine form, I visited Jet Frost's mansion.  

"Are you okay, Brad?"  

"Of course. It wasn't a very high alcohol level."  

"… … that?"  

Judith said, frightened.  

It was milder than the one I drank with Cubar, but it was still quite strong by my standards.  

However, Brat showed a quick look as if it was really okay.  

"My beloved. Don't put you and me on the same line."  

"This crazy cub ... … ."  

"Come there."  

Another moment when the two were about to strike out, Jet Frost appeared with the bald butler.  

The expression wasn't too good. Perhaps it was very annoying to have an unscheduled schedule.  

"Follow."  

Jet Frost spit out and walked somewhere.  

The three followed him and looked around the house, but the site was very large.  

With a little exaggeration, it felt like it was bigger than the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

Said Judith.  

"The house is very spacious."  

"I hear a lot of that."  

"Are you rich?"  

"I'm rich. Are you envious?"  

"I would have been envious in the past, but now I'm really excited."  

Jet Frost glanced back. It looked like he was seeing all the strange children, but Judith was sincere.  

'If you add only what Lulu gave as a gift, wouldn't it be possible to live this much leisurely?'  

I thought maybe the richest man on the continent might be Lulu.  

While thinking about that, I arrived at my destination.  

A building with a geometric pattern on the wall.  

Asked Brat.  

"Are you a magic team?"  

"okay. It is a physical fitness room where you can control gravity with magic. For the next month, in the morning, I will always train my body here."  

"Five… … ."  

Judith was admired, and Irene and Brat also showed strange expressions.  

I've picked up a few times, telling me that very wealthy knights use this space for training.  

However, this was the first time I have actually seen it.  

Jet Frost smiled as he saw them.  

After confirming that he entered the interior, he activated the magic circle.  

"town!"  

"Hmm… … !"  

"this… … The thing is really tighter than I thought?"  

The reaction popped right out of the mouths of the three.  

The most intense thing was Judith, but the other two's expressions were also weird.  

It was because the pressure was much higher than I thought, and Jet Frost laughed when he saw this.  

"Good. At some point, the prosecutors who became experts neglect to train their bodies. I'm trying to replace everything with Auror. However, when the body is strong, the efficiency of Auror is also improved. Also, in the process of overcoming the ascetic, the amount of auras increases."  

There was a lot of talk about how the total amount of Aurors increased.  

Some say that physical training itself has an effect, while others say that the big and small enlightenment in the process of moving to a higher level is unknowingly accumulated and revealed as aura.  

And most prosecutors believed both words.  

So did Irene, Bratt, and Judith. So I didn't really think of refuting Jet Frost's words.  

Rather, it was about longing for the scenery of the fitness room after a long time.  

'Of course, it will be very difficult, but... … .'  

Looking at the schedule handed out by the bald butler, the three stick out their tongues.  

If I didn't do it diligently, it was so tight that I couldn't digest it even after the morning passed.  

Said Jet Frost.  

"If we do not complete it by noon, we know that there is no will and will be eliminated. If you are not satisfied, do it quickly. I won't say anything if I do it quickly and take a break."  

"… … ."  

"Of course, don't think about cheating. The butler here will be checking carefully."  

"Please leave it to me."  

The bald butler, who answered calmly, was sitting in a soft chair and drinking a drink, but it looked very comfortable.  

Perhaps that place was not affected by magic.  

"Well, see you later for lunch."  

With that said, Jet Frost left the fitness room. With the tail of the mouth slightly raised.  

Of course, all three saw his face, but no one complained.  

In any case, they decided to follow Jet Frost for a month.  

Moreover, his teachings were not absurd.  

Although his expression was unlucky, it was a clear favor that he even lent an expensive magical fitness room.  

"Fuck it, let's do it."  

"Good."  

"You shouldn't be so sick of it."  

Judith, Irene, and Brat made up their minds in order.  

In the eyes, a determined will was seen, and in the gait, a firm determination was revealed.  

Probably, if all three had focused on the task silently, they might have ended their morning training smoothly.  

But Judith's taunt ruined everything.  

"The one who finishes the latest."  

"… … ."  

"Anyone who finishes the fastest asks me to listen all day long?"  

Irene and Brat exchanged their eyes.  

In the meantime, Judith, who quickly jumped to the exercise equipment, moved his body.  

Both of them quickly followed her and jumped into training.  

After a while, Hell's Time Attack began.  

"Huh, huh, huh!"  

"Hoo-ooh, huh-eup!"  

"haha… … ."  

Three young people who are passionate about training while drooling.  

The butler, who had been drinking softly, looked at them with a blank expression.  

* * *  

"Wow… … Oh, I overslept."  

Jet Frost wakes up from his nap and checks the time.  

1:20 PM. Frowning, he quickly moved to the fitness room.  

After arriving like a knife at 12, I had a quick lunch, and I was thinking of rolling three right away... … .  

'What… … It's the first day, so it's about an hour break, let's say we can give it to you.'  

I didn't think it would have fallen.  

It is nowhere to be indolent, but in the past, he also swung his sword with a strong will.  

So I could tell just by looking in my eyes.  

They will somehow get the schedule done in time.  

Of course, very barely... … .  

As I hurried my pace with this thought, I was in front of the training room.  

But I couldn't see the three people.  

'What? Are you resting inside?'  

I thought it could be.  

The magic circle was not turned off, but there was a place inside that was not affected by gravity.  

Jet Frost, nodding his head, opened the door and stepped inside.  

And for a moment, he stopped in place with a firm expression for about 5 seconds.  

"Heo, huh, huh, huh… … ."  

"Huh, black, huh… … ."  

"Fuck, big oops, sipal… … ."  

Sounds that you don't know if it's a moaning or a spirit.  

The sound of breathing mixed with swear words.  

It was the sound from the mouths of Iron, Brat, and Judith.  

The problem was, the time is now passing 1:25.  

Jet Frost asked the butler.  

"They can't finish it all?"  

"… … All three ended before 11 o'clock. Irene Fareira, Judith, and Brad Lloyd."  

"… … Before 11 o'clock?"  

So fast?  

Jet Frost shouted into himself.  

But even more surprising words followed.  

"Well, at first, the person who finished the latest made a bet by accepting the favor of the person who finished quickly… … If he didn't like the result, Mr. Brad Lloyd suggested another bet."  

"What bet?"  

"Who will do more work until the master arrives… … ."  

"… … But why are you still doing it?"  

"I don't think I'm here because I'm concentrating."  

"… … ."  

Jet Frost looked at Judith, having lost his word for a while.  

I looked at Brad Lloyd.  

And I looked at Irene Fareira.  

Rather than making tricks, the three do their best even in a confused state.  

"… … Whoo."  

He thought with a sigh and shook his head.  

In dealing with these guys, I need to be a little more serious.  
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6 am.  

Jet Frost mansion's training ground was busy.  

It wasn't because it was a particularly early time.  

The occasional spontaneous map wasn't on Dalian Day, because Jet Frost didn't lift a sword.  

It was all that Glen, the butler, used two or three times a week.  

But not now.  

"Hoooo!"  

"Break!"  

Wow-!  

Wow!  

A young look that is now about twenty years old.  

However, Judith and Brat Lloyd, two swordsmen wielding their swords with terrifying momentum that do not match them.  

They immersed themselves in training their swords as if this was a training center for a chrono swordsman.  

Without wasting a moment. It doesn't get distracted at all.  

Would you have swung your sword for about an hour like that?  

Another young prosecutor found the training ground.  

It was Iron Fareira.  

Judith asked as he looked at him with a snack in the morning.  

"Did you meditate again?"  

"Simsang training. Well that's it."  

"I don't understand anyway. Does that help? No, it's true that it's helpful to see this child becoming stronger... … ."  

"Okay, let's eat some rice."  

"okay. What are Lulu and Cubar doing?"  

"Kuvar is sleeping, and Lulu is practicing witchcraft."  

"Lulu is also working very hard. Oh, it's sausage!"  

Likewise, the three went straight to training after a simple meal.  

As before, there is no time for laziness.  

If you are moving your body while sweating like that, two characters come to the training center.  

It was Jet Frost and Glenn the bald butler.  

"Let's go to the fitness room when you're done roughly."  

"Yes."  

The three quietly nodded at Jet's words.  

The routine after that has always been the same. Terrible physical training that lasts until 12 o'clock.  

The training performed under the terrible pressure of the gravity magic circle was as painful as hell, but this time, the three prosecutors performed their work without any dislike.  

It has been ten days since they received special guidance, but their passion has not changed from the beginning.  

Rather, it was Jet Frost that changed.  

"The posture was disturbed. Then I hurt my back!"  

"I will assist you. Do it with confidence."  

"Control your breathing. Yes, you are doing well."  

On the first day, the appearance of Jet Frost, who left the guard to the butler and went for a nap, was nowhere to be found.  

Is it because it has been hardened for a long time?  

The boredom was still there, but he assisted Airun and the group with a much more serious attitude than the first day.  

Even the deacon Glenn, who assisted him for 30 years, was astonished with sincerity.  

Such devotion led to not only physical training, but also fencing instruction.  

At 2 pm, Jet Frost said to the three prosecutors who recovered from fatigue with the help of a special nutritional diet and magic recovery room.  

"From today, I will teach the sword according to each individual's disposition. The first day is Irene, tomorrow is Judith, and the day after tomorrow is Brat. Iron Fareira! Come in front of me The rest are free to practice."  

"Yes."  

"Yeah. Hey, let's have a dalian."  

Judith and Brat nod their heads apart and start a battle, and only Irene is left alone.  

To him, Jet Frost generously released his experiences and knowledge.  

"You are using the grave of the heavy sword very well. When you attack, you put great pressure so that you don't dare to take it, and when you defend, keep your center tight. The technique of scattering the RBI and timing is also commendable."  

"Thank you."  

"But it is not without shortcomings. It's too passive. Feeling too overwhelmed by the thought that you are dull than the other person... … That's why I think I'll be dragged around all the time to guys who use their feet well like Judith."  

"But, isn't it true that I'm slower than Judith?"  

"right. But being slow and dull doesn't always have to be passive."  

Whoowoo-!  

Heavy momentum flowed from Jet Frost's body when he finished talking.  

Irene takes a defensive posture without knowing it, but a jet with a sword slowly stepped forward with ease.  

"You don't have to think about catching up with your opponent from the start."  

Explaining Jet's new type continued to move.  

It wasn't a quick step.  

However, the solid yet heavy figure felt very stable, so Irene couldn't stop his advance.  

All I could do was throw a light check or step back.  

"You just need to keep taking up space, just as you expand your territory. It's like continuing to occupy a hill that's in your favor and inconvenient for your opponent."  

Caang!  

Caen!  

Jet Frost advances, and Irene retreats.  

The sweat was condensed on the forehead of Airn, who was retreating from the stretch.  

Obviously, even though I was moving much more agilely, I felt pushed and dragged.  

"You will always be nervous to run away, and it will not be easier than you think even if you try to aim at the side with quick movements. Since I've already taken up space, I'll need a lot more movement to get back to the side."  

"i See."  

"Do not be swung over by your opponents, but proceed silently occupying your space. Then you can go at least half a half. Now, do the reverse of what I showed you."  

"Okay."  

Dalian, the map that followed, was more difficult than physical training in the morning, but Irene Pareira did not express any complaints.  

The same was true of Judith and Brad Lloyd.  

All three, under the guidance of Jet Frost, had an afflicted expression, but their hearts were very pleasant.  

Because I felt it. That they are growing. That it's getting stronger.  

'You did a good bet.'  

'Good thing. Meeting Jet Frost at Partizan... … .'  

'It wouldn't be an exaggeration to say it's good luck.'  

Jet Frost.  

He is a really great person.  

The three's respect for the 101st prosecutor grew more and more day by day.  

Of course, they weren't the only ones who liked them.  

Jet Frost, too, was feeling more than bold as he watched young people tirelessly following his guidance.  

'… … I'm so sorry to even write the expression of genius.'  

They are not simply talented juniors.  

With a willingness far beyond that talent, the culprit is the guys who have made unimaginable efforts.  

I have only seen it for ten days, but I can tell.  

They are both geniuses and'geniuses of effort'.  

'… … I keep coming back and want to play.'  

Jet Frost's forehead has deep wrinkles.  

So far is enough.  

They are already exerting enough devotion, and the three guys are also showing satisfaction with their attitude.  

But their passion.  

The flame of the heart.  

Their relentless efforts toward higher grounds kept piercing Jet Frost's heart.  

'… … Let me do my best too.'  

Twenty days have passed since I was stimulated by the three doing their best.  

Jet Frost made a decision.  

I don't know if I really qualify. That fact has made him hesitate so far.  

However, if you do not pour everything, finish the map at an appropriate level and break up... … I thought that the side would remain with even greater regret.  

'okay. Don't hesitate.'  

It could be presumptuous.  

But it's okay.  

As long as a talented junior can not follow the mistakes he has made, such shame can be endured enough.  

Jet Frost nodded and called Judith to finish the training.  

"Judith."  

"Yeah?"  

"I have some advice, so give me some time."  

"Well? Right now?"  

"You can wash, organize, and come slowly. I wait in the room."  

"I see."  

Judith quietly obeyed Jett.  

I was curious about the content of the advice, but the atmosphere was slightly different from the usual.  

That further stimulated her curiosity.  

The same was true of Iron and Brat.  

Even though I have told you something in the map so far, there has never been a case of asking for a separate request like this.  

Of course, that didn't mean that I would secretly eavesdrop on it.  

The two shrugged and finished their training, and they had dinner with the deacon Glenn, who had become close to each other.  

It was then that a loud sound came.  

"… … !"  

"Hmm."  

Judith's voice that anyone could know.  

After that, the sound of slamming the door coming in and leaving.  

Brat, frowning, arose from the seat, followed by Irene and Butler Glen.  

Quickly arriving at Jet Frost's room, they opened the door and went inside.  

"… … Well? Why is that?"  

Jet Frost was a casual face.  

However, Irene, the magician, knew.  

The bitterness and sadness in his eyes. And deep regret.  

No, it wasn't just that.  

The butler, who had been with the owner for a long time, and Brad, who was quicker than others, could notice that he was somewhere strange.  

Said Brat.  

"What happened with Judith?"  

"Ah, did you hear a sound? It wasn't much. Just making a funny joke… … ."  

"… … ."  

"… … okay. I wasn't kidding. I was instructive and said words that crossed the line."  

"No way. Judith's kid must have overreacted."  

"Not like that."  

Replied Jet Frost.  

The usual drowsy voice and boredom look.  

But again, something subtle was felt.  

Bratt asked again.  

"I'm sorry, but can you tell me what the teaching was?"  

"I have no intention of doing that."  

Jet closed his eyes.  

The attitude that there is nothing more to say.  

It was the same as saying that everyone should go out.  

The butler, who was watching the situation quietly, tried to step back quietly, and Irene also looked at him and tried to leave the room.  

But Brat didn't.  

With something out of his arms, he hurried forward and sat across from Jet Frost.  

Then, I put things on the table to make a thumping sound.  

"It is a honey wine made from Seokcheong, an ambitious work of Kwanmin Hiram."  

"… … ."  

"Much more valuable than regular honeycomb honey. Seokcheong is a material that is difficult to obtain even for herbalists who shoot mountains every day."  

"… … How did you get it?"  

"There is a way. So are you going to eat it or not?"  

"… … Butler, bring me a cup of here."  

The bald butler shook his head and brought a glass.  

The butler who put four instead of two on the table naturally sat down, and Irene, who noticed again, also joined.  

The four cups were filled.  

To Jet, looking at the glass with a slightly embarrassing expression, said Brat.  

"Judith is very dirty-tempered."  

"… … ."  

"It's more than you can imagine. Not just dirty, but also stubborn. Rather than those of Chrono's seniors, if the lieutenant-lord thinks he's not his own, he doesn't follow it. It's a very crazy child. It's a child like a shit. Jellyfish floating in the sea would have better hair than a guy... … ."  

Judith's curse poured out endlessly from Bratt's mouth.  

If left as it is, it was long and persistent as if it was dawn and it wouldn't end until morning.  

Iron, the butler, and even Jet Frost, who was holding the weight, looked at the blue-haired young man with embarrassing expressions.  

Likewise, when everyone's eyes gathered, Brat stopped swearing.  

And he continued talking again.  

"Maybe Jet Frost gave him a lesson that would hurt his pride, right?"  

"… … That's the way it is."  

"I would not know if I was inclusive and good-natured in everything, the stubborn Judith guy would not hear that."  

"… … ."  

"But there is a way to make even those who are dirty with such self-esteem listen. As a Judith expert, I endorse it. Right away… … ."  

"Right away?"  

"I just need to grow through that teaching first."  

"… … ."  

"Then he'll get angry and his clothes will burst and die, or he'll try to digest that enlightenment before he dies. Because I hate losing rather than dying."  

Jet Frost and Glenn the butler also looked stupid.  

But Airnman nodded.  

Brad was right. Judith, whom he knows, was such a man.  

"So, let's talk. Wasn't that the advice you gave because you were worried about Judith, or hoping that Judith could do better?"  

"… … ."  

"That advice, I will listen first and digest it well. so… … ."  

Can't you tell me now?  

At the words of Brad Lloyd's power, Jet Frost was still there for a while.  

The atmosphere in the room became heavier.  

With everyone lowering their heads a bit, only Brat's gaze turned towards Jet Frost.  

Was it that I couldn't stand that look?  

Whoo, Jet sighed and drank honey wine made of Seokcheong.  

He lowered the glass with a thumping sound and raised his head.  

"Before talking about Judith, let's take a moment from my story."  

Everyone nodded at Jet Frost's words.  
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Jet Frost has been fond of swords since childhood.  

This is because the heroes of the fairy tale that my mother told me before I went to bed, and the great men in the history that I learned while getting a little thicker, all used swords.  

The demons and minds that drove the entire continent into fear!  

The heroes who cut all such bad guys with a single sword!  

I longed for their appearance and wanted to be like them.  

Thus, Jet Frost stepped into the world of swords and developed his skills at a terrifying pace.  

In a way, it was natural.  

Frost was a renowned man who had produced outstanding prosecutors from generation to generation, and Jett's talent was unrivaled among those of that wonderful family.  

The two- and four-year-old brothers were talented enough to lose their motivation, so there was no need for further explanation.  

In addition to that, the passion and interest in the sword pierced the sky, and rumors about him became widespread as time passed.  

"It was the most enjoyable time."  

Jet Frost continued to talk with a bitter smile.  

Five years after holding the sword.  

It was praised for being the best among the neighboring provinces.  

It didn't matter anything like that. Jet wields his sword happily.  

10 years after holding the sword.  

Rumors of the kingdom's greatest talent have been heard everywhere.  

I still didn't care. I wasn't holding the sword because of that.  

15 years since I held the sword.  

At an early age, he reached the level of expert. He received an offer to join the Knights Corps from one of the five western kingdoms.  

It was from then. The story of Jet Frost began to spread beyond the kingdom to the entire west and continent.  

When talking about the young prosecutors who will be in charge of the next generation, his name was mentioned without exception.  

It was the same when someone discussing the timbers who will become Swordmasters at any time.  

Even though he is 22 years old, Jet Frost has grown into a tycoon capable of telling stories around the world.  

It was from then.  

What made him completely unable to focus on the sword.  

"gradually… … Little by little, other competitors started to bother."  

It was true.  

Jet Frost was the best until he was 22 years old.  

It was an act of disrespect to have someone in front of him with a talent that he would not be able to face in the kingdom.  

However, from the moment when the stage changed to the entire continent, not the kingdom, he could not be the best.  

One of the best talents.  

Maybe slightly below that.  

It started to shake Jet Frost.  

'Jet Frost? He's a great young man. But isn't it a bit lacking compared to the great swordsmanship of the 5 kingdoms?'  

'Are they similar? No, it's definitely not the best though. The chief of the Chrono Swordsman, the young man is really amazing... … .'  

Those who smack themselves.  

'What bullshit! How great is Jet Frost!'  

'So. Without knowing it properly, he crushed him saying he wasn't from the 5th kingdom... … .'  

'Maybe you will regret it later? If Jet Frost's talent is, he will unconditionally rise to the level of Swordmaster in his early 40s, or before that!'  

On the contrary, those who lean on themselves.  

Thousands of horses gathered, mingled, reconstituted and struck the Frost family.  

No one was unaffected.  

From the lowest to the highest in the family, they began to focus on Jet Frost's actions and growth, which was also a tremendous pressure on the person concerned.  

You get to know the names of competitors you don't want to know.  

Knowing the achievements of competitors you don't want to know.  

Being affected without knowing it. To mourn or rejoice at someone else's sword, not your own.  

Thus, Jet Frost began to practice swords with a different feeling than before, and his first joyful mind gradually disappeared like dandelion seeds flying in the wind.  

"Of course, that stimulation wasn't just bad. It was helpful enough. The reason I got the title of 101st prosecutor at the early age of 35 may have been because of the hard work I had through competition. I won't deny it."  

"… … ."  

"But that was the limit."  

It wasn't fun anymore.  

I wasn't happy anymore.  

The stimulus through competition was not forever, but rather was eating up all over one's mind.  

It wasn't until 5 years after I reached the end of the Expert, and when I couldn't ascend the Sword Master even after 10 years, I finally realized.  

That it is no longer enjoyable to practice swords.  

Thus, Jet Frost gave up on his journey as a master and settled in the corner of Partizan.  

"Comparison, competition, and the desire to compete… … Not bad. If you use those hot feelings properly and in moderation, nothing will help you grow better."  

"… … ."  

"But the problem is that the word'properly' is not used in competition. It's because there's more top on top, and even more top on top. Those who are buried in the struggle have no choice but to continue the painful fight until they become the best. To beat forward in the race, you become impatient, overwhelmed, and have no choice but to use more than your own abilities. And… … ."  

Jet Frost raised his hand to point to Iron Pareira and Brad Lloyd.  

"If you have geniuses like you by your side, that impatience gets worse."  

"… … ."  

"I spoke in the sense of being wary of it. Do not focus on the comparison and competition with others, but look for a beginner. The pleasure of lifting the sword for the first time, and focusing on it is a way that is much more helpful in the long run. I said that in that way... … It seems to have been counterproductive."  

Whoo, he sighed and drank honey again.  

Looking at it, Irene only understood why Judith was angry.  

No matter how much you say it, Jet Frost's words are bound to hurt Judith's pride.  

Strictly speaking, doesn't it mean that she, who lacks talent compared to herself and Brat, is showing an unreasonable appearance because of her desire to compete?  

'If it's Judith and not the other person, you'll have to have a seizure at those words.'  

Iron's expression hardened.  

I've never thought about the idea that Judith's talent is inferior to him.  

Perhaps Judith himself didn't think so.  

However, if a skilled person like Jet Frost said that, he would have no choice but to be concerned.  

No matter how good the intention was.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

There was silence.  

Neither Brad, Irene, nor the bald butler opened their mouths.  

The same was true of Jet Frost, who constantly spoke. All of them were looking at one place.  

At the beginning of the story, Judith quietly entered the room.  

She was facing the jet in a much calmer atmosphere than she thought.  

"First of all, I'm sorry."  

"… … ."  

"I knew you didn't mean to ignore me. Well, that these kids are better than me, they are like dogs, but I admit. It is true that we are trying hard to catch up with it. But you know what?"  

"… … What do you mean?"  

"I wasn't having fun with my sword."  

"… … ."  

"To survive, not to die, I lifted my sword."  

Shortly thereafter, Judith's mouth ran out of his childhood story.  

* * *  

As everyone knows, Judith was a child when he was young.  

At the age of seven, she fell into the slums of the coastal city of Pavar, and had to do anything to survive.  

No, it wasn't enough just to do it.  

Whatever you do, you have to be'good' than others to survive.  

'These dogs! They give you a safe place to sleep and even protect you from other gangsters, but this is the only thing you earn? There's no food for a baby who can't fill the quota!'  

In order to eat one meal a day, the boss who reaped himself had to pay a satisfactory reward, and to fill it, he had to beg better than others.  

Judith studied how to live the compassion of passers-by in order to survive, and when other orphans starved to death, he was able to safely eat half of the black bread.  

Of course, that wasn't enough.  

As he got older, the captain's greed grew more and more, and Judith, who was unable to pay repayment just by begging, started pickpocketing.  

Fortunately, Judith, at a young age, also had a good understanding of dealing with the body.  

With her age-appropriate hand skills, she was able to skillfully shake off passers-by's money, and while paying a reward, she was able to spend a much more abundant day than when begging.  

No, I thought I could.  

'What, this cub! You were holding money!'  

'Without knowing the grace that gave me sleep and feeding… … !'  

A month after things got better with the pickpocket he got used to, Judith's pockets became slim again.  

Beating herself up, she stared at the fan boss and her subordinates, and she fell down.  

I didn't want to live like this.  

I didn't even want to leave it like that.  

It was for that reason that Judith raised his sword.  

"Of course, there was no proper kendo, no proper teacher."  

It was natural.  

Every day in the slums, I'm scraping my life. How could a girl have a sword?  

How could you have a teacher?  

She picked up a moderately straight branch and trained her sword, and every time the rough men on the coast sometimes fought, she captured it in her eyes.  

Occasionally, when a wandering knight or a swordsman's prosecutor boasted of his sword, he tried to imitate their movements, calming the heart beating with unexpected luck.  

And thought.  

Someday, I will kill all the captains and subordinates with this sword.  

Someday, even wandering knights demonstrating swordsmanship as if they were up there, would become an excellent prosecutor to the point of seeing from underneath.  

He said he would have such a great skill that no one could see himself from the commoners, the orphans, and the slums below.  

Her peers in the slums giggled and teased her, but Judith did not stop.  

I eagerly swung my sword while others were sitting helpless.  

When others were sleeping in tiredness, he swung his sword like crazy.  

The same was true when the captain took money from the kids' noses and was drunk.  

I lived harder than my peers, more than the boss, and worked harder than anyone else.  

After a few years, I turned 12.  

Judith's wooden sword smashed the captain's head.  

It was a big surprise for everyone in the slums.  

"If I had no luck, I would have died there too… … Still, he wasn't without luck, he was the one who examined him, no, he's a senior now. I was able to survive like this thanks to my seniors taking me away."  

"… … ."  

"But I still can't forget that time."  

Even when he was saved by the hands of a Krono Swordsman, and even when he became a prospective trainee of Krono.  

Judith did not forget what happened at the time.  

If you don't move more busy than others, you will starve.  

Hell is trampled to die if you cannot grow stronger than others.  

For her, it was competition and defeat.  

"Of course I like swords now. Even a small enlightenment makes me feel better, and even a small growth can lift my mouth. It must have been a test without even knowing it."  

"… … ."  

"But that's not what my first intentions are. My first intention is... … It's a competition."  

And competition for me.  

Win or lose is a matter directly related to survival.  

Judith, who had spoken so far, was agitated for a while.  

Everyone waited for her to breathe deeply, as if her emotions were full.  

In time, the following words came out of Judith's mouth.  

"You will find it. It will be overwhelming. If I can defeat the guys who are better than me because it is too much and I can go ahead without losing... … ."  

"… … ."  

"The degree of suffering in the process, I can endure as much as I can."  

As if to himself, Judith concluded with a strong tone.  

As she stared at Jet Frost, a volcanic energy shook her eyes.  

Irene Pareira held his breath and watched it.  

He gazed at Judith's flame, which was much more intense than himself.  
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    37. A man named Judith (3)  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

A room in which silence, as quiet as darkness, has settled.  

Everyone who heard of Judith's past had no choice but to look firm.  

Brat Lloyd, Irene Farray, an unfortunate childhood that can't even be imagined.  

It was true that nobles who have been cared for by many since birth cannot even say words of consolation.  

Even though Glenn's deacon was the same commoner, even he couldn't say anything.  

Heavy atmosphere in which each other sees each other's eyes.  

The first to awaken the eternal silence was Jet Frost, who calmly received Judith's hot eyes.  

"Thank you."  

"… … ?"  

Judith made an expression that he did not understand English.  

I thought I would say sorry.  

Of course he never has to be sorry, so there's no need to do that, I just think it's like this... … It was she who was preparing such an answer.  

I had no idea that the thank you story would come out like now.  

But Jet Frost was serious.  

A serious look, he said, looking straight into Judith's eyes.  

"When I was younger than you, there was a time when I thought there was only one way to the ultimate sword. It was when I tasted it in the midst of a quick sword. Whether it's a heavy heavy sword, an ever-changing sword, or anything else, I thought that speed was the highest peak of swordsmanship."  

"… … ."  

"Of course I don't think so now. The important thing is the one who uses swordsmanship, because I later realized that it wasn't. Where is the royal road in walking the path of the sword? It's all you have to do is walk the path you think is right. By the way, even though I know that... … ."  

Jet Frost continued with a smile mixed with blood and self-help.  

"… … You made the same mistake again. You reminded me of it."  

"… … ."  

"That's why I said thank you."  

There is no fixed answer for ascending to the ultimate level that exists only in the expert, the master, and even the utopia. They just have their own way.  

The same is true of overcoming one's gimma.  

Like Jet Frost, it is right to think of the pain of competition as unnecessary, and to focus purely on the sword itself.  

If you can find your true self, that is the answer.  

That doesn't mean Judith's method is wrong.  

We fully recognize the pain of competition and the bitterness of defeat, and we are determined to endure it.  

Even if the flame of excessive fighting spirit burns oneself, it can also be the correct answer if he does not lose himself by overcoming it in the end.  

Jet Frost realized once again.  

There is not only one way to overcome.  

He said.  

"I don't think my way is wrong."  

"… … ."  

"But your way wasn't wrong either. If I could get through it, that would be the best way. I was ugly, I couldn't stand the pressure and collapsed... … On the contrary, I think you could become stronger."  

"Absolutely. I've been living that way until now. As you can see, it's absolutely impossible to catch up with these crazy guys."  

"Haha, that's right too. Butler, bring it out."  

"that… … Are you talking?"  

Glenn, the bald butler, asked back with a startled expression.  

Jet Frost nodded, and the butler stood up with a serious face.  

Then he pulled out a bottle and glasses from the glass case in the corner.  

At first glance, it was alcohol, but the moment he put it down on the table, Brad Lloyd cried.  

"30 years of Loabor!"  

"what. Do you know alcohol?"  

"Everybody knows. I think I was talking about Cubar and this whiskey for an hour."  

I'm going to see this here... … .  

Seeing him muttering with excitement, neither Judith nor Airn was embarrassed.  

It wasn't Jet Frost. He laughed and opened the cap and poured the liquor into five glasses.  

'I think I poured 1.5 times more in my cup... … .'  

Bratt muttered inside, but didn't speak out. Isn't Jet Frost the owner of alcohol anyway?  

Rather, his gaze stayed on Judith's side longer.  

This is because her cup contained more alcohol than others.  

'Shall we ask to change it for mine?'  

Bratt, who was worried for a while, decided not to do that.  

The atmosphere was so serious. I was serious about myself, but I didn't think others would think so.  

Of course, no one was able to count his anguish.  

Judith, Irene, and Glenn's butler, said Jet Frost.  

"Once again, thank you. The thing that reminded me that I was trapped in my narrow vision, that I was dying after losing my motivation, aroused a new stimulus... … It's all thanks to you. Especially, Judith, I want to say thank you to you."  

"Well, I'm glad it helps. I was also grateful for the good teaching. Thank you for the remaining 10 days."  

"okay. Even though the atmosphere went badly for a while because of my short thoughts... … Still, if the end is good, I hope that everything is good, and all the bad moods with the current drinking party are blown away, and I wish to end the day with only the good parts in my heart. Now, listen to the glasses!"  

Jet Frost said boldly.  

All he had to drink was two or three glasses of honey, but his face was already red.  

As if I was drunk in the atmosphere, my emotions also felt deep.  

The same was true of Glenn Butler.  

He's been serving Jet Frost for decades, but it's been a long time since he's been so energetic.  

He, too, raised the glass with an excited face, followed by Iron and Brat.  

Then Judith put his hand on the glass one beat late.  

Eventually, five glasses collided, and everyone took a drink to their mouth with joyful faces.  

Except for Judith.  

'… … It looks like 100% strong alcohol.'  

Judith, looking at the glass with shaking eyes, glanced around.  

Jet Frost, Glenn Butler, Irene, and even Brat, famous for the booze century, were frowning.  

The embarrassing memory of the day I first met Cubar and Lulu automatically came to mind.  

But I couldn't drink it.  

The atmosphere was like that.  

'… … It will be okay if you only drink one drink.'  

It's okay, about this.  

Judith, having a firm heart, emptied the 30 years of Loabor, which had been filled to the end of the cup.  

Jet Frost looked at it happily, and Brad Lloyd looked sad.  

I thought that 30 years of Loabor was too precious to give to a child who doesn't know the taste of alcohol properly.  

'It's still about one drink... … I won't drink more. I've been doing something before.'  

But, Brad didn't know.  

In the 30 years of Loabor approaching 60 degrees, there was enough to get Judith intoxicated with just one cup of it, as well as Jet Frost's heart.  

"Five? It's strong, but it tastes better than I thought?"  

"… … !"  

Judith, drunk, turns into a monster who doesn't know the word temperance.  

"Hey, stop you… … ."  

"Stop what! Can I drink more?"  

"haha! There is nothing that can't be done. I brought it out in the first place with the intention of emptying it all. Now, have another drink!"  

"Hey, thank you! Big... … that's interesting. It's definitely very strong, but it's delicious. Brett, try drinking more. You like alcohol."  

"… … ."  

Brad and Irene exchanged eyes.  

I wanted to dry it.  

But I couldn't dry it.  

Just as Judith couldn't refuse the first drink because of the atmosphere, they too couldn't say to drink in moderation in the current atmosphere.  

Jet, butler Glen, and Judith were already excited.  

Of course, their fun time shattered in about an hour.  

"Fuck… … ."  

"… … ."  

"I'm going to kill it… … Kill them all, those motherfuckers... … ."  

"Judith, are you okay? I think I'm drunk a lot... … ."  

"Oh, Irene! Are you worried about this sister? Hehheh, hehhehheh... … Uh, but why do you go back and forth like this? uh? Even the butler... … But, deacon, when did you start balding?"  

"… … ."  

"… … Oh, I'm sleepy."  

He swears at random, laughs like a crazy person, and suddenly pours out his words and falls asleep without a chance to get angry.  

"I'm glad it's not too salty though."  

"Are you crying here?"  

"Yes. Last time it was."  

"… … I would have adjusted it."  

"That's right."  

Jet Frost shakes his head as he sees Judith fainted, and Brad Lloyd kicks his tongue.  

Butler Glenn takes Judith to the bedroom with a hurt expression.  

In that chaotic atmosphere, Irene Fareira smiled vaguely.  

It wasn't just good things, but sometimes I thought that days like this weren't bad either.  

* * *  

The day after the drinking party, which was embarrassing to some and tired to some.  

The three prosecutors and one teacher continued their training as if nothing had happened.  

Rather, it was more fierce than before and continued day by day with a dense schedule.  

The same was true of Iron Fareira.  

The protagonists of that day were Jet Frost and Judith, but he also felt quite a bit.  

'Fear of defeat and overcoming... … .'  

This is something I haven't thought deeply about.  

To have a spirit of struggle means to be desperate for victory.  

It is that through stimulation, greater motivation and strength can be drawn.  

However, if you think about it on the contrary, it also means that you are afraid of defeat and that you are afraid of falling behind.  

How ugly the being buried in such feelings has become, how badly it collapses... … I also experienced it through Charlotte and Victor.  

'In some way, you have to be someone who can overcome the fear of competition.'  

Like Jet Frost, escape from the competition and focus on your own sword.  

To be a solid person who can withstand any competition like Judith.  

We don't yet know which one is your way. Maybe you will walk another path.  

Of course, there is no need to make hasty decisions.  

Because the trip is not over yet.  

'If you accumulate more experience, you will soon be able to find my sword.'  

Irene, who was firmly determined, also did his best for ten days of training, and with a happy face, he was farewell to Jet Frost.  

Unlike before, there was no alcohol on the table this time.  

Instead, delicious food and beverages, as well as Lulu, Cubar, and Hyram drenches, which have not been together before, were present.  

It was a good time.  

Likewise, in a fuzzy and chatty atmosphere, Jet Frost asked the Irene group.  

"You guys, have you decided where to go next? Oh, did you say you were going to the tomb of a good-blooded demon?"  

"Yes."  

The good-blooded demon.  

It was a disaster that appeared long before 400 years when the Dragon King appeared, and was a devil ended up by an old hero whose name is now forgotten.  

There is a legend that a body split in half by a hero turned into two hills, and a river flowed instead of blood in the place of the deep sword mark.  

"Actually, there are many prosecutors who have come to enlightenment... … There is no reason not to go. It's also a week away."  

"Hmm. Right. But don't you have to go now?"  

"… … right?"  

"If so, I recommend stopping by somewhere else than there. Have you ever heard of a land of proof?"  

"Ah… … ."  

At the same time, the group of Airen nodded.  

Of course I knew.  

Isn't it the land of proof of the gladiator that the Khalid Kingdom, one of the five western kingdoms, is proud of?  

They also set aside for a visit someday, but the distance was so far that they had to be put off for a later time.  

But there must be a reason why Jet Frost spoke first.  

Bratt asked about him, and Jett replied happily.  

"Because there is someone there who can't stand it and run right away if you hear it. Some say that since she came, the level of the proof land itself has risen tremendously. Hearing rumors, it was said that all of the nearby talented people moved there."  

"… … ."  

A person came to mind at the same time in the minds of Irene Fareira, Judith, and Brad Lloyd.  

The person who defeated them all.  

Nevertheless, he did not remain in the swordsman, but went out of the world to pioneer his own path.  

From Jet Frost's mouth, her name flowed out.  

"Ilia Lindsay… … She is now the champion of the Proven Land."  

With the surprising fact that the Lindsay family's virtuoso conquered the Land of Proof.  
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    38. Ilya Lindsay (1)  

The day after a healthy farewell party, where even beer can't be found in alcohol.  

Airn's party left Partizan early in the morning.  

Jet Frost, Glenn Butler, and Hyram Kwan-ju sent them off as they rode in the wagon.  

"Hi! Next time, let's cuddle and play together!"  

"It's a pity that we couldn't be together for a drink. I will come again next time."  

"I learned a lot."  

"I learned a lot too! really!"  

"I will visit again. Be healthy."  

Three prosecutors, a cat, and an orc disappear with a cloud of dust after saying their final greetings with a bright expression.  

Jet Frost looked at them for a long time. Until it becomes a dot and disappears.  

"The good juniors are gone."  

"… … okay."  

They were really good juniors.  

Jet nodded and answered Hyram.  

At first, they thought it was only annoying, but from a certain point, they found themselves immersed in their growth and passion.  

Rather, he learned later.  

In a short period of time, he realized what he had not been able to obtain even though he had been fighting dozens of times over the past five years.  

'It feels like something broke the wall.'  

"I have to practice swordsmanship after a long time."  

Jet Frost spits out and spins a new model.  

Seeing him like that, Deacon Glenn and the commander of the swordsman of Hyram made a happy expression.  

It felt good to see the sleeping dragon, who had been crouching for a long time, awakened.  

Finally, Hyram thought, who confirmed the side where the Airn and the group had left.  

'Ilia Lindsay... … A genius who hears the sound of the greatest talent ever, comparable to Egnet.'  

The brilliance is so brilliant that most people are such a great figure that it is burdensome to even approach them.  

They will stand.  

No, it can be used as a catalyst for growth beyond endurance.  

'I hope you keep the promise of coming back again.'  

It was a common idea of ​​not only Hyram, but the three prosecutors.  

* * *  

Dagdak Dagdak  

The wagons moved along well-maintained roads.  

It was a movement filled with excitement and excitement from the three prosecutors riding in the carriage at a faster rate than usual.  

Among them, Irene Fareira was feeling the hottest emotion.  

He closed his eyes quietly and thought of his friend Ilya Lindsay.  

'The first person who came to me who was a loner.'  

At the time, Irene was really alone and separated.  

When rumors of indolent Young master were added to the physical fitness test with poor grades, all of Krono's children had treated themselves as nobody.  

Even Judith and Brad Lloyd did that at first.  

However, Ilyaman helped and guided her without prejudice.  

She was the first relationship that Irene had made outside of his family.  

'Looking at it, Ilia's virtues were great that I had the heart to come to the continent.'  

I still remember.  

The last thing she said when she spoke about Ignet after the final evaluation.  

'Don't answer me wrong. Don't relax. more… … Work harder Otherwise, it will open up the gap in an instant.'  

Mentioning Ignet, who is considered the greatest genius of all time.  

She speaks of her tremendous ambition to be someone who can stand up to her.  

The self-check that followed immediately afterwards was a great stimulus for the boy who thought he was nothing.  

I did.  

Although he didn't realize it at the time, Ilya Lindsay was a benefactor who helped him feel the spirit of improvement and struggle.  

'I'm going to see Ilya Lindsay now.'  

Already, my heart was thrilled.  

Even if you drive a wagon at a high speed, it takes nearly 20 days for a long distance, but it's hard to control the feeling of wanting to meet.  

My heart was pounding as much as when I accidentally ran into Judith and Brad Lloyd.  

Likewise, it was when I was thinking of old memories with Ilya in a different feeling.  

"Hey."  

"… … ."  

"Hey, hey."  

"… … ."  

"Hey hey hey."  

"why!"  

At the voice of Brat singing Yeon-Shin Judith, Irene and Lulu, who had been practicing witchcraft, also opened their eyes.  

After staring at each of them, Brat turned to Judith again with a polite, expressionless face.  

And asked.  

"Are you bothered?"  

"What? What, what... … no it's not?"  

"You're nervous. When I see you deny what you mean without hearing it."  

"… … ."  

"Hey, Brett, what are you talking about?"  

Irene asked with a curious expression, and Brat nodded and opened his mouth.  

"You must have been sucked into the world of witchcraft right away, so you may not have heard of it."  

"uh?"  

"Do you remember that before? What this guy just said to Ilya Lindsay."  

"Ah… … Huh."  

Iron nodded.  

At the time, he was in the midst of a man's sword, but there is no way he knows about the incident.  

The confrontation between Ilya and Judith & Brat was a hot topic that even the teaching assistants showed interest.  

But wasn't that well resolved in the process of Ilya leaving the Swordsman?  

'I don't think it's something to worry about until now, after nearly six years… … .'  

I thought so for a while.  

After hearing the story of Brat, Irene had no choice but to harden his face.  

As soon as Ilya Lindsay returns to the family, she encounters a secret.  

Whether it is disappearance or death, it is a sad and sad story that has not yet been concluded.  

And even the sick, bitter, and harsh rumors of the people who followed the incident.  

It was an event that wouldn't be strange even if my heart broke.  

It was even more so for Irene, who blew up the entire childhood due to the death of his mother.  

"… … Well, you're not going to see this word to say that you are a bad cub. "  

In an atmosphere that was heavier than before, Brad Lloyd cleared his throat and continued.  

"I fully understand that you will be more burdened with a bad incident by chance. But you don't have to be like that for the whole 20 days with a poop look. I just wanted to say that."  

"… … ."  

"You and Ilya received a platinum plaque from Lindsay, right? Even I, who joined the noble bloodline of the Lloyds, didn't get it. Thinking about it, you're angry. Dare you filter me and give platinum plaques to these two guys only?"  

"Bitch, at that time, you were squeezing and going back home."  

"It wasn't salty."  

"Fuck. I know that I would have been crying, blowing, and raging when I go home. Then my parents kicked their ass, so they reluctantly returned to the swordsman."  

"… … All right, and that's really important from here."  

Brad Lloyd laid his voice.  

Still, he showed the dignity of a nobleman, and he had a voice spreading while saying something, so there was a deep sound like a cave.  

Naturally, attention was focused on his next words, and Brat, who was making a serious expression, immediately spoke.  

"The reason we go to see Ilya Lindsay is also the reason we are going to see the good old motives… … It means that it is also because of the desire for the snow five and a half years ago."  

"… … !"  

Judith, whose eyes slightly widened, quickly bite his lower lip. In an instant, an angry expression, she nodded.  

Brad was right.  

She wasn't going to see Ilya to hold hands, hug, and chat.  

Of course, that wasn't bad either, but the most important thing was to compete with him and his sword.  

It was to repay the defeat in the final evaluation.  

"No need to worry. Ilya is the champion of the land of proof. It's a shame for Sir Carl Lindsay, but... … I would have been swung over by that, and if I had collapsed, I would not have been able to get to that position."  

Brad's gaze turned slightly upward.  

Reminiscent of the existence that gave him an intense sense of defeat, he clenched his fists strongly.  

It would have grown tremendously.  

It must have become tremendously strong.  

Because he is a genius.  

Because you are one of the two people who taught you what your real talent is.  

still.  

"First of all, I should try my best to bump into it."  

"… … What's the best! I will never lose this time!"  

"no. It's hard to win in a cool way. Don't you know what level the Proof Land Champion is?"  

"No, this cub is a guy who goes to a bath ... … What are you doing, this?"  

"I was just talking in the sense of closing the gap in the past. To be cool, it will be difficult to win. It's a champion."  

"This kind of baby is ... … ."  

"I'm fighting again, tuk tuk tuk."  

Lulu shook his head as he looked at Judith and Brat struggling again.  

Then I fell in meditation again.  

Airn also turned his head with a bloody smile.  

I saw the scenery outside the carriage slowly passing by.  

To be honest, I was a little worried.  

He knew how painful and sad it was to lose a family and how much Ilia Lindsay cared for her brother, Carl Lindsay.  

The words I had heard before also disturbed my head.  

The land of proof.  

The place that Ilya used to aim for, but said she would no longer be obsessed with it.  

'… … It must not have been for that reason.'  

Ilya Lindsay, Karl Lindsay, Ignet Cresencia.  

Irene, who thought of the three characters for a moment, closed his eyes like Lulu.  

She will be fine.  

It would have been nice to get rid of the pain of the past. You will be able to reunite with a smile.  

Because Jericho was ugly himself.  

After organizing his thoughts, Irene began to practice simsang.  

* * *  

On the 19th day after leaving Partizan, Airn and the group safely arrived in Eisenmarkt, a city in the Khalid kingdom.  

As a city famous as a gladiator, I could see a huge number of prosecutors going in and out of the city gate.  

Of course, there were many ordinary people, and there were many merchants.  

"There are a lot of people who seem to have a lot of money."  

"On the other hand, there seem to be a lot of beggars… … ."  

"haha. I have no choice but to do that. There are numerous gladiator arenas besides the land of proof. Betting and gambling are bound to prevail."  

Judith nodded at Cubar's elaborate explanation.  

When I was younger, I saw similar people.  

I used to scream whale whales and then they were kicked out by the wind in their underwear.  

'It seems that there were some people whose hands were crushed... … .'  

Of course, it is not known whether the gamblers' hands are crushed or whether they become naked without even protecting their underwear.  

They didn't come here to bet.  

'I came to fight!'  

Of course, just because you want to fight doesn't mean you can fight right away.  

It seemed that it took quite a while to register a name in the land of proof as I heard a rough explanation while coming.  

So what can they do right now?  

naturally… … .  

"Shall we take a look at the champion's skills?"  

Everyone nodded at Judith's words.  

I couldn't help but wonder.  

It's rumored that Ilya Lindsay is great, just open her ears and you can hear the scab sitting, but it was still a mystery of how well she was.  

Of course, there aren't any championship games every day... … .  

"Dearest Sahib! New to Eisenmarkt? Have you ever come to watch a gladiator? The best match is going to be happening at 4pm today, so don't you want to watch it?"  

"If it's the best game… … ."  

"It's a match between Sir Ilya Lindsay, the champion of the Proven Lands, and Sir Cedric Cooper, the king-class, ranked second-place gladiator in the Proven Lands."  

"… … !"  

"FYI, it will be difficult to get anywhere. It has been sold out for a long time."  

Bratt looked at the party as he looked at his squatting grandfather laughing to see the yellow one.  

There was no reason to refuse. He said to Judith.  

"My money."  

"I? why me?"  

"You have a lot of money now. Don't eat it all the time, use it when you're like this."  

"… … I'll just pay it."  

Iron, who passed through between the two, paid for the scalpel.  

It was very expensive, but it wasn't the amount he was burdened with.  

I didn't think it was a scam.  

It was as far as Lulu, an excellent magician, looked at it with a sharp eye.  

So, Irene and the group got a chance to watch Ilya Lindsay's game safely, and went out for lunch with a slight excitement.  

It was from then on that everyone's expressions hardened.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

The story of Ilya Lindsay is heard all over the restaurant.  

It was inevitable to hear it.  

I couldn't help it unless I was deaf.  

The best prosecutors in Eisenmarkt compete for swords, so how can we not listen to him?  

However, the conversation that people were excited about, contained more shocking content than Irene, Judith, and Brat expected.  

"… … ."  

Even after eating, wandering the streets to find a suitable time, or when the time runs out and sits in a classy seat in the land of proof.  

The three prosecutors didn't say much.  

With sharply forged eyes, they watched the stage to see if what they heard was really true.  

After a short period of time, the match between Ilya Lindsay and Cedric Cooper began.  

At last they saw it.  

18 years old, even the expression of youthfulness is so young that the silver light was pulled out of the sword of a genius prosecutor.  

"… … Aura Sword."  

The champion of the land of proof.  

A title that is so great that even that glorious modifier fades away.  

Sword Master.  

Seeing Ilya Lindsay on the stage, the three prosecutors were forced to harden their expressions.  
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Wow... … .  

Ilya Lindsay's sword echoes a strange sound.  

No, not really. Because the distance between the audience and the stage was quite far.  

However, it seemed that I could hear a sword name in the ears of Brad Lloyd looking at the old motives.  

It seemed as if a brilliant silver ray of light was approaching my eyes little by little.  

Aura Sword.  

The best skill of the swordsman that only those who have reached the master's level can handle.  

A powerful ability that can cut anything and block anything, which can be seen as truly mythical heroes.  

'At that level… … Ilya went up?'  

"haha… … ."  

Brad Lloyd laughed. I couldn't say any other words because I was so frustrated.  

Ian Swordmaster, who was called a genius among geniuses, became a Swordmaster at the age of 25, and Ignet Cressensie, who was praised as the greatest genius of all time, became a master at the age of 20.  

And now Ilya Lindsay is 18 years old.  

'You are closing the gap?'  

Brat smiled bitterly.  

It was enough not to say more about how unreasonable it was.  

Of course, even his heart did not reach Judith's shock.  

"… … ."  

There was no facial expression on Judith's face looking at the stage.  

She opened her eyes and looked at the stage without moving.  

The place where the gaze is directed is the radiant rays of light expressed by Ilya Lindsay.  

As it moved smoothly and pressed against the opponent, she held her breath and watched.  

Ghastly  

Giving strength to the mouth as if the molars would break.  

Wow... …  

The fist is clenched so strongly that the nails penetrate the palm of the hand.  

Nevertheless, I didn't feel better.  

Is this feeling jealous, anger, or self-destruction? … Or even whether it was all there was no judgment.  

I thought it was worth trying.  

Over the past two months, he has grown at a terrifying pace.  

He improved his footwork by exchanging swordsmanship with Airn, and realized the grave of the stabbing through Jet Frost's guidance.  

I learned a lot about how to fight against an opponent stronger than myself.  

If you move forward with the intention of risking damage through momentum and anger, even against a prosecutor who has an advantage over yourself... … I thought there would be a 3-7 odds against Ilya Lindsay.  

It wasn't.  

Whooong!  

Whoo-!  

Ilya Lindsay's sword danced.  

A sword that flies lightly and falls heavy at some point.  

Opponent Cedric Cooper had no choice but to step back and step back.  

It was because the moment he hit the Aura Sword, his sword would be smashed.  

Ilya took advantage of that advantage.  

Little by little, they took up space, and little by little, they pressed the opponent. That made the other person nervous.  

"Haab!"  

In the end, Cedric Cooper, who couldn't stand it, took an offensive with a mindset of one shot, but Ilya was relaxed until the end.  

I don't know -!  

She avoided the stabbing with the side step and slid her sword lightly.  

Then the opponent's blade fell to the floor.  

The referee watching the fight from below the stage announced the result of the gladiator.  

"victor! Champion, Sir Ilya Lindsay!"  

"Wow ahhhhhh!"  

"Ilia Lindsay! Ilya Lindsay!"  

"I'm also a Sword Master! How to beat the Sword Master!"  

"right! Unless another Swordmaster is coming, it's impossible!"  

"Long live Ilya Lindsay, the youngest Swordmaster! hurray!"  

Before the presenter praised Ilya Lindsay for all sorts of Masses, there was a raging from the audience.  

I had to do that.  

It is not common to see the Swordmaster, even if it is a land of proof where good prosecutors gather.  

Moreover, she was a genius of the long-established Lindsay family, and she rewritten the history of the youngest Swordmaster, even a beautiful figure.  

Spectators kept saying her name for a long time even after Ilya Lindsay went down the stage without an interview and left the land of proof.  

And… … .  

In such excitement and heat, there were three people sitting in the dark.  

"… … I'll get up first."  

Judith, who got up from his seat, disappeared somewhere without looking back.  

Her last seen face had a complex expression, as if touched would cause all kinds of emotions to burst.  

It wasn't just her.  

Brad Lloyd, who sighed, also got up from his seat.  

He said.  

"I'll come for a walk too. Don't have to wait here. I will find the accommodation on my own and come back."  

His look was much better than Judith.  

However, I couldn't help it with a bitter smile on my lips.  

I stared at the back of Brat, moving away from Cubar and Lulu's eyes that they didn't know what to do.  

Then I turned my head and looked at the child who was still in place.  

"Irene."  

"… … ."  

"Irene, Irene!"  

"Ah! Yes, Cubar."  

"Are you okay? I don't look good... … ."  

"Are you okay, Irene?"  

"Ah… … ."  

Irene Fareira looks up and stares at Lulu and Cubar as if he's finally awakened.  

He hesitated for a moment, then opened his mouth after an ambiguous smile.  

"It's okay. It's rather good."  

"I like it?"  

"Yes. In fact, when I heard the story of Ilya's brother, I was very worried, but when I saw her becoming a master... … ."  

Irene, who continued talking with a smile, blurred the end of her words.  

His expression gradually faded. The tail of the mouth, which had been forcibly raised, went down little by little, and the face became hard again.  

In the end, he couldn't finish what he was saying, and he said something else.  

"I'm sorry, Cubar. I'm sorry, Lulu. I'm a little too... … I'll think about it and go back to my accommodation."  

Eventually, even Airn left the stadium, and the only two left, the cat enchantress and the Orc spirits.  

Cubar sighed and opened his mouth.  

"This, all three must have hurt my pride a lot."  

"… … ."  

Lulu did not respond to Cubar's words.  

With the usual playful glances all over, I just remembered the last appearance of Irene.  

'I don't think I'm doing that because of that… … .'  

I was worried, but there was nothing I could do to help you right now.  

Eventually, both of them left the land of proof without a word and went back to their accommodation.  

It felt like they were alone in the noisy festival.  

* * *  

After leaving the stadium, Irene Pareira walked around the streets of Eisenmarkt without intention.  

Is it because I fell in deep thoughts? He bumped into the shoulders countless times with pedestrians coming from the other side.  

"Bit, let's look ahead."  

"What are you doing? Keep your head straight up!"  

"Hey! You this child... … Well, that's it."  

A fight with a few people almost happened, but fortunately it didn't happen.  

It was thanks to Iron's eyes.  

In an empty atmosphere, like a gambler who lost his fortune, people patted their tongues past, and the blonde young man continued to walk the streets, thinking of his first friend.  

'Why?'  

Ilya Lindsay, who had seen it in five and a half years, looked really good.  

Isn't it?  

Breaking the record of Ignet's youngest Swordmaster that no one has ever been able to break, he wields his sword coolly in the cheers of countless people.  

She lived a life that was literally the romance of every prosecutor.  

By the way.  

Ilia Lindsay, who is so strong and so cool, that he should be.  

Iron felt only weak.  

It felt as if it would collapse right away.  

It was funny.  

In fact, Irene, feeling embarrassed, laughed out loud hahaha in the middle of the street.  

"hahahahahahahaha!"  

"what? That person... … ."  

"You must be crazy."  

"How much did you lose?"  

"Don't make eye contact. Let's avoid it."  

I heard pedestrians talking, but I didn't care.  

Irene, who took a step forward and sat on the bench in the corner, denied his thoughts so far.  

okay. No need to worry.  

The reason Ilya's expression looked bad is probably just because of the tension on the stage.  

Maybe just before the game, something trivial, but unpleasant, happened.  

No, maybe even the idea that you have a bad expression is your own misunderstanding.  

Her presence in a place called the "land of proof" that she previously mentioned may have made herself sensitive.  

Yeah, maybe it's just an overreaction.  

"Yes, that's right. I'm worried about it."  

Irene, who nodded, got up from the seat.  

There was no reason to be doing this. Rather, it was better to return to the dorm and wait for Judith and Brat.  

When I first heard that Ilya had risen to mastery, it wasn't because her pride was offended that he was spared.  

It was because he was considerate of the feelings of Brad and Judith.  

In particular, Judith's heart must have been hurt a lot.  

Irene walked toward the dorm, thinking of words to soothe her.  

I reversed the new model again.  

'… … no.'  

That shouldn't be.  

Exact basis? For sure reason?  

It doesn't matter anything like that.  

My feelings were telling me. Ilya Lindsay, now, was definitely strange.  

Sorry to Judith, but Ilya's condition seemed far worse than her condition.  

'The witchcraft's sense, especially the witchcraft's sense of a loved one, has a sharp corner that is equal to the prophecy.  

My sister Kirill Fareira's words came to my mind.  

Even the expression'intuition' is a sense of a conjurer that is so intense that it is colorless.  

And the heart for the precious person who makes it even sharper.  

Irene Fareira, who had thought so far, asked herself.  

Ilya Lindsay, is she precious to her?  

"… … For granted."  

Whoo, Airn sighed and raised his head. Concentrated gleaming in the eyes, where the confused feelings were lifted.  

I have to meet. Ilya Lindsay.  

How do I do that?  

As he looked around while worrying, a sign came into his eyes.  

A tavern and inn with the shape of the petals of Adonis engraved on it.  

'… … When Cubar gets information, he often hears stories like this.'  

Without hesitation, Irene went into the bar on the Adonis sign.  

Then, the eyes of the guests inside quickly turned to him.  

"… … ."  

I have felt a similar atmosphere before.  

It was in Alcantra, where the Chrono Swordsman was located.  

Perhaps, I thought that the people gathered here may also have the same interests.  

Or all of the same party.  

Whoo, Irene took a deep breath and walked towards the counter.  

Feeling similar to Alcantra. However, the atmosphere is much darker and harsher than that.  

However, I couldn't stop him that much.  

Arriving at the counter, Irene said politely.  

"This is my first time in Eisenmarkt, so I came in to ask questions. It's weak, but if you answer me, I'll pay you a monetary reward."  

"… … What?"  

"Where do I go to meet Ilya Lindsay, the Champion of the Proven Lands?"  

"Foo, fu ha ha ha ha ha!"  

"Kuhh, hahahahaha!"  

Laughter burst out here and there, terrifyingly for the question to end.  

It was expected. It was like that in Alcantra.  

It doesn't matter if it makes you laugh or not.  

If any of the people here show you kindness, then that's it.  

With such thoughts in mind, one of the things that got up from the seat came to Irene.  

He was a man with a long knife mark on his left cheek, and he said, groaning.  

"My child."  

"Why do you do that?"  

"Shall I make a bet with me?"  

"What are you betting on?"  

"From now on, one by one, one by one, in order, you'll be punching at each other's faces. Slap, Slap, Slap! If you exchange punches like that and say that you pass out or surrender, you lose. The one who stands up is to win."  

"… … ."  

"If you win, I'll take you to Ilya Lindsay's residence. Instead, if I win... … ."  

"good."  

"… … ?"  

Scar Man's eyebrows were frowned.  

You guys accept the bet without knowing what you're asking for?  

"… … What, good. The bet is accepted. Don't regret it. Because my demands are very tight."  

"Hahaha, like that! That kid is a very bad price! "  

"I do garbage too!"  

"Do it hard, kid!"  

"cheer up! Don't lose!"  

Customers sitting all over the pub cheered for Irene.  

Of course, it wasn't really cheering. Mocking came out of his expressions and speech.  

Of course, Irene didn't care.  

I'm just looking at the other person with cool, sunken eyes.  

Wheeik!  

Poop-!  

Unknowingly, the scar man's fist flew in.  

Irene's head turned to the side, and the man who blew his fists said with a big smile.  

"haha! Have you ever heard of home advantage? I'm sorry, but the order is me. The liquor I drank here alone exceeds 500, so maybe the owner will admit it. it is not so?"  

Seeing the guy giggling and asking for consent, some booed.  

And more people laughed loudly than that.  

But after a while, those laughter gradually disappeared.  

This is because Paraira, who was beaten by the fist of the Scar Man, straightened her posture.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

Slightly reddish skin.  

A blond young man with a face that can't find any difference other than that, as if he hadn't gone through anything.  

Coolly sunk.  

However, looking at his eyes, feeling the heat for some reason, the Scared Man swallowed his saliva.  

Shortly thereafter, Irene Pareira opened her mouth.  

"It's my turn now."  

Oops!  
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"Hook!"  

Quadangtang!  

The scar man who was struck by Iron Fareira's fist fell.  

It wasn't simply that he fell out of place, but was pushed to the point that it was close to the expression that it flew away, knocking down the tables and chairs around him.  

The onlookers who watched the bet at the splendid sight held their breath.  

Some even got up from their seats with startled faces.  

Of course, Irene didn't care.  

As he walked toward the scared man, he knelt on one knee.  

And said.  

"It's your turn."  

"… … ."  

"I know you didn't faint. wake up."  

"Huh, huh!"  

Scared by the cool voice in his ears, the man opened his eyes without his knowledge.  

Then, the expressionless blond young man's face came into my eyes.  

He stuttered, not knowing what to say.  

"Uh, uh, ah... … ."  

"Or would you surrender? if so… … ."  

It was the moment when I was about to say,'Would you please tell me where Ilya Lindsay is living?'  

I heard the sound of a chair being pushed to the floor from here and there. It was the sound of people waking up.  

Suddenly, seeing the men surrounding him, Irene also got up from his seat.  

"Fuck like this! Do you know what you have? "  

"Where does the crazy guy go? … I was so anxious to be thrown away."  

"It looks like he's a guy who was busy somewhere, but when he saw that, he was on a subject whose name was unknown… … Do you think this is a clumsy place like any other town?"  

In an instant, swear words and threats.  

Irene Pareira glanced through the bar with a still expressionless face.  

The premonition that wasn't good fits.  

All of the guests inside were people who were related to the Scar Man.  

No, before that, this place itself seemed to be the concept of a hideout for these guys.  

Nevertheless, the reason why Irene did not avoid this place was because of her heart.  

It didn't matter whether it was a dangerous place or a non-dangerous place as long as you could hear the story you wanted.  

To tell the truth, it didn't even feel too dangerous.  

'Oppa, don't go around in a stupid look when you're around.'  

Suddenly, I remembered what Kirill had said.  

Many people may argue because of their gentle appearance.  

Even for those people, try to get rid of it in moderation.  

It wasn't a very sympathetic story, but I decided to follow my sister's story for now.  

It seemed that it would be good for each other.  

After thinking, Airn moved his body.  

There were some who tried to stop him, but he couldn't move because of the unknown pressure.  

So the blond young man arrived in front of the man sitting on the chair.  

He was a big guy with a skull tattoo on the back of his hand.  

A moment of silence.  

A strange atmosphere formed between the two.  

Breaking through that atmosphere, Irene Fareira said, ``  

"Would you like to bet with me?"  

"… … !"  

"The rule is as before, by exchanging fists once. How is it? Obviously, what I want is the same."  

"This child... … ."  

The skull tattoo man who sat leisurely opened his mouth. It was a voice as if the beast was growling.  

The others were all shutting their mouths. Because he was the leader of this group.  

Of course, Irene knew this too. I could just know. It was a sense.  

And that feeling was telling me.  

This man is not his opponent.  

Iron opened his mouth again.  

This time, the momentum was raised strongly.  

Hwaahah-!  

"… … !"  

"If you don't want to bet, you don't have to. I don't want to fight. Once you have the information you want to know, you will quietly leave and never come back. I will also give you money."  

The atmosphere in the bar sank heavily.  

This time it wasn't because of the skull tattoo man.  

This is because the momentum of Iron Parreira spreading in all directions was strongly clamping down on all the men.  

The energy is so intense that even those who do not notice and those who have a dull sense can clearly know.  

It was when those who felt heavy pressure as if Taesan was coming over were staring at the blond young man in a cold sweat.  

The door of the pub opened wide with a rattling sound.  

And a handsome man with pointed ears came inside.  

"Who, what is it? It's really hot. Is it because of a lot of fire? Or is it because of the hot friendship between men?"  

"… … ."  

"Oh, it wasn't the mood to joke. Sorry. I apologize."  

The man who took off his hat politely bowed his head.  

I felt a little disgusting with the appearance, but there was no one who caught it.  

Even a man with pointed ears seemed to take it for granted.  

After saying goodbye, he approached Airn with a cheerful gait.  

And said this.  

"A prosecutor? What's your name?"  

"… … I'm Iron Fareira."  

"Iron Paraeira, Paraeira, Paraeira... … I don't think I'm from the West. I think it's my first time visiting Eisenmarkt."  

"It is."  

"Ah! Sorry. It was by no means a controversy. Don't get me wrong... … However, as you pass by, it seems that you have something curious about this place... … Oh, how I heard Nari's voice outside the door... … ."  

As he was talking, he pointed his finger at his ear.  

The pointed ears moved accordingly, and only then could Airn realize that the other person wasn't human.  

'It's an Elf!'  

Elf.  

It is a race that lives in the eastern part of the continent, and is characterized by a more beautiful appearance, sharp, bright ears, and slim body shape than ordinary people.  

It was known that there were less interactions with humans than Dwarves and Orcs, so we didn't care about it at all, but the man in front of us was certainly in the form of an elf.  

"Anyway, if you have any questions, please talk with me."  

"… … ."  

"If you're here, you'll only see the rough, and it's hard to get what you want. Whatever it is."  

"do you know that?"  

Asked Irene Fareira.  

In the midst of the strangely annoying attitude and facial expressions, the eyes alone felt quite honest, so I couldn't tell what kind of orientation they were.  

 Is it to hide the confusion?  

 His tone of speech also popped out more bluntly than usual.  

However, the elf smiled leisurely as if it was nothing, and then pulled out an identity card with a portrait of himself out of his arms and showed it.  

No, looking back, it wasn't a picture, it was a picture taken with magic tools.  

Under the photo of an elf smiling with white teeth exposed, his name, affiliation, and position were written.  

[Weekly Arena Chief Reporter, Hints]  

"Weekly Arena is the chief reporter, Hints, dealing with the news to be published in the weekly magazine. I know most of the events in Eisenmarkt, especially the gladiator. Maybe I can give you much more informative information than the people here... … ."  

"… … ."  

Irene rolled his head at the opponent's job he hadn't even thought of.  

Newspapers, and reporters.  

It was unfamiliar, but it wasn't my first word.  

A periodical publication designed to quickly and accurately deliver various news from society. And the person who reports the article to be put there.  

Of course, I have never read a newspaper, never met a reporter. I just knew there was such a thing.  

However, even such an Irene was aware of the fact that he would be tired when intertwined with a reporter.  

The problem was that I was so impatient that I couldn't even care about that.  

"Oops! I'm just saying... … I'm not hoping for something and I'm not doing this, please know."  

"… … ."  

"Of course, I am not doing this without any, really, no selfishness, but… … Haha, in order to effectively publicize your reputation anyway, you have to do an interview through anyone, so in the sense that you only remember a line of my name at that time... … ."  

Words of persuasion flowed smoothly from Hintz's mouth.  

Curiously, after opening my mouth for such a long time, no one was holding back.  

It wasn't because of the momentum he showed, but the elven reporter himself seemed to be a difficult person to touch.  

'I think I know a lot for sure.'  

Whoo, Airn sighed.  

I wasn't interested in fame or interviews at all.  

However, I thought that if I could solve my curiosity right now, I could pay for that much.  

He nodded, giving strength to his eyes and staring at hints.  

The Elf, feeling a strange pressure, pulled his head back, and a condition flowed out of Airn's mouth.  

"Do you know where Ilya Lindsay's abode is?"  

"… … Yes?"  

"I asked where I could see Ilya Lindsay, the champion and swordmaster of the Proven Lands."  

"… … ."  

Hearing Irene's words, a hint took a step back, or even a half step back.  

His face was still smiling. However, it was felt that the expression was hard enough to be understood by those who were quick to notice.  

To him, Irene Fareira once again said.  

"If you know, guide me. To Ilya Lindsay's residence."  

* * *  

'Is this really difficult?'  

Reporter Hintz sighed at the mysterious young man who was following him, Irene Pareira.  

When I first found him, I felt pretty good.  

It has to be.  

Basically, the people of Eisenmarkt are addicted to fighting and gambling, so the emergence of new powers is always welcome.  

The emergence of a young talented man who even he didn't know, who is thick with his life as a reporter for more than 15 years, could be said to be an interesting story in itself.  

Therefore, I was thinking of approaching it with a light heart, opening my face first, and gaining an edge in the interview competition that will be held later... … .  

'You said you were a crazy guy going straight to the champion.'  

Of course, it's not that I don't know where Ilya Lindsay's home is.  

Anyone who has lived here for a few months knows if it's a reporter or not.  

Yet, despite being in the position of a glorious champion, she morbidly hated exposure to the public.  

After some reporters were ripped off by an escort while trying to cover the Lindsay family's maiden, Hintz completely erased the idea of ​​meeting the champion.  

It was because I had no intention of clinging to something less than 0.01 percent of the chances of meeting.  

'… … Even if the lord of Eisenmarkt visits, there is no way we can meet him in the yard where he returns.'  

Huh, another little sigh thought hints.  

After giving this gentle, crazy young man a place to stay, he said that he should quickly run away.  

He said that he might be condemned to himself after being together for nothing.  

Of course, the race will not persecute another person severely... … .  

'But you don't need to scrape to make a swell.'  

While thinking about that, the two arrived in front of a large mansion.  

Overall, it was one of the most elegant places in Eisenmarkt, where there are many crude buildings, but there was a man who seemed to be a gatekeeper standing in front of the gate.  

Hintz pointed at him in a useless graceful manner.  

"That's where the champions stay."  

"… … i See. Thank you."  

"Haha, what is it? Glad it was helpful. Then I... … Ah! Weekly Arena hints, hints! Don't forget, I'll really go."  

"… … ."  

Seeing Airen, who said hello without a word, walked to the gate, Hintz turned the new model without regret.  

As I pledged before, there was no need to remain here.  

Rather, a prospect was seen in the northern plaza, and it would be better to dig there.  

However, such thoughts disappeared as if washed away by the voice of a blond young man from behind.  

"Here is the emblem of the Lindsay family."  

"… … ."  

"As a guest of the Lindsay Family, I came here to meet Miss Ilya Lindsay."  

'what?'  

The emblem of the Lindsay family.  

Reporter Hintz, who heard a word he hadn't thought of, looked back with a shocked expression.  
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Most noble families engrave the emblems of their families on flags or clothing.  

In places with a long history and strong power, they are made into tiles and handed over to important guests, friends, and allies.  

When asked what was the most valuable symbol among them, people would pick the Lindsay family's platinum plaque.  

Unlike the other four families, whose emblems are so generous, the Lindsays only present them to those who have a really deep relationship.  

It is a treasure that cannot be received unless it is a blood pledge.  

When such an object suddenly popped up, as a hint, I had no choice but to stop.  

'Really? No, can it be?'  

What is Lindsay's platinum plaque?  

At least, it's certainly not something that such a young man can easily take out.  

Perhaps in all likelihood it is a lie.  

It must have been a masterpiece to see Ilya Lindsay's face through an elaborate counterfeit.  

However, if one is real, that fact alone is a great article.  

Hint, who is proud to be the best reporter of Eisenmarkt, couldn't just overlook the possibility.  

He hid himself in a nearby building and raised his pointed ears, and soon he heard the voice of the gatekeeper.  

"Now, wait a second… … Please wait a moment. Sorry, but just to confirm... … Could you please leave the platinum plaque to me for a while?"  

A voice of embarrassment.  

It was natural.  

He calls an existence that he can't even dare to look at as "Ms. Ilya Lindsay," and casually pulls out a platinum plaque.  

It was never something to be done by the gatekeeper.  

In the first place, he had no idea whether the platinum plaque was authentic or not.  

The gatekeeper, who was handed a platinum plaque, sweaty, hurriedly entered the gate.  

It was to find a person with a higher rank.  

In the silence that came afterwards, Irene Paray waited for people with a consistent expression.  

'Please, please, please be real!'  

I was desperately hoping that the young man's words were true.  

'No, this is not the time. Let's take a picture first.'  

Hintz, who forcibly subsided the excitement, took out a magical camera and took a picture of Airen Paraeira.  

Carefully, meticulously, from multiple angles so as not to be caught.  

In the meantime, the door of the mansion, which had been firmly closed, opened.  

And with the gatekeeper, a woman with a blunt impression appeared.  

The elf, who saw her, quickly captured the scene of the two together in a camera and sang a delight to the inside.  

'Escort Knight, Emma Garcia!'  

Joshua Lindsay, the owner of the Lindsay family, is a specially trusted knight, and he has a very good skill compared to the age of his mid-30s.  

He was an important person who handled all the big and small things related to Ilya Lindsay as well as escort missions.  

That she has come to this point means that the platinum plaque handed over by Airen Pareira is real!  

Hintz, who felt the sign of the jackpot, took a picture again.  

To make the faces of Iron Pareira and Emma Garcia, who are facing each other, more visible.  

Of course, in the meantime, the ears were wide open.  

In time, a dry voice erupted from Emma Garcia's mouth.  

"nice to meet you. I'm Emma Garcia, escorting Ilya Lindsay."  

"I'm Iron Paraeira. I came here to meet Ilya Lindsay."  

"i See. First of all, I'll return the Lindsay Family's platinum plaque. It was definitely genuine. If you are unhappy with the verification process, please do not hesitate to get rid of your anger. I've experienced troublesome things several times in this regard... … ."  

"Fine."  

Irene said calmly. He wasn't a bad personality enough to be annoyed by these things.  

It didn't matter at all because it wasn't built outside for a long time.  

However, Emma Garcia's words were bound to harden her expression.  

"However… … It is very disrespectful to the owner of the platinum plaque, but the young lady refused to meet."  

"… … You refused?"  

"That's right."  

"… … ."  

"The young lady here is not working as a knight who visited the land of proof for training, not as the Sogaju of the Lindsay family. Originally, it deserved to welcome the precious guests of the Lindsay family, but now he expressed his desire to focus on meditation completely."  

Emma Garcia's explanation continued.  

The young lady knows that this is a very rude behavior.  

However, on the day of the completion of the training, I will visit you directly to apologize for him, so I would be grateful if you understand.  

Hearing this, Irene Fareira stared at the Lindsay family's escort with deep eyes, but she didn't even move her head down slightly.  

I felt the will to be able to get inside only by cutting myself down.  

Hearing this conversation, Hintz screamed in amazement again.  

'You don't even meet the opponent who brought you the platinum plaque of your family? What this... … .'  

Once again, the Lindsay family's platinum plaque has a distinctive weight compared to other family emblems.  

About nine years ago, when Carl Lindsay was defeated, even when the entire family did not receive outside guests, an exception was made to holders of platinum plaques, so Ilia Lindsay's attitude now is very strange.  

'What happened to Ilya Lindsay? It is too much to say that it is simply a level of reluctance to contact outsiders... … .'  

gulp.  

Hintz, who swallowed dry saliva, overheard the conversation between the two with a more serious face.  

About Ilya Lindsay, it's also important, but it's more about what's going to happen right now.  

I didn't think that the blonde young man would easily retire.  

I could see it just by looking at it. At first glance, it looks like a remains, but if that type is stubborn, it's tougher than a whale's tendon.  

That said, the escort knight couldn't violate Ilya Lindsay's order, so it's obvious that there will be a conflict in any way.  

'What will happen? It's better to fight and beat up in the past... … .'  

Of course, writing articles like this could put pressure on Lindsay Family, but in this case, the fact that you are an Elf works very well.  

The Holy Kingdom, which is extremely reluctant to dispute between tribes, will serve as a shield.  

So show me anything.  

Come on, hurry up!  

Hintz moistened her dry lips and became more immersed in the situation.  

Of course, even without his wind, the atmosphere was gradually flowing to the worse side.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

Irene Fareira looks at Emma Garcia.  

Emma Garcia, who has lowered her head for a while, does not avoid the gaze of Irene Fareira.  

He looks at the customers of the Lindsay Family with a sturdy expression, as if wearing an iron mask.  

It was when the doorkeeper in the back was sweating in the uncomfortable situation.  

Quietly, Irene Fareira asked a question.  

"Ilia Lindsay said he refused to meet me, right?"  

"It is."  

"When explaining the situation, did you say my name? You said Irene Fareira is here?"  

"… … I'm going to go up and tell you. As I said earlier, the lady will not forget today's example. so… … ."  

"Then I will wait."  

"… … ."  

"Please ask again. Dear Ilya Lindsay, your friend, Irene Fareira, is here. I want to meet you right now. But if you say you won't meet... … ."  

At that time, I'll step back quietly.  

Irene, who had concluding the talk, looked ahead with a solid gaze.  

"… … ."  

Emma Garcia was speechless.  

What kind of person is this young man who has the Lindsay family's platinum plaque, and how does he call the young lady'friend'?  

I didn't even understand why she was sure she was going to meet her.  

If it were usual, I would have made it a while ago even if I was angry not to speak of bullshit.  

But I couldn't.  

The author's eyes looking at himself.  

The attitude of the author standing with his chest open.  

The deep reverberation contained when speaking of the name'Iron Pareira'.  

I was saying that I must convey the words of the present to the young lady.  

"… … Please wait."  

Emma Garcia stepped inside with her head down.  

Irene waited calmly, and the gatekeeper was still standing in front of him in a difficult mood.  

Hintz, hiding farther away, held his breath and waited for what would happen next.  

After a while.  

Emma Garcia, who showed up again, said with an expression that couldn't hide her surprise.  

"Come in."  

"… … !"  

"… … !"  

It wasn't just the escorts that were surprised.  

The gatekeeper was also surprised, and Hintz was even more surprised.  

Iron Fareira enters the mansion.  

That's because it meant that everything he had said so far was true.  

'What? What happened to this?'  

Skilled enough to overpower the 'Black Skull' gang, a professional gambling group.  

Owner of the platinum plaque symbolizing the Lindsay family.  

Even Ilia Lindsay, who doesn't want to interact with outsiders at all, admits that he is a friend.  

'You don't know anything about such a great person?'  

This i?  

The West Continent, as well as the most famous prosecutors, who are from anywhere on the continent, are you who are keenly aware?  

I was more irritable than interest.  

Hintz, who had a deep scratch on his pride, moved quickly and muttered.  

"Irene Parreira, Irene Parreira, Irene Parreira… … ."  

I will mobilize my own information network and reveal the congestion within two hours.  

Hintz, a geek elf who shows off the appearance of an avid reporter without regret, ran through the streets with a sharp gait.  

* * *  

In the interior of the mansion, Irene Fareira quietly followed Emma Garcia.  

It was fortunate to be able to meet Ilya Lindsay, but his mind was still very complicated.  

What should I say?  

How have you been?  

Why were you having such a difficult atmosphere?  

Is it because of you? Would it be okay to ask such sensitive questions?  

Various thoughts followed with a tail on the tail.  

Meanwhile, the two reached Ilya's room. Emma Garcia said, bowing her head.  

"I'm up to here."  

She thought it would be rude to listen to the conversation, but she fell far away despite being an escort knight.  

It wasn't even strange. In the first place, Ilya Lindsay was a genius among geniuses who had only 100 people on the continent, and who became Swordmasters.  

'It's funny to worry about Ilya like that... … .'  

Still, it can't help being worried.  

Irene thought, taking a deep breath.  

What does Ilya look like beyond this door?  

What expression will you greet yourself with?  

What to say?  

"… … ."  

A question that cannot be answered.  

He shook his head to blow away his thoughts and knocked.  

"come in."  

A voice heard right away.  

It felt more mature than before.  

I thought that a lot of time had passed, and Paraeira, who breathed deeply again, turned the handle.  

Only then the door opens.  

Ilya Lindsay, 18, not 13, sitting on a chair in a graceful posture.  

She, who had a slightly cold expression that I often saw before, said with an incredibly bright smile.  

"It's been a while, Irene."  

"… … Ilya."  

The first emotion that came to mind.  

It was 'good'.  

The appearance of her as seen in the gladiator, despite her supreme status as a swordmaster, felt precarious and shady.  

But the laughter you show yourself right now is not.  

Pure white face, pure white teeth.  

And a brighter smile than that.  

It was time for Illia Lindsay to approach Ilya Lindsay with her face relieved by Iron Paraeira.  

"Why are you so late?"  

"… … ."  

"I personally sent a letter, but it just said there was a situation. It wasn't even the reply you wrote?"  

"… … ."  

"What's good. First of all, it's best to listen to the story. instead… … ."  

Any reason you can't understand, you'll be very disappointed.  

After speaking, Ilya Lindsay smiled brighter, and Irene Pareira thought sweating when she saw it.  

'When I think about it, it would be right to talk about my situation first.'  

As he sat down with an awkward smile, he began to tell the story of the past as he noticed a friend he had met after a long time.  
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    38. Ilya Lindsay (5)  

Before telling her story, Irene Fareira first told Ilya that it would be a pretty long story.  

This is not only because it happened in the past five and a half years, but because he wanted to draw the story from the moment he first dreamed of being a man.  

Ilya Lindsay.  

Dear to myself, a friend I wanted to meet as much as Brad Lloyd and Judith.  

As much as she wanted to listen to her everything.  

Beyond simply making excuses for failing to keep promises, I wanted to show you what kind of person Pareira really is.  

"How I decided to raise my sword, who was called Lazy Young master… … ."  

The story of Irene that started like that was long and long.  

It wasn't because there were no horses around. Of course, he wasn't fluent in speech, but he wasn't enough to give a gibberish on what he had said many times.  

Nevertheless, the story lengthened because Ilya Lindsay was so immersed that she was listening.  

"Such a thing… … ."  

When I heard a story about my dream, I opened my eyes round.  

"These are very bad people. How do you do that stupid thing?"  

When I heard about the Lord Gairne, I got really angry.  

"I'm glad. It was hard enough that I didn't know if I could use the word fortunate, but... … Fortunately, though."  

Sighs of relief in the part that he has taken care of the bad things safely.  

Truly, he truly sympathizes with each and every one of the life of Airn Pareira.  

Watching such Ilya Lindsay, Irene had no choice but to unravel each story in detail without even knowing it.  

Then I realized it anew.  

In the first place, she wasn't in a position to help Ilya, but the position she always had.  

'I wasn't surprised to worry.'  

Irene's face grew brighter.  

Glad it was. Her own worries were nothing more than a breeze.  

Ilya Lindsay, who is in front of her, was right with Ilya Lindsay she remembered.  

The shining smile that I captured right after the final evaluation was spread out in the same place right now.  

Irene was even more excited and poured out her words, and she listened seriously to the end.  

It was after the story was over that I felt a little uncomfortable.  

"Iron? The two other provinces that were in the same relationship with Gairn... … ."  

"You mean Baron Leicester and Baron Russell?"  

"Huh. Wouldn't it be better to step on it thoroughly?"  

"uh?"  

"Because people who once spoke dirty words can't cure their habits until the end. I will never be able to gossip again... … You shouldn't even make your mouth open."  

"… … ."  

"Oh, well. If you have your skills right now, you will not be able to open your mouth and make eye contact. You can tell by looking at it. Irene, have you become so strong?"  

"… … Well, compared to you, it's not enough. I heard that you have become a Sword Master. Actually, I also watched the game today."  

After a while, Irene received the word with a smile.  

I was a bit surprised at Ilya's way of speaking much more radical than I thought, but I didn't understand it because I saw her so immersed in her story.  

Besides… … .  

"okay? saw? too bad! I wanted to tell you first!"  

"Wouldn't it be difficult to come without knowing? It's all about you here and there... … ."  

"Oh, well, it turns out, how far does Airn know my story?"  

"Huh?"  

"I've been trapped in the world of magic for five years, and I'm just about to come out. You know little about me? Can I hear you? I have a lot of things I want to tell you as much as you do."  

When Ilya Lindsay said she wanted to tell her story this time, Irene had no choice but to put off the sense of incongruity she felt for a while.  

A friend who listened to his story more concentratedly than anyone else.  

He is looking at this side with eyes that he can't stand because he wants to talk about himself more than anyone else.  

At her attitude, showing her emotions more honestly than before, Irene was forced to laugh and nod.  

"Huh. wonder. I have heard a few stories, but you can't just listen to them, right?"  

"Of course. Listen to what you know, pretending not to know. Okay?"  

"okay."  

He nodded again. Seeing this, Ilya smiled and unraveled things after the swordsman.  

Talking about 14-year-old Ilya Lindsay.  

Talking about 15-year-old Ilya Lindsay.  

From 16 to 17 years old, to 18 years old.  

The story that flowed longer than that of Airn ended in the part where she became the youngest Swordmaster, and Airen put all of that in her mind.  

… … And there was an uncomfortable silence.  

"… … Iron?"  

Ilya Lindsay called him in a confused voice.  

I had to do that. His expression, which had changed subtly from the middle, was hardened to the point that anyone can see it now.  

It wasn't the usual expressionless face.  

Worry, regret.  

Eyes filled with other complex emotions were thrown, and Irene Parreira soon opened her mouth.  

"Ilia."  

"… … Huh?"  

"When did you become the champion of the land of proof?  

"… … October 17th. Two months ago. Why?"  

"Then I will stay here until April. right?"  

"What are you talking about all of a sudden?"  

Ilya's voice sharpened.  

It was because of Iron. It wasn't precisely because he was forcibly changing the topic, but because what he said was as accurate as he looked in his head.  

At that time, Iron's two hands on the table held Ilya's hand.  

She was bleak, but didn't take it out.  

Rather, he was more focused on the opponent's next words, who looked at him as if he could see through.  

Before long, he said.  

"Stop even now."  

"… … ."  

"Even if I follow Ignet, nothing changes."  

"… … ."  

There was an uncomfortable, very uncomfortable silence.  

And Ilia Lindsay's expression, listening to Irene's words, was even more uncomfortable.  

Suddenly you tell Ignet's story?  

why?  

No, how?  

Locked in the question of biting her tail on her tail, she pulled out her hand with fut and sound.  

She said, regaining her usual calm expression.  

"What are you talking about?"  

"It's useless to hide it."  

"Hiding, what… … ."  

"I."  

Whoowoo-!  

A strong energy flowed from the body of Iron Paraeira.  

The weight of the horse was also unique.  

Ilya, who slightly pulled her upper body back without her knowing, was surprised and pulled her body forward.  

And he stared at Iron.  

The two look at each other without blinking an eye, as if in a snowball fight.  

In that state, Irene opened his mouth.  

"I have never forgotten a year at the Chrono Swordsmanship."  

"… … ."  

"Rather than what I felt at that time, I'm feeling deeper now, reflecting on my memories. How precious was the time at that time? How precious were the people I met at that time? Among them, Judith and Brat, and... … Ilya, you are even more special."  

Enough to remember all of the stories we shared after the final evaluation was over.  

Farreira, the child who had spoken so far, smiled bitterly.  

I did. It was really. He really remembered the story he had with Ilya at the time without missing a single word.  

I remembered her anguish and anguish, and she remembered her plans after the swordsman.  

He clearly remembered the empty obsession that he would shatter Ignet's achievements for his brother.  

Of course, I didn't have any worries.  

The smile she showed at the end.  

He decided to escape from the gaze of others and to pioneer his own path... … Ilya Lindsay's smile remained in Irene's mind with an impression that was as intense as the one Ignet met at Derrinku showed.  

'However… … .'  

I realized while listening to Ilya's story.  

It means that her deeds over the past five and a half years have been a life that has been thoroughly buried in "the gaze of others" and "Ignet.  

"It's useless."  

Iron Fareira asserted.  

Because I get the driver's office faster than Ignet.  

He said he conquered the land of proof faster than Ignet.  

Ilia Lindsay's life isn't bright just because she climbed into the ranks of Swordmaster faster than Ignet and one year and five months earlier than her.  

Just because Ignet held the championship in the Land of Proof for five months, there was no need to hold the championship for a month longer than her.  

As no one else, 13-year-old Ilya Lindsay said that.  

However, 18-year-old Ilya Lindsay was showing a complete denial of that past.  

"… … It's not useless."  

The youngest Swordmaster who had been quiet for a while opened his mouth.  

A haze-like energy was blooming all over the body. It was a silver aura that symbolized Lindsay Street.  

It was a master's skill that even most experts could not imitate.  

"As you said. I couldn't get out of the eyes of others, and I couldn't be free from other people's cubic children."  

"But, thanks to being conscious of those guys who couldn't even chew on them, they would no longer be able to... … I tried and worked hard to make sure that Lindsay Street wasn't slandered."  

"This is the result."  

Whoo woo woo-!  

Ilya Lindsay drew a dagger from her waist.  

Then, a silver glow sharply wrapped the blade.  

It was inferior to that of Ian Swordsmanship and Ignet I saw the other day, but it was definitely Aura Sword.  

"I wasn't wrong. What's wrong is me from the past. This aura sword... … I'm telling you. That the path I have been walking so far is correct."  

"… … ."  

"Do you have anything to say?"  

Ilia asked, having a completely different feeling from when we first talked.  

Iron didn't answer right away.  

Deep and dark eyes.  

I looked at the opponent with the eyes of Ilya Lindsay's friend Irene Fareira, not the eyes of a conjurer who looked into her heart.  

Anger, obsession, fear, suffering, sadness.  

All other negative emotions.  

It was seen that they turned into fire and burned her.  

Yes.  

It was incomparable to the bandit boss of Alhad Lives or the Charlotte & Victor of Derrinku, but Ilia Lindsay was gradually entering the wrong path.  

'You have to stop!'  

Irene was worried.  

The will of the man who responded to Magi spontaneously tried to bloom, but unlike usual, that did not happen.  

Iron's passionate heart completely overwhelmed the man's energy.  

Not even realizing that, he took several words in his mouth and then swallowed them over and over again.  

I had nothing to remember. I thought that whatever I said would not be able to stop Ilya.  

It was then.  

"… … !"  

All of a sudden, memories of the past passed by in Iron's head.  

Again, it was the job of the Chrono Swordsman.  

Judith's method was able to change Brad Lloyd's mind, who seemed to be unable to turn anything back. One action that was more effective than a hundred words.  

With this in mind, he finally answered Ilya's words.  

"In the end, are you thinking of keeping your championship anyway? Until April?"  

"okay."  

"What words can you persuade?"  

"… … okay."  

"Then, I have a set of things to do."  

"What?"  

"I'm going to take you down from the championship."  

"… … ?"  

Ilya stared at Airn with a blank face.  

The expression that you don't understand well.  

I had to do that.  

Who, who's pulling down from the championship right now?  

To her, Irene added more details.  

"I'm going to register as a gladiator in the Land of Proof right now. Play hard, improve your skills hard, raise your rankings hard... … ."  

"… … ."  

"That's how you're aiming for the April champion defense battle… … So, in about 120 days from today, I'll go up to where you stand. And I'll stop you Then your mind flashes... … ."  

"… … ."  

"I mean, you can take it more seriously."  

Farei, the child who speaks with a face full of confidence than ever before.  

Seeing him like that, Ilya Lindsay had no choice but to feel embarrassed.  
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    39. To beat the Swordmaster (1)  

"Are you sane?"  

Ilya Lindsay asked Irene Fareira.  

It was a question with a lot of content.  

Who you are.  

He is the one who conquered Ignet's youngest Swordmaster record, which no one thought could be broken.  

No, you don't even need such a modifier.  

Because'Sword Master' was a brilliant name in itself.  

'You want to beat me like that and get to the championship?'  

It was absurd.  

Ilya glanced at Airn with sharp eyes.  

A body that is much more developed than before, and the energy that has just been revealed.  

I could see it just by looking at it. That he, too, has achieved tremendous growth over the past five and a half years.  

Probably, even the most common Sword Experts would not be opponents.  

However… … .  

'No matter how much my skills have improved, I can't win.'  

It was natural.  

No matter how excellent an expert is, an expert.  

It can never be rubbed against the master's level.  

It was a fact that not only prosecutors but even children in the street knew it.  

But Irene was confident.  

"Huh. I'm sane."  

"… … ."  

"You didn't say you win right now. In the remaining four months, I will try my best to catch up with you."  

"What bullshit right now… … ."  

Seeing him talking with a smile, Ilya was embarrassed.  

Iron, she knows, wasn't that kind of character.  

Sometimes he is blunt enough to feel stuffy, and gentle enough to be silly.  

That's why he was a person who was more eye-catching.  

'Such an iron is provocative like this... … .'  

No, it wasn't even a provocation.  

I could see when I looked in my eyes. The other person was sincere.  

Sincerely, I thought that I would challenge myself as a champion with the skills to defeat myself in 120 days.  

With only one commitment to stop yourself.  

"… … I'm telling you that you might get it wrong, but I'm not doing this to harass you."  

I couldn't come to my mind at the changed appearance of Irene, whom I met after a long time, but he opened his mouth again.  

"I used to do that at the swordsmanship. A disagreement makes me wish for a while, then releases it again, reconciles... … ."  

"… … ."  

"I think that's what happened this time too, I."  

"… … ."  

"After 4 months, let's fight nicely."  

Irene, who got up from the seat, reached out to Ilya. It was a gesture to shake hands.  

Of course she did not accept it.  

"Do you think you can beat me?"  

"Huh. I think I can win. If you used to be, I couldn't even think about it, but now enough."  

"… … ."  

"I will try to prove that my words are real."  

After speaking, Irene awkwardly retrieved his hand.  

However, I was overflowing with confidence as much as the expression.  

Ilya glanced at the unknown self-confidence, and Irene said after leaving the door paused.  

"It's been a long time since we met, but I'm sorry that there's only a lot of dislikes."  

"… … ."  

"It's embarrassing, but you are my most precious friend. See you next."  

Rattle  

Having said that, he left.  

Ilia Lindsay, who was left behind, was unable to get up from her seat for a while and looked as if she was ecstatic.  

But it hasn't been like that forever.  

The moment when time passes, my head turns, and I find the space to take care of what just happened.  

A terrifying energy began to flow from Ilya's body.  

Hwa-ah-!  

'why… … .'  

The first time she heard the name of Irene Fareira, what she felt was a deep regret.  

However, much greater joy and gladness, which immediately followed, covered those feelings.  

Just as Ilya Lindsay is precious to Irene Fareira, he was also precious to her.  

However, that precious being denied himself from the front.  

It's not just words. He said he would show it in action. He said he would forcefully stop it.  

That shook Ilya's heart.  

The sadness that had been buried was revealed, and a deeper negative emotion began to rise.  

The fire that burns itself has emerged again.  

"… … ."  

It was an old memory that calmed her down.  

Ilia Lindsay woke up on the couch and searched a corner of the drawer.  

And pulled out two things.  

A silver bracelet with revenge seconds engraved on it, and a letter that became harder to wear because of the grown body.  

All of them were handed to him by Iron Parareira.  

She carefully opened the letter she had fetched after a long time, and read the contents of the inside over and over again.  

In the meantime, the fire, which had gradually eroded her body, calmed down.  

Ilya thought.  

'okay. There's no way Airn hates me.'  

The being who conveyed a warm heart to himself, who couldn't get along with anyone.  

Despite his harsh attitude, he approached with a foolishly gentle appearance and asked for reconciliation.  

He couldn't have had the same thoughts as the other guys and the idiots who criticized his brother and his family.  

So this is… … .  

'It's just a difference of opinion.'  

Ilya nodded.  

Irene was right.  

He doesn't hate himself. He doesn't hate him either.  

I just got mixed up for a while.  

Of course, the results will tell who is right.  

"Irene… … No matter how much you... … ."  

I never intend to lose.  

Ilya Lindsay, muttering quietly, bowed again and looked at Irene's letter.  

After reading it two more times, she thought carefully, putting the bracelet and letter in the drawer.  

I have to go to the priest sooner or later.  

* * *  

"Chipal, Sipalsipal."  

Judith, a proud woman who poured out a bowl of swear words, walked the streets to return to her accommodation.  

I still didn't feel good.  

It was unavoidable.  

I confirmed that the existence that I thought I had caught up with quite a lot was far away, above the sky, but how could my feelings be good?  

However, the shock, depression, and feverish feelings at the beginning were largely removed.  

No, to be precise, it's been a long time since the flames of struggle were turned into fuel to ignite.  

'Yes, I'll admit it. You are much above me now.'  

Judith nodded. He nodded so loudly that his red hair fluttered.  

I have no choice but to admit it.  

Because she is an expert, and Ilya Lindsay is a swordmaster.  

It means that he is above that great Jet Frost.  

It is nonsense to predict a match against such a monster.  

She accepted reality.  

'However… … 5 years later, 10 years later.'  

… … To be honest, even 10 years may not be enough.  

But what about?  

Kuhn, the spouse of Keira Finn, the deputy chief of the Chrono Swordsman, has been struggling for decades to defeat the Ian Crown.  

"… … See you."  

Judith made a low, ferocious voice as if the beast roared.  

I will overcome it.  

I will overcome it in the end.  

Even if you are in a situation where you only have to look at him from a very low place now, someday you will climb up there and stand on the same line.  

"I can do it! Okay, oh oh oh oh!"  

"Ah, that's a surprise!"  

"What is going on?"  

"Suddenly something… … Are you crazy?"  

Judith, who suddenly screamed on the roadside, showed a reaction of absurdity.  

Of course she didn't care.  

When she reached the front of the dorm, she laughed and opened the door.  

Immediately, the figure of the party caught my eye.  

Brat Lloyd, Irene Fareira, Lulu to Cubar.  

After a long time, all five gathered in one place.  

Feeling not bad, she sat in a chair with a brighter smile than usual.  

But Brat's expression was weird.  

"Well?"  

No, it wasn't just Brat.  

As a Luluya cat, I can't read the expression well, but I can tell you roughly because the Orc Cubar is similar to humans.  

And he also had a strange face.  

To be precise, both Brat and Cubar were looking at Irene with strange eyes.  

The answer came right away.  

After a sip of beer, Brat talked about the incident between Irene and Ilya in an absurd tone.  

"… … So, just to conclude... … Irene decided to make a decision within 4 months with the Swordmaster. It is also a swordsmanship."  

"… … ."  

"I used to think that I was a crazy guy, but I didn't even dream of going crazy in this way."  

Bratt shook his head and drank the beer again.  

It was only natural from his point of view.  

It is true that Irene's skills are not as great as his age.  

Probably, even in the land of proof, you can climb to a very high place.  

However, no matter how much I thought about it, I didn't think it would grow enough to defeat the Master within 4 months.  

The same was true of Cubar.  

Only Lulu actively supported Airn's opinion.  

"It's cool, Irene! As expected, a magician should be like this! If you think that the impossible is impossible, you can't break the limits of your life! I believe that Iron will be able to beat the Swordmaster too! I really believe it!"  

"It's a cat with no answer."  

"You, I'm scolded!"  

Lulu, who jumped out of Irene's arms, tapped the table.  

He was the one who was quiet to devote himself to training, but today he was quite excited.  

Of course, it's only cute to a third party.  

Probably the usual Judith would have spread his arms wide to hug Lulu.  

Because she didn't care whether or not she got cat hair on her clothes.  

However, I couldn't do that now.  

I didn't really feel like that.  

"… … I also."  

"Huh?"  

"I do, too."  

"What?"  

"I'm also challenging! Ilya Lindsay, I'm here to make a decision with him, so I'm aiming for a champion too!"  

bang!  

Judith hit the table with his fist.  

Lulu, Brat, and Airn looked at her with embarrassing expressions, while Cubar looked at the place where the fists had been bumped.  

Fortunately, it was not scratched.  

He sighs of relief, and Judith smashes his fist again.  

Kwaang!  

Quasijik-!  

"Oh, no!"  

"Irene, you are not alone! I'm a person who doesn't lose if I have pride and lust!"  

"… … ."  

"Hah, I know so anyway! I go to practice."  

"Where… … ."  

"Anywhere!"  

Judith, yelling at Irene's words, moved to leave the inn, stopped at the counter and handed a silver coin.  

It was compensation for damage to the table.  

Brat nodded as she saw her, who had become much more common-sense than before.  

He said.  

"I was stimulated by you, not Ilya. It's worth it."  

Someone sets a goal outside of common sense.  

Most of them will laugh at this, but Judith isn't.  

Feeling ashamed of yourself for not being able to set goals outside of that common sense, and try to achieve even more goals.  

Judith he knew was such a woman.  

'But this child... … I don't know what the hell are you thinking.'  

The blue-haired young man looked at Ai, Pareira.  

Judith, who was originally called such a guy, and why did this guy propose such a ridiculous match?  

"Irene."  

"Huh?"  

"Are you confident?"  

"What yourself?"  

"Ilia beat myself. Isn't that because I have something to think about?"  

"No?"  

A remarkable remark.  

Brat stopped.  

Looking at him, Irene said again.  

"I can do it now, it doesn't matter without it."  

"… … ."  

"Do it, don't do it, it's an important issue. And I will do it unconditionally."  

Irene declared solemnly and seriously.  

Then suddenly the mood changed and asked Brat a question.  

"So, help me."  

"What?"  

"How can I beat the Swordmaster?"  

"… … ?"  

"Let's have an idea meeting now."  

"… … A crazy guy."  

He used to speak quite polite to Irene, but now I couldn't help it.  

Brat sighed and ordered another beer.  
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Master.  

It refers to a person who has gained tremendous skills in his or her field, and is a modifier attached only to those who have been recognized for authority by many people.  

Of course, there are very few areas in which the criteria for "master" are clearly defined.  

Most of them only draw blurry lines based on the subjective and qualitative judgments of many people.  

That's why some of those who are called masters sometimes get on the question of'Is he really qualified as a master?'  

sure… … .  

'It's a black exception.'  

Yes. Black is the exception.  

Even an excellent prosecutor who has devoted decades to swordsmanship, or an ordinary villager who has devoted his entire life to farming, has no difficulty in distinguishing between a Sword Master and a non-Sword Master.  

Aura Sword.  

How can you put the one who wielded that brilliant glow on the sword on the same line as other swordsman?  

"Woo."  

Brad Lloyd sighed.  

Being able to classify the fields by objective criteria also meant that the gap between the master and the expert was wide.  

Irene Fareira will also know that.  

Nevertheless, looking at him asking for a way to himself with a serious face, I felt frustrated as if my heart was stuffed up.  

"Isn't that a thing that is not possible at all, though?"  

"… … ."  

"As far as I know, it is said that there are times when a few swordsmen who have reached the limit of the expert defeat the Swordmaster."  

"… … It does."  

Brat nodded.  

Cubar's words were true.  

In the long history of swordsmanship, the expert's rebellion did not never exist.  

However, how difficult it is, so it will be talked about until now.  

It could only be said that it was a miracle-like probability.  

Of course, the current Irene didn't even care about that.  

'Because I said it was a problem of not doing it, not not doing it, but it should be done or not.'  

Bratt, who thought so far, responded seriously to Cubar's words, with an unwilling look.  

"There are three conditions for the Expert to avoid being pushed against the Swordmaster. First, we need an excellent sword that can withstand the Aura Sword."  

Yes.  

It just shouldn't be great.  

It must be a great sword that can be mentioned in history or myth.  

Only then can the Auror Sword's tremendous cutting power be sustained.  

Can't we do anything once we can hit the sword?  

'At least not the best blacksmith, the sword made by Vulcanus... … .'  

If not that much, it was clear that the sword would break like sorghum even in a single clash.  

Of course, the situation was a little different now.  

"Brat said, looking at Irene.  

"Your sword."  

"A magic sword?"  

"Yes, that magic sword. How hard is it? Be honest. I know it's pretty good, but if you can't face the Aura Sword... … ."  

"It will probably be okay."  

"Well?"  

"no it's okay. If missing the sword becomes a problem, it won't break this sword."  

Irene nodded and said.  

I don't know if it used to be.  

At the time when he entrusted the swordsmanship to the blacksmiths of Derinku, he would not have had such strong confidence.  

However, Irene today was full of confidence.  

I just did. Even if he didn't know, he was infinitely confident about his sword.  

'… … It wasn't that I didn't have any thoughts.'  

Brad felt it too.  

Now I felt a little stuffy.  

Yes, unless the level is excellent enough to avoid all of the opponent's swords, you have no choice but to hit the sword during the game.  

And in such a fight, Aura Sword is truly invincible.  

Bratt thought that if he could be freed from the heinous cutting forces, the other two conditions would be easy to achieve.  

Of course, it was only easier than the first one, and the rest were also harsh conditions.  

He opened his mouth again.  

"The second condition is intrinsic skills. Even the Sword Master, who reached the pinnacle as a sword, embarrassed him, so he was excellent, sharp, and unpredictably bizarre swordsmanship."  

The Sword Master is the sum of experience and talent.  

Regardless of which ratio is high, the numerous realizations and enlightenments that have been accumulated as they rise to the level make it possible to perfectly cope with the opponent's swordsmanship.  

In order to break through the defense of such a master like Cheol Ongseong, you must have at least one feast that transcends common sense.  

Bratt, who talked so far, took a breath.  

Rather, in this case, there was one thing that came to mind as if it was tailored.  

The massive assault seen at the Chrono Swordsman, at Murray's villa, and at Jet Frost's training ground.  

"I need to fix it. Enough to be able to use it in practice."  

"I will try."  

"What a happy world would it be if it was a world that was done with effort… … I'd love to say, but I don't know what will happen every time you say you're trying."  

With a sip of beer, Brat narrowed his eyes and looked at Irene.  

The atmosphere wasn't bad.  

It wasn't as confident as when I mentioned the sword, but it wasn't at all that I wasn't sure what to do because I was overwhelmed with impatience.  

He said no, but I was reconsidering the possibility to some extent.  

Brad was slightly offended.  

It was strange. I know that Irene's actions aren't wrong.  

According to his words, Ilya now has a problem.  

It means that the mind is unstable enough to not know how to become a Swordmaster.  

However, she is a Swordmaster anyway.  

King of Swordsmen. One of the greatest 100 prosecutors.  

Is it because of her narrowness that she feels useless when she says she will defeat Ilya in four months?  

'No, of course you can.'  

Bumblebeep, Brat drank a beer quickly.  

It seemed I could understand why Judith was angry.  

Iron Fareira. It's a good guy, but he's also annoying at times like this.  

Bratt, whose feelings were released with one thought, said the third condition.  

"Thirdly, in a way, this is more important than the first. Right away… … He must have the swordsmanship skills comparable to that of the Swordmaster."  

"… … ."  

"Well, it's not completely ridiculous. People who have stayed in the field of expert for decades are said to be compared to masters as much as swordsmanship."  

Brett's words were true.  

The reasons why an outstanding expert cannot reach the master's level are mostly similar.  

It's a problem with the Aura Sword.  

Whether the total amount of aura accumulated in the body is insufficient, or whether you are experiencing difficulties in extracting it.  

But to interpret that in the opposite way, in the'pure swordsmanship' section excluding the Auror Sword... … It is said that there is a possibility that the desperate expert will take the upper hand over the young genius Swordmaster.  

A prime example is Jet Frost.  

When it comes to swordsmanship alone, no one calls him an expert.  

His swordsmanship had already reached a price point a long time ago.  

However… … .  

"This is the most difficult."  

"okay. This is the biggest problem for you."  

After hearing Brat, Irene nodded.  

I know myself.  

The fact that his current sword skills are insufficient to become the best among experts, not masters.  

Isn't he not able to dominate in the battle between Brat and Judith right now?  

Besides, Ilia Lindsay's swordsmanship we saw today... … .  

"It was great."  

"Yes, it was great. Ilya wasn't lucky enough to be enlightened to become a master. The swordsmanship was completed before the completion of the aura... … He is a true sword master."  

"… … ."  

"Even if you have a shield to block the Auror Sword and the skill to smack the opponents, it means that if you are pushed away from your basic skills, it will be of no use. Oh, and it turns out that Ilya knows how you look at the final evaluation, so that skill needs to be refined even more elaborately."  

With Bratt's words, the atmosphere subsided.  

Cubar, who first spoke, and Brat, who explained eagerly, and Irene, the person concerned, continued to worry with serious faces.  

Only Lulu was full of power as it was in the beginning, but he was sitting quietly and grooming, looking at the surroundings.  

So the silence continued.  

Of course, it hasn't been stupid forever.  

Irene Fareira quickly raised her head.  

And he smiled with power. Bratt was a little surprised.  

Surely today's Airn was weird.  

Unlike usual, I felt full of confidence in each thought and action.  

What is the basis for it?  

I do not know.  

Maybe, as he said, because it's just something you have to do without considering the possibility, it's a situation that you can't withdraw from, so it might be that way.  

However… … .  

'Since I met Ilya, I feel that something has changed a lot... … .'  

That was when Brad Lloyd thought about it.  

Irene Fareira said in a calm and calm tone.  

"I have to do something. There are still 120 days left."  

"… … ."  

"The combined time I traveled from my family and reached here is less than five months. And in that short period of time, it has grown tremendously, really tremendously."  

So, I'll try somehow.  

Irene Pareira finishes the story by repeating the same words.  

Seeing him like that, it was when everyone at the table had a complicated smile.  

Someone pushed his ass into an empty spot reserved for Judith.  

Of course not Judith. He was a handsome man with a slender appearance and a nice hat.  

"Hints?"  

"nice to meet you. This is Hints, chief reporter at Weekly Arena."  

"… … Isn't it an elf?"  

"Yes that's right. It's an elf and a reporter, a reporter and an elf. haha. I'm sorry, but can I join you?"  

"no. Not required."  

Brat said in a cold voice.  

If you're a reporter, you've encountered several times when you were at the Chrono Swordsman.  

It was when there was a rumor that the 27th was just a golden rider.  

I remembered the guys who had pushed in so far that I had to know how great the skills of the official trainees were.  

'Godly, tired guys!'  

Guys who will do anything to get information.  

Of course, the feelings were bound to be bad.  

However, the mood changed a little by the words of reporter Hinz.  

"You're struggling to defeat Swordmaster Ilya Lindsay."  

"… … ."  

"I have listened carefully to the three conditions that Brad Lloyd said earlier. This is an impeccable story, the insight that is the best instrument of the 27th Chrono."  

"… … Are you eavesdropping around?"  

"Eavesdropping. It is very sad. Maybe my ears are so bright... … I tend to hear all kinds of stories just by walking around the streets blankly."  

"If you're going to play with words… … ."  

"There is one more condition."  

"… … ?"  

"Swordmaster Ilya Lindsay only needs the three conditions mentioned earlier. But if you want to defeat Ilya Lindsay, who has even been a champion in the Land of Proof, if you want to defeat it within the tight deadline of 4 months... … This is the most important thing."  

"So, what the hell is that?"  

Cubar, who was listening to Hintz's words silently, intervened.  

It seems like a very talkative man, but if he didn't cut it like this, he would endlessly tell the story he wanted to say.  

I thought maybe it could have induced this kind of reaction, but I couldn't help it.  

The first thing was to answer my curiosity. Iron and Lulu also looked at the elves in front of them with similar thoughts.  

Fortunately, the hints didn't drag any further.  

"It's about improving the marketability."  

"… … Please explain."  

"Yes, let's go into the explanation right away. Currently, the land of proof is in the fierceest situation since its establishment. From Sir Ignet Cresencia to Ilya Lindsay, the youngest Swordmaster record has changed twice in a short period of time. Thanks to this, like the numbering sword of Vulcanus, the superstition is spreading that the good energy to become a sword master flows in the land of proof."  

"… … ."  

"The talented people who were quietly doing closed-close training come to Eisenmark. Monsters, former champions, rush to Eisenmark. There are also a lot of prosecutors who have had a relationship with them in some way, and as such, there are not a few skilled people who are willing to meet with the increased level of gladiator. And their fame pierces the sky. It means that each one is the people the audience wants to see."  

"… … Are you talking about the part that the confrontation with the champions can't be concluded because the turn is pushed by those people?"  

"It is correct. No matter how good you are, if you don't get the public's attention, your chances of fighting fly far away. The land of proof is a gladiator, a stage to show the audience."  

When he heard Hints, Cubar nodded.  

That was right.  

If there are multiple bodies of the champion, it would not be known, but under a limited schedule, only a handful of challengers will qualify to confront her.  

Those who have not only skills, but also box office success that the audience will love.  

The whole party was in thought.  

Brad, who is uncomfortable, and Irene, who was listening to the story quietly, thought Hintz was right.  

And I thought deeply about how to achieve the fourth condition.  

And the worries did not last long.  

"I can help. No, please do the opposite. Please help me."  

"Yeah?"  

"If you hold my hand… … This reporter, Hintz, who will be second in this Eisenmarkt, will make you the best star in the land of proof."  

"… … ."  

"I really want you to be with me."  

A hint to say with a serious expression after throwing off the light atmosphere of birth.  

His eyes were filled with strong emotions like a craftsman who found a large gemstone.  

Seeing such an elf reporter, this time Brad couldn't even speak out.  
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Among Eisenmarkt, famous as a gladiator, the most famous gladiator, the land of proof.  

Gladiators there are divided into several classes according to their skills.  

Pawn, knight, bishop, rook, queen, and king levels based on chess pieces.  

There are seven stages in total, including an introductory test site for those who set foot in the gladiator for the first time.  

And the stage of the present proof land... … Everything was saturated.  

'I expected to some extent.'  

Kumar looked back and thought.  

I thought it would be a lot.  

Since Ignet Cressencia ascended to Sword Master, the land of proof, which had earned the best reputation, has become a sacred place for barbarian swordsmen.  

Even the prestigious articles were in the midst of flocking.  

In addition, the situation worsened when a new sun emerged called Ilya Lindsay.  

The land of proof was prevailing as if it would absorb all the swordsman in the world, and thanks to this, the audience screamed happily as they watched the gladiators, which were much higher than before in both quantitative and qualitative terms.  

So Cubar was curious.  

"Why did you come to us, Irene Fareira?"  

"… … ."  

"It seems like you have heard all of our stories, so I will speak comfortably. I don't really understand, Ms. reporter. As you said, now is the time to have more stories than ever. It's because people who are far from the day and have a lot of fame are visiting Eisenmarkt."  

"That's right. You are one of them."  

"But compared to the old champions you talked about, and other prosecutors, it's true that it's less topical. Especially Irene... … Are you familiar with this young man?"  

"I don't know much. I was curious about the East Sea, but it was limited to being from the Hale Kingdom and having an outstanding performance in the Battle of Mine earlier this year. It's like someone who has been hiding for a long time and then first appeared to the world this year."  

"… … okay. Then you know. How ridiculous we were talking about."  

Cubar stared at the hints with deep eyes.  

They know. That Irene Fareira has excellent skills.  

And that it has a greater potential than that.  

However, in the eyes of an ordinary person, he is just a young man with a nice body and a gentle impression.  

If you say that you will defeat the Swordmaster within four months, it means that it is a child who can only live with ridicule.  

'To such an Iron, why is this guy sticking to such a low profile?'  

The orc spirit's eyes were deeper. The same was true of Lulu and Brat.  

All three were looking for an answer from the Elf reporter with their eyes.  

"… … Give me a moment, time to organize the words."  

Hintz said in a polite manner.  

Unlike his first appearance, in the atmosphere of an elf who fell into playfulness, Irene and the group looked at him quietly, but without releasing their alertness.  

Of course, as a veteran journalist, he wasn't embarrassed.  

Reporters are a people who are hated everywhere.  

There were quite a number of times when Hintz changed the flow of not only winning articles in a worse atmosphere, but also making the other person cling to him with his skillful speech skills.  

Of course not now.  

The orc, who seems to have gained inexperienced experience, the cat conjurer who seems to see through the hearts of people, and the eldest son of the Lloyd family, who seems to possess a sober judgment.  

It's better to show your honest heart than to play tricks in front of these people.  

Hintz, who judged that way, slowly opened his mouth.  

"First, let me tell you from the point of view of a reporter. Reporters are more attracted to raw ore than to finished handiwork."  

"stone?"  

"That's right. He is not a strong man that everyone knows, but an existence that no one knows yet. Now, it is a journalist's greatest joy to see a comet-like entity that first stepped into the world faster than anyone else and to process it into a knight."  

"then… … ."  

"However, the reasons why Elf Hintz, not as a reporter, cling to Iron Fareira is a little different. Ignet Cresencia, do you know?"  

Everyone nodded at hints.  

No one knows her.  

The most powerful 20th prosecutor on the continent. A genius of the era that threatens even the shouts of senior Swordmasters.  

The elf who brought out its name continued to talk.  

"When she first stepped into the land of proof, she said that within a year she would defeat all the strongest here and become a champion. Everyone laughed. It was quite famous, but Ignet at the time wasn't quite capable enough to discuss the position of the champion. However… … Indeed, in a year, not only did I become a champion, but I also reached a great level as a Swordmaster."  

"… … ."  

"It was a tremendous shock for me to laugh at her with other people."  

A thing beyond common sense.  

Being completely out of the ordinary standard of the public.  

I thought the hint at the time was just happening.  

What happens once every few hundred years happened here by accident, so there's nothing to worry about.  

It wasn't that I wasn't lacking in myself with ridicule, but Ignet was so excellent.  

He masturbated like that and continued as a reporter again.  

When a famous prosecutor appears, he publishes an appropriate predictive article, and when a thunderbolt comes out, he writes an appropriate mockery article.  

Like that, I passed the stimulus of one time as if it were a story of another world, and spent a normal day.  

And two months ago.  

Once again, a major incident that transcended common sense occurred, and everyone in the world was astonished.  

The same was true for hints.  

Like the general public who responded with open mouth and 'I really didn't know!', he had no choice but to remain as a neighbor.  

Despite having a personality that requires approaching, analyzing, and knowing more quickly than anyone else, despite being proud of having better eyes to see prosecutors than anyone else.  

He was deeply disappointed in his own perspective, which was nothing different from'Subscriber 1'who read his article.  

"It's different this time."  

"… … What do you mean?"  

"Is it because I went through two failures? I think there is something called persimmon. Your cat, a magician?"  

"Huh. I'm a conjurer."  

"If you're a magician, you might understand my feelings like this. It's far less than you, but... … ."  

"Of course I understand. If you've been a journalist for 20 years, it wouldn't be strange if you show a sense similar to a magician in that field. Anyway, you're saying that Iron can meet the champions, right? right?"  

"I think so."  

"Hmm."  

"I will not lie to tell you that the moment I met Pareira-nim, the feeling came immediately. However… … As we watched the champions go to their residence, we meet again and have a conversation... … That sense began to come little by little."  

"… … ."  

"So please. Before being a reporter, as a gladiator fan... … Before Lindsay's genius resigns himself from the championship, I'd like to have a match against Irene Fareira. I want to see the legend begin faster than anyone else and closer than anyone else. I am ready to do my best for this... … Only that. Whoo."  

Is it because I said it with a lot of sincerity unlike usual.  

Sweat, which didn't come out well, formed a persimmon on my forehead. His face was also a little hot.  

Hintz became nervous because he couldn't figure out what he was like.  

Then Cubar and Brat stared at him.  

"… … It's a statement with no logic."  

"That's right. By the way, have you two met before?"  

"Huh. That reporter told me where Ilya lived."  

"Right. Anyway, I agree with Mr. Cubar."  

The orc spoke first, followed by the blue-haired young man. It was a blunt tone.  

Fortunately, however, they were special beings who were not bound by'common sense'.  

It's because their heads are hard like ordinary people, because the only things they saw and experienced were extraordinary things.  

Besides, it wasn't them who made the decision.  

Bratt asked, looking at the main character of this event, Irene Fareira.  

"What would you like to do? It's your job, so you decide."  

After hearing a friend's words, Irene turned and stared at the Elf reporter.  

Hintz swallowed without knowing.  

More special than an experienced orc, more than a cat magician who doesn't know what he's thinking.  

In a literally naked mood, Hintz quietly waited for the other person's answer.  

Before long, a question flowed out of the blond young man's mouth.  

"good. What can I do?"  

"… … Good! Oh, sorry!"  

Clutching his fists, Hintz quickly apologized.  

Throughout my life as a reporter, I have never been so nervous and embarrassed.  

He laughed nicely and said, looking at Irene.  

"It's not a big hassle. foregoing… … Topical. If you have anything to boast about cultivating a topic that the top heads of the proof-of-the-land and the public can renounce... … Please speak without surprise."  

"Hmm. If that's the case, I think I can speak better than this friend."  

"I also! I also! There are so many things to boast about Irene!"  

"Now, wait a second. Don't raise your voice too much... … No, let's move to a quiet place and talk about it."  

A hint that calmed Lulu speaking out loud asked him to change the place.  

Irene and the group nodded happily and headed for the room together.  

Then, shortly thereafter, a boasting showdown between Cubar and Lulu against the Airn ensued.  

"… … ."  

Hintz listened to them with a speechless expression.  

I couldn't even write it down.  

That's because the stories from the three's mouths, including the two's mouths, or even Brat Lloyd, were unbelievable things.  

'When I was a prospective trainee of the Chrono Swordsman... … I climbed to the second seat with a slight difference and then returned to the family due to personal circumstances.'  

'Five years later, in the subjugation battle, he played alone against an advanced mine.'  

'A month ago, I was given the recognition of Jet Frost, the 101st prosecutor, as well as having overwhelmed one partisan's cross-reference... … .'  

'Even, you were recognized as the owner of the 10th sword by the blacksmith Vulcanus?'  

None of the above was not great.  

But the most important was the last part.  

You have been promised a numbering sword of Vulcanus that will dominate the master.  

It wasn't just promised, I was begging for your reference.  

At least that was the case by listening to Cubar and Lulu.  

Of course, you can't write this article right away.  

In the first place, there is a better timing, and it requires a procedure to check if what they say is true.  

Early tomorrow morning, I will send an apprentice reporter to pick up an interview between Vulcanus and Jet Frost.  

I can't go to Hale Kingdom due to the short schedule of 4 months.  

'The important thing… … If everything I hear is true, it means that a third miracle could really happen.'  

A lifelong rival who couldn't compete properly when he was a prospective trainee.  

The two geniuses reunite after six years and make a conclusion on the best stage!  

There couldn't have been more exciting stories than this.  

A hint of excitement said, grabbing Airn's hands.  

"I will try my best to raise the rankings as soon as possible and challenge yourself to the championship!"  

"… … Okay."  

On the contrary, Irene Fareira responded to Hinz's words with a calm expression.  

* * *  

Noon the next day.  

After an early lunch, Irene, Judith, and Brat appeared in the "Land of Beginnings," an introductory test of the Land of Proof.  

Originally, it would have taken a week to wait because of the invading prosecutors, but thanks to Hintz's mobilization of connections, he was able to take the test right away.  

Clap, Cuckoo, said Judith, who crushed the candy in her mouth and swallowed it.  

"Go. To smash everything."  

"okay."  

"The level queen gladiators also smashed, the king gladiators smashed, the Ilya smashed, and all smashed. You also smash it."  

'… … Why me.'  

Irene, who received Judith's fiery eyes, turned his head.  

Then, the entrance to the land of the beginning and the crowd crowded in front of it came into my eyes.  

He watched it silently, and he stepped forward with a determined expression.  

"Go."  
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The land of the beginning.  

Among the three arenas in the Land of Proof, the place where the most prosecutors gather.  

However, it is very difficult to find talented people.  

I had to do that.  

Unlike the two arenas that only receive carefully selected gladiators, this place was literally a test venue to check whether or not you are entitled to be on the stage.  

This is the place where you can knock on the door without any restrictions, whether you are a spouse who longed for a prosecutor and ran away from home, or an old man who wanted to end his life splendidly.  

Nevertheless, the land of the beginning was quite popular.  

Rather, some of the audience preferred this place.  

The charm that comes from uncertainty.  

The peculiar atmosphere that a seasoned veteran prosecutor and a terrible idiot might stand in one place, and a little anticipation that he might discover the master of the unknown for the first time.  

With the addition of proper gambling, you can feel a lot more exhilarating than a gladiator match at the top, where the outcome is somewhat predictable.  

"Fight vigorously again today, kids!"  

"It's not a pet? Then go up quickly! Don't be crushed here!"  

"Hey, look over there! I think that inspiration is the third challenge this time?"  

"Hahaha, grandfather! Don't get hurt! Hopefully this time, we can even go up with a level phone!"  

The elderly prosecutor who heard the voice looked at the audience seat and lifted his sword.  

The calm expression was veteran itself, but the body was insolvent.  

Of course, even that was one of the fun elements of the Land of Beginnings.  

However, that is only the position of the general audience.  

Andre, a reporter of "Weekly Valhalla," who came to this position as a pro, was looking at every corner of the stadium with a slight attitude.  

It wasn't just that.  

People waiting with magic cameras all over the land of the beginning.  

All of them were professional journalists dealing with gladiator-related weekly magazines, and they were watching preliminary gladiators entering with sharp eyes.  

It looked as if he was waiting for someone, but shortly afterward, exclamation burst out of the mouths of all reporters.  

It was because the person he wanted appeared.  

'Brat Lloyd!'  

The eldest son of the Lloyds, the influential family of the Gerbera family, and known as the best among the 27th official trainees of the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

Of course, he was just a young man under the age of 20, but he should never be treated like any other prospect.  

'This jockey? Not bad. But it's still not enough. Of course, there are some children that can be useful, but... … Still, there are many corners to be trimmed.'  

A word left by Ian Swordsman when someone asked for an evaluation of the 27th.  

It was an ambiguous statement to say that it was a compliment, but everyone on the continent knows it.  

How strict standards Ian applies to his disciples.  

As a matter of course, Brat Lloyd is known to be the best among the "some usable children" mentioned by Kwan-Joo.  

Although not from the West, I had to say that it had enough topicality to be included in an article.  

'Good thing. If I came back a few days after thinking about the waiting time, it would have been late.'  

'Is it because it is a high-ranking aristocrat, or there seems to be a network in the land of proof. When I see you take the test right away... … .'  

Arrive at Eisenmarkt and take the test in one day.  

In some ways, it was a cut-in action, but no reporters were concerned about it.  

Their interests were focused on Chrono's pride, and how great Brat Lloyd showed off his skills.  

While thinking about that, another rookie appeared.  

It was Judith, a genius commoner prosecutor who was said to be comparable to Brad Lloyd.  

Reporters' expectations were heightened as they watched her with her red hair tied behind her, contrasting with Brat.  

André, a reporter for Weekly Valhalla, also hoped that the test would begin with an excited look.  

In his eyes, a sneaky existence came into him.  

"Hints, he also came... … ."  

Hintz, chief reporter of Weekly Arena, who is paired with Weekly Valhalla.  

Andrew frowned at his appearance, then nodded as if he knew it would.  

Well, considering his career, it was strange that he wasn't here.  

He couldn't have been able to smell this scent, who is better than any of the reporters here.  

"What… … If this happens, you will have to compete with the quality of the knight."  

"Yes? Did you not hear well?"  

"never mind. this! They both go into the test at the same time. You take on Judith's side."  

Andre, who sent a stupid apprentice reporter to Judith, focused on Brad Lloyd's game.  

Still, thanks to the land of a bursting start, and the recent great boom, the tests were conducted simultaneously.  

He complained that he couldn't see the two promising matches at once, and he immediately focused on Brat.  

However, the face of Andre, who confirmed the opponent, was full of disappointment.  

This is because Nakbang's grandfather, who had been bluffing a lot from before the start of the test, was standing across from him.  

Chaeang!  

"The game is over! Reserve Gladiator Brat Lloyd, Victory!"  

"Oh, it's a waste! I felt good this time!"  

'It feels good!'  

Because of your poor skills, you haven't even been able to properly check your promising skills!  

I couldn't be able to shout.  

This is because the land of the beginning was originally like this.  

A test that lasts up to three times, and at the end of that, something interesting might come out, but it was more likely not to be true.  

'If it's the case, I'd like a hidden talent to come out to the other side by chance... … Maybe it's hard to do that?'  

It was a moment when journalist Andre was regretting his appetite with regret.  

Chaeang!  

A particularly sharp sound echoed among the numerous metal tones, followed by great cheers.  

His head naturally turned to a noisy place.  

A pretty handsome, but mild-looking young man caught my eyes.  

As if the game had ended with one sword, there was a feeling of disappointment in the opponent's expression.  

Of course, this is uncommon in the land of beginnings.  

As it was a place where prosecutors of all levels gathered, there were far more one-sided games rather than fierce fights.  

"But the relative muscles are pretty good… … Surprisingly."  

Andre, who muttered briefly, quickly caught his eye.  

I was too busy to pay attention to such a young man.  

Brad Lloyd and Judith are also important, but it is because there were many other prosecutors he was watching.  

'I have to see Charism, I have to see Garret, and I would like to see Triston as well... … .'  

With that in mind, the apprentice reporter who had gone to see Judith's game came running with a whisper.  

Asked Andre.  

"How did it go?"  

"Judith finished in one room. I wasn't particularly impressed because the other person wasn't very good."  

"Is that so... … I can't help it. Ah! The Triston game starts over there. Go!"  

"Yes, senior!"  

Andre and the apprentice reporter went around to watch the tests of the reserve gladiators ever since.  

Even in the rain after the game of the characters I had thought of, I could never rest.  

This is because in order to write an article quickly, I had to write an intermediate draft.  

Fortunately, the Brat Lloyd's and Judith's tests no longer overlap.  

Caoang!  

"The game is over! Reserve Gladiator Brat Lloyd, Victory!"  

"Hmm… … You are a great skill."  

"Thank you. You were also wonderful."  

Brad Lloyd, who finished all three fights.  

He came down from the stage with neat manners.  

He waved his hand at the audience's shouts and went into the building under the guidance of the guide.  

The tests were all over, but I couldn't leave right away because it was after all the matches that gave me the level decision.  

The apprentice reporter, who was watching his lofty back, said a word.  

"It just feels like a master master."  

"Well, yes."  

"It would be difficult to get an interview anyway?"  

"I see."  

It was just that. While responding to the response of the audience, he did not make eye contact with reporters.  

It seems that I have had a few burn experiences in the past.  

Andrew grumbled.  

"Anyway, the giregi guys are the problem. Clean and well mannered, huh? It's so cold to reporters because I pushed in with a pledge to come close and talk intimately."  

"Well… … right."  

"what? What's hot in front of you?"  

"Ah! The Judith match starts now!"  

The moment Andre was about to frown, the apprentice reporter shouted quickly.  

Andre's gaze naturally turned towards Judith.  

Unlike Brat's third opponent, a prosecutor who looked quite capable was standing across from him.  

"Good. I can get something this time... … uh?"  

The problem was that there was a prosecutor he had pointed out during the match that was played at the same time.  

Veteran Mercenary Charis.  

Before hearing the news of the appearance of Brat Lloyd and Judith, he was well-respected by reporters and is known to be quite capable.  

But in this situation, it couldn't be helped.  

Said Andre, frowning.  

"You go and see the charis side."  

"Yeah. Okay."  

The apprentice reporter nodded quickly and ran.  

After regaining his expression, Andre brightened his eyes to focus on Judith's game.  

How long will the opponent hold out?  

I wish I could endure it for a long time.  

Otherwise, it would be nice if Judith showed off his skills in a hot way... … .  

With those thoughts, I was waiting for the final test to begin soon.  

In the head of journalist Andre, a sudden thought passed by her head.  

'Hints, why can't you see that gentle kid's nose?'  

It was strange.  

No matter what anyone says, the main characters of the day are Brat Lloyd and Judith.  

I don't know if a knight from a prestigious western family or a prosecutor from another famous swordsman appeared, but as long as there were no such people, it was natural that the two were interested in it.  

In fact, all of the reporters who knew their faces were attached to the two's match.  

By the way… … .  

'Why aren't there any hints?'  

Andre frowned.  

I understand if I hadn't come at all.  

However, it was very, very strange not to pay attention to the two's game on the subject that appeared before the start.  

'Or, are you hiding anywhere in the tree and watching?'  

I thought it could be.  

Unlike himself, who is a poor body, he is a sharp-born elf.  

In addition, he was handsome, and his ability was outstanding.  

Thinking so, it seemed like a tantrum would suddenly burst.  

It was the moment when he managed to manage his anger, with annoyance on his face.  

He couldn't stand it and shouted loudly when he saw the apprentice reporter running in a stupid look.  

"You're a baby, why come back again! I told you to watch the charis game!"  

"uh? uh… … ."  

"uh? What uh! I can't go fast and watch!"  

Andre raised his fist threateningly.  

He was bald and full of stomachs, but he was a man-like being that was scary only for the trainees.  

The probationary reporter had no choice but to tremble.  

However, it didn't go back.  

He was terrified and said in a creeping voice.  

"Well, that… … The game is over."  

"What?"  

"There was a game. I lost charis. All of a sudden."  

"Hmm. Right. Charis won... … No, you lost?"  

What does that mean?  

At the moment I was about to ask, the sound of a sword hitting resounded.  

Andrew and the apprentice's eyes turned to Judith.  

A red-haired prosecutor who quickly ended the game was seen descending from the stage.  

Andre, who missed an important situation, again looked down on his anger, managed to suppress his anger and asked a question.  

"So, you lost? Is Charis?"  

"Yes, yes! I lost in an instant. Actually, I didn't even see it properly. It ended in the midst of running."  

"Who the hell is your partner?"  

"That, over there… … ."  

The apprentice reporter pointed to someone.  

Reporter Andre's head swung over there.  

And what comes to my eyes is a blond young man with a gentle impression that passed by as if for the first time.  

"… … ."  

And it was the appearance of Hintz, an elf reporter, writing something hard around him.  
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About 4 hours after the door of the land of the beginning opened. All today's tests are over.  

The preliminary gladiators who had played the match waited for the results to come out with anxiety.  

Was it to be considerate of them? The grading was done faster than I thought.  

This is because the graders have done the classification in advance.  

The prosecutors who checked the list on the large bulletin board showed different reactions.  

"Oh, it's falling again!"  

"Okay, it's passed!"  

"It is natural to pass… … Huh, I thought it would be a level night, but it starts with the phone."  

"Don't be too disappointed. The level is completely different from the old one. It's a congratulations if you pass even in these days of intense competition. Let's go for a drink."  

"is it… … Well, it would be better to think positively. Okay, I'm going to go up to Level Night in no time!"  

Someone cheers of joy.  

Someone swallows the regret of dropping out.  

In addition, some of them passed, but were depressed by the results that were less than expected, and then made a determined expression while making up their minds.  

Participants who accepted the result poured out of the stadium to resolve the circumstance.  

To greet them, the remaining audience gave strong applause.  

"Good look, Triston! Go up high quickly!"  

"Everyone has a hard time! Congratulations to those who pass, and those who have fallen, drink and forget!"  

"Yes, don't be dead! I can try again next time!"  

"Stop inspirational tanks! Then you might really die!"  

"Ha ha ha ha ha!"  

A land of opportunity where gladiators of pawn, knight, bishop, and look level gather.  

A land of glory where gladiators of Queen and King level gather.  

The biggest difference between these two arenas and the land of the beginning was that the distance between the gladiator contestants and the spectators was very close.  

Not a small number of spectators threw some virtues toward the exiting participants.  

Occasionally, the humorous person threw a joke, but there were no incidents of blushing.  

However, such a light atmosphere for a while.  

The surroundings were calmed by the three prosecutors who followed.  

It was because the main characters of the day appeared.  

Brad Lloyd, the eldest son of the Lloyds and the best of the 27 Chrono Swordsmen.  

Likewise, Judith, who competes for the best of the 27th term, possesses tremendous talent despite being a commoner.  

The eyes of the onlookers looking at the two young men were full of surprise.  

"You look much younger than you thought. Well, considering my age, it's worth it, but... … ."  

"Did they both say they are younger than twenty? That's great."  

"All three games ended in no time?"  

"I heard yes. It ended so quickly that I didn't even see Brad Lloyd."  

"It is said that you have received the Bishop's decision, the highest grade you can get in the land of the beginning."  

"Hey, that's a special ability among prospects. You must be qualified."  

Is it because I have lived watching the battle board since I was young?  

Not only the West, but the famous prosecutors of the Continent were the audiences who were keenly aware of it.  

For them, the appearance of Brat Lloyd and Judith, the best prospects in the central region, was exciting.  

Besides, the two weren't the end.  

A blond young man who appeared together as if he was familiar with them.  

An unidentified figure who overwhelmed the veteran mercenary Charis with an exciting blow, not like her gentle appearance.  

The onlookers also shared some of their interest with him.  

"Isn't it the same 27 aircraft anyway?"  

"What was your name? Iron Parray? It's my first time listening... … ."  

"Well, no matter how much you are a chrono swordsman, you cannot memorize all of the names of trainees. Anyway, it's great. Even if you're not a talented person who fights for a senior, you can afford to go to the bishop level, right?"  

"That's it."  

The sound of "Surely Chrono Swordsman" came out.  

Of course, it wasn't just anticipation mixed with their tone.  

No matter what anyone says, the highest peak of swordsmanship they think is the western continent.  

No matter how great the Chrono Swordsman was, it couldn't be the number one for them who were from the West to the bones.  

However, such local feelings were also one of the fun elements of watching a gladiator game.  

And those who knew it best were not spectators, but reporters diligently selling their feet to secure the story.  

"Excuse me! This is Ben, a reporter for the weekly Dark Sword! Are you Brat Lloyd?"  

"I'm Andre, the chief reporter for Weekly Valhalla. Without being rude, just a few questions... … ."  

"Judith! Please look over here!"  

"Why did Krono's trainees come to the land of proof? Is it to prove the swordsmanship of the central continent to the west?"  

"Wait a minute, please, don't just go, just a word… … ."  

Reporters who were hiding among the audience suddenly poured out.  

At first, there were only two or three people, but when all the people who had noticed joined together, the front of the land of the beginning quickly turned into a noisy street.  

However, their attempts to interview the craziest had to be stopped immediately.  

This is because a dangerous energy emanated from Judith's body, a red-haired prosecutor.  

Hwaahah-!  

"Heo-eok!"  

"… … !"  

"Ugh… … ."  

Reporters stepping back with a parisian complexion.  

Some experienced people managed to endure, but they too couldn't speak to Judith anymore.  

Because I felt it instinctively.  

No matter how much they ask questions, they will not be able to get a single answer from this young prospect.  

Reporters who swallowed gulp turned their gaze to Brat Lloyd this time.  

At that moment, a heavy energy flowed from his body.  

Hwaahak-!  

"Well… … ."  

"… … ."  

Compared to Judith's, the momentum is relatively mild.  

However, the attitude of not welcoming the media was the same.  

Reporters' faces were distorted like people chewed by insects.  

'Damn, both are the types that are hard to pick.'  

'Aren't you only in the swordsman all the time? If this is your first time coming to the continent, you will be excited and want to say something like that... … .'  

'Why are the young guys so stubborn?'  

Ordinary prospects don't do this.  

It's the first time that you make yourself known to the world, and that reporters decide their image.  

Even so, I can't hide my excitement, so I say things like that.  

However, whether they had any experience with Dane, or whether they were not interested in fame or image, the reaction was so cold.  

Of course, just because you didn't get an interview doesn't mean you can't write an article.  

Among the 27th Chrono, those who quarreled for the chief appeared!  

Just telling this fact was enough to fill in the content.  

However… … .  

'I would like to contain a little more rich content… … .'  

It was when reporters were thinking about that.  

Hintz, the chief reporter of Weekly Arena, who had only been standing far and far, moved quickly.  

It wasn't that he approached the red and blue haired reactions.  

Standing in front of the blond young man a little behind him, he asked a question.  

"Good morning. My name is Hintz, chief reporter at Weekly Arena. If not for excuse, would you mind just a few simple questions?"  

"good. What are you curious about?"  

"… … !"  

At the same time, exclamation marks appeared above the reporters' heads.  

Yes. There is no interview between Brad Lloyd and Judith, but if you capture his motives, you can get their information indirectly.  

Moreover, unlike the previous two, this blond young man seemed much easier to attack.  

The impression was gentle and the tone was soft, so it seemed like I could get all the answers with a little pressure.  

Reporters who had finished thinking quickly rushed in front of him.  

"Are you right, Irene Pareira? You seem to have acquainted with the official Krono trainees. Is Pareira also a regular trainee?"  

"Why did the three come to the land of proof together!"  

"Is it true that Ian Kwan-ju said that Bratt Lloyd and Judith had enough talent to become swordmasters?"  

"I'm going to ask you a question about Brat Lloyd!"  

"If you can't excuse me, about Judith-sama… … ."  

"me too… … !"  

A question, a question, another question.  

It was truly a feast of questions.  

The onlookers who watched it frowned.  

It's something that reporters talk to easy prospects. I've seen it often, but it's because it looked so severe now.  

Most of the questions even focus on his motives, Brad Lloyd and Judith, not the blond young man.  

It wasn't strange that I was injured.  

However, when asked, Irene Fareira did not frown.  

However, he did not show any embarrassment due to the pressure of reporters.  

He stood at the center of the turmoil with a calm expression, said Najik.  

"Would you please be quiet for a moment?"  

Then, to my surprise, the turmoil quickly subsided.  

"… … ?"  

"what?"  

The audience watching the situation cautiously whispered.  

It was strange. The young man named Pareira, the child, didn't say anything special.  

However, it wasn't like Bratt and Judith had the energy. I just asked for it.  

However, reporters who were not so repressive quickly became quiet.  

"… … ."  

Reporters looked at each other's eyes.  

Why they stopped talking at the same time, even they couldn't properly explain.  

Is it a coincidence, or is there something mysterious power in that good-looking young man?  

In such a strange atmosphere, Irene Fareira opened her mouth.  

"I'm sorry, but I can't tell you anything about motives. If they didn't open their mouths, it's probably because it's not the question I'd like to answer, but it's excuse me to talk about him for me, not the person concerned."  

"… … ."  

"Instead, I would like to tell a story about myself even if I am short of my own. Aspiration… … Can I say that it is a promise to pay."  

Reporters nodded.  

As I went back without getting any interviews, it was much more beneficial to write down the story of this blond young man.  

In addition, Irene Pareira wasn't in the middle of it either.  

It can't be compared to Brat and Judith, but being an official trainee of the 27th Chrono is enough to attract readers' attention.  

Of course, looking at the attitude so far, I think I'm going to talk about a very schoolboy-like story, honestly, a little less fun, but… … .  

Was when all reporters thought.  

"I won't turn it around. As a proud swordsman of Chrono, a gladiator faithful to the essence of the Land of Proof. We will do our best to show you a fun and hot game."  

"Five?"  

"Until I get on the stage of the level queen, I will defeat my opponent with a blow."  

"Huh?"  

"I hope this answer is up to the expectations of reporters. Well then."  

Irene Paraeira, with her head down slightly, walked forward confidently.  

And he quickly left with Brad Lloyd and Judith, who were waiting for him.  

After a while, the onlookers, who had been slightly vague, began to open their mouths one by one.  

"No, what did you say now? Am I wrong?"  

"Level Queen? It's not a look, and you're going to end the game with a blow until you get to the queen?"  

"haha. He seemed like a humble friend, but he was more arrogant than I thought."  

"Why? Young people should have that kind of ambition. but… … I don't seem to know how tight the proof land is these days."  

"Hey, if I knew that, I wouldn't be saying that nonsense… … ."  

Some complained about being cocky, and some burst into laughter, saying they liked the proud appearance.  

In such a conflicting atmosphere, all reporters were making bright expressions.  

It is natural.  

Whether or not they can keep their promises, it is a good thing for reporters that a gladiator opens his mouth.  

If you fail, you can write a mockery article, and if you succeed, a new star will be born.  

Of course, the probability of becoming an electron is much higher... … .  

'It doesn't matter. The main dish is Brat Lloyd and Judith anyway.'  

'I have to go quickly and write a draft. Quickly… … .'  

Reporters split in an instant with thoughtful expressions.  

Hintz, the first interrogator who was watching him silently, nodded with a meaningful expression.  

'You're much better than you think, right?'  

I don't know how great Irene Fareira is.  

However, the prosecutor's skill and topic are not always directly proportional.  

The expectations of the public vary from floor to ceiling depending on how they look, atmosphere, and speech skills.  

That's the gladiator.  

In that respect, the appearance of Irene Fareira now was very good.  

No, I'm not going to end that much.  

For a while, I could feel the hint.  

The feeling of heavy pressure when he made reporters silent in an instant.  

That is the presence of those who are close to the throne and the "real" that can emanate.  

An elf reporter with a light smile thought as he took steps.  

'I need to mature a little more, without the need to rush information. Of course, in the meantime, until the other guys smell it, they make a little futile with fake information... … .'  

The moment when the expected value that can be extracted with the information you hold is maximized while you are so excited.  

It will pop gorgeously.  

More intensely to remain in the minds of the public than any other challengers.  

After a day like that.  

"Well? There are a lot of impressive rookies?"  

The next morning, exclamation flowed from the mouths of the residents of Eisenmarkt, who opened several weekly magazines.  
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Monday, the start of the week, is a pretty significant day in Eisenmark.  

This is because it is a day when magazines related to gladiators such as Weekly Arena and Weekly Valhalla are pouring out.  

Once again, the residents of this place love gambling second and watching fights first.  

Even though I couldn't go to the game because I was busy with my life, reading related articles and accumulating information about the strong was a very enjoyable hobby.  

"Oh, the Chrono Swordsman Trainees are here, right?"  

And this week's gladiator magazine was pretty full of content.  

To be precise, there were many people who were interested in the new prospects.  

Chrono's official trainee, who had been stuck in a swordsman for nearly six years, finally appeared outside the world.  

"Brat Lloyd, Judith… … These are the names I've heard of. Aren't those young people known to be the most promising in the 27th Golden Age?"  

"right. Ian Kwan-ju praised it externally... … It's great considering that person's personality."  

"Isn't this the future Swordmasters visited?"  

"a. Something like that already... … Once you are promising, and you become masters, there are over a thousand masters on the continent right now?"  

"Hey, that sounds right. It would still go up quite high, right?"  

"maybe?"  

Residents who were cleaning in front of the store naturally began to predict the grades of the 27th-year trainees.  

Predicting how far the newly revealed prosecutors will go was a favorite topic of the Eisenmarkt people.  

The first thing that opened his mouth was a man with a big nose.  

"They are still the best prospects in the central region, but couldn't we get to the level queen?"  

Level Queen.  

It is a level that is only allowed for real talented people who can step into the "Glory Land", the third arena of the Proving Land.  

Was it because I heard a lot of stories about the 27th Chrono?  

The big-nosed man thought they could go up to the glorious stage.  

But the other two were not.  

In particular, the mustache man shook his head, frowning even on his face.  

"Ah, but the level queen is hard."  

"So. I don't know if it used to be, but nowadays level queens can only be raised by becoming an expert.  

"But, isn't it possible that the 27th-year trainees could be experts?"  

"Ah, what are the kids who just came out on the continent… … ."  

"still… … ."  

The big-nosed man was a little confused at the immediate refutation.  

This is because these nobles usually bet on their own opinions.  

However, it was quite logical for the mustache man to follow.  

"Hey, do you know what the average age at which the Swordmasters of the continent reached Experts?"  

"uh? I don't know... … ."  

"I'm in my early twenties. Of course, some are slower and some are faster, but the average is not. And Brad Lloyd and Judith are still under 20."  

"Ah… … ."  

"Now you know? I mean why I said it was hard."  

The big-nosed man nodded with a convincing expression.  

Certainly, compared to the Swordmasters' childhood enemies, it was clearly felt.  

Hearing that few of the continent's greatest geniuses reached Experts in their teens, I thought it would be difficult even for those who quarrel for the chief of the 27th Chrono.  

"But, well, it's not impossible at all."  

The short man, who had been silent, said, and the man with the mustache and the big nose nodded at the same time.  

Because they have already seen it twice.  

Even those who have reached the level of the Sword Master will fade the light, the overwhelmingly talented swordsmen.  

"What if I have a talent like Ignet Cresenciana, who became a master at the age of 20, and Ilia Lindsay, who is now a champion… … Not only level queens, but also kings."  

"You said that Sir Julius Hull was an expert at the age of 14? Was Ian Kwan-ju also 15 years old? Yes. Surely it could be possible with such a great genius."  

"right."  

Of course, none of the three we talked to were serious faces.  

I had to do that.  

No matter how great the trainees of the 27th Chrono are, they are still only prospects.  

It was too much thought to compare them to the continent's strongest prosecutors and the greatest talents in history.  

For that reason, Krono's third trainee, Irene Paray, did not win the trust of the people.  

This is because the aspirations were too vain compared to the reputation they had.  

'Maybe it's possible in a bishop. But the level-look prosecutors aren't normal. I think I strengthened my words because I wanted to build awareness... … It's a bit bad.'  

'But I like the confident character rather than the quiet one. Shall we go to the game? It was pretty overrated at the Weekly Arena. It's difficult to believe 100 percent.'  

'Will a rough estimate come out after a month or so... … If it is mentioned back then, I should go see it. Before that, I have to watch Judith. Somehow, people from commoners will be more supportive.'  

After a pause, the merchants continue their thoughts on the three prospects of Chrono.  

However, such a time did not last long.  

This is because they have a long story left to finish.  

"We've talked about the prospects so far, and what's going on with the Level King match this week?"  

"This time, the new Master of Tao, Croche, and Ranked No. 4, Grayson King."  

"Oh, I want to watch the Croche game unconditionally… … Damn it, you can't afford it unless you rob emergency money, right?"  

"Why? Are you not from the eastern part of Kroche?"  

"It's not the birthplace. You should have seen it yourself, so to what extent... … ."  

By generation, there are Youngjaeni, Shindong, Genius who will appear once every few years, and prospects who receive all kinds of praise in one body.  

However, not all of them bloom.  

Only those who have successfully overcome the hard and difficult path of thorns can get the title of a prospect and become a proper prosecutor.  

Residents of Eisenmarkt knew this so well that they did not give the young prosecutors as much attention as veterans.  

It's been the 3rd day since Irene Fareira and the group arrived here.  

Yet, the world was not ready to accept the third genius.  

* * *  

That time.  

Ilya Lindsay, who was clean and standing in front of the priest, was relentlessly unraveling the thoughts in her heart.  

She was always pouring out her words without covering up, but today she had more to say.  

A precious bond that has come to visit herself after a long time.  

It was because of Iron Pareira.  

'You said you were buried in the eyes of others?'  

'You said you were only after someone else's?'  

'It doesn't make sense? You want to quit?'  

'Are you saying that the efforts I made, the level I achieved, were all useless?'  

For nearly the past six years, Ilya Lindsay has been on a fixed path without any doubt.  

It wasn't without ups and downs.  

Countless eyes and mouths that laughed at and ridiculed his struggles tormented her.  

But it was all thanks to the idea that they were terrible beings waiting only for the number of times to criticize themselves, their families, and their brother.  

'You can't fall over by the guys who are just waiting for me to fail.'  

'Even if it hurts, you have to do it. Even if it's painful, you have to overcome it.'  

'Let's sell it hotter and fiercely.'  

'I have to use my current anger as fuel to go up to a higher place!'  

But this time, I couldn't do it this time.  

It is because it was not anyone who caused ripples in her heart, but Irene Fareira, her precious friend.  

'It's embarrassing, but you are my most precious friend. See you next.'  

Before leaving for the visit, I remember the last words Irene had said.  

The expression he saw, the atmosphere at the time, everything, everything.  

So I could know. That the other person is sincerely for himself.  

… … If that kind of being is the wrong path you've been walking on.  

'If so, would I really have a problem now?'  

Ilya Lindsay confessed my thoughts without adding or subtracting them, with a slightly rough breath.  

My usual cold expression has been broken for a long time.  

Her eyes, with even a little tear, were stuck in the priest's pure white clothing.  

It was difficult to raise my eyes.  

With her head down a little, Ilya waited quietly for the priest to resolve her concerns.  

After a while.  

A calm voice came out that calmed the listener's mind.  

"Because my friend left a story close to the question and answer, I think I will do it as well."  

"… … Is it a question-and-answer?"  

"Yes. It's a short story... … Would you like to listen?"  

Ilya nodded with a slightly puzzled expression.  

Until now, he is a priest who has eased his mind with clear and intuitive advice.  

I thought it was weird that he would answer in line, but I thought it would mean something.  

Before long, an old story ran out of his mouth.  

"One day, a man looking at a flag waving wildly, an old priest approached and asked. Why do you think that flag is shaking? The man answered. It will shake because the wind blows."  

"… … ."  

"Then the priest said: no. It is not the flag that is shaking, it is your heart."  

"… … ."  

"How do you think the man who heard those words acted?"  

"… … I do not know."  

Ilya answered quietly.  

I thought I knew it. This is because it was a story I've heard before.  

What really matters is not the environment around you, but your own mind. If you look at your own situation... … There was plenty of room to interpret in the direction of walking your own path without paying attention to the words around you.  

After all, does the priest even say that Irene is right?  

When I was thinking about that, the priest told me the next story in a calm voice.  

"A man with a lot of temper punched the old priest in the face."  

"… … ."  

"And said. I don't know if it's the heart or the flag that shakes, and your teeth seem to shake back and forth."  

"Are you kidding me now?"  

"It's not like that. When you hear it, it only hurts your head, and it means that you hear something that doesn't really help. Sister, please raise your head."  

I heard the priest's voice. Ilya raised her bowed head.  

Then I saw the other person's eyes that were clear and transparent. Deep lake-like snow that calms the mind.  

"The priest would have thought. The blowing wind is inevitable, so the flag has no choice but to shake. If so, let's try not to affect even our heart. But this is just an excuse for the incompetent."  

"… … ."  

"Isn't it? Sister has put all the winds to rest until now. He became the official knight of the Moonlight Knights and made the surrounding nobles look down, and became the champion of the land of proof, shutting the mouths of the ignorant public. And now, when you finally become the youngest Swordmaster, how is it?"  

"me… … The people I put under Ignet started to shut their mouths."  

"That's right. That's what matters."  

The priest who got up from the seat patted Ilya's back.  

Ilya accepted the hand. The priest's words continued to flow.  

"Keep going. Keep trying. Until all the winds in the world are gone. Until all the nerds of the continent are silent."  

"… … Thank you. It was a great help."  

After a while, sparks fluttered in the eyes of Ilya Lindsay, who woke up with a determined expression.  

It's completely different from what he looked like anxious and precarious, and he was very hot.  

The priest, who looked at this with a smile, lowered his head, and Ilya, who bowed his head, once again expressed his gratitude.  

With the same mind as the first time.  

With a heart similar to what it looked like when I first lost my brother.  

The hot anger that has been refilled burns her.  

I don't know later, but right now, the silver-haired prosecutor, who has become so shining, left the room.  

"… … ."  

The priest, who watched quietly, nodded silently.  

And as if nothing had happened, he opened the window and looked out.  

The cold wind of winter passed through his skin, but he stood as if he had been nailed for a long time without worrying about it.  

* * *  

next day.  

As usual, the child Pareira, who woke up from early morning sleep, thought.  

It's been a long time since I think my dreams have changed.  

'… … Today is not the first time.'  

I did. It is today that I am convinced, but when I think about it, the beginning of the change was not today.  

The day I met Ilya Lindsay.  

The day I promised to stop her runaway.  

From that day on, the man in my dream was getting older little by little.  
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How many times and how long have you seen a man in a dream swing a sword?  

In terms of time, it will be a long time that you can't even imagine.  

So I could know.  

Finely elongated wrinkles around the eyes.  

Hair that tapers very little.  

Various other evidences were telling us that the appearance of the man in the dream was gradually getting older.  

'What do you mean? This time again... … .'  

Pareira, the child who woke up, began to worry.  

I had to do that.  

Until now, when a man's dream has changed, not only does he stop dreaming, but he has changed not only his personal life but also his heart.  

Besides… … .  

'It wasn't just age that changed.'  

The look of the man.  

After the subjugation of Mine with the six southern families, he was wielding his sword in a dream with cool and cold anger... … He showed a different look than before.  

To be precise, the feelings of hate were retained as they were, and some feelings were added, but there was no way to know what it was, even as the closest child to the man.  

"… … I have a set of things to do."  

Irene muttered quietly to himself.  

In the end, it is the same as before.  

You won't know what it is until change comes, so you can just do your own thing without worrying about it.  

It was the same when subjugating Mine.  

Of course, there was also a difference from that time.  

At the time, he had already been influenced by his dreams, and his body and mind were swept back and forth according to the will of the man, not his own will.  

But now... … .  

'There is no such thing.'  

Iron, in a meditation posture, closed her eyes.  

Then, a huge flame that couldn't even be compared to when I met Ignet in the past bloomed in my heart.  

The firepower is so intense that it swallows the whole heavy and large iron stake.  

This was his will now.  

'If you try to help me, take it gently. But if you try to disturb me, I will refuse to dream or whatever. I'm not dragged anymore. With my will, I want to go... … .'  

"I'm going."  

Irene, whispering a little, continued to practice imagery.  

To lay the iron stake, heat it with a huge flame, and make it in the form of a sword, the ground, the ground! Tapping and performing the forging process.  

Then, surprisingly, the speed of work became incomparable to what it used to be.  

In the past, there was a change that made me feel that I could make a proper sword now, if it was a feeling of subtracting vainness.  

Irene, who had been knocking for a while, picked up the iron stake in his heart.  

No, it wasn't an iron stake anymore.  

It might be a clunky look that is close to practice, but it was definitely worth calling it a'sword'.  

After focusing, Irene grabbed it and breathed deeply.  

Wow!  

I swung strongly and opened my eyes.  

Then, the summoned great sword was stopped just before it reached the floor of the inn.  

At the same time, the mind was followed by action.  

'The speed of preparation is so fast that it is incomparable to before.'  

It really was.  

It took less than two seconds to close my eyes, take control of my mind, and take a deep breath and exit the sword.  

Considering that the skill that could only be used after a minute's concentration was an in-house tragedy, it was truly a tremendous development.  

Of course, it wasn't enough yet.  

If you're in the middle of it, you won't know, his goal is the Sword Master.  

In order to feed such an entity with a blow, it must be made to a level where there is no preparation movement itself.  

'… … It's not a bad situation though. In fact, it has shortened the time quite a bit, and it has become much easier to save it without pouring out energy.'  

Iron nodded.  

In the past, it was impossible to exhaust without pouring out the power that had been raised once, but now it is different.  

For at least a few seconds, I was able to move while concentrating on my sword.  

Maybe this can also be used as a new strategy?  

With that in mind, he picked up a piece of paper on the table.  

It was a letter of introduction written by elf reporter Hintz.  

'I wish he was a helpful person.'  

How to deal with the Swordmaster.  

With an unbreakable sword in the Aura Sword, he has his own skill to outwit the Master.  

But more important than that, it is not to be pushed back by the swordsmanship itself.  

Of course, it wasn't enough for the current Irene.  

For a little over 100 days, this was the part that had to be worked out the most, and reporter Hints, who heard these concerns, introduced him to a person.  

'John Drew, Eisenmarkt's one-off instructor.'  

He is called an "Ilta Instructor" because he is the "first" among "star" instructors, but I don't know well, but he seemed to have great teaching skills.  

Because I heard from Hintz that thanks to that, there are countless prosecutors who were active in the land of proof.  

'Because it has a higher reputation than Jet Frost when it comes to teaching... … .'  

Of course, I would go there if I could get guidance from Jet Frost, but the time was too short to get there.  

In any case, John Drew's reputation as a swordsmanship is second only to the 101st swordsman.  

It may not be easy to have such a great person as a teacher, but Irene had a plan.  

"Lulu, Lulu?"  

"Hmm… … Why… … ."  

When he was ready to go out, he called Lulu, who was sleeping under the bed.  

Then the black cat replied with a sleepy expression, sticking out his face.  

"I'm going to meet the person I talked about last time, can I go with you?"  

"Wow… … Was that today? I'm tired from practicing magic all day... … . Still, if I'm an kid, I'll listen... … ."  

Instead, I want to sleep while I'm going, so put it in my backpack... … .  

After saying that, the black cat enchantress fell asleep again.  

Seeing this, Irene burst into a bloody laugh.  

Then he put his hand on his armpit, lifted it up, and put it inside the backpack.  

Seeing the body, which had been elongated like cheese, was filled in a round shape, I thought it was liquid.  

'I sleep well in this state. No, if you think about it, Lulu always sleeps well.'  

Irene, thinking of useless thoughts, left the inn.  

It wasn't very cold even though it was mid-winter.  

It was because the weather had eased a little from yesterday.  

Smiling in the midday sunlight, he took steps.  

To find a man who will become his new teacher.  

* * *  

"Mr. John Drew! Please accept me as a disciple!"  

"Mr. Drew! Teacher! It's good to have one teaching, please… … ."  

"This time you must increase your rankings! Can't I just ask for a dalian one time?"  

"please… … !"  

The residence of John Drew, an elite instructor located east of Eisenmarkt.  

It wasn't that the prosecutors camped and waited at the entrance that surprised Airn who arrived there.  

I heard something from Hintz, and if it wasn't, I expected it.  

It was just the case of the Chrono Swordsman and Jet Frost.  

The prosecutors are as desperate as me to improve their skills.  

What was really surprised was that the mansion was huge, beyond imagination.  

'What is this... … It feels as big as the old Chrono Swordsman branch?'  

Considering the difference in land prices here and there, it comes to the conclusion that John Drew is a ridiculously rich man.  

Yes.  

money.  

That was the most important way to be taught by John Drew.  

"I brought a letter of introduction from reporter Hinz."  

"Ah, I heard about it in advance. Come this way."  

Of course, I didn't need money to meet John Drew.  

Irene was able to get inside safely through Hintz's network, and the prosecutors who saw the appearance screamed with abusive language.  

Irene looked back with a drop of sweat, but the guide didn't care.  

As he entered the mansion, he guided Airn in a carriage.  

"It's quite a long way to walk to the reception room, so come in."  

"… … ."  

So the journey to meet John Drew, the elite instructor, began once again.  

Of course, it didn't take long.  

However, having to ride a carriage inside the mansion was a huge shock.  

Even the scenery from the outside was amazing.  

It wasn't an ordinary garden, but a number of animals wandering around as if they had built an ecosystem, because it required a lot of caretakers and magical thermostats to make that possible.  

In the midst of thinking about that, a question flowed out of the guide's mouth.  

"You seem to want to ask the master for teaching, right?"  

"Oh, yes. That's right."  

"i See… … I'm sorry, but it might be a little difficult."  

"Is anything going on?"  

"It's not really something that happened… … The master is satisfied with the life he is now."  

The guide who scratched his head continued the explanation.  

When I was young, I built my reputation through numerous teachings.  

Thanks to that fame, I was able to teach swords to a large number of people, and among them, there were a lot of children from enormous wealthy families.  

Thanks to the achievements of teaching them all, the master became the richest person in Eisenmarkt, and he lives a life that is no longer bound by money.  

"Well, you still like money, but… … It can be said that there is nothing more regretful than before. You won't even budge for a reasonable amount. Recently, you fell in love with golf."  

"Ah… … Are you talking about putting a ball in that little hole?"  

"Yes. anyway… … I am telling you in advance that you will be disappointed."  

The guide's expression was full of sincerity.  

He is the one who even got a letter of introduction from Hintz, who is difficult to deal with.  

You can guess how much the desperateness is.  

Therefore, he wanted the good-looking young man in front of him to prepare his heart in advance.  

However, the other person's reaction was different from what was expected.  

"Fine."  

"Yes?"  

"Once you say you are still interested in wealth, that would be enough. Oh, is that an annex for guests?"  

"Yeah? Oh yes. Yes."  

A young man who receives his words without any signs of disappointment or embarrassment.  

Rather, the guide was embarrassed.  

Even the moment he invited the owner after taking guests to the soft chairs in the drawing room, he did not understand the young man's attitude.  

Either that or not, Irene Fareira waited for John Drew in a calm manner.  

Take a look at the colorful interiors of the living room and imagine what the other person might look like.  

After about 10 minutes have passed.  

At last, Eisenmarkt's elite instructor, John Drew, appeared.  

"Yoah, he's a young man. I thought it was an older person because I came by Hintz's introduction."  

"nice to meet you. This is Irene Pareira. I am here to ask John Drew to teach."  

"haha! It's nice to meet you, so should I have a hug, young man?"  

"Yeah? Ah yes."  

As John Drew approached with his arms wide open, Irene stood up and hugged his opponent without knowing it.  

It wasn't over.  

He stretched out his fists to face the opponent's gesture, which seemed like a fist-to-face, but when he woke up, he played with all kinds of colorful gestures under the opponent's lead.  

"Oh, it follows better than I thought? The hard guys stand far and look at them with an expression asking what they are doing, but I like it because they don't. very good."  

'… … He's a lighter person than I thought.'  

Irene, waking up late, looked at John Drew.  

It looks over 50 lines, not very good.  

However, only the accessories that decorated the exterior were enormous. A gold necklace around the neck, a ring on both hands, and a bracelet.  

That wasn't the end. Irene said in amazement when he saw the gold object wrapped around his left hand.  

"This… … ."  

"Ah, did you recognize it? It's a wrist watch. A real wristwatch made only with the pure technology of Dwarven watchmakers, without any quirky skills such as magic! For reference, the tourbillon technology is applied, so no matter how much you shake your arm, it is not affected by gravity... … ."  

John Drew gets excited about his watch and talks about its value.  

Looking at him like that, Irene recalled what Hintz had said.  

'John Drew is not a person who can be satisfied just because he has a lot of money.'  

'I just pretend that the money isn't regrettable because I just want to rip out more money.'  

'Are you okay? Not as much as John Drew, but I know some of the swordsmanship instructors who talk relatively less money... … .'  

I wasn't worried about it.  

Iron muttered inside.  

Certainly, I thought I wouldn't be able to move this person with a reasonable amount of money.  

But it was okay.  

You don't have much money and you're not very good at speaking, but if that's the case, why don't you just use someone else's behalf?  

Irene Fareira, who had her thoughts organized, told John Drew.  

"I will tell you straightforwardly. I need the teaching of John Drew."  

"Well?"  

"I have to get strong very quickly. We will give you a satisfactory course fee, so please accept me."  

"Well, that's right. It certainly looks great. But now I'm teaching someone, hoping for money or something… … ."  

It was then.  

John Drew lays out a lie to see the liver in moderation, while the blond young man took off his backpack on the table.  

Then a black cat popped out of it.  

Asked John Drew, startled.  

"This, what?"  

"Wow... … Iron. arrived?"  

"Huh. Oh, excuse me, John Drew. Because of my lack of speaking skills, I have brought someone who can communicate my intentions for me."  

"Uh… … Tsujajajaja!"  

The black cat made the back like a shrimp, and stretched it with its front paws straight out.  

Still sleepy face.  

But when he had returned enough to talk, he told John Drew.  

"Do you like money?"  

"… … ."  

"Speak honestly. How much do you need?"  
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"… … ."  

Eisenmarkt's elite instructor, John Drew, has taught swordsmanship to numerous clients.  

A young man in the countryside who only heard rumors of himself on a subject that even a ruler of swordsman does not know.  

A noble son who said he would not choose any means or methods to defeat the eldest son of a rival family.  

Even rich seniors who came to want to learn swords for their hobbies and health.  

I talked about work with countless people and talked about money.  

How far did you find out?  

How much can you afford?  

Asking questions that imply that meaning, sometimes speaking directly, tasting, and eating as much as possible to eat.  

That was John Drew's attitude to the negotiating table.  

However… … .  

'I haven't talked about money with a cat... … .'  

No, what about the money story.  

What kind of conversation are you having with a beast that doesn't speak in the first place?  

John Drew closed and opened his eyes hard, pinched his thighs, struggling to discern whether he was a dream or reality.  

Lulu, the black cat, said calmly to him.  

"It's not a dream."  

"… … What do you think of me?"  

"Because most of the reactions come after seeing what I'm talking about. But I didn't know you would. I lived in a house like a palace, so I thought I would have seen a magician often."  

'Are you just a magician!'  

Being a cat magician, I have never met him in my life.  

Still, understanding of the situation became immediate.  

Regardless of what's happening outside of common sense, it's mostly solved by adding the word 'conjurer' in front of it.  

It was like that now.  

John Drew nodded and gazed at the cat.  

Lulu, the black cat enchantress, also stared at John Drew.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

Silence flows for a while.  

John Drew could feel a little sweat on his forehead and back.  

'The expression... … I can't read it!'  

Is it because the races are different?  

I couldn't even read the cat's facial expressions.  

Is it because I have been doing business with money for decades?  

John Drew was quite good at reading people's facial expressions, and he used him to take advantage of the conversation.  

No, he was always able to negotiate with a relaxed attitude, as the fact that he came to him, who was famous for his high ransom, was a proof that the situation was urgent.  

It is said that they have been doing so-called guts.  

However… … .  

'This cat... … How should I deal with it?'  

John Drew, who swallowed a gulp, looked at the cat again.  

The cat was still looking at himself.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

Again static.  

In that awkward and uncomfortable atmosphere, when John Drew was struggling fiercely, Lulu, scratching his chin with his hind feet, said in a calm voice.  

"Don't roll your hair."  

"Uh, huh?"  

"You don't have to hurt your head for nothing. All you want is money. You want to get as much money as you can. Isn't that right?"  

"… … As I said earlier, my life is quite rich now, so the money… … ."  

"So, can I stop saying that? It's because I want to tear it off more."  

"… … ."  

'Is he a magician? You read my mind so accurately.'  

I haven't seen a magician in person because it is located opposite to the Principality of Cesar, the country of the magician, but I heard that outstanding people can read their thoughts to some extent by looking at the human eye.  

With this in mind, John Drew hurriedly lowered his head.  

It was the moment when he avoided the other's gaze and opened his mouth to say something.  

Lulu, who put his hand in the air, pulled out something shining.  

Took  

One golden mouse.  

Tuduk  

Two, three.  

Todududududuk  

Four, five, six... … .  

A total of ten golden mice appeared on the table.  

John Drew looked up and looked at the cat with a stupid look.  

But this was not the end.  

"Oh, it's cha."  

Go!  

A golden turtle with a red ruby ​​embedded in the upper part of the shell.  

Oops!  

A monk made of gold, holding a blue sapphire in both hands.  

Come on!  

Finally, Lulu, who took out a golden cat with a cat's eye, said, bulging her chest.  

"Probably this is not enough."  

"… … ."  

"Why, not enough?"  

"… … No, no."  

John Drew shook his head quickly.  

His speech is also much more polite than before.  

If it were him, he would have been guts one more time in the mind of "Is he a hogu?" … .  

'No. this person… … No, the cat... … .'  

After trying to take advantage of a little more, even the luck that has been rolling in now may be in vain.  

When he finished thinking, he got up from his seat and greeted Lulu and Irene Fareira.  

"We will do our best, customer."  

Looking down at John Drew's waist down 90 degrees, Lulu said to Irene.  

"You have to spend money like this."  

"… … ."  

"uh? no?"  

"… … You're right, Lulu."  

Iron nodded with a complicated expression.  

Perhaps the richest man on the continent is not the kings or nobles of the great powers, but this black cat in front of him.  

Naturally, I was curious about Lulu's past, but I decided to pass it on.  

'It wasn't what I said first, but I have to ask questions, and it's not important now... … .'  

Irene nodded and turned.  

Seeing John Drew standing up like a subordinate, he asked.  

"I'm sorry, but I'm in a hurry, but can you come to the guidance right away?"  

"Sure! of course! Now, follow me to the training room!"  

Irene sighed as he looked at the smiling face of the temporary teacher, who had become too kind, unlike the first time.  

'Please, I hope you are a person who is as good as the rumors... … .'  

* * *  

John Drew was born with a seemingly absent appearance.  

To be precise, it was ugly.  

Since childhood, I have been teased by my peers for being 'ugly', and I have heard a lot of shameful words such as wild boar or monster from guys with bad mouths.  

Fortunately, they were stronger and bigger than the guys, so I was able to beat them, but there was no way to do anything about the chatter behind them.  

Especially if the target is women.  

Is that why? He was obsessed with pretense and fame.  

To gain popularity with women, he learned swords and went to the arena, and he spent the money he earned to spook at his same-sex friends to buy tribal luxury goods.  

John Drew's gleaming fashion was completed with the sole intention of'to be seen'.  

But nonetheless, he seemed absent.  

That was why.  

That's what John Drew doesn't like about Irene Fareira.  

'Handsome. Unfortunately.'  

The sun is avoided on its own, or even blemishes are not seen on the pure white skin as if it was mixed with milk.  

The blue eyeballs and other features look slightly glazed, but the shop was well established, and the golden hair also felt aristocratic.  

The body that supported such a face was also excellent.  

'If a guy like this improves his skills, he will become more popular with women. Instead of one person, I'll meet two or three people, five or six people each, and then you won't be able to meet a person like me.'  

A sense of inferiority rose from the inside.  

However, John Drew never did that.  

It wasn't because there was Lulu, a cat magician who sees through his mind through his eyes.  

Get paid and teach swords.  

John Drew was more serious than anyone else in the act. It was a so-called "professional".  

It doesn't matter what the story goes on in the negotiation process, whether it hurts your feelings, or, on the contrary, makes you feel better.  

You have to give the customer a lesson that matches the money paid, and you have to do your best for him.  

'Let's pay for the money, John Drew. The swordsmanship guidance is your greatest pride.'  

He made up his mind. Lulu's eyes were looking at it.  

Irene did not notice this and looked around every corner of the indoor performance hall.  

I thought there were ornaments all over the place, but it wasn't surprisingly.  

Instead, reporters or magical cameras that could be carried around were installed in the corners.  

John Drew, who noticed the gaze, said.  

"It is a magical camera that will shoot each and every one of your swordsmanship. Unlike photos, you can record all movements."  

"Oh, it's okay to speak comfortably. It's Master."  

"It's comfortable for me too."  

"… … Then I'll make it a little easier. First of all, let me show you all the sword moves you can perform."  

"You mean now?"  

"okay. Sincerely, do your best. In the past, it would be better to set up a virtual opponent and unfold."  

"what? So, isn't it more comfortable if you deal with it yourself?"  

Lulu stepped in, but John Drew shook his head seriously.  

"Although my body stays at the beginning of the expert, I am confident that only the eyes, knowledge, and experience are second to that of the master. This young man must be stronger than me, so I cannot deal with it directly."  

"… … !"  

"To be honest, I'm curious. You, can it be the restraint of the five great swordsmanships who concealed their identity? Did you transform your hair or appearance into magic? Or, a student of the reclusive Swordmaster?"  

"… … I am a full-time trainee of Chrono."  

Irene's expression was amazed as he spoke.  

The upper row of prosecutors is looking at Sewer's skills. Even if that is possible, John Drew confided with his mouth that he was below his skills.  

As he said, this is a remark that cannot be made unless you have a good eye.  

At the same time, it also meant that I had the confidence to teach myself regardless of my skills.  

"Well, that's right. Is that the 27th of rumors... … But even taking that into account, it seems too ridiculously strong... … ."  

"… … ."  

"Well, actually it doesn't matter. You came to fill in the gaps, and I got paid to fill the gaps. Isn't that important?"  

"Yes."  

"To find out. Your physical abilities, sword style, combat thinking, habits, habits... … You have to figure out the smallest details to get a map that fits. Did you understand?"  

"Yes. understand."  

"Good. Then let's start now. I want you to continue until I say it's done. Oh, for reference, the arms display... … ."  

Shuwook-!  

"Weapon is okay."  

"… … You were also a magician."  

"I can only do this."  

Iron laughed with a nice look, and John Drew nodded, said again.  

"You, did you go to the arena with that magic sword? If you have something that exceeds your sword's performance, it would be a problem... … ."  

"I have been confirmed by a few judges, and I think it will be okay."  

"Right. Because the original body is so wide... … anyway."  

Large. John Drew, who had refined his voice, manipulated the magic camera, and then spread the distance to the floating Lulu.  

Najik said he looked much more serious than when I first met him.  

"Get started. I do my best."  

"Yes."  

Frightening the words to fall, Irene swung his sword.  

Huoung  

Woowoong  

Whoo-!  

A heavy and solid swordsmanship utilizing the heaviness of a great sword.  

Nevertheless, Irene's swordsmanship, which was never passive and actively occupying the space, was unfolded.  

John Drew tried his best not to show his surprise.  

Irene's performance was much better than I thought.  

'Swordsmanship is also swordsmanship, and his physical ability is beyond imagination. Didn't you say you were barely over twenty years old?'  

Powerful movement at a level that is hard to understand.  

It was hard to believe even if he had trained his body and accumulated auras from birth.  

But that wasn't the only thing that was surprising.  

'The swordsmanship style is also completely different than expected. Since I was a trainee of Chrono, I thought of a more stereotypical appearance... … .'  

The young man in front of him was performing a swordsmanship different from any other chrono swordsman he had ever seen.  

While holding the center as heavy as an iron ball, when attacking, it moves explosively as if a spark bursts.  

In addition, when entering the water, it was very impressive to exude a majestic atmosphere as if holding the sea.  

John Drew temporarily forgot his duty as a teacher and looked at the swordsmanship of Iron Paraeira in his heart.  

But, it wasn't the only one.  

"… … ."  

Lulu floats in the air and plays with a toy ball.  

He quietly approached John Drew's side and watched Irene Fareira.  

Five minutes, ten minutes, twenty minutes.  

I concentrated so much that I couldn't even feel the breath without moving for a long time.  

"… … there? Lulu? no… … Mr. Lulu?"  

Is something wrong?  

John Drew, seeing Lulu's serious attitude, asked a question.  

Something was weird.  

He couldn't be compared to a conjurer, but his intuition was also very sharp.  

To him, the cat enchantress, who had been kept silent until now, answered.  

"I awakened."  

"Awakening?"  

"Whew… … But it's not where I'm going this time. thank God… … ."  

"Yeah? Where are you going in, what is that... … ."  

John Drew writes respect again without knowing himself.  

His expression was stained with embarrassment, as if he couldn't understand anything at all.  

To him, Lulu, who floated in the air again, tapped his shoulder with his small forefoot.  

"Don't dry it until Irene Parreira first quits swordsmanship."  

"Yes? Ah yes."  

"never. Whether it takes half a day, a day or two… … never."  

"… … Yeah."  

Overwhelmed by the strange force, John Drew nodded without hesitation.  

Lulu, who saw that appearance, also nodded and continued talking again.  

"Thank you, sir. Thanks to it, it worked from the beginning."  

"… … Ah yes. Thank you?"  

"This is a bonus. I'll be happy to ask you in the future!"  

Suuk  

Lulu put his hand in the air and pulled out an elephant with an emerald on his forehead.  

And he happily gave it to John Drew.  

It was thought of by the ugly middle-aged man on the 1st day, the swordsmanship teacher who had been handed over to him.  

'No, what did I do?'  
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'Let's start. I do my best.'  

When John Drew told him to do his best to practice swordsmanship, Irene Fareira remembered his own past.  

If you think about it, you have practiced swordsmanship quite hard over the past few years.  

Except for the days of a swordsman who lived like a doll without his own will, Irene had never wielded a sword after that.  

But, if you ask me if I did my best every minute... … .  

'It's not like that.'  

He couldn't nod his head confidently.  

It wasn't strange.  

Effort is the combination of extreme action and extreme heart.  

When it comes to behavior, even though Irene, who does her best every moment, cannot always keep her best when it comes to mindset.  

When I first decided to travel to the continent and later, I have a different heart.  

My heart is different from when I trained a sword in the world of magic.  

When I developed a spirit of improvement in the Alhad alive, when I met Ignet and felt a sense of struggle, when I met Judith and Brat and grew such a spark... … If not, the mind is bound to be different.  

As long as it is a person, it has to be.  

If so, how is your current attitude?  

Iron Fareira, are you ready to do your best to devote yourself to swordsmanship?  

'you can do it.'  

The answer was'yes'.  

Whoo-woong!  

Sparks rise from a steel-hard posture.  

A strong desire is overlaid with a will that no one can stop.  

The blonde young man swung his sword in that state.  

Opponent is Ilya Lindsay.  

The first person who reached out to himself.  

The person he was aiming for for the first time, who shined brightly.  

But not now.  

Her flame, which made even the viewer's heart hot, was now burning herself, not passion.  

'You have to stop it.'  

Yes. It must be prevented. I'm not sure how to get it back, but for now, I have to stop.  

The conversation doesn't work, so you have to stop it with your own strength.  

To do that, you need a much more concentrated mind than ever before.  

Rumble... …  

Even in the midst of thinking, the swordsmanship continued to unfold.  

Rather, it passed through the wind harder and heavier than the first time.  

No, we are not simply dealing with nothing in the air.  

Right now, in front of Iron Fareira's eyes, the fictional Ilya Lindsay was standing face to face with his sword.  

With sharp eyes.  

With a sharper sword than that, to deal with yourself.  

Woowoong  

Huoung  

Whoowoo-!  

It was strong.  

Ilya Lindsay in her imagination was stronger than any other experts she met.  

It was natural. Because she was a swordmaster.  

It was the best talent on the continent, who had only 100 swordsman in the world and who pulled out the Aura sword at the earliest age in history.  

However, that does not mean to lose.  

A spark that was even hotter than before fluttered in the eyes of Iron Paraeira.  

"Hoooo!"  

Screaming, cutting, swinging.  

"Hey!"  

Stop it, step back, move on again.  

Indeed, without a break, he moved his sword and moved his body.  

John Drew and Lulu, who visited John Drew's mansion with him, disappeared from his mind.  

Only the fictional Ilya Lindsay and herself remained and filled the world.  

… … How much time has passed.  

Quack!  

Iron Fareira, who put his sword down on the floor of the airfield, finally stopped moving.  

The focus of the eyes, which seemed to be looking at a different space, has found its place, and the time passing differently has also found its place.  

At last, Irene, when he came to his senses, muttered quietly.  

"… … How long has it passed?"  

"It's been about a week."  

The answer came right away.  

Iron turned his head to the side.  

Then Lulu, whose expression was unknown, and John Drew's face, who seemed to be fascinated, came into my eyes.  

He said.  

"Has it been so much?"  

"This is short. Thinking of having entered the magic barrier for five years... … Ugh. It's still the time to come to my dreams."  

"… … sorry."  

"No, there's nothing you're sorry for! Anyway, in a week, it's just about awakening the witchcraft. Cancer, not that."  

Lulu, with arms folded, nodded vigorously, then suddenly asked a question.  

"So, what is the awakening ability?"  

"uh?"  

"I do not know? First of all, I think my ability is related to swordsmanship... … Swordsmanship teacher! What do you think?"  

"… … ."  

John Drew still stared at Iron with a blank face.  

Even swinging his sword all week.  

Still, without any problems, they are talking in a fine form. I didn't understand either.  

There was no room at all to answer Lulu's question.  

And there was a story that was more important than that.  

He woke up by slapping himself on the cheek and opened his mouth.  

"Rather than that, I think it would be better to do urgent work first."  

"Is it urgent?"  

"The gladiator game has been caught. Level Bishop stage. It starts at 2 o'clock today. Your match is the first of the four games to be played today."  

"… … What time is it now?"  

"It's noon. It's pretty tight considering you have to get to the stadium an hour in advance... … ."  

John Drew said with a dark complexion.  

It was heavy to tell the person who swung the sword without a break all week that he had to run the game right away.  

However, Irene Fareira didn't care.  

Rather, he answered with a bright face.  

"An hour of spare time is enough."  

"Huh?"  

"I'll wash and prepare right away. Excuse me, but can you show me the bathroom?"  

"… … I do."  

John Drew nodded one beat late. With an expression that it is difficult to understand.  

But Irene was really okay.  

In the days of the Chrono Swordsman, there were times when I couldn't wash and participated in tests.  

'Is it correct that you have awakened your ability? There doesn't seem to be anything different... … .'  

Unlike John Drew, who moves in a hurry, Irene follows with a relaxed expression.  

After a while, after all preparations, he appeared in the second arena, the Land of Opportunity, the Land of Proof.  

* * *  

Level Bishop Gladiator Match.  

Dominic vs. Irene Fareira.  

Many people visited the stadium to watch the two prosecutors fight.  

There were certainly more audiences than the average Bishop stage.  

"You said that he's also a 27 Chrono?"  

"You say yes. I've never heard of the name for the first time, but if you're 27, your basic skills will be outstanding."  

"But the interview was too arrogant? I may not be able to go up to the level queen, but I will defeat the opponent with a blow... … ."  

"It seems that there is nothing to see only with the middle nerds."  

"It will be fun anyway. It's enough to have a drink, whether it actually ends in a blow or on the contrary, it breaks badly."  

"That's right. I was a little annoyed when I couldn't get the Judith match... … This one has its own fun point."  

"Hey, little boy! If you can't fight properly, be prepared to eat the curse!"  

"Dominic! Aren't you losing to a child who couldn't even get a ticket for a prospect? Show me the skills of the western prosecutor!"  

As 2 o'clock, the start time of the game, was approaching, the audience's shout grew.  

Some excited, even drunk and swearing at whale whales.  

But there was someone else who was much more excited than them.  

It was Dominic, a western mercenary, who was the opponent of Iron Fareira.  

'What? Until you get to the level queen, you're going to finish it all with a blow?'  

Reminiscent of an interview with a blonde girl in a gladiator magazine, Dominic twisted her bite.  

It was absurd. Even though he was not specific, his pride was hurt and he couldn't bear it.  

Of course, he admitted that he wasn't usually a kid.  

An official trainee of Chrono, the best swordsman in the central region. He must have excellent skills.  

There was also a good chance of losing himself. I admitted that far.  

'But it's impossible to lose by blow!'  

You will never be beaten.  

No, I won't lose. Even in the level bishop, he will clearly tell you his skills, ranked at the top!  

While thinking about that, the voice of the referee echoed after all the procedures were over.  

"Both gladiators, on stage!"  

Bang bang!  

Dominic hit hard on a chest covered with gladiator armor.  

Then, after patting his head, he stepped up on the stage. It was an act of self-consciousness.  

On the other hand, her opponent, Irene, looked pretty calm.  

A young man staring at himself with a face that wasn't even recalled.  

… … It was difficult to see it as a child.  

Even though I was just standing normally, I felt a strange coolness.  

'It's a leisurely thing, this is… … .'  

All right, Dominic, muttering quietly, held a strong two-handed sword.  

First, let's move defensively.  

Watch as much as possible, slowly grasp your opponent's style, and then attack.  

'Because he will rush right away to keep what he said, if you prepare well for that... … .'  

"Both, are you ready?"  

While planning a strategy, a referee who came close to ask questions to the two.  

I was asked if I understood the rules and were ready to fight.  

Dominic shouted out loud that he was ready, and Irene Pareira nodded lightly.  

The referee also nodded.  

In order not to interfere with the battle, he went out of the stage and raised his hand.  

Dominic's senses were concentrated there.  

The moment the hand falls and the 'start' sound comes out, he will rush like a wild boar.  

It's already been decided.  

It's like looking at the answer sheet and solving a problem, so you have a much better advantage... … .  

"start!"  

That's it!  

That was when Dominic was thinking about it.  

Iron Parreira, who flew as if brushing the ground with just one leap, passed by Dominic.  

Dominic, surprised, belatedly turned the new model.  

His face turned red and green.  

It was because he thought that the other person ignored him and just passed by.  

Of course not.  

Iron  

"… … uh?"  

Dominic's sword, a veteran mercenary, falls to the floor of the stage.  

It wasn't something I missed.  

It was not the whole sword, but the sound of a blade with a neatly cut blade falling to the floor.  

Dominic, who noticed the fact lately, looked desperately, and the referee, who was missing Earl, managed to announce the outcome of the match.  

"Oh, the game is over! It is the victory of Irene Fareira!"  

"Wow, whoa ah ah!"  

The reaction was intense.  

The people who swear by the cheeky interview of Irene Fareira and those who enjoyed his ambition became one and cheered.  

After all, what they wanted to see was a great fight for a strong gladiator, and there was no need to blame the gladiators who met it.  

After a while, instead of Dominic, who was sent out lonely, the host of the gladiator race stepped onto the stage.  

It was to do an interview for the winner, and there were quite a few players who did not welcome it.  

'I won't do that this time.'  

It was a natural sound. There is no way a person who is reluctant to do that would have given such a provocative interview.  

The host with a smile on his face brought a magic microphone and asked a question.  

"Congratulations on the victory! As in the previous interview, you won the victory with a blow. How do you feel?"  

"… … I have nothing to say."  

"Yes?"  

It was surprising.  

The young man who made such an ambitious remark is now showing a gentle attitude.  

But it was a mistake.  

"I just kept what I said, it's nothing special. I don't think I have anything to say until I get to the level queen."  

"… … ."  

"I'm sorry, but I have work to do, so I'll finish here."  

As if there is nothing particularly big, Irene Parray goes down after a brief interview.  

After he left the stadium, numerous reporters followed him and asked additional questions.  

However, Irene did not respond.  

In order to fight the champion, reporters also need to deal well... … .  

'Rather than that now, I want to practice swordsmanship.'  

I felt it while fighting Dominic. What abilities you have gained.  

As long as I vaguely realized it, I couldn't afford to waste time with reporters' interviews.  

Iron Fareira headed to John Drew's mansion, and his new brother was quickly shot.  

And the next day.  

Residents of Eisenmarkt began to talk more seriously than ever before about Chrono's third trainee.  

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble chapter 130
     |  ToC | 

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble 131

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble chapter 131
    42. High Speed ​​Upgrade (2)  

Residents of Eisenmarkt are crazy about gladiator games.  

The words he said while eating was'who won to whom', and the words he said while drinking was'where someone said that he came to the land of proof'.  

However, even those of them did not know all the prosecutors.  

It was because there were too many people flocking to the gladiator.  

What is needed to stand out among such numerous prosecutors and attract more public attention?  

The first was 'Swordsmanship skill'.  

The second was'character'.  

And most of the gladiators who visited the land of proof paid attention to the second.  

This is because it was easier to draw attention through stimulating actions and provocative interviews rather than improving skills.  

Of course, the end was mostly bad.  

"The legion is lost."  

"Who is Dario… … Oh, the one who promised to go up to the level queen? Who did you lose?"  

"I don't remember it because I heard it, too, but I lost it to a gladiator in the lieutenant rank of Level Look? Come to think of it, wasn't there another guy who was shaking his mouth besides Dario? That… … ."  

"Dwayne? The nobleman was also gloomy. I won, I won, but I can't expect. It's less than half of what I said in the interview."  

"Tsu, lately, there are more people doing exaggerated interviews."  

Not surprisingly, in order to get the public's attention, you need to do an interview that'goes beyond expectations'.  

Just as it's not interesting for a grown-up to beat a young child, no matter how much he shouts that he's beating the sewer than himself, he just returns with indifference.  

Therefore, prosecutors who want to float quickly set aspirations that are difficult to achieve and then sink without being able to deal with them.  

Since there are so many writers who have disappeared like that, the audience has now reached the point where they do not budge in most interviews.  

However.  

"But did that person keep his word?"  

"who?"  

"You have that chrono official trainee. Iron Fareira."  

"Ah, who said that he would only go up to the level queen with a blow?"  

"okay. They said they cut Dominic's sword in no time."  

Because many liars are hitting the game... … The emergence of "real" forced residents to take a deeper interest.  

"Dominic? Is that Dominic that I know? Level bishop top?"  

"Is it right? It's a common name, but I haven't heard of any other Dominic in the Land of Proof."  

"Huh, no matter how much it's a level bishop, it's a blow… … So, isn't it possible that you can actually get up to the level queen? How old were you?"  

"Is it twenty-one? No, twenty two?"  

"Wow… … Isn't it a big rookie? No, it's not already rookie level?"  

One of the residents who heard the outcome of the game by Airne muttered in a surprised voice.  

If you don't know it before, the current level queen was a dream stage where only expert-level talents could climb.  

Just being able to get prosecutors in their early twenties on that stage was enough achievement to make their name known throughout the continent.  

Of course, I was still skeptical about whether he could keep the remarks he said.  

"It will be difficult anyway."  

"right? If you don't have luck, you can meet an expert in a promotion match, and even if it isn't, the level look has a lot of guys who couldn't go up to the top. You should be a level king to defeat those guys in one room."  

"By the way, if this is the case, I'm looking forward to the results of the match between Brad Lloyd and Judith? Iron Fareira is this arrangement, but how strong are the aces?"  

A much more favorable response than before.  

However, since it was impossible to clear everyone's doubts with just one game, Irene Fareira was still being devalued.  

The 11th day after he arrived in Eisenmarkt.  

Still, the world wasn't ready to embrace the genius.  

* * *  

"Seapearl."  

Of course, not everyone underestimated Irene Fareira.  

At least John Drew knew. How ridiculous he is for his age.  

Honestly, I'm not sure why you came to find yourself.  

No matter how famous you are here, you could have found a much better teacher with that talent.  

'No, in the first place, this is a place to prove your skills, isn't it a place to come to learn? If you want to practice, why do you have to go back to the chrono... … Are you trying to fuck me?'  

John Drew's accident continued to flow negatively because he didn't know he didn't have the time to do so, and because he had a lot of victimization since he was young.  

Of course, I couldn't throw it out.  

It was too much money to refuse, and it wasn't that I had nothing to teach myself apart from it.  

John Drew, who analyzed the customer's swordsmanship for a day and refined the direction of the map, looked seriously.  

Irene Fareira also looked at the temporary teacher with a serious face.  

'What kind of teaching will you give?'  

I was curious about it.  

Hearingly, the body's skills are not high, but the teaching skills alone are much better than that.  

In particular, when it comes to producing results in a short period of time, it is said to be unmatched.  

Of course, due to the high expected value, some people quit on the way because the style itself wasn't right, but Irene was confident.  

It was because of the magic that he awakened.  

'Sense... … It's ridiculously improved.'  

It wasn't an abstract feeling.  

It wasn't even a minor change.  

Irene's senses were more than twice as sensitive as usual, and were aware of and grasping the surrounding situation.  

'As if I was a prospective trainee… … It feels like the sensation I felt during the mid-term evaluation has come back.  

At that time, Irene Fareira was also similar to today.  

His five senses, including sight, were sharpened to observe and remember the surroundings.  

In the mystery as if his concentration had increased several times, the boy absorbed and absorbed all situations.  

'It's the same now.'  

It doesn't matter what kind of esoteric teaching.  

Even in areas that are difficult to digest, there is no problem.  

If you are yourself now, you can digest all of that as your own.  

Irene Fareira waited for John Drew to speak with a face full of confidence, and before long his mouth opened.  

"First of all, to give me the direction of my map, I'll show you some practical skills."  

"A real skill?"  

"I have no intention of hurting you. I don't have the ability to do that. But it will be enough to embarrass you. I'll start from now, so be careful... … uh?"  

John Drew's expression, who was paying attention with a calm face, became serious.  

As if you saw something you shouldn't see. Iron's gaze naturally turned back.  

And there was nothing.  

"… … !"  

Irene, realizing the identity of "practical skills," hurriedly turned the new model.  

And I was startled.  

John Drew's thick saliva was flying toward his face.  

Flinch!  

Fortunately, I avoided looking dirty.  

It was a level that could be avoided enough with reflexes, but before that, John Drew blocked his saliva with his right hand.  

He said to the embarrassed Airn.  

"I was embarrassed twice in that short time."  

"But, this is… … ."  

"I know, I know. It's a dull and cowardly technique that can be said to be a technique."  

"… … ."  

"I'm sorry. I shake hands once as a sign of apology."  

John Drew, with a serious look, reached out his right hand. At that moment, Irene's complexion darkened.  

It was because there was a lot of saliva that had just flown in that hand.  

Frightened, he reflexively moved to the other side.  

And felt it.  

The fact was that John Drew's left hand, when he pulled out his dagger, touched his side.  

It worked completely as he intended.  

"Most of the things I teach are these things. Of course, there aren't just such low-level methods, but there are many more detailed and delicate ones. But in a larger concept, they lie on the same line."  

"… … ."  

"What do you think swordsmanship is?"  

The question suddenly posed.  

Irene couldn't answer.  

John Drew nodded when he saw him lingering.  

"I understand. Even people who use swords on a daily basis are difficult to answer easily if they ask for a specific meaning. Since swordsmanship is such a big concept, I also need time to organize my thoughts."  

"… … Yes."  

"I think so. To fulfill one's intentions through a sword and destroy the other's intentions through a sword. It's not just comparing who is stronger and faster, but pulling the situation to your advantage through intricate psychological warfare and number fights like chess."  

"… … ."  

"That's what I think of swordsmanship."  

Swordsmanship means a good way to handle a sword, and good handling of a sword usually means overpowering the opponent with force.  

So, what do you do to overwhelm your opponent?  

Most of them focus on what they see.  

Trying to throw the sword faster.  

Try to wield the sword more strongly.  

Just as if you are increasing the size of your muscles through weight training, you are focusing only on building your own power.  

Of course it is not wrong.  

John Drew in his youth swung his sword with the same idea.  

He believed that his body would grow forever, and he thought his aura would grow endlessly.  

Of course, like most prosecutors, he faced the wall, and from then on, John Drew began to look at the swordsmanship from a different perspective.  

"It's okay if your opponent's strength is stronger than me. It's okay if the opponent's sword is faster than me. If the difference between an adult and a child is not as much as it is, how much… … The so-called weight class gap can be overcome. how? By fulfilling my intentions and destroying the other's intentions."  

"… … ."  

"Most of my prosecutor's life was made up of worries about him."  

Iron nodded.  

When I heard the explanation, it became clear.  

John Drew's teachings were certainly fit to fill his shortcomings.  

Although he wielded a sword for a long time in the swordsman and the magical barrier, he was a man who lacked practical experience even compared to his peers.  

Such shortcomings were actually revealed several times during battles with Brat and Judith.  

There were more than ten things that I remembered right now because the damages that resulted from one or two very trivial tricks rolled over and faced a great crisis.  

'Of course, I wasn't so vulgar like this... … .'  

When I looked into John Drew's eyes, I was convinced that this wasn't all.  

In a way, it was natural.  

Didn't he say it himself? He said that most of his prosecutor's life was filled with reflection on the psychological warfare of being deceived and deceived.  

I thought that if you digest those techniques in half, or half, you can become much stronger than you are now.  

"I will learn hard. Take good care of me."  

"Good. Then I'll start right away. priority… … ."  

John Drew's guidance, which began in that way, gave Irene Fareira a fresh enlightenment.  

It was also because the swordsmanship that I had learned and learned so far and the current teachings were very different, but because the world of 'trick' was deeper and wider than Irene had imagined.  

Even with the same tricks, learn to use them more refined and less flaky.  

I learned how to use a few simple moves as a paving stone to guide them into a huge trap.  

They even put Airn in trouble by doing nothing.  

The moment he forgot the basics while thinking of all sorts of extraordinary tricks, he dug into the gap like a ghost.  

'amazing. I wasn't called Eisenmarkt's one-off instructor for nothing.'  

The more I learned, the more John Drew felt.  

Feeling the deepening of his respect for the temporary teacher, Airn swung his sword more sincerely.  

However, that wasn't the only thing that surprised the other person.  

Rather, John Drew was having a much more frightening day.  

'Obviously, what I'm teaching is trickery and swordsmanship specialized in creating variables… … .'  

Why is the classic movement getting better?  

Even at an incredible rate?  

Ten days have passed since the start of the map.  

John Drew's eyes, staring at Iron Fareira, were shaking without reason.  
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A very long time ago. So, when John Drew devoted himself to invisible psychological warfare and water fights, not building up the ability to be seen with the eyes.  

From then on, he used to liken the match between swordsmen to chess.  

However, the analogy did not mean that the two were on the same line.  

'Of course, gladiators are much more subtle and complicated than chess!'  

First of all, the background of the game is different.  

Chess is played only in a limited space with 8 columns long and 8 columns wide, but the fight between swordsmen is much wider and takes place in various environments.  

The relatively limited gladiator stage is much more free than chess.  

Is that all it? There are also incomparably many tricks that can be handled.  

Compared to chess, which can handle only 7 pieces, the shape of the sword is countlessly diverse, and the swordsmanship derived therefrom is also much more diverse.  

"It sounds like a lot of anger when chess masters hear it."  

When the water owner Lulu threw a word, he flinched, but John Drew kept his thoughts to the end.  

And Irene, the same prosecutor, had no choice but to agree with the idea.  

John Drew's trick parade poured out like a never-dried river, because I couldn't get my mind up.  

Of course, it wasn't that there was no system in the John Drew type of swordsmanship.  

Similar flows and situations that inevitably occur if you compete with the sword.  

After dividing them largely, a trick that works universally is unfolded.  

And it theoretically approaches'Why does this technique work?'  

If you are listening to such explanations, you can see that the tricks have their own core and system.  

However, digesting all the dozens of stems derived after that was a difficult task, even for irons.  

It was from then.  

Instead of clinging to the superficial part, Irene began to focus on the fundamental part of the John Drew type of swordsmanship.  

'What is a trick?'  

Trick.  

Basically, it refers to the only means or method, and it is a technique to deceive the other person.  

For example, you play rock-paper-scissors, but it's similar to pretending to be a piece of paper and then putting out a cloth.  

Opponents who thought they were using scissors put out rocks to deal with them regularly, but in reality they were eaten by a cloth.  

From the standpoint of being suffered, there is inevitably an outbreak of resentment.  

'Of course, it's a risky method.'  

The most efficient way to make a furoshiki is to make a furoshiki from scratch.  

Pretending to be scissors and then wrapping cloth is inevitably inefficient, so if the other person doesn't fool you, you will lose money.  

Therefore, those who use tricks hide their intentions in a more sophisticated and sophisticated way.  

They try to make a much more scissor-like cloth, and add a variety of side-by-side techniques to prevent the other person from focusing on their own technique.  

Irene decided to start with observing rather than learning them.  

'This is still worth doing.'  

Fortunately, Irene's current sense and concentration was the sharpest.  

All the information comes into my head, including very minor parts that I would not have been concerned about before, a slightly distorted foot angle, shoulder movements, changes in eyes and facial expressions.  

And he compares it one by one with the classic swordsmanship he knew before.  

Then, it was relatively easy and quick to grasp which parts of John Drew's movements were unnatural and at what point they had negative intentions.  

Compared to when I was given instruction one by one in words, I felt dozens of times faster.  

Of course, this did not solve everything.  

It became possible to grasp at what point the opponent was rolling his hair, but it was difficult to predict clearly what purpose he had.  

This was purely inexperienced.  

However, instead of noticing the strange feelings and naively doing their own things, just holding tension in the corners of my mind made my coping much better.  

Instead of being deceived by a piece of cloth like scissors, he keeps watching what his opponent is going to do and then moves.  

Likewise, even with a posture faithful to the basics, Airn's swordsmanship has become much more stable.  

He sincerely thanked John Drew for making this his achievement possible.  

"thank you. Thanks to you, I learned a lot."  

"Oh, Irene! Did you realize something? Is it thanks to the swordsman teacher?"  

"Huh. It was very helpful. Thank you again."  

"I see! If so, you can't stay still as Irene's best friend and great teacher."  

Tok tok!  

Jingle, jingleang!  

Lulu, who flew to John Drew's side, clapped gracefully.  

Then, three gold coins fluttered from the air.  

Startled John Drew quickly snatched it and found it wasn't just a gold coin.  

There was a beautiful jewel in the middle.  

'No, this is a gold coin from an ancient kingdom that destroyed 700 years ago, right?'  

Not only for its monetary value, but also a historically rare item.  

Whether he knew it or not, Lulu patted John Drew on the shoulder with a happy glance.  

"Do your best from now on!"  

'… … What the hell did I do?'  

John Drew thought with a serious look.  

Obviously, he did his best to perform the role of a swordsmanship instructor, and whether the effort was in vain, the customer also showed some achievements.  

But the really big achievements came in other parts.  

A movement that is standard and faithful to the basics that he did not teach.  

Getting praise and encouragement for it hurt my pride rather than feeling good.  

'Why does the person being taught keep realizing that even the person who teaches doesn't know?'  

What the hell are you doing, is that?  

I wanted to scream coolly.  

But I couldn't.  

As I said last time, the first reason was that I kept getting too much money to refuse.  

'… … It's too embarrassing to ask what the hell did you learn from me.'  

Yes.  

It was John Drew, who had already retired from the front line, but he was still a prosecutor.  

Besides… … He didn't tell anyone, but he was thinking of establishing his own swordsmanship by systematically establishing his current swordsmanship.  

Although he did not get enough results as a prosecutor, he had great aspirations as a swordsmanship teacher.  

In such a position, Irene's favoritism was triggered by the appearance of Airn, who performed in the parts that were not taught rather than in the part he taught.  

'Jeongseok? basic? Of course it's good. But I will let you know that there is a trick to break it!'  

Somehow I'll show you the tricks I've studied and refined!  

John Drew, who pledged so, looked ahead.  

The child, who saw his gaze, was surprised.  

'Why are your eyes like that?'  

A much hotter gaze than before.  

I felt passionate feelings that I had never felt before.  

"If it's okay with you, I would like to stop doing everything else from today and focus on you… … How is it? Will you be okay?"  

"… … Sure! Thank you!"  

Airn said his thanks.  

I don't know why.  

Why John Drew suddenly looks like that. Why do you say that?  

But what about it.  

He smiled brightly enough to reveal his white teeth, said again.  

"Thank you in the future."  

"… … I also ask for good help."  

John Drew thought, answering half a beat late.  

'You look better because you laugh. I can't luck.'  

* * *  

Ten more days passed.  

Until now, John Drew refused to go to golf, which he loved so much, and to shop for luxury goods.  

Originally, it was a mindset to do our best to customers as long as they received the money, but this time, he tried to convey all of himself with the heart of teaching the masters.  

Was that heart connected?  

Iron Parreira's skill in tricks was also markedly improved from ten days ago.  

"Woo, it's rewarding."  

John Drew looked at his customer with a congratulatory expression.  

The whole swordsmanship was not covered with tricks like himself.  

Rather, he is still faithful to his roots.  

There, he did not throw a big gambler and performed only tricks with little risk, as if he was in water or as if he was drunk.  

However, the pressure felt by that alone was unknowingly different.  

A person who knows only Jeongseok is completely different from a person who is faithful to the Jeongseok but knows how to cheat occasionally.  

Even if only a few variables were shown, the opponent had to open up numerous possibilities, so it could be said that Irene Parreira's swordsmanship became incomparable to the previous one.  

However, even in this smooth and smooth training process, not all aspects were satisfactory.  

"It's not easy to find a partner in Dalian."  

It was the part that I couldn't find someone to hit with 100 percent of my power.  

Maps so far have been done by splitting the swords, even if Irene Farre and John Drew, all with their strength subtracted.  

This is because, if each other did their best, John Drew's swordsmanship, no matter how strange and ever-changing, did not become an opponent.  

'It can't be helped. The gap that can be filled with tricks is limited.'  

Therefore, the skills that Irene had learned so far were not yet fully practiced.  

No matter how much you listen to the theory, grasp the flow, and train hard on your own, it is different from the actual gladiator game.  

At least, in order to get a feeling that is similar to the actual battle, you have to compete with the sword with the same skill as you.  

sure… … .  

'Although a prosecutor capable of dealing with this monster should be level king in the land of proof.'  

Of course, there is no way such a talented person will deal with Irene Fareira.  

John Drew guarantees that his skills are real, but the public doesn't know it yet.  

Although he won two more victories during the three-week training period, he was rather undervalued because no one brought out his real skills.  

In such a yard, it was safe to assume that there was no Level King gladiator who would split his busy time and run to this place.  

No, in the first place, if I knew Irene's skills, I was more likely to avoid it. There will be a problem with the gladiator game.  

Likewise, because of the deepening concerns, it was time for John Drew's forehead wrinkles to get even deeper.  

"Master, a customer has come."  

"customer? who… … ."  

"That is… … It's not the owner's guest, it's Irene Fareira's. Judith... … What should I do?"  

One of the three rookies who visited the Land of Proof.  

John Drew's face when he heard her name brightened slightly, then immediately darkened.  

No matter how much he was a Chrono Swordsman, he thought he couldn't overcome Iron's tremendous skills.  

'I heard that it's not even twenty... … There's no way I can be an opponent to this crazy monster.'  

Of course, that doesn't mean you can't get her out.  

John Drew ordered the servant to bring Judith.  

And after a while.  

"… … ."  

Having actually confirmed the red-haired prosecutor, he realized how ridiculous the 27th aircraft of the Chrono Swordsman was.  

However… … .  

"You, what are you?"  

It wasn't just John Drew that was surprised.  

Judith, who came after a month of hellish training, said, looking at the appearance of Irene Fareira.  

"What the hell did you do for a month… … Did your prayers change? So far?"  

It wasn't your usual voice.  

Voices and facial expressions mixed with anger, weakness, embarrassment, and other complex emotions.  

John Drew, feeling her momentum, withdrew back in sweat. It wasn't a place for myself.  

Of course, Irene Fareira didn't step back.  

He said in a low voice, who had been quietly checking his swordsmanship from the time he heard the story of Judith coming.  

"Will it stick once in a long time?"  

"… … All right, you fucker."  

Along with a strong swearword, Judith drew a sword.  
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'… … So, just to conclude... … Irene decided to make a decision within 4 months with the Swordmaster. It's also with swordsmanship.'  

When I heard that Irene Fareira was handing a challenge to Ilya Lindsay.  

The first emotion Judith felt was shame.  

Because he couldn't.  

I decided to practice harder and stronger than anyone else.  

While I decided to do my best to avoid feelings of defeat and inferiority... … The moment I saw Ilya's Aura Sword, she gave up.  

I left my luggage on my future self.  

I can't win now.  

So let's plan for the future.  

Contrary to Iron Paraeira.  

That fact greatly hurt Judith's pride, and from that time on she continued her unparalleled march.  

Water lily, water lily, only water lily.  

Harder days continued than when I trained under Jet Frost.  

It was hard and painful enough to forget about eating and sleeping, but what was more difficult was the heart at the time when I accepted defeat.  

The moment the poison goes away, you become nothing.  

Not only Ilia, but Irene and Bratt aren't able to stand next to them.  

'Work harder than others.'  

'It's worse than the talented guys.'  

'As if I was the least talented thing in the world, foolishly and ignorantly!'  

Judith spent day by day with the mindset of cutting bones, and today a month has passed. Finally, meaningful results were achieved.  

I can't reach Ilya yet.  

But it's enough to scare the kiddie.  

That's why Judith visited John Drew's mansion.  

That you are not alone, and that you can do it enough... … I found this place to shoot like that.  

The guy I saw in a month was growing up again.  

'Fuck!'  

Oops!  

Judith, pulling out his sword, bit the molars strongly.  

And he glared as if to kill Ai Ren Pareira, who was taking a break.  

As usual, it's a stiff posture.  

No, it is not.  

It is more relaxed and calmer than usual.  

I don't know exactly what's changed, but the pressure he is exhaling is definitely darker and heavier than before.  

Judith, exhaling a hot breath, walked carefully.  

A movement that draws a circle around the iron.  

Sometimes light, sometimes heavy... … Like a spark fluttering in the air, her own footsteps unfolded splendidly.  

John Drew's eyes wide open.  

"What is that… … ."  

It was absurd.  

I heard that he was a young age, not even 20 years old, but he was showing a grotesque and high-quality movement that he had never seen anywhere else.  

It was too much to follow with your eyes.  

A gait that he must have invented.  

John Drew was appalled by her talent and efforts to make it possible.  

However, there was another person who was as great as him, so it was none other than the child, Pareira.  

'Why aren't there any gaps?'  

Airn's swordsmanship was originally heavy and hard.  

When attacking him who is taking the defensive, it feels like he is dealing with an iron that has rooted in the ground.  

Of course, it's not without a way.  

Whenever you mess around with the steps that disturb your vision and confuse your senses like now, the time will come.  

Just as a gentle breeze can shake a huge rock, Judith also had the confidence to shake it by holding a giant tree named Airne.  

… … But today's guy, there was no sign of that.  

'Damn it!'  

No matter how daunting you moved, even if you blended the enlightenment you gained while heading for Partizan, your opponent did not shake.  

Rather, Judith's heart was shrunken.  

This is because Irene's gaze calmly catching up felt like contemplating not only himself, but the entire space.  

Thinking so far, she sharpened her teeth again.  

And he stopped spinning and was ready to charge the opponent.  

'If there is no gap, just tap until it breaks!'  

Yes. In the first place, his swordsmanship was not like this.  

Although there has been a change in style while digesting these and other teachings recently, she was originally a person who rushes and sees without looking at the liver.  

Break it, break it!  

Judith, with a determined expression, raised Auror.  

Enormous power was concentrated on the tip of the toe enough to reach the opponent with a single step.  

At that time, Irene Parreira, who was standing firmly, raised his right foot and acted as if he was kicking something.  

"… … !"  

Judith was startled.  

Suddenly, a battle with Jet Frost came to mind.  

An extraordinary attack that kicks a stone floor and blows it away.  

It wasn't his own, but a number at the time remained a strong impression.  

She restrained her body from being shot forward and turned her sideways.  

But the land did not fly.  

Instead, Irene Fareira, who was shooting at a terrifying speed.  

Caang!  

"Hey!"  

'I got hit!'  

I was very annoyed.  

If it was simple, the lead was stolen by a simple trick, and the posture was completely disorganized.  

The damage wasn't the only one who stopped the opponent's heavy sword in that state.  

The problem is that Irene's attack starts now.  

Kwaang!  

bang!  

Kwa-Aang!  

It's not as fast as your own streak.  

However, the weight of the attack was beyond imagination.  

I have only stopped five times now, but it hurts as if my hands were torn.  

Even though I had to hold my posture properly, the momentum of being crushed was too strong and there was no time for maintenance.  

In the end, Judith found his spare time after blocking the sword seventeen more times.  

She spread the distance as if blinking like a goblin fire, breathing harshly and staring at the other person.  

An active volcano-like heat was emanating from the snow.  

Iron didn't care.  

As before, with a calm face, I pretended to kick the ground once again.  

No, this time it wasn't a pretense, it was real.  

Judith screamed, looking at the fiercely flying stone fragments.  

"This boy!"  

grasp!  

She swung her sword wildly and blew away the fragments, and she rushed to Irene.  

Intense anger drove the blood all over the body.  

Insanely luminous blood flow exerted tremendous power to the muscle fibers.  

A rock, iron, and blown blow sharply tore Judith's front.  

But I couldn't reach Airne.  

That's it!  

Exquisitely clears the opponent's attack, whose excitement precedes the opposite sex.  

Of course, it couldn't flow perfectly.  

For that reason, the power Judith showed was beyond imagination.  

But it didn't matter. It was only necessary to move faster than the opponent whose posture was poorly broken.  

A quick beat, Irene, who put his sword around Judith's neck, said quietly.  

"It's been a long time since I won."  

"… … ."  

"Shall I do it one more time?"  

"… … Afterwards."  

Said Judith, who pushed Airn's sword with his hand.  

A quieter voice than usual.  

Like a completely different person from the first time she came here, she, who had become an expressionless face, stared at Irene for a few seconds, then turned back and added a word.  

"I'll come again next time."  

"… … okay."  

Irene couldn't catch more of her friend who went out of the training room.  

I wonder if it was before, and now he could know her heart too.  

When he talked about the past calmly in front of Jet Frost, a deeper emotion than then was felt in Judith's eyes.  

The place where her gaze touched was hot, as if it had been burned.  

Said Irene, who had been silent for a while.  

"I will train myself until the next game."  

"… … Yeah. I will think of a way to help you on my own."  

John Drew, who nodded, also quietly left the training room.  

The timing wasn't good to ask for the price of damaging the floor.  

* * *  

"… … ."  

Judith, who escaped from John Drew's mansion, wandered the streets of Eisenmarkt without hesitation.  

I heard some of the residents whispering as if they recognized her, but I didn't care.  

I wasn't in a good mood to react to that.  

Residents also saw their facial expressions and guessed, and there was no talk. It was really fortunate.  

'… … You lost again.'  

It was Judith with the potential to be counted in the central part of the continent, or even the entire continent.  

He knew that his talent was like a shining jewel that countless prosecutors envy, even without anyone telling me.  

But so what do you mean?  

I was defeated again.  

Like the final evaluation I had when I was a little boy, again... … I also fell behind Iron Fareira and Ilya Lindsay.  

'No, it would be better then.'  

Pisik, Judith laughed.  

That's right. At the time, he had never broken his heart, even if his sword had been broken.  

When the two guys, silver-haired and blond, took the chief and the second in a good relationship, and then suddenly left the Chrono Swordsman, when they sweared, they didn't make a self-help laugh like this.  

"… … Shall we rest today?"  

know.  

As far as this is not the end, I know.  

Compared to living in a ghetto, he was a little bit poisoned, but he is still Judith.  

Even if you are dead today, you just have to shake back and stand up tomorrow. Yes, that's it.  

But today I wasn't in the mood to practice.  

Tattered, Judith headed to the dorm with a powerless expression and powerless steps.  

Then she stopped walking when a blue-haired man appeared in front of her.  

"… … what."  

Judith asked, with a hard look.  

It was because I didn't feel like I encountered it by accident.  

Brad Lloyd, that guy is obviously here to meet him now.  

As if he had no intention of hiding that fact, the Perrang guy replied right away.  

"Kuvar got a good drink. Laprou 25 years. It's a whiskey that's hard to get even with money. The beginner tastes frowning, but once he falls out, he is so special that he becomes addicted."  

"… … Get off. I don't drink."  

"If you don't want to drink, you go out."  

"What?"  

"Today's I am going to be in a very good mood, and I am the type who recommends alcohol around the world unconditionally. I don't care if you don't like it or not. It's a one-shot unconditionally when it stands out to me. I refuse to refuse."  

"What is that… … ."  

I was just about to say what bullshit was that.  

Brat suddenly came forward.  

Judith steps back and frowns, and he also frowns and opens his mouth.  

"If you get a twist, go ahead."  

"What?"  

"You don't want to be forced to drink and you want to rest at the dorm, and I'm going to give the guys in the dorm to drink."  

"… … ."  

"It can't be helped because opinions diverge. I have no choice but to obey the will of the side that lost in a fight."  

"Are you crazy? You can go outside and drink and come in... … Huh, no."  

Judith, who was shooting because of his temper, shook his head vigorously.  

Then, a flame that held my breath for a while came up.  

With the urge to kill the guy in front of you.  

"Follow. Let's see the end."  

"okay."  

Judith, who spit, took the lead, followed by Brat.  

The two headed silently to the vacant lot that Judith had rented, and they competed with their swords like crazy until the sun went down and rose again.  

* * *  

Three days after Judith visits John Drew's mansion.  

Again, Airen Pareira's gladiator match was caught.  

It was a promotion battle to rise to the level queen, and the opponent was also Lucas Gibson, a wandering knight who is known as the skill of the level queen.  

"Expert and Expert confrontation... … Both of them have no luck."  

"Who will win? Is it also an iron parlay?"  

"Perhaps? I'm looking at it around 7 to 3."  

"Hmm, I didn't even know in my dream that the young man would be so strong… … ."  

Unlike before, many predicted the victory of Irene Paraeira.  

This is because it was very impressive to have crushed the opponent in all of the last three matches.  

Of course, apart from predicting his victory, few people thought that his pledge would still be kept this time.  

No matter how different there is in skill, Lucas Gibson is also an expert.  

Defeating such an opponent with a blow will only be possible if you are above the middle rank in the level king.  

"That's ridiculous. It's crazy to hang over there."  

"Does the bet hold? Oh my god, I can't believe that there are people."  

A match that's sure to become a liar with Iron Paraeira.  

Nevertheless, the audience flocked to watch his game.  

Now it didn't matter if I could keep the old remarks or not.  

How much skill is the hidden power of Chrono? Will it not reveal his power today when dealing with Experts?  

With that anticipation, people sat down and sipping beer, and the game finally began.  

And before even blinking one eye, the decision was made.  

"… … !"  

"Huh… … ."  

One sword (一劍).  

Also, seeing the Iron Parreira, who defeated the opponent once again, the audience realized that they were mistaken for something.  
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"… … ."  

Lucas Gibson.  

A prosecutor who is an expert and is known to have the skills appropriate for the stage of the level queen.  

Of course, that didn't mean he was guaranteed to win today's game.  

To be honest, Lucas Gibson was somewhat accepting that he was weak, as the public and journalists predicted.  

'The guy Irene Fareira dealt with just before... … I have also competed.'  

Clearly lower skill than yourself.  

But I remember that it wasn't a poor skill at all.  

If it were enough to defeat such an opponent with a blow, that Chrono trainee must have a superior line of skills regardless of his age.  

'Let's go as hard as possible.'  

So Lucas Gibson's initial strategy was to focus on defense.  

With your eyes wide open, you observe the opponent's movements, and you are in a position that is easy to accept any attacks.  

It wasn't a particularly special plan.  

Probably, all the prosecutors who dealt with Irene Fareira were faced with the same mindset.  

Everyone knows what the other player said in the interview.  

But there was a huge difference between them and myself.  

'I'm an expert... … It means that they weren't the ones that the young man met until now.'  

Just before the start of the game, Lucas Gibson made a determined look.  

I don't know if I can win the match.  

However, regardless of the win or loss, I will never go down the stage comfortably!  

It was when I was looking at the topical prospect with such a mindset.  

'uh?'  

Gap.  

I did. What he saw in his eyes was a clear gap.  

It didn't come from lack of skill.  

Relaxation of the mind.  

If you express it more nakedly, you are off guard.  

As the minute cracks from there spread all over Iron Paraeira, Lucas Gibson felt an irresistible impulse.  

"start!"  

Paa-!  

The referee's voice was heard to announce the start of the game.  

Shortly thereafter, Lucas Gibson flooded for Iron Parreira.  

In my eyes, my obsession with victory, which had been lost for a while, was burning deeply.  

If you hesitate even at such a moment and blow up your chances, you are not qualified as a prosecutor!  

He shouted strongly into his heart, raising his sword with one hand as if he were holding a rapier.  

And he stretched out his right arm and deeply stabbed the opponent's name.  

It lacks power, but it is a perfectly appropriate attack to attack the opponent's gap in an instant.  

One at that moment.  

Seeing the eyes of Iron in his own eyes, he intuited the fact that his judgment was wrong.  

"… … !"  

The expression changes to the point where you feel that you are stupid beyond what is relaxed.  

Eyes shine even in the blurry eyes.  

As a result, the posture that was full of gaps is densely filled, and prayers become indescribably firm.  

Lucas Gibson felt goose bumps.  

However, it was too late to recover the sword that was already extending.  

Before that, Irene Fareira's huge sword began to move smoothly.  

Go-!  

… … Okay!  

One sword (一劍).  

In just one move, Irene threw Lucas Gibson's sword far away, and then showed respect to the opponent.  

Until that time, all the audiences, including the referee, were looking blank.  

Of course, it wasn't like that over and over.  

The referee, who recognized the situation late one beat, announced the outcome of the game with a loud voice, and the audience cheered for the name of Irene Parreira with the support of devastation.  

"Wow! What, that one!"  

"Another room! Another room!"  

"In the end, you kept what you said until the end, right?"  

"No, the other person is an expert, but how did this happen… … ."  

"Iron Pareira! Iron Fareira!"  

"Iron Pareira!"  

The shouts of the audience as if they were resonating.  

Lucas Gibson, who was standing in excitement, shook his head once, forcing him to reconsider the situation just before.  

Missing the sword in a blow?  

It wasn't strange in itself.  

He was in the midst of being unable to control the force that was shooting forward, and the opponent used it in reverse.  

In addition, since he was holding the sword with one hand instead of both hands, it was natural that this result would come out from the moment the attack was read.  

'… … What's really important is that the author guided this situation from start to finish.'  

I get it because I think about it.  

The gaps that I saw at first were not gaps, and attacking those gaps was also the intention of the other person, not their own will.  

Unsurprisingly, he, who was confident that his experience would be much richer than his opponent, fell into the ruse of a prosecutor in his early twenties.  

Of course, that didn't feel bad.  

Fighting numbers and tricking, figuring out and using them back, are all part of the swordsmanship.  

In that regard, he was completely defeated.  

Lucas Gibson with a bitter smile said to Irene.  

"Congratulations on your upgrade. It was a good match."  

"Thank you. It was a good match."  

With that said, the loser exited the stage, and the winner stood up for an interview with the continuing gladiator match host.  

During that brief period of time, Irene Fareira, like Lucas, revisited the match just before.  

It was perfect.  

A neat victory that went according to one's intentions from start to finish.  

However, Irene's expression was still not bright.  

This is because he knew that his current skills were still far short of that of Ilya Lindsay.  

'What would it be like if the opponent was Ilya Lindsay?'  

Probably, he didn't come over to his tactics in the first place.  

Although he is younger than 20 years old, the Sword Master is a Sword Master.  

Considering the hardships that he would have suffered while climbing to such a level, it was correct to think that he would have had a much greater qualitative experience even if he did not know the amount.  

'No, before that... … If Ilya had been doing a one-handed stabbing attack like Lucas Gibson, would I have been able to get it out?'  

Irene shook his head as he thought about it.  

It wasn't.  

The reason he was able to make him miss Lucas' sword is because his opponent's skills were far lower than his own.  

On the contrary, considering the case where the opponent's ability is much higher than that of himself, the opposite situation was drawn.  

She couldn't stop Ilya Lindsay's fierce sting.  

'In the end, in order to defeat Ilya, you have to get stronger here.'  

Way?  

I do not know.  

But I wasn't worried.  

Irene's mind was still full of confidence.  

Self-confidence without grounds that even oneself cannot understand.  

Likewise, he was newly mentally armed and was making plans for the future, but the host, who arrived next to him, said something and pushed the microphone in.  

'I couldn't hear it properly.'  

It didn't matter though.  

It didn't matter what question the host asked.  

At least at this moment, the protagonist of this place was himself, and the words he had prepared in advance were not enough to become the protagonist.  

Farreira, the child who took a deep breath, looked back at the audience around him.  

Then, the audience, who had been making a loud noise, quickly became quiet.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

A mysterious sight that no one can properly explain.  

In that strange atmosphere, Irene, who had been steamed for a while, opened her mouth.  

"The interview I had in front of the reporters gathered in front of the land of the beginning, the pledge that everyone pointed out that it was impossible."  

"… … ."  

"I finally kept it."  

"Wow ahhh!"  

"Iron Pareira!"  

"Iron Pareira! Iron Fareira!"  

The voices of the audience shook the stadium again at the energetic remarks of the young supernova.  

No one would hate someone who had great skills, talents, and looks, and even had an interesting conversation.  

In fact, it couldn't be said that the word skill itself was very good, but the important thing is the content.  

In that sense, it was safe to assume that an iron-sized talent could not even search the entire land of proof.  

By the way.  

"Of course it doesn't end here."  

"After graduating from the Land of Opportunity, I will go up to a new stage, and I will speak of a new aspiration."  

That wasn't the end.  

The whole stadium took his breath as he looked at the divinity speaking with a serious expression.  

The referee, the host, and even some of the gladiators already on the stage above focused on him.  

Iron didn't drag.  

Immediately, shocking remarks flowed out of his mouth.  

"In the next three months, I will challenge Ilya Lindsay, the Champion of the Land of Proof."  

"It's not just that I'm going to challenge.  

"I did my best, I lost but I fought well, I am not challenging to hear such a story."  

"I will win. Be sure to win... … I will be a new champion in the land of proof."  

With that said, Irene Fareira left the stadium in no time.  

As it was when it first appeared, in a very imposing appearance.  

And that same evening.  

Eisenmarkt became all noisy with the story of the "challenge" spit out by a proud challenger.  

* * *  

"Isn't it too much?"  

"So. Do you think Swordmaster is a joke? Let's see, this guy keeps crossing the line... … ."  

"The simple came out of the boat. Rather than being a champion, a guy who will behave if he only meets the high ranks of the Level King... … ."  

"Are you drunk on popularity because you support me?"  

"Truck, I hope you can get to the level king quickly. Once you have been properly educated, you will wake up."  

Irene Fareira's interview with the game quickly became the hottest topic among residents.  

It was an incomparable degree of attention compared to the previous interview.  

The increase in the name of Iron Parreira itself also played a part, but it was because it caused considerable resentment because he dared to put the "champion" in his mouth.  

Who is the current champion?  

What a Sword Master, it is also the youngest Sword Master.  

Ilia Lindsay, the genius of the Lindsay family, who is from the West who would be sad if she was a second swordsman, and is famous as one of the top five swordsmanships!  

She was a sanctuary to the Westerners who were hurt by pride because of both Ian, the owner of Krono, from the central region, and Julius Heul, from the Holy Kingdom.  

'Do you dare to challenge her like that?'  

'Should you enjoy it, who is the level queen now?'  

'To the greatest genius of all time, who even the high rankers of the Level King respect, in such a cheeky tone?'  

Of course, the residents of Eisenmarkt do not always favor prosecutors from the west.  

Anyway, they are people who do everything in their heart when it comes to fighting and gambling, so if they have enough skills and justification, they will send generous encouragement and support even from other regions.  

Hana Irene Fareira is not.  

Skills also need more verification, and not to mention the justification.  

At least in the top 10 in the level king.  

Or there is a case that is deeply entangled outside the land of proof!  

One of the two is to be taken into account, but now it is nothing more than a thunderbolt who is raving at the attention he receives for the first time.  

At least that was the public perception.  

As a representation of this, Eisenmarkt's gladiator-related magazines also filmed an extra that contained a column on the same evening.  

Most weekly magazines, including Weekly Valhalla, acknowledged Irene Fareira's basic skills, but gave a cold assessment that he was not enough to handle this interview.  

Some reporters have even written wicked passages that say that it will be possible to organize enough in the middle of Level King's line.  

Residents nodded and agreed.  

But the next day.  

Weekly Arena, who was silent even when all the weekly magazines were filming extras, uncovered hidden facts about Irene Parreira.  

[Six years ago, the person who fought the chief of Chrono with Ilya Lindsay!]  

[A secret being hidden under the veil for a long time, digging into its roots!]  

This is a secret and shocking story that no one would have known if it weren't for prospective trainees at the time.  

Reading the article under the review of a highly trusted reporter named "Hints Chief Reporter", people had no choice but to show a completely different reaction from the day before.  

The 35th day after Irene Fareira arrived in Eisenmarkt.  

At last, the world was starting to prepare to accept a new genius.  

It was the moment when the third storm struck the land of proof.  
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Who is Irene Fareira?  

In fact, the question of this has been around since before he stepped onto the stage of the level queen.  

This is because there was not too much known compared to his skills.  

Right now, his motives, Brad Lloyd and Judith, are the same.  

Both of them have never appeared in the Chrono Swordsmanship, but because of their extraordinaryness, they have been making their names known throughout the continent.  

Brat is the greatest genius of the Gerbera kingdom, and Judith is a genius prosecutor from the commoner who succeeds Ignet.  

They even received praise from Ian Swordsman, whose evaluation was made, so the expectations for them were inevitably higher.  

But what about Airn Pareira?  

There really is no information.  

It is known this time that he is the same as Bratt and Judith, and Ian Kwan-ju has never even commented on him.  

Nevertheless, their skills are second to none.  

No, nowadays, it was even being evaluated as to whether it was much stronger than the two.  

As such, when curiosity was rising, another provocative interview broke out, and all the residents of Eisenmarkt had no choice but to talk about Irene.  

Gladiator-related magazines were excited, and they were taking pictures of articles made by speculation.  

But the next day.  

The moment the article by Chief Reporter Hintz, one of Eisenmarkt's best reporters, came out, all attention was forced to focus on the Weekly Arena.  

That is also the case because this weekly Arena's "Iron Pareira Feature Article" was written based solely on facts, unlike other magazines.  

"No, Irene Fareira… … You said you were on the same level as Ilya Lindsay when you were a prospective trainee?"  

"If you look at the article, it's such a nuance? It was like that in the final evaluation for the position of an official trainee. At one time, it was difficult to determine the superiority and inferiority, so I took the retest, and then Lindsay barely won, so the chief, Parera, was regrettable."  

"Believe this? Huh... … ."  

"Well, is there any reason not to believe it? It's Brat Lloyd who guaranteed the driver."  

"Hidden car seats… … Where and what on earth have you been doing so far, so there hasn't been any rumors spreading?"  

"You man, haven't you read all the articles? It's at the end of the article! He said he was going out of business because of his family affairs!"  

"Sorry, as soon as I saw the title of the article, I was so surprised yet… … ."  

Talent comparable to Ilya Lindsay!  

Residents were in shock.  

A person who did not receive much attention even when he first appeared in the land of proof, in fact, was a person with great potential to leave a name in history.  

I couldn't even doubt it.  

The firstborn of the Lloyd's family, who is more identifiable than anyone else, directly guaranteed it, and who can vomit on it?  

Of course, that didn't mean there wasn't anything to cover.  

"huh! It is a ridiculous leap to have no difference in skill until now just because they were similar when they were younger."  

"That's right. And, think about it. At the time, Ilya Lindsay was in her early teens, and Irene Fareira was in her mid-teens. It doesn't make sense to use the same expressions as being on the subject of being three years older in the first place or losing to a waste."  

"That too… … Anyway, isn't it enough to qualify for the championship?"  

"What is that… … I have to see it now. How good are you now?"  

Yes.  

Still, people were on the side of the pride of the West, and Ilya Lindsay, who had already proved his skills.  

He had no choice but to send a stern gaze to Airn, who still did not show his best.  

Of course, such a gaze had no problem at all.  

Next match.  

Another next match.  

In the third match of Level Queen's next match, Irene Pareira won the victory with overwhelming skills.  

"The game is over! Iron Fareira, Victory!"  

"Again, I won again!"  

"Now I am the Level King! Going up to level king in only 3 games... … ."  

"Is there any way to not put it up? Now everyone is waiting for Ilya Lindsay vs. Irene Fareira. You have to put it up quickly."  

"Well... … It's not that I don't have any skills, and it looks like there's no one to deal with except for the level king and high rankers."  

"right. As you said, if you win one high ranker, I think you can join the champion right away."  

"Hey, this generation is really amazing. Ignet and Ilya weren't enough, so even the Iron Paraeira… … ."  

Three weeks after he released a provocative interview to the world.  

In just three weeks, Irene Pareira has become a tycoon enough to be recognized by the hardly westerners of the continent.  

And in the process, the'Weekly Arena', who came with special articles every week, helped greatly.  

[Irene Pareira is the best talent I have ever taught. You can't already use the expression 'to teach'.]  

Interview with John Drew, an instructor at Eisenmarkt.  

[Irene Fareira, the best prospect of this generation with great efforts as well as talent.]  

An interview with Jet Frost, who is not the same as before, but is still known as an excellent talent.  

Even this wasn't the end.  

It is known that only the Sword Master or the Sword Master of the future can obtain it.  

When it became known that the owner of the tenth Vulcanus numbering sword was Irene Fareira, even those who hated him could no longer complain.  

The next two months.  

Maybe sooner or later, the confrontation between Ilya and Airn will come to an end.  

Rather, if Irene Fareira loses by someone else before the two meet, she will be very disappointed.  

Residents of Eisenmarkt prayed and prayed that such an incident would not happen.  

Of course, even in the midst of this stormy atmosphere surrounding the whole city.  

"… … ."  

Irene Fareira wasn't overwhelmed by him and was faithful only to what he had to do.  

He wakes up early in the morning so that the darkness hasn't gone away yet, and begins to practice simsang.  

The iron stakes were still hard, but they were no longer crude.  

With Ilya Lindsay, a much greater fire burned the whole iron, and on top of it, Irene's will, which is stronger than the man's will, fell.  

Caang-!  

Caang-!  

The forged result was no better than a sword now.  

However, it was not yet satisfactory.  

'More delicately, evenly spread the side of the sword, sharpen the blade... … .'  

Let's not only take the form of a sword, but make a great sword that is comparable to wherever you give it.  

At least that's enough to compete with Ilya Lindsay's sword.  

With that kind of mind, Irene focused on, polished the sword in his heart, and after a meal, he found John Drew.  

"In such a situation, the one who uses the terrain is… … ."  

"is it? Wouldn't it be better to respond this way?"  

"… … In that case, ummm."  

John Drew's teaching on swordsmanship was now more of a discussion than a teaching.  

The current Airen is in a state in which he has completely established his character through unconventional swordsmanship.  

This made it possible to express opinions on an equal footing, and sometimes even John Drew posed sharp questions that were embarrassing.  

Of course, he wasn't an easy person too, so whenever he faced a crisis, he used to break through in an extraordinary way.  

Then, Irene again interpreted this from his own point of view, gave flesh to the spirit, and devised a way to digest the shock in his own way.  

'No. It shouldn't be like this. How much money did I get... … There's already nothing to teach! Whatever you spend, you have to pay for the money... … .'  

"Swordsman teacher, why don't you look so good? Would you like to add a bit more toll?"  

"Hey, wow, it's okay! It's okay if I don't give more!"  

"Huh? What is it, all of a sudden? Yesterday I looked back and found a pretty wristwatch, so I took it out for you... … ."  

"OMG! Ahhhhhhhhh!"  

'… … Why are you doing that?'  

John Drew runs away from somewhere under the weight of money, and Lulu pursues to give him encouragement without knowing his thoughts.  

Seeing those two, Irene was puzzled.  

I didn't understand why John Drew reacted that way.  

I just feel grateful for his attitude of helping him with the best he can.  

'But, it's also true that this alone has limitations.'  

After finishing the discussion with John Drew, Irene nodded, who had refined his swordsmanship with personal training.  

Oneself is getting stronger day by day.  

Thanks to the influence of witchcraft, the teachings of a great swordsmanship, and the training of imagery that gradually gained momentum, the level was incomparably higher than when he first set foot in Eisenmarkt.  

But still, I was struggling against the Master.  

It was obvious that he would lose even if he faced Jet Frost, let alone the Master.  

Of course, I wasn't frustrated by that.  

After lunch, Irene, who quickly washed away, headed for the third arena in the Land of Proof, the Land of Glory.  

* * *  

"Uh, huh?"  

"It's an iron parlay!"  

"Is there a game of Child Pareira today? not really? But why... … ."  

"Idiot. Haven't you heard the rumors? These days, they say they go to the level king gladiator games."  

"Ah, is it? Maybe the top rankers are on the lookout in many ways. Seeing you came to spy on beforehand... … ."  

"It's strange that you don't care. Anyway, don't be like a villager and be quiet."  

"If I ask you to sign it later, will you do it? … ."  

Watching the Iron Parreira appearing in the premium grandstands of the stadium, the audience shouted with excitement.  

It was a familiar sight. He has already become a celebrity enough to attract crowds wherever he goes in the city.  

'It's a good thing though. I don't think I will talk to you during the game.'  

Although they were excited enough to spit every single result of the game, they were the residents of Eisenmarkt, who kept their lines well in this respect.  

I am feeling grateful for the fact, but Irene's eyes were amazed.  

Because in the distance, he could see Brad Lloyd sitting across from him.  

'I don't think I'm very interested in gladiators these days, so I guess you go to the game?'  

Irene tries every day and night to defeat Ilya Lindsay, and Judith burns her spirit of struggle.  

Unlike the two, Bratt lost interest in gladiator games about three weeks after arriving in the city.  

It was about to follow Cubar to drink in moderation, or to concentrate on the pastimes that were not related to the sword.  

In fact, I didn't even see it myself, it was a story I heard.  

This is because he moved his residence to his mansion from the time he hired John Drew as his swordsmanship teacher.  

If it wasn't for Lulu to go from place to place, he wouldn't even know this.  

'Anyway, nice to meet you. Although I'm in the same city, I think I saw it more than 10 days ago... … .'  

A bloody laughed child, Fareira, tried to wave his hand at Brat Lloyd, but quit.  

I was also concerned about the reactions of people paying attention to each of their actions, and I also wanted to quietly watch how Brat, who I discovered after a long time, was watching the game.  

With that thought, I was looking at the opposite side, and another familiar figure sat in the seat next to me.  

It was Judith.  

Iron's face was brighter. It's because she sees only one thing after a long time.  

"… … ?"  

However, the atmosphere was strange.  

There was nothing I could pinch and say.  

Brat was looking down at the stadium in an aristocratic atmosphere as usual, and Judith was muttering something with a blunt face similar to what he had seen before.  

In other words, there was little difference from other times.  

However, Irene, whose senses were extremely sensitive due to the witchcraft, could feel.  

Something, something seems to have a different atmosphere than before... … .  

"Oh oh!"  

"Start!"  

However, my thoughts about the two didn't last long.  

It was because the gladiator match began at the moment when the consideration was about to continue.  

Irene, who had been worried for a while, caught his gaze in the audience, and soon focused on the fight between the two high rankers.  

'There must be something to learn this time.'  

I didn't come to the stadium to be alert, as other audiences speculated.  

The reason why Irene was here was more of a hunger for learning than that.  

How is one's own swordsmanship different from others' swordsmanship?  

What to add and what to subtract. How can I develop further?  

Armed with such conviction, Irene lit his eyes and focused on the stage.  

Before long, his sharp eyes began to observe the steps of the two gladiators.  

The movement of the sword.  

Body movements.  

Furthermore, how the muscles of each part work, where the gaze moves, how does breathing work... … .  

It was the moment when I was analyzing each and every movement of the two high rankers using extreme concentration.  

In the eyes of Iron Paraeira, something different began to appear.  

'… … Come here?'  
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Come on.  

It is the power that martial artists, including swordsmen, can obtain through constant training, and it is a mysterious ability that is comparable to the mana of a wizard.  

Using this, the prosecutor can use it to pull out the Amudri tree with force, or he can cut a large rock with a sword.  

Of course, it is very difficult to see it with your own eyes.  

It was incredibly difficult to just blow out the auras inside the body, and it was even more difficult to concentrate this to the extent that it was typified.  

By the way.  

"… … ."  

In the eyes of Iron Paraeira now, there was an aura that shouldn't be seen.  

It wasn't like in the case of Charlotte & Victor that they wore an aura on the sword.  

If it wasn't for Sword Master's Aura Sword, it was mostly waste.  

Besides, the two gladiators didn't have the ability to do so.  

If so, what is it?  

Was the aura lurking inside the body even caught in the eye like a magic trick?  

Surprisingly, it really was.  

Aura of two gladiators filling the entire body like water in a human-shaped bucket.  

Even the density was felt.  

It was subtle, but the man's aura holding the great sword on the right looked a little darker.  

While thinking about that, the two gladiators were looking at each other with sharp eyes.  

The man of the great sword stood heavily guarding the center, and the man with a lighter sword moved round and round in a counterclockwise direction.  

Usually people don't know, but Irene did.  

The fact that the man with a light sword is gradually narrowing the distance inside like a whirlpool.  

Paa-!  

After a while, the man spinning round and round was suddenly shot out. It wasn't an honest rush.  

Before that, Irene confirmed that he had tricked into the motion of the foot and the motion of the shoulder.  

The great sword man, who had lost the timing, took a quick stance. Soon the opponent's top attack was crushed.  

That-!  

It wasn't the top attack.  

Just before hitting, a sword that changed its path like an eagle snatching prey flew at the ankle of the greatsword man.  

Confused, he forcibly turned on the sword, and the sum of five was exchanged in no time.  

Overall, the situation where the man of the light sword is leading.  

Looking at the amount of Auror alone, the opposite result should have come out, but Irene seemed to know why this was happening.  

It was because the movement of Aurer flowing through the two gladiators was clearly felt as if it could be grasped.  

"… … !"  

The auror that was filled in both bodies wasn't just like the water in a water bowl.  

It changed from moment to moment according to each movement.  

Wheein-!  

The light in the arms, shoulders, and waist grows in line with the swinging of the sword.  

Taah!  

When I spread the distance away, the aura on the lower body sprinkled intense light, as if the leg was strong.  

It was as if numerous muscles were dynamically agile and complexly functioning to perform a single movement, but Irene had felt something similar before.  

It was when I carefully observed and analyzed the movements of others' muscles and joints in the chrono swordsmen.  

If it is different from that time, what he is looking at now is not the body itself, but how the auras that support the body work.  

Irene watched the fight between the two gladiators focused enough to not even know how time passed.  

"The game is over! The winner is Donovan!"  

"Oh! My money!"  

"Hahaha, look! You said Donovan wins!"  

"No, that kid doesn't even pay a big price, and he gives it to a very small one… … ."  

"Where are the fights only big? In that regard, are all female prosecutors down there?"  

"Shut up! If you get the money, are you quiet?"  

"Nope? Nope? I'm going to have beef for dinner with this! Hahahahaha!"  

"This cub is really real!"  

After about 5 minutes passed, the results were finally achieved.  

It was a victory of a man with a light sword as the flow of the beginning.  

After sitting down for a while, Irene nodded.  

There were many great sword men in Auror, but considering how smoothly and appropriately he handled Auror, a prosecutor named Donovan was better.  

Swordsmanship was also swordsmanship, but it would be right to see that the wins and losses were divided according to the operation of the Auror.  

And this was great news for Airn.  

It was because there was a way to close the big gap with Ilya Lindsay.  

"Break."  

Irene looked at Donovan's body during an interview with the winner.  

Then, I saw the aura inside him again.  

It's a bit different from before when I moved violently, but I felt a little bit of a stir every time I spoke and moved.  

'If you can refer to this information when fighting... … .'  

In psychological warfare and water fights, you can gain a lot more advantage!  

It was just the fight right now.  

A prosecutor named Donovan made two tricks while walking around the opponent, and the movement was so natural that even Irene, who learned the trick from John Drew, was admired.  

There was little difference between the motion when it was not charged and when it was actually charged.  

However, compared to that, the flow of Aur was completely different, but compared to the time when I really dug into it, I could hardly feel the movement of Aur in the previous two movements.  

'If you grasp and use these points well, it will be a tremendous help in practice!'  

Once again, Irene Fareira nodded and stood up from her seat.  

He saw some who seemed to be his fans, but he didn't have the spirit to sign them.  

He laughed and said he was sorry, and he quickly left the stadium and cleared up his thoughts.  

An eye that sees the opponent's aura.  

I am not sure if this is a witchcraft or if it is a phenomenon caused by maximizing one's sharp senses.  

But it wasn't that important.  

It was important to master this newly recognized ability so that he could demonstrate it without any hindrance while using a sword.  

'I have to go and practice right now.'  

With such a mindset, I went outside the stadium, but again, a familiar character came into my eyes.  

The blue hair that is characteristic of the Lloyd's family.  

It was Brad Lloyd.  

Judith looked at him moving alone where he had gone, and he also found himself.  

Brat Lloyd, who came out of the way, said.  

"You also came to see the game."  

"… … Huh. I was thinking if I could learn anything from watching other gladiators. Why are you?"  

"I am similar. Certainly the level king is high level."  

"Yeah."  

Irene agreed.  

The victorious Donovan and the defeated Greatsword Swordsman possessed a high skill that was incomparable to the level below it.  

Likewise, he nodded at the opponent's words, and he saw a sketchbook in his left hand.  

Irene's eyes were young.  

As if he felt that gaze, Brat opened his mouth as he opened his sketchbook.  

"I recorded what I felt while watching the gladiators in my own way."  

"… … this?"  

Irene asked one beat late.  

A piece of paper full of blue lines like your own head.  

I don't know what the hell he expressed, but it was clear that it was not a well-drawn picture.  

'In this case, Brad is also unique. Sometimes it has a wrong side.'  

Of course, it wouldn't be meaningless behavior.  

During the past few months with Brat Lloyd, there is something that Lulu and Cubar have in common.  

All three, including myself, are great, but the most complete mentally is probably Brat.  

Even if I don't know it right now, it was a car that occasionally told me that he would show something great in the near future.  

And now, Irene also realized this.  

I can't explain it clearly, but I felt that his heart as seen through Brad's eyes was very stable.  

Of course I don't know why.  

Like the atmosphere I felt while seeing Brat and Judith before, the feeling of the present was only a hazy and ambiguous one.  

'So, where did Judith go?'  

"But you didn't come with Judith?"  

"Well?"  

"Because I saw it from the grandstand earlier."  

Irene, who had left himself in the stream of consciousness, innocently asked questions, and Brat quieted for a moment.  

The silence was not long.  

When he folded his sketchbook, he said with his usual face.  

"I went to practice. What we met in the first place was also by chance."  

"Oh yeah?"  

"okay. As if you and I met now."  

"like that… … ."  

Iron nodded again.  

Something, something weird, I was upset.  

However, he wasn't in a situation where he could afford to focus on it, so he quickly sent Brat to smile.  

"Then, see you next time. I have to go to practice quickly too."  

"okay. Sooner or later, I'll stop by once."  

Farei, the child, disappears quickly after waving his hand.  

Brad Lloyd glances at his back.  

… … And after a while, Judith, hiding behind him, reappeared in front of Brat.  

"Why did you hide suddenly?"  

"Uh, huh?"  

"Did you look at the child and hide?"  

"no? uh? Was there an iron? I didn't know. I went to the bathroom."  

"Hmm."  

"… … What, why! no… … Ha, done. Now I go to practice."  

"You want to get stuck in the training center again? Don't you eat with rice?"  

"No thanks? That child, who is a child, works hard like that, but I can't stay still. I'm going!"  

Judith, shouting in a rather high voice, strides forward.  

Again, Brat watched his opponent leave.  

Did you feel that gaze?  

Judith, who was moving forward, turned a little and noticed, adding a word.  

"… … If you have a game with good guys next time, tell me. Go see it."  

"okay. Let's go see it together."  

"… … ."  

As she looked into Brat's eyes, she quickly turned to the new model.  

And this time, he disappeared into the crowd without looking back.  

Thus, the eldest son of the Lloyd's family who became alone.  

While holding a sketchbook in one hand, stroked his chin in an aristocratic position, he spoke to himself.  

"There is still a long way to go."  

* * *  

Three days have passed.  

Meanwhile, Irene Fareira refrained from discussing with John Drew and continued his training so that he could use his "eyes to see auras" in practice.  

Fortunately, it wasn't that difficult.  

It would be a little different from the actual gladiator game because he was swinging his sword alone, but it seemed to be okay considering that there were two months left.  

Of course, that did not mean that the value of use for it had declined.  

Irene, who quietly closed her eyes, recalled a gladiator match three days ago.  

Then, the way the two gladiators showed me how to use the auras was drawn in my hand.  

'It's generally similar to the method I use, but there are quite a few different things.'  

The basic part was the same.  

Strengthen muscle strength through Auror, and make joints and muscles hard and tough.  

This was the method he was already using.  

However, when we dig into the details of how to deal with auras in performing a single movement, there was no small difference.  

In some ways, you were better, and in some ways, the Level King's gladiators were better.  

If you correct these parts one by one, you will probably be stronger after two months.  

'More than anything... … Those two are not the end of the people who will see and learn.'  

Irene, who opened her eyes, looked at the calendar hung in the corner of the training room.  

13 February.  

It is the day when Grayson, the fourth ranked gladiator, who has one of the best skills in Level King, will be on the stage.  

At the same time, it was the day when Ilya Lindsay, the champion of the land of proof, was on the stage.  

"You should never miss this much."  

Irene, who muttered strongly, quickly washed himself and headed for the land of proof.  

In the back, 'I'm useless now, I… … I'm useless... … I heard John Drew's voice muttering ".", but he couldn't afford to care.  

Thanks to Hintz's hard work, I was seated in the reserved premium seat and quietly waited for the match.  

I see Ilya Lindsay's sword.  

Watch Ilya Lindsay's movement, and further observe Ilya Lindsay's Auror.  

There will be countless things that can be obtained through this, but the one that Irene is most looking forward to is one.  

Aura Sword.  

If you can see the flow of Aura when creating Aura Sword... … .  

'perhaps… … .'  

Creepy.  

The thoughts alone made me goosebumps.  

Airn gently stroked his arm and calmed his mind.  

Of course it didn't calm down well. It was the same even if I took a deep breath and repeated opening and closing my eyes.  

In the end, about a dozen minutes to look at the stage with a somewhat reminded face, without a way to avoid the excitement that has risen to the end.  

"Wow ahhh!"  

"It's a champion!"  

"Ilia Lindsay! Ilya Lindsay!"  

"Western's greatest talent!"  

"The next generation king!"  

"Sword Master! The youngest Swordmaster!"  

"champion! champion! champion!"  

Like the first time I saw it at the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

No, Ilia Lindsay, who looked cooler than that, showed up with a sword.  

And… … .  

Woo woo woo  

A brilliant silver aura sword also appeared in the land of proof.  
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"… … !"  

The moment I saw Ilya Lindsay's Aura Sword, Irene Pareira was forced to look surprised with her eyes wide open.  

Impressed that you have reached the state of master, which is the dream of all the prosecutors?  

There is nothing like that, but it wasn't that big for him, who had already met the Master several times.  

What surprised him was the series of processes Ilya showed when implementing the Aura Sword... … Because it was something he knew well.  

'When I write the tragedy of the man in my dream... … It's similar to the feeling back then!'  

To be more precise, it is similar to just before the strike.  

Aura is pulled up from the body and put on a sword blade, and it is in an intensive state.  

In that state, after adding a few steps, a brilliant silver flash emerged, which, unfortunately, was not able to grasp it properly.  

Although Ilya's speed at drawing out the Auror Sword was too fast, it was also because of his lack of knowledge and experience in Auror.  

It was okay though.  

The match is about to begin, and Ilya will maintain the Aura Sword throughout the gladiator.  

Of course, it's going to end soon, but if you observe her with her "aura-seeing eye" for a while, you'll have a lot to gain... … .  

It was when I was thinking about that.  

Suddenly, Ilya took the sword to come.  

A long sword that has returned to its normal appearance like a hook and a candle that has gone out of light.  

Irene made an embarrassing expression, and the voices of the audience around him were heard.  

"Really. He said he would not use the Aura sword in the future."  

"Huh? Did the champion say that?"  

"I'm not sure… … I picked it up too, but one of the reporters said that. I don't doubt the ability of the youngest Swordmaster to become a champion, but if you only think about it with swordsmanship, there are a lot of talents in the land of proof that can be compared to her."  

"Sound like that… … ."  

"What… … The proof land gladiators are excellent, I think I wanted to talk about this... … From a champion's point of view, pride may have been hurt.  

"Hey, that's what happened. I had no idea."  

"Anyway, it's great. No matter how much you've heard that, you're thinking of sealing your best weapon and fighting."  

"… … ."  

After hearing the conversation between the two audiences, Irene's expression hardened.  

It's not because you can't see the Aura Sword anymore.  

It was because I realized what kind of mind Ilya was on the stage with, and that again.  

A life that constantly proves itself.  

She is unable to recognize herself and only wields her sword for recognition of others, only for recognition of others... … It still looked at stake.  

At least in his eyes.  

'sure… … Regardless of that, Ilya will win the game.'  

Iron's gaze turned to the right.  

As if he was offended, Grayson, the fourth place in the ranking, staring at Ilya with a stiff expression was seen.  

Not only the exterior, but also his interior.  

It wasn't enough.  

I wasn't talking compared to Ilya.  

Even compared to other high-rankers, his auras seemed to be very short.  

Even if it wasn't until the level queen, it was the amount that did not differ much from the level king's lowest-ranking gladiators.  

'How on earth did you get to fourth place with that level of aura?'  

Not a few questions arose.  

Of course, it was a question to be resolved soon. Irene focused on the stage, and soon the game began with the cry of the referee.  

Paa-!  

It was Ilya Lindsay who moved first.  

As if the concession to be made just by sealing the Aura sword was done, she slided forward and swung her sword toward the side.  

Grayson did not panic and took a step back and avoided it.  

However, Ilya's attack started from now on.  

The tip of the snake-like sword pierced the opponent's body at a strange angle, and this time Grayson was forced to face the sword as well.  

Caang!  

A clear metallic sound reverberating in the stadium.  

Starting from this, a splendid battle between the two gladiators followed.  

Caang-  

Kang, Kagang!  

Kwa-Aang!  

Sometimes light and fast, sometimes strong and heavy.  

The champion's sword consistently struck the opponent.  

In an attack that flew in without covering the top and bottom, Grayson stepped back.  

"Grayson! Please do well!"  

"The champion is watching! Are you going to run away forever!"  

The audience complained and complained as he watched him busy stopping him.  

But Irene didn't.  

His eyes, with an astounding expression, were observing Grayson's every step of the way.  

'It's very elaborate!'  

As far as Irene felt, the difference between Ilya and Grayson's Aura is incomparably large.  

Even with the difference of decades of experience, even if you win 100 wins in 100 matches and psychological battles, you cannot make up for it.  

He has had a similar experience. That's what happened with John Drew.  

From strategy to lead the whole fight, to tactics to build advantage in detail.  

In both cases, John Drew all beat himself.  

However, if I had a sincere duel, Irene himself could not lose, because the difference between the two's auras was so great.  

It doesn't matter how many times you are good at swordsmanship and how many times you are ahead of your opponent in combative thinking from experience.  

Such a thing is meaningless in front of the overwhelming power gap and the aura gap.  

no.  

Not like that.  

What Grayson is showing now completely destroys the common sense of Iron.  

Caang!  

Receives Ilya's flying sword from the front and scatters the hit points.  

With him, he pulls the center back to let out most of the impact, walks backwards, and takes a comfortable position to catch the next attack.  

It was not something that could be done simply with great swordsmanship and excellent movements.  

It was possible because there is a perfect "orer management" that supports it.  

'The moment I received the sword, only that moment, I strengthened my muscles and joints with aura. But when you take it back, you save aura by focusing only on your feet... … .'  

Use Aura only when necessary. It is extremely cherished when not needed.  

It's not just that.  

When an attack that is difficult to prevent even with power draw comes in, the aura contained in useless parts of the body is concentrated in important parts such as arms, waist, and feet, thereby bridging the power gap.  

Of course, not all of this is the first time you see it.  

It was clear that it was a strategy that could handle other prosecutors, or even themselves, to some extent.  

However, the completeness of Auror management that Grayson showed was far beyond those of those whom Irene had experienced in the Land of Proof.  

Kwa-Aang-!  

"The game is over! Winner, Champion Ilya Lindsay!"  

"Wow ahhhhhh!"  

"champion! champion! champion!"  

"The youngest Sword Master!"  

"Ilia Lindsay!"  

Of course, that did not lead to a breakup.  

Even if you mobilize all of that, even if you show great swordsmanship and aura operation that are close to a novelty... … Grayson was the first to lose strength despite using it to save and save.  

In the cheers pouring out to the champion, the challenger silently descended the stage, and Irene looked at his back for a long time as he left.  

A new sadness that he didn't even know arose.  

But the stronger emotion is the desire for growth.  

'I have to go back quickly.'  

Ilya Lindsay's Aura Sword.  

Aura operation close to Grayson's novelty.  

It was a short time, but both remained perfectly in their minds.  

I can look back and repeat it again and again.  

Fareira, the child with a serious expression, went straight to the stadium for training.  

* * *  

In conclusion, despite devoted to training for two days, Irene failed to achieve their vision.  

As mentioned earlier, it was because of lack of experience and knowledge about Aur.  

Ilya's Aura Sword wasn't easy enough to replicate simply by observing the Aura inside her body.  

Unless he mastered all of the many side-branch processes he did not know, it was a difficult skill that he could not even dream of.  

However, if Grayson's auror management method was easy, that wasn't it either.  

Unlike Ilya's Auror Sword, he could understand all of the way he handled Aurors.  

However, it was a completely different matter to be able to imitate it completely.  

If a fixed swordsmanship movement, how does each part of the body, muscles, and joints function and interact accordingly? … If it were like this, I would have been able to digest it easily.  

But Auror didn't.  

It was impossible to master a much more complex and esoteric concept on your own than to deal with the body.  

Even if you can see it with your own eyes.  

sure.  

"Kuvar. Someone has something to persuade... … Can you help me?"  

"Hmm? Sure. If that's the case, I'm the expert. haha!"  

Irene had no intention of stopping here.  

To borrow from Irene, who is in a state of extreme disagreement with each other, it is impossible to ask Ilya, who is in a state of 'a trivial quarrel', 'how to make an aura sword?'  

If you do, you might really be cut off.  

But rather, if Grayson doesn't have any ties, maybe he could get help depending on how he talked... … It was Airn's idea to do it.  

'According to reporter Hintz's words, it is not without possibility. He has a good personality and is known to be a fairly generous person in the exchange of swordsmanship... … .'  

In addition to that, Grayson says he loves alcohol very much.  

That was the reason for taking Cubar.  

For John Drew, who is crazy about money, Lulu, the richest man on the continent.  

For Grayson, who is sick of alcohol, Cubar, the continent's best drunkard.  

If you take a personal companion like this, you will have a much higher chance of success than if you were going to go alone.  

"Woohoo, don't worry. Because nobody who likes to drink will hate me."  

"I only believe in Kubar."  

"okay. It's okay to believe it. That guy named Grayson said he was fifty this year?"  

"Maybe that's it. why?"  

"Because I prepared a gag that people of that age would like. Would you like to listen? You know what happens when the sand cries?"  

"… … How is it?"  

"Soil soil."  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

The two walked the streets in silence for quite some time.  

About five minutes later, Cubar glanced at him and opened his mouth.  

"I'm sorry."  

"Fine. But don't go there."  

"Yes. Hmm, what kind of liquor is he going to like? First of all, I brought everything by type... … Oh, is it that house?"  

"I think so."  

Iron nodded.  

A moderately large mansion located on the outskirts of Eisenmarkt.  

Considering that he was the top ranker in the land of proof, it felt very frugal.  

Other rankers usually built houses that looked like palaces, and built gatekeepers and home guards as well.  

'If you are such a person, I think Cubar would definitely be better than Lulu.'  

I don't think he's the one who can buy it with money  

It was a moment when I thought about it and knocked on the door.  

Iron Paraeira's expression hardened.  

Seeing this, Cubar asked, wondering.  

"Iron? Why all of a sudden… … ."  

Qawahang!  

"Ah, Irene? You… … !"  

Cubar stuttered as he watched Airun forcefully smash the gate that was suddenly closed.  

It was embarrassing when Irene, neither Judith nor Judith, showed this appearance.  

He looked at the blonde young man with his eyes hoping for an explanation of the situation.  

But Irene couldn't afford it.  

Feeling the ominous energy that touched the skin, he was shot into the mansion in no time.  

"Now, wait! Go together!"  

Cubar quickly followed his back.  

It was obvious that something big had happened. I don't know what happened, but I had to hurry.  

Likewise, he with a hardened expression raised the spirit's power to the fullest, and moved at a high speed as if a flame exploded.  

The place that entered like that is a space that looks like a training room that is completely turned off.  

And in the center... … .  

I could see Grayson sitting cross-legged.  

"… … ."  

It wasn't normal.  

I could see it at a glance.  

From my closed eyes, blood was flowing from both sides of my mouth.  

No, it's already been a while, and Cubar swallows his saliva, looking at his face, which had been stiffened like a tattoo.  

'Mine painter... … It's going on!'  

I don't know what happened.  

There must be a reason for something, but it is much more important how to deal with this situation than that.  

At least you have to deal with it before the author is completely mine.  

But it was late. As if he knew of Cubar's thoughts, Grayson, who had closed his eyes all the time, flashed and opened his eyes.  

"… … What made you visit this place?"  

"… … ."  

"I… … I don't remember inviting anyone."  

A voice like boiling blood.  

Uncomfortable and unpleasant sensations felt there.  

Thought Cubar, with a serious look.  

It seems like it's already late.  

'It's a big deal. A strong person like Grayson becomes a mine... … .'  

There are many stories about the strength of Mine, but how great is the desire you usually have, and how great is the price you sacrificed for it?  

Lastly, it is known that it is influenced by three things, how much power he possessed in human days.  

From Cubar's point of view, Grayson couldn't ignore all three.  

Probably, he must have been reborn as a stronger being than he was a gladiator.  

Besides, that wasn't the only problem.  

It was also important to know what the Airen, who was affected by Magi, would look like.  

'As Ignet warned, if you are swept away by the power of the man... … .'  

I don't know what will happen!  

With such worries, Cubar struggled to turn his head toward Airn.  

It wasn't easy to look away with a strong mind in front of me, but I had to check his condition.  

By the way.  

"It's okay, Cubar."  

Irene's appearance was different from what I thought.  

"I haven't become completely mine yet."  

It was much more calm than he thought.  

Cubar, feeling something, looked at the young man through the eyes of the spirits.  

"… … !"  

The spirit of a steel-like man affected by magic.  

It is not without it.  

Rather, they are revealing their energy much deeper and stronger than usual.  

However… … .  

'It's not like an uncontrollable iron stake.'  

Cubar once again swallowed a dry saliva. And I looked at the inside of Irene in more detail.  

No, I didn't even have to.  

A huge flame that you can clearly feel even if you look at it.  

As a result, the man's energy, who was reborn as a complete "sword," was quietly obeying his will, as if he had no intention of getting out of the hands of Iron.  
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All black room.  

Seeing a young man who seemed to be shining alone for some reason, Cubar recalled the past.  

As long as I can't even remember when, the irony of that time had a feeling of achromatic color, as if all over it was colored gray.  

Rather than being a young man's characteristic, it seems that he has hidden even a few emotions that humans deserve.  

Even my age was mistaken for the cold metal look.  

By the way… … .  

'I think the young man like that would have such a hot flame in his heart.'  

What on earth has it been?  

Is it because of the spirit of improvement from Alhad alive?  

Or is it because of the struggles you have in your heart after meeting Ignet Cresencia?  

If not, did what happened during the reunion with Ilya Lindsay changed his mind?  

I didn't know.  

Maybe all of that turned into firewood.  

It doesn't matter anyway.  

The important thing is that the current Irene Fareira is not being swung over by the will of the man, and is controlling his power according to his own will.  

"… … ."  

Did you feel this belatedly?  

Iron, who was trying to say something, stopped and looked down like a glance at herself.  

Slowly, as if trying to check the new self.  

They even close their eyes without stopping there.  

Perhaps it was to contemplate the inside of himself, but Cubar was anxious to see.  

There aren't just the two of them here right now. Grayson, who became mine, was also with them.  

According to Airn, he wasn't completely mine yet, but to Cubar's eyes, he looked only as a mine.  

It's also a very powerful mine.  

The good news is that Grayson, who seems to have blood-soaked eyes, didn't take any action.  

He was still standing cross-legged next to the sword in the training center.  

"Woo."  

After a short but long time.  

Irene Fareira opened her eyes with a deep exhalation.  

Then, it seemed as if two sparks had risen in the room where the darkness had encroached.  

I didn't stop there. A bright light from her eyes warmly surrounded Airn's whole body.  

At least it seemed to Cubar's eyes.  

Did Grayson feel this too?  

The heavily closed mouth opened.  

"I don't think it's a thief. It doesn't look like that rude."  

"… … ."  

"Ask again. Why did you visit this place? Tell me what you are doing. if… … ."  

Hwaahak-!  

A harsh energy emanated from Grayson's body, who had been whispering in a low voice.  

It was come. However, it wasn't the original pure aura, but it gave off a nasty atmosphere as if it was mixed with impurities.  

Cubar struggled to manage his facial expressions and opened his mouth to calm Grayson. No, I tried to open it.  

However, he had no choice but to swallow what he was trying to say.  

"… … If you don't understand me, leave your neck here."  

Terrible content.  

But more terrible than that, it was in the part that the words were sincere, not bluff.  

Cubar sweats at his appearance completely different from the publicly known character, and after opening his eyes, Irene, who had been silent, stepped forward.  

Grayson got up and looked at him.  

1 second.  

2 seconds.  

The two having a snowball fight with each other for about 5 seconds held the sword at the same time.  

Paa-!  

Shuwook-!  

A great sword summoned by magic and a black sword stained with darkness.  

In the situation where the ends of the two swords were aimed at each other, Irene opened his mouth.  

"We make one bet."  

"bet?"  

"Yes. I know the people of Eisenmarkt love to bet as much as gladiators."  

"… … That's right."  

Grayson nodded. I don't remember well, but I do remember having enjoyed betting and gambling a lot of myself.  

As he looked at him, Irene continued.  

"It's not a stadium, but let's play a gladiator game. The winner tells the loser what they want, and the loser listens to it without saying anything. This is the content of the bet. How is it?"  

"good. I'll tell you in advance. All I want is your life."  

"Okay. What I want is, I'll tell you after I win."  

Grayson's voice raised the goosebumps just by listening, but Irene didn't shrink at all.  

Rather, he moved forward step by step, step by step, in a stately manner.  

Grayson, who was watching the figure, pulled his foot out as if trying to spread the distance, then stretched forward at a fleeting speed.  

Wow!  

An attack that targets the neck and flies.  

Even with the rush of the coming year, Irene did not respond. It was just to keep the initial posture with a heavy and large sword.  

Rather, it was Grayson who made the difference.  

From the beginning, as if aiming at another place, he fell toward his instep like a bird of prey.  

Airn pulled his right foot back and swung his sword horizontally.  

A man full of blood in his eyes lowered his posture as if seeping into the ground and again attacked the lower part, then extended his sword into the sky as if a dragon ascended to heaven.  

Eventually, the ever-changing swordsmanship unfolded.  

Hoop, whiik-  

Wheeik-!  

The tip of a sword that can't be handled like a snake shakes its head!  

Irene wasn't embarrassed this time either.  

As he struck his sword heavy as if a landman pressed against a Salmosa's neck, Grayson in the impression retreated back.  

And the feast of splendid swordsmanship unfolded.  

It seems to be aiming to the right, then stabbing to the left, and aiming at the top while it seems to be aiming down.  

It seemed to be on the offensive, then stepped back and ran back at the wrong timing.  

Perhaps Irene a few days ago would have been stuck in spite of John Drew's teachings.  

However, Irene today was not.  

'see.'  

Heocho and Reality.  

Real and fake.  

They were so elaborate that they could not be distinguished from each other, but I could tell.  

Irene, who sees the flow of auras, was able to get the opponent's sword with a much more comfortable mind, and for Grayson, he felt a lot of stress from his swordsmanship, which was blocked from stretching.  

Even that wasn't the end.  

Kwa-Aang!  

"King."  

Iron, who had been devoted to defense as heavy as a rock, moved one step wide and swung his sword twice.  

The sword attack from the bottom to the top felt like a rising mountain, and the sword attack from the top to the bottom was as heavy as a tsunami.  

In the meantime, it felt as if the whole blade was heated on fire, and Grayson was able to stop it only by mobilizing all of his skills.  

'why!'  

Grayson clenched his blood-soaked eyes.  

I couldn't understand. There were so many young geniuses in the world that I couldn't understand.  

Neither Ignet nor Ilya nor the guy in front of him now had a ridiculous aura.  

It was unfair.  

It was sad.  

Even though he spent decades devoted to defeating those absurd talents, he was still being pushed back. It was you who stepped back.  

That fact again frustrated Grayson.  

Such frustration soon turned into anger. The burning anger burned his heart black, turning it into darkness.  

At that moment, he realized that the voice he had heard yesterday was still valid.  

-Accept it.  

Willingness to hope for his own destruction, as if flowing from that deep darkness.  

However, even knowing this, I felt a sweet scent that I had no choice but to lick.  

An incomprehensible feeling of tickling nose and mouth-watering while listening. It made my head hazy.  

Grayson thought, in a hazy space all over.  

Will you accept.  

Will you refuse.  

In a bloody gladiator between swords and swords, he concluded that he was clumsy with one foot.  

Ta-!  

Grayson widened the distance.  

I could have tried to counterattack because the opponent was in vain, but I didn't.  

Stained by jealousy, envy, frustration and self-doubt, he couldn't believe in himself.  

With his eyes closed, he tinkered with lowering his chin.  

The motion is so ambiguous that it is impossible to tell whether it should be said that he nodded or not.  

However, the owner of the heartfelt voice lent me strength with a smile.  

Eventually, an incomparably huge aura flowed out of Grayson's body.  

Whoo woo woo-!  

Shade fell on Cubar's face as he watched the game.  

Even he who didn't know much about the sword could know. Grayson now is different from before.  

A black aura that rises like a haze on his shoulders reminded me of the flames of hell.  

Even the blood in my eyes was getting thicker.  

If you give more time here, you don't know what will happen.  

This was when Cubar was rolling his feet.  

"Do not worry."  

A word from Irene Fareira.  

That word quickly calmed Cubar's anxious mind.  

He looked at Airn with amazed eyes.  

Then, mysteriously, I felt warmth.  

Like a bonfire that appeared in front of a traveler weakened by darkness and cold, Irene's Auror was shining warmly and brightly in a room stained with magic.  

"Brat once said something like this."  

In such a situation, Irene continued to talk.  

It seems like a picnic came out on a spring day, and he was very relaxed.  

In front of me, the prosecutor on the verge of becoming a Mine was attracting an ominous Auror, but he seemed to not care about such things at all.  

But now I think Cubar knows too.  

To him, who smiled belatedly, Irene spoke with a calm but trusting voice.  

"If you have enough time to prepare for the attack… … Probably no one can beat you unless you are a Swordmaster."  

Ooh woo woo woo-!  

Dig!  

At that moment, a greater sword resounded from the Great Sword than Grayson's.  

Airn didn't shoot it. His purpose is to win.  

It wasn't what I wanted to kill Grayson in half.  

In the eyes of Iron, who had been crushed like a beam of light, the opponent's surprised face and a rushing silent sword came in.  

There was nothing wrong with it.  

Grayson's black sword was caught in the trajectory of the great sword that struck down with a stiff face.  

Caang-!  

Soon it was split in half with a clear sound.  

Cubar could hear. Something terrible being screamed.  

He swallowed and asked.  

"Is that just what Grayson made?"  

"no."  

After Irene immediately answered, he added a word with a steamy expression.  

"However… … It seems obvious that something extraordinary has happened."  

* * *  

'here is… … .'  

Grayson, who had lost his mind as the black sword broke, opened his eyes hard.  

The hazy memories were coming back.  

Also, how you have changed.  

Even your own mind that has changed.  

After staring at the dark ceiling for a long time, he closed his eyes again.  

'You made an irreparable mistake.'  

The power borrowed from the devil is completely gone.  

Perhaps it was thanks to that Chrono's young man.  

It's not exactly, but the moment the Auror, who was as hot as his fire, touched me, I felt that my body became lighter.  

That's fortunate indeed.  

But that doesn't mean that what you've been doing will disappear.  

He thought, giving strength to the molars.  

'What I tried to give in exchange for borrowing power from the devil... … My pride.'  

Yes.  

He wasn't talented in accumulating auras, his swordsmanship, his pride, his pride... … .  

It was a treasure that couldn't be enough to live a lifetime, but trying to pass it over.  

'You have lost your meaning to live.'  

Tears flowed from Grayson's eyes.  

Transparent tears, not reddish by magic.  

I felt it dripping on the floor, and I felt popular.  

It was Iron Fareira.  

He couldn't even think of wiping away his tears, so he turned cross-legged.  

In time, the two face each other in a shape similar to when they first met.  

After a while, Grayson opened his mouth.  

"What are you hoping for?"  

A voice that is as empty as burnt ashes.  

It wasn't just the voice. His face, who had already lost his will to life, did not feel vitality.  

Even the inside was a mess.  

Cubar, an elementalist, knew.  

It means that the most important "firework" of the five things that make up the source of life is falling.  

'When the flame goes out, the circulation of soil, gold, water, and wood is cut off, and lives are cut off. Unfortunately… … That's it for Grayson.'  

The shade on the face of the Orc Spirit darkened.  

He seemed to have given up a lot.  

"Well."  

But it wasn't Irene Fareira.  

Closer, closer.  

He approached Grayson and sat down in front of him.  

And he looked at the other person with sparkling eyes.  

'What?'  

A feeling of embarrassment passed over the empty prosecutor's face.  

He tried to pull his upper body back to get back. It was because Irene's strong momentum was burdensome.  

But I couldn't.  

Irene, who reached out one step earlier than that, grabbed Grayson's hand.  

"My request is."  

"… … ."  

"It's just as cool as before, and Mr. Grayson will continue to play gladiator games."  

It was the moment when Irene Fareira's words ended.  

Cubar could feel the energy from the young man's body entering Grayson's interior.  

The hot energy that clears the terrible darkness and pushes away the shivering chill.  

Watching the spark that causes life, the Orc Spirits had no choice but to open their eyes wide.  
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Inside the training room with nothing.  

At the center of it, two humans were seated and immersed in meditation.  

Grayson was to control the mystical energy that Irene Parreira handed over, and to observe and grasp the new changes that took place in her.  

The orc spirits, Cubar, who naturally took on the role of protecting them, fell in thought alone in a dark room.  

'The flame... … What is it?'  

I can roughly guess how the energy came out. It is probably the power that spoke for Airn's heart.  

The passion and conviction of a young day are often revealed in the form of flames among the powers of the five spirits.  

In fact, in their hometown, there were not a few cases where excellent warriors or spirits instilled energy for children who were inherently lacking in firearms.  

But what Irene showed was different from that.  

It is not just a level of injecting fire, but a feeling that boosts the will of life.  

It was a sight as if it gave a spark of hope to the victim who gave up everything.  

An existence came to mind in Cubar's mind when he thought of this.  

The person who taught himself astrology and spirits.  

'How will Master react when he meets Irene?'  

I didn't know. Neither Iron nor Master were ordinary people.  

He was worried about the two's meeting, and he immediately took a long sigh and concentrated on the border around him.  

Irene is fine, but Grayson is still in danger. His sense of raising the spirit's energy became more sensitive.  

"… … ."  

In the meantime, Irene Pareira was realizing one by one her condition that was different from before.  

First of all, the most intuitive difference was that the amount of auras increased significantly.  

Is it because the spark of the heart has grown?  

In the process of regenerating an iron stake that could not be handled into an iron sword suitable for handling, the stubborn will of the man was released.  

It was released like a skein and was soon replaced with Aurer and spread evenly throughout the entire body of Airn. It was an unmistakable performance.  

What's even more delightful, though, was that his flames changed Grayson's mind.  

'Maybe, if you use your current power well... … I may be able to turn Ilya's mind back.'  

Until now, Irene's thoughts have been focused only on'How can I defeat Ilya Lindsay?'  

Since the conversation didn't work at all, I was thinking of talking to her after somehow overpowering her with a sword.  

Because of this, while focusing all of her attention on improving her skills, Irene was worried about the things that followed, in other words, about persuading and raising Ilya.  

And finally, I felt that my worries had been resolved.  

'At least… … It seems to be a much better situation than I was worried about.'  

A light smile appeared on Iron's face.  

The problem was, I couldn't get a sense of why this change happened.  

Until now, to deal with the company's stubborn will, he has cultivated the spark of his heart and has achieved his own achievements.  

However, I didn't know that the time I wanted would come suddenly.  

At least, as Gwan-ju said, he thought that the flame would be complete only when he found a new path and a new sword.  

However, he was not like that.  

Still didn't know where to go, and wondered how to live.  

I feel like I'm more subjective than before... … .  

'No, this is not something to worry about right now.'  

Iron shook his head vigorously.  

Yes. Things haven't been solved yet.  

Thanks to the man's will, he was able to purify Grayson's magic, and the spark of his heart was able to breathe life into his eyes.  

However, Ilya and Grayson were different. She was much, much stronger.  

'The fact that I have to defeat Ilya with a sword anyway remains true.'  

If so, then what you need to do hasn't changed.  

After returning to the origin, Irene Fareira woke up from meditation and got up from her seat.  

"Are you done?"  

"Yes, first of all… … Actually, I don't know exactly where I am. I just figured out that it was stronger than before."  

"Good thing. Because I don't have any income."  

"Iknow, right. Oh, that black... … ."  

"That's right. It's stained with Magi. I guess I was influenced by this."  

Cubar picked up Grayson's sword while wearing spirit flame gloves that contained the energy of a hangma.  

Even though the attacks of the man in the dream that scattered the magician, Irene, were still giving off unpleasant energy.  

The Orc spiritsa used all of his five powers to meticulously seal it, and then put it in a leather backpack with the energy of an anti-horse.  

"Suddenly, Ignet's words come to mind."  

"Ah… … ."  

Irene also thought the same thing.  

Did you say that these days, there are more and more people who are cursed and become mine?  

It seemed to be true. It was already the third time they did it right now. Alhad Sanchae, Derinku's twin prosecutor, and now.  

'Somehow, there aren't any good signs.'  

The wrinkles deepened on Cubar's forehead.  

However, the moment I spit out those worries out of my mouth, I thought that my anxiety would become reality. That's why he saved his words.  

Of course, you couldn't just go over it. His gaze turned to Grayson, a gladiator who had awakened.  

Unlike before, the blood in the eyeball has disappeared.  

However, the blood stains on the lips and eyes were still there, so they weren't very good looking.  

Of course, there was no further situation to point it out.  

Asked Cubar.  

"I mean the sword you used… … ."  

"I'm sorry, but I don't know anything."  

Grayson responded with a blunt voice, then groaned slightly.  

I wasn't feeling full of pain. He seemed to realize that he might have sounded blunt.  

Is that why? The words that follow were softer than before. His tone of speech has also changed to respect.  

"… … It's hard to believe, but it's true. It was the day when the match against the champion was caught. I fell asleep late in the morning while suffering from the thought that it was difficult to destroy the opponent's aura sword anyway, and when I woke up in the morning, a sword was stuck in the middle of the room."  

"… … ."  

"Of course I had to be suspicious and vigilant, but the moment I looked at the sword, that thought disappeared. Incredibly sharp, hard enough to admire... … The moment I grabbed it, I felt that no one could take the sword. So I went to the game with this sword, and after that… … It is the same as you know."  

There was an uncomfortable silence.  

Even Irene, Cubanard, and Grayson, who had spoken out, were seriously caring about the words.  

A darker look than the inside of the training room that was turned off.  

The eventual confrontation between Iron Paraeira and Grayson ended.  

* * *  

A messy day has passed, and a new day has dawned.  

In the meantime, Grayson has been thinking a lot and reflecting deeply.  

As if confessing, he confessed his circumstances, frustration and deprivation to Airn and Cubar.  

Of course, I didn't think it would wash away all of my sins.  

"It may not be without the influence of the ominous sword, but halfway through the whispers of the devil… … There is no excuse. It's all because of my weak will."  

What Grayson told his story was only politeness toward his benefactor who saved him.  

He had no intention of going beyond yesterday's work.  

A middle-aged gladiator who took over the sword sealed by Cubar opened his mouth with a complex smile.  

"When I am done with my work, I will voluntarily head to the temple."  

"… … ."  

"I confess my sins there, ask for forgiveness, and when it is judged that all evil in my heart through meditation has been washed away… … After that, I will continue my life as a gladiator as you said."  

In the eyes of the enchanter and spirit, Grayson's mind was already infinitely clean.  

Magirago didn't feel as much as a grain of wheat.  

However, since he couldn't turn his firm heart back, the two had no choice but to nod their heads.  

Of course, it wasn't immediately goodbye.  

"What to do" Grayson said was closer to Irene's job than his own.  

"Then, shall we start with something to do?"  

"Sure."  

Irene, who nodded with a bright face, summoned a great sword, and Grayson also took a pose with a new long sword.  

Before long, the two swordsmen swung their swords at each other.  

Caang-!  

Caen  

Kagang!  

Is it because he let go of the frustration, burden, and anger that were holding him back?  

Grayson's sword was even lighter and lighter.  

Surrounded by magic, the power was insufficient than yesterday, but it was difficult even for Airn to grasp the ever-changing sword path.  

It was, despite being able to observe the Auror.  

Of course, that wasn't the only surprise.  

Grayson was also feeling embarrassed by Iron's hard swordsmanship.  

'Is this a sword in your early twenties?'  

They are slower than themselves, and their sophistication is inferior. Changes are also lacking, so I feel flat.  

However, swordsmanship, which guards the center with a wide blade and occupies a heavy position, was powerful enough to cover such shortcomings.  

And it is only inferior to himself to the last, and the factors mentioned earlier are also not inferior to other veteran experts.  

What surprised me more than anything else was the operation of Aur.  

"I looked carefully at how much it was lacking because I was worried about the operation of Aura, but it's not that bad I feel? Rather, I was surprised to see what I felt in some of the nerds. It's not easy for young people to learn."  

"Thank you. However, compared to Mr. Grayson, it is far short. Especially… … Auror's move? Intensive? I can't explain it exactly."  

Irene replied with a humble smile.  

But it was true. Compared to Grayson's smooth and fast Auror operation, he is far below his level.  

In particular, condensing the auras in the body into one place.  

There was a huge difference in this part, but his technique of focusing Aurer only on the necessary part at the moment when it was needed was close to the novelty.  

'It's incredibly difficult.'  

It feels like not only using the forearm muscles to win the arm wrestling, but also pulling up all the muscles of the thigh muscles with the forearm.  

It was such a difficult task to feel as a child, but Grayson did it naturally as if breathing.  

He slowly and elaborately explained his feelings, and the middle-aged gladiator silently replied in a low voice after listening to the story.  

"I know what you are curious about."  

"Fortunately, the. The meaning has been conveyed."  

"By the way, there is one question. Why is it so difficult to explain?"  

"Yeah?"  

"If I asked for the know-how about "concentration", the second out of the third half of the aura operation, I would have understood it right away. … ."  

"The third half of the aura operation?"  

"… … ?"  

"… … ?"  

For a moment, there was silence.  

Irene and Grayson exchanged their eyes.  

They looked at each other's thoughts, but in the end, Grayson, who couldn't stand it, opened his mouth first.  

"I'm just saying that."  

"Yes."  

"You, about the basic concept of Aurer… … So, don't you know about the first three meals and the second half three meals?"  

"… … If you explain the concept, I think you'll probably know it... … I haven't learned any other theory about it."  

"I think I heard you were from a Krono Swordsman… … ."  

"Ah… … Because of personal circumstances, I learned physical training and basic swordsmanship there... … ."  

"I did it?"  

"The part about aura, so… … ."  

Airn paused for a while.  

You did not learn Auror in a systematic curriculum.  

In the mysterious space of the magical world, he swung his sword and played against his three motives, and he learned it naturally.  

However, it is impossible to explain this to Grayson.  

In the end, what he could say was fixed.  

"… … Somehow, after training, it's close to what I learned in practice."  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

"That means."  

"Yes."  

"It is not that the current Auror operation has been accumulated by adding experience based on theoretical knowledge… … ."  

"… … ."  

"Only by persimmon, by myself, by saying that you have learned it… … Can I accept it?"  

Airn shuts his mouth.  

However, it was enough to convey meaning.  

Again there was silence. This time it was much more uncomfortable silence than before.  

Grayson, who had been standing blankly in the middle of it, looked into his arms and pulled out a cigarette.  

Then, after lighting the cigarette with a match fire, I sucked it deeply.  

"Who… … ."  

with a bang!  

He swung his sword strongly.  

It was to prevent the smoke from acting on Airn, but for some reason, I was filled with emotions.  

He muttered in his heart, thinking that Simma would come again.  

'I knew it before, but life is so absurd.'  
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The day of the match between Ilya Lindsay and Grayson.  

It wasn't just Iron Fareira that was stimulated by the two gladiators.  

As soon as the game was over, Judith returned to her private training center with a stiff face, and Brad Lloyd also raised her sword to assist her.  

A few days pass like that.  

Seeing Judith striving for training in a still burning longing, the blue-haired young man threw himself.  

"Hey."  

"Oh, huh… … Why?"  

"It's time to eat."  

"… … okay?"  

Judith, listening to Brat, looked up. Suddenly, the darkened sky came into my eyes.  

She nodded and walked to the bench in the corner of the training center.  

It was to eat the bread and sausages that I had prepared in advance, but I heard the voice of the motive again.  

"Don't stuff things like that, and go out and eat today?"  

"In that case… … ."  

"I don't have time to do that."  

"what? This child... … ."  

Judith's eyes lifted upward. For her, who was so sensitive, that way of speaking was intolerable.  

However, Bratt continued to speak with the same attitude.  

"What is the reason you save time?"  

"What?"  

"What is the reason for saving even the time to eat? Is it to be strong, or is it because you like to hurt yourself like a pervert addicted to pain? Is it the latter? Because you want to suffer a little longer?"  

"Why is this so fucking damnable?"  

"Fuck it, what you do is damn it. Judith, I'll only say it once, so listen straight."  

Brad Lloyd walked one step forward. No, I went a little closer towards Judith.  

When he reached out, he approached the distance and looked at the opponent with serious eyes. And said.  

"First, as I am now, I am just fussing meaninglessly all day in a state of being unable to concentrate. Second, start with a proper meal, change your mood properly, shake off all your useless feelings and thoughts, and devote yourself entirely to swordsmanship."  

"… … ."  

"Which way? Decide quickly."  

"… … second. sorry."  

Judith softly apologized.  

Seeing her moderate reaction, Brat sighed in relief.  

He has been with Judith for nearly 7 years, so he knows how difficult she is now.  

Maybe it's just before your negative emotions boil and burst. Of course, it's Judith that even proceeds with that as a driving force… … .  

'The case is a little different this time.'  

Ilya Lindsay.  

And Irene Fareira.  

Bratt, who remembered the names of the two, really sighed, but managed to endure it.  

The guys are guys.  

You are yourself.  

And Judith is also Judith. Brett knows that even if you struggle like this, you'll be refreshed in the end and move forward.  

However, a little help in the process... … .  

I wondered if it would be okay to say a word so that I could breathe like I do now.  

'Yes. It's not because I'm really selfish.'  

Brat nodded.  

I found a pretty good shop and knowing a dessert shop to go to after that was just to help Judith relax.  

If you can continue more efficient training through this, that is enough.  

"What are you doing? I stand blankly."  

Judith threw a word at him, who was in thought.  

Brat replied, taking care of his facial expression.  

"Nothing much. Let's wash and go to eat. I knew it was okay."  

"Are you living?"  

"okay."  

"Is it expensive?"  

"… … okay."  

"Oh, good. I have to look forward to it."  

Judith turns his body with a much brighter expression, as if he was a little relaxed.  

Bratt's expressionless face as he looked at her, finally, a thin smile.  

Of course it didn't last long. Someone could see him, and he immediately laughed and looked at another place for nothing.  

And there, Irene Parreira was standing.  

"… … When did you come?"  

"just now. Is there anything good?"  

"… … I just thought of an interesting story I had heard before."  

"like that."  

Iron nodded.  

His expression without any doubt.  

Bratt exhales a little, and he continues.  

"Is Judith too?"  

"I have. Why?"  

"I was thinking of having dinner together. There is something to say and something to ask for."  

"… … ."  

"uh? Have you ever had dinner?"  

"… … no. Yes, let's eat together."  

Brat, nodding his head belatedly, went into the building to wash himself.  

"… … ."  

Irene again felt a strange atmosphere that he would not know for some reason.  

But I didn't think long about it. Rather, it was because I was focused on the story to be brought out from now on.  

After a while, the three Chrono trainees went to the store that Brat knew in an awkward atmosphere.  

"… … ."  

Iron Fareira's shocking remarks brought a more awkward and heavier atmosphere.  

'The enemy who learned to use Auror... … No?'  

'Then what you've shown so far, all alone?'  

silence.  

In the midst of it, Brat Lloyd contemplated the words of Irene.  

It was natural to think about it.  

Since Irene was a prospective trainee, for the entire 5 years, he was confined to the space where he was in the world of magic.  

You probably didn't have time to learn something from someone.  

Nevertheless, the reason I couldn't think of it at all was that Irene's sword technique (concept including Auror operation) was so excellent.  

Like you have already learned from someone.  

Thinking so far, he felt goosebumps on his skin.  

'This is the level of self-taught without learning, but if the theory of chrono-style auror operation is added to this... … .'  

Of course, there is nothing unique about the operation of a chrono-style aura.  

It is just a few original interpretations inserted into the generally known first half and third half.  

In addition, it was likely that most of the things that Irene was already learning.  

However, there is a clear difference between accumulating experience after building a skeleton with a long-established theory, and adding things without a system in a stupid fashion.  

perhaps… … .  

After learning Chrono's theory, I'll be... … .  

It was when Brett's thoughts were getting deeper and deeper.  

Drool  

"Oh, the inside of the store is a little hot. I have to go out and come for a while."  

"… … ."  

"I'm waiting because I'll be here soon. Brett, don't eat mine. I'm behind."  

Judith pours out quickly with a rather high tone and then moves out of the store.  

Irene looked at her back with a complex face.  

Brad's expression was similar.  

He woke up from his seat, exhaling a sigh, looking at the direction where Judith disappeared in a restless state, and looking at Airn alternately.  

"Wait a minute."  

"Huh. I'll be here."  

Brett moved out of the store before Irene had finished speaking.  

'Where have you been?'  

He came out on the street and quickly looked around.  

However, Judith was not seen.  

It was a very short time, but it was not easy to find someone who was already in the crowd.  

Damn it.  

It would be nice if I had a sense of a conjurer as well.  

Thinking inside, Brat wandered the streets with quick movements, whether it was attracting attention or not. Then I thought.  

Would it be okay?  

Probably not okay.  

Then what should I do?  

Like he did to him, how many loses to wake up?  

It was a very unwilling way.  

However, it was true that there was no way to do that, so Brad teases his feet faster, preparing to be hated by his opponent.  

Maybe 10 minutes have passed.  

The moment he saw Judith sitting on a dark bench all around him, he had no choice but to push his thoughts of squeezing his opponent behind him.  

Liquid flowing through the ball.  

As Brat looked at the hot tears dripping down his knees, he heard a voice that seemed to be submerged in water.  

"It was a lie to say I was going to beat Ilya."  

"… … ."  

"It's ridiculous, I knew. Just because Irene says that, he talks so casually about really nonsense, so... … I didn't want to lose, so I said the same, but I knew I couldn't. Of course I am, and even Irene. By the way… … ."  

It wasn't that guy.  

Judith, who had spoken so far, was agitated for a while.  

Tears were still flowing. Ha, the girl who vomited her breath continued to talk again.  

"Isn't it really nonsense? How to beat the master. It's hard to give it four years instead of four months, but even if I've worked hard for seven years from now and become a Swordmaster at the age of 25, I'm one of the best geniuses on the continent. It's the same level as Ian Kwan-ju... … It's great enough to hear such a sound. That's ridiculous. Honestly, it's forceful. It's a group of people."  

"By the way, I was sincerely challenged that the cubs did not say that."  

"When I doubt, don't believe, and pretend I'm doing my best."  

"When you are pretending to practice training with a sense of inferiority rather than training with proper concentration."  

"She seriously ponders how to beat Ilya, finds a way, and strives… … ."  

"Before talent, since my mindset, I didn't even have a relationship with me. Whoo, whoo, whoo! Uh, fuck... … ."  

"Calm down."  

Judith's feelings became more intense. Brat approached her and reached out to cheer her up.  

The tears poured out from the touch of the back did not stop, and the story still did not end.  

"Do you know what's more pathetic?"  

"… … ."  

"I… … When Irene talked about how to use Aurer, I even thought that I didn't want to give it to you in a moment."  

Brad wasn't surprised.  

It was an idea that I could do enough.  

People are. No matter how close you are, when your self-esteem is trampled on, your insides are bound to narrow.  

Probably more if Judith has a strong competitive spirit.  

So I could understand the pain she was feeling.  

Although he has a dirty personality, lives with a sweet curse, and has a hard time making people angry... … .  

Judith he saw was an upright man.  

It means that he is by no means a great man who will defeat someone with sneaky checks rather than healthy competition.  

"… … ."  

A gloomy atmosphere that could not sink and penetrate the ground.  

In it, Judith's back was thoroughly read, and Brat squeezed his head.  

What should I say?  

What kind of consolation should I deliver?  

I didn't think of anything. No words came to mind as if suddenly became a fool. His face got more anxious.  

then.  

An unexpected word flowed from Judith's mouth.  

"Teaching children, I'll do it."  

"… … Do you do it?"  

"uh. I'll do it. I will do it unconditionally."  

She wiped her face with both hands. To no avail. Tears were still flowing.  

Still, it looked much better than when I first discovered it.  

At least it was in the eyes of Brad.  

"I don't think I can't do it because I've become too shabby if I keep my narrow mind in it. So… … I'll do it."  

"… … ."  

"Okay? uh? uh? Answer me quickly."  

Judith raised his head pretending to be resolute and struck a motive next to him with a fist.  

It wasn't a tuk-tuk, it was a puck, so it hurt quite a bit, so Brat had no choice but to nod.  

'I came with the idea of ​​losing, but I'm right again.'  

He turned his head and looked at Judith continually hitting him.  

In a moment, my swollen eyes were ugly. Naturally, the tail of one mouth went up.  

"My face became ugly. It was the same as it was originally."  

"This crazy cub ... … ."  

puck!  

puck-!  

The force in the fist became much stronger. It was so spicy that it was hard to pass it over as a joke.  

Still, Brad Lloyd didn't stop laughing.  

It's a strange idea... … .  

The right side was much more comfortable than the hitting side.  

* * *  

"If you don't follow it properly, it will be beaten with a chrono method. Stay upright."  

Seeing Judith growling threateningly, Irene thought it was unexpected.  

It was because he thought that Bratt, not her, was going to teach him.  

'What do you think?'  

I looked in my eyes carefully, but I couldn't find out. The thoughts and emotions mixed inside were too complex to be interpreted.  

But there was one thing that was certain in the process.  

At this moment, you have to do your best.  

Politeness to the person you teach?  

It wasn't because of that.  

'If you become a little lazy... … I catch up right away.'  

Ilya Lindsay wasn't the only one that was tough.  

Neither Brad Lloyd nor Judith could be vigilant.  

"I will try my best to die."  

"huh. Of course you should."  

Thus, the 27th official trainee, Irene Pareira, began to operate the chrono-type aura somewhat later.  

40 days have passed since then.  
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    46. ​​Unbreakable Sword (1)  

The basic concept of aura operation is divided into a total of six.  

A celebration that builds a mystical power inside.  

Reinforcement that exerts such accumulated power.  

Hardening that makes it bearable.  

Flowering that sharpens all senses.  

Concentration to gather auras in one place for greater strength.  

Finally, an expression that exudes the power of the body to the outside.  

Of these, the first three concepts are called the first half, and the second three concepts are called the second half.  

And Irene Pareira was already learning all of this.  

It was natural.  

If he hadn't accumulated aura in the first place, he wouldn't have reached the level of expert, and he wouldn't have been able to wield his sword strongly.  

He wouldn't have had a body to withstand the shock and a sharp sensation.  

But if you ask if Judith's theoretical education was useless... … .  

'It's not like that.'  

We put aside the 'celebratory', each of which has a different method.  

However, the concepts of strengthening, hardening, and flowering were of great help.  

Without accurate knowledge, the wastage of power was halved when a central framework was created in the operation of auras that were conducted solely by the senses.  

But more important than that were the other two concepts: concentration and manifestation.  

'The tragedy of the man in my dream that I used so far was using these two concepts.'  

The aura in the body flows with a sword. It doesn't just stop there, it holds it firmly so that it doesn't scatter.  

With so much effort, it shoots out the concentrated energy to the outside.  

That is, it manifests. That was exactly what Irene was using.  

Of course, this is not the only thing you can do with concentration and expression.  

Focusing on 'momentum' on others is the most basic applied technique, and, as Brett did, sprinkling a cramped energy like water is a similar principle.  

It could be said that the spark-like energy that bounced off Judith's sword and the haze of Charlotte and Victor's swords were all the same concept.  

But what Irene Fareira wanted wasn't anything I said earlier.  

"Woo."  

Standing in the center of John Drew's training room, he breathed quietly.  

Thanks to the power of witchcraft, he was always able to maintain his perfect concentration, but when I tried this, I felt that my nerves were sharpened even more.  

Every single cell in the body.  

The energy in the body, every year, every year.  

All of them were drawn as if they could be grasped by hand.  

At the moment when I thought that I was contemplating the inner universe, Irene raised Auror.  

Wow... …  

Not in a hurry, but not slowly, the energy that came up with the great sword continued to be concentrated.  

Much more than when I used to kill a sword in the past.  

But it was okay. Thanks to the operation of the chrono-style Aura, there was no waste of power, and it was also thanks to the rapid increase in Aura after the confrontation with Grayson.  

In other words, Irene could be said to have completed the "celebration" enough to challenge himself to the level of "master".  

Wow... … !  

Of course, just because the amount of auras is large does not mean that the aura sword can be implemented.  

You should be able to concentrate that great power on a single sword.  

You have to reinforce it so that you can cut away anything.  

Conversely, it must be hardened so that it does not split by anything.  

Even in the midst of such things, you must maintain a sensitive sense so as not to lose your body balance.  

All of that must be kept perfectly, and at the same time, as if expanding the world, the Auror must emerge outside the world.  

However.  

Wow... … Wow... … !  

Despite having perfectly mastered the preceding five courses, Airn was again unable to overcome the last hurdle.  

A deep sigh flowed out of his mouth.  

"Who… … ."  

Of course, I know it's not easy.  

It was completely different from the tragedy that was blown once and ended.  

The Aura Sword, which has to manage six Auras at the same time and pay much more attention to it, boasted a truly atrocious difficulty.  

However, the reason why Irene was so frustrated was for a somewhat different reason.  

'Why do I feel like the sword sucks in the aura every time the finished aura is about to appear?'  

I did. It's a little bit like arrogance, but Irene was proud that he had enough skills to pull out the Aurer Sword.  

Of course, if you ask if you can use it in practice, you have no choice but to tilt your head, but at least during practice, you have reached a point where it will not be strange if you succeed at least once.  

In fact, there have been many times when I almost achieved great business.  

But every time, this strange magic sword sucked up the power of Iron.  

As if a hungry child covets mother's breast milk.  

Every time he did, he felt as if not only the Auror, but also his mental power and will were quickening.  

Fortunately, among the unfortunate things, the sword that absorbed Airn's strength was giving off a different atmosphere.  

Of course, the appearance was still the same.  

It looks old, crude, and looks a little like a blunt flag because it's not properly edged.  

But that didn't matter.  

Whooong!  

Whoo-woong!  

'Something… … I feel more reassuring.'  

A strange sensation that cannot be clearly explained.  

But it's not a bad feeling, it's a weird feeling.  

Irene, who had been drunk for a while, shook his head and then concentrated on the magic sword again.  

A few days ago, I was tempted to listen to another sword.  

But it didn't. The so-called conjurer's feeling made him obsessed with this sword over and over again.  

Of course, this judgment could have had bad results, but I decided to leave my worries about it.  

The time left was too short to be suspicious and anxious.  

At that time, the door of the training room was opened and two people entered.  

It was Judith and Grayson, who taught Irene for 40 days.  

Judith, who came a little closer, asked him.  

"How is your condition?"  

"not bad."  

"Is that enough? My opponent is a champion."  

"You have to beat the current champion, too, but you shouldn't be afraid of the former champion."  

"That's right, but… … I don't know. Well, you will do it on your own."  

"That's right. Pareira-kun would never be pushed back. Of course, he's an opponent that shouldn't be vigilant, but... … ."  

Judith and Grayson speak with little concern.  

I had to do that.  

Ricardo Pinto, a former champion of the Land of Proof, suddenly appeared a month ago after being dormant for a long time.  

It was because only by defeating him could get the cause to challenge current champion Ilya Lindsay.  

'Ricardo Pinto's skills are… … Needless to say, it's the highest level of Experts.'  

Grayson's expression hardened.  

Having fathered Swordmaster Harrison Pinto, he was a great master who was known to have no harm except for Jet Frost five years ago.  

Probably it was stronger now than then.  

However, what was more anxious than that was that the sword he inherited from his father was a rare sword in the world.  

'The first Vulcanus numbering sword... … The sword is said to be the most complete among Vulcanus' masterpieces.'  

Perhaps that is why Ricardo Pinto is back again.  

A sword that is excellent enough to be safe even after receiving the Aura Sword.  

If you add your own skillful swordsmanship to it, you would have thought that there would be a chance against the novice Swordmaster as well.  

Maybe only Ilya Lindsay already existed in his head.  

This was because, for the past 40 days, Irene Pareira had not participated in one Gyeonggi-do and was devoting herself to training.  

'But there is a story and fame, so if you win this one game, you will be entitled to challenge the champion right away... … .'  

Can you really win?  

I don't think it's disadvantageous.  

However, it was true that Ricardo Pinto's power was also difficult to guarantee victory.  

Judith was looking at Iron with a slightly hardened face, perhaps a similar idea.  

"I will win unconditionally. Do not worry."  

To those two, Irene Pareira showed a steady expression.  

It wasn't an attitude that stemmed from a simple bluff.  

Booung  

Boo-woong-!  

He swung the great sword.  

More sophisticated swordsmanship thanks to the smoother Aura operation.  

Grayson gulps, and Judith glances at it with a strange glance.  

Irene, who once unfolded his swordsmanship, said with a thin smile.  

"If the first Vulcanus numbering sword... … I think it's just a good match."  

* * *  

March 29.  

At a good time when the long winter was over and the warmth spreading, a big match was held again in the land of proof.  

Ricardo Pinto, the expert powerhouse who resigned himself from the championship five years ago, appeared on the pitch again to overcome the shout of Swordmaster.  

His opponent, Irene Fareira, was also not an ordinary person.  

A very young age for a 22-year-old prosecutor.  

However, he defeated all of the strongest players in the West, leaving only one gateway to finally challenge the champions.  

If he wins this game alone, he will have a chance to repay the pain he suffered a long time ago.  

The audience predicted the win or loss of the match with faces full of excitement.  

"Who will win?"  

"Isn't it Ricardo Pinto anyway? They say that none of the experts can be beaten."  

"right. Besides, kendo is a Vulcanus numbering sword... … Maybe even the real Swordmaster will win."  

"But the appearance that Irene Fareira has shown so far was not easy, right? They came up with a complete smash as if they were real ones."  

"Well, though… … ."  

"Besides, if you look at it with a sword, that young man's sword would be pretty great, too? You say it's a sword made of magic?"  

In the midst of arguing about who is stronger, people also have a lot of opinions about whose sword is better.  

Of course, most of them chose the Vulcanus numbering sword.  

No matter how excellent the magic sword was, it was difficult to see that it was better than the masterpiece of the continent's greatest blacksmith.  

"huh. Of course. I'm comparing it to a nasty sword anywhere."  

Ex-champion Ricardo Pinto was also well aware of the audience's reaction.  

I couldn't know. Even if I opened the magazines related to gladiator right now, there were countless articles about him.  

And the media were also raising their hands.  

However, from his point of view, it was unpleasant to even see names on the same line.  

With a fierce smile, he thought as he waited for the referee to start the game.  

'I admit that I am a genius that will remain in history.'  

Maybe 10 years later, maybe even 5 years later, you may lose yourself.  

But at least not now.  

With the numbering sword he inherited from his father, Ricardo Pinto's confidence was piercing the sky.  

so that.  

"start!"  

Caang-!  

Caen  

Kagang!  

After the shout of the referee to announce the start of the gladiator, seeing Airen Paraeira wielding a great sword in succession... … .  

He was forced to feel both embarrassment and anger at the same time.  

That would be the case, because the other person's intention was so obvious.  

'This child, now... … .'  

You're not aiming at me, you're running for the purpose of breaking my sword?  

Ricardo Pinto, who burst into laughter, glared at the child Parareira with cool eyes.  
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This is not the case now, but in the past, gladiators in the Proven Lands were often killed or injured irreversibly.  

If the game was played in a poor environment with no good potions and no priests waiting all the time, there was inevitably an accident.  

For this reason, some gladiators have set up a "weapon break" rule to prevent this.  

It was to share the victory and defeat without hurt by only aiming at each other's bodies, not the "sword".  

Ricardo Pinto, a former champion of the Land of Proof, who recalled this, smiled.  

The pure white teeth created a grim atmosphere like the fangs of a beast.  

'How dare you try to break the weapon on me?'  

As a matter of course, the victory or defeat of 'Weapon Break' is not determined solely by the quality of the sword.  

Even a legendary sword could not be as good as a wooden sword if it was held in the hands of a rural villager, and even a cheap iron sword could cut rocks with the Sword Master.  

However, when asked, 'Does the quality of the sword have any effect on the game?', Ricardo Pinto shook his head violently.  

'Because it's because of this sword that I'm winning against Ilya Lindsay in the first place.'  

The value of a master sword is really great.  

It allows you to withstand two different numbers from a master who is different, makes you to be equal with a proficient person who is different by one number, and it makes it possible to lead the flow consistently against prosecutors of similar skills.  

So what is the situation now?  

On a subject where he has less skill in swordsmanship than himself.  

With a sword of lower quality than himself, what on earth did he think about this game?  

I didn't know.  

However… … .  

'I'll take it!'  

Ricardo Pinto decided to accept it.  

With laughter, he swung his sword with energy.  

"Taha!"  

Wow!  

Qawahang!  

Two giant swords struck violently in the air.  

Most of the audience frowned at the tearing sound.  

But that wasn't the end. Once, twice, three times... … The two gladiator's swords continued to covet each other.  

As if he wasn't interested in the owner's body.  

Some of the gladiators who were watching it looked surprised.  

They also realized it. What kind of flow is the current economy going?  

"Crazy, are you confident?"  

"It must be crazy as you say. No matter how magical it is, against the Vulcanus numbering sword... … ."  

"Did you think you wouldn't be able to win by going on a regular basis? If you think so... … ."  

Some responded that they were dumb and some responded that they understood.  

In fact, it was unavoidable.  

Ricardo Pinto's swordsmanship was known to be comparable to the master, so it was highly likely that he thought there was no odds in a head-to-head match.  

Of course, the numbering sword's fame is even greater than his fame... … .  

'Because people in trouble sometimes make bad judgments.'  

Yes.  

In the end, the victory or defeat was decided from the beginning.  

It wasn't until the general audience that they raised Airn for the fun of the game, but veteran prosecutors who had been on the path of swords for many years knew.  

What happens when Ricardo Pinto meets the numbering sword? How great is the synergy.  

Maybe he... … It might really beat the Swordmaster.  

Because of this, the eyes of the gladiators were already heading for the next game.  

But not all of them.  

"… … ."  

People who knew him even before he made his name public.  

People who know what kind of training he has been practicing, what talent he has, and what kind of attitude he has stood here.  

Judith and Brad Lloyd had a completely different idea from the other prosecutors.  

They still watched the stage with serious faces.  

It was the same even if the people around him criticized him for his foolishness, and even if he regretted his judgment.  

Looking at them, some muttered again. Chrono's origins have a sticky side. It was a voice with a little secret.  

However, Judith and Brat were not shaken, and it was the same even with the same Chrono trainee, Irene Pare.  

Time passed like that... … .  

About 10 minutes have passed since the start of the match.  

The audience, including veteran prosecutors, felt the atmosphere flowing strangely.  

Kwaang!  

The sword hits.  

Kwaang!  

Kwa-Aang!  

It bumps again. It keeps hitting.  

Qawahang!  

The sound of metal collisions resonates constantly and constantly as much as the hammering sound of a forge.  

If it's a child, it was a situation that would make him cry because he had a sore ear.  

However, no one complained about it.  

Someone muttered to himself without even knowing.  

"What the hell, when does it break?"  

It was self-talk, not self-talk. It was a word representing the thoughts of everyone watching the gladiator.  

I had to do that. The sword they're seeing right now isn't that great Vulcanus numbering sword.  

Even holding it was Ricardo Pinto.  

This means that, except for Jet Frost, none of the Experts will suffer.  

By the way, are you still holding on?  

No matter how witchcraft it was made, with a sword that looks so crude and tacky?  

By the way… … .  

Even, that wasn't all.  

One of the prosecutors, who saw Ricardo Pinto's sword shining like a haze, shouted in a voice close to astonishment.  

"Ricardo is pushed!"  

That was certainly true.  

Through'expression', the body's aura is extracted, and'concentration' prevents it from scattering in the air.  

The result was a haze that bloomed in Ricardo Pinto's sword now, and it was an ascending moment that even most Sword Experts couldn't even think of.  

However, this was only a flashy appearance, and it was an aura operation that was not suitable for use in practice.  

This was because the waste of power was much greater than the expected value that could be obtained.  

Nevertheless, using it meant that Ricardo Pinto was clearly on the defensive.  

But something even more surprising then happened.  

Irene Fareira, who looked at Ricardo Pinto's sword, swung her sword as before, instead of wasting her power by spreading the distance.  

Kwa-a-a-ang!  

The loudest sound I've ever heard!  

Of course, it wasn't the end here.  

A roaring sound spread. A roar rang out. It continued to resonate without stopping.  

Without even thinking of covering their ears, people stared at the stage of the two prosecutors blankly.  

No, it wasn't.  

This was a solo stage.  

At this moment, there was only one person that caught the eye of the audience, Irene Pareira.  

And after a while.  

Spatter!  

"… … !"  

With a completely different sound than before, the game was over.  

Ricardo Pinto, standing in vain with a broken sword, was the first dignified appearance.  

Irene Fareira, who quietly expresses his politeness to him and looks at somewhere.  

There was no need for a referee's cry to announce the end.  

There was no need for an interview with the host of the gladiator match.  

The excitement of the audience cried out the winner's name in one voice.  

"Iron Pareira!"  

"Iron Pareira!"  

"Iron Pareira!"  

The stadium has become truly a crucible of madness.  

Of course, this was just the beginning.  

The really important match is the championship match that will take place next month and April.  

Ilya Lindsay vs Irene Fareira!  

When people are shouting and screaming in the final fight of their dreams.  

"… … ."  

The champion of the current proof land, who turned away from the eyes of Iron Parareira, quietly exited the stadium.  

* * *  

One day after the match between Irene Fareira and Ricardo Pinto, the schedule of the championship match that the audience hoped for was revealed.  

About two weeks later, on April 13, it was four months after Irene and the group visited Eisenmarkt.  

As they do every time, people took sides again and predicted the win or lose.  

Some said that Swordmaster Ilya Lindsay would certainly win, while others argued that the owner of the magic sword, who broke even the Vulcanus numbering sword, could make a surprise.  

Of course, there were people who objected to him.  

But there was one thing everyone agreed on.  

It was the part that Irene Fareira's sword was able to get the Aura Sword.  

"Maybe, a real case may break out."  

"I mean. Ricardo Pinto did that? Swordsmanship was great, but swordsmanship wasn't under him. So, isn't it possible against a real master?"  

"What's for sure is that you're far more likely to win than the guys you've challenged so far. Even if I rob my entire property, I go to get a ticket."  

"I also!"  

"I also!"  

It seems like all the residents of Eisenmarkt will flock to the stadium.  

Like that, in a hot atmosphere like fire.  

Boowoong!  

Ilya Lindsay sharpened her sword in her mansion, as before.  

There is only one watching, Emma Garcia, the escort knight.  

But her expression wasn't good.  

This is because the young lady she loved so much had a very painful face.  

"Heo-eok, heo-eok, huh… … ."  

Because your stamina was exhausted from the hard training?  

It wasn't. Her master, Ilya Lindsay, was not so weakly weak.  

It was a natural sound. Who dare to express her, the youngest swordmaster and champion of the land of proof?  

However… … In a way, the young lady now seemed weaker than the average farmer.  

Compulsion, and anxiety.  

Reminiscent of the feelings that were harassing Ilya Lindsay, Emma Garcia felt like a heartbreak.  

'You don't have to push yourself like that... … .'  

The lady after returning from the Chrono Swordsman always did.  

Despite trying harder than anyone else, I wasn't satisfied and I wasn't relieved.  

He changed his mind and body every day in order to meet the expectations of the human group, who were making a fuss, and when there was an important day, that aspect became extremely severe.  

I couldn't even dry it. After seeing the owner taking a break forcibly, Emma never made such an invitation again.  

'You have been in pain several times more than you are now... … .'  

"Huh, huh, huh… … ."  

Ilya Lindsay swung her sword again.  

My breathing was still rough, and my body trembled intermittently. It was so terrible that it was hard to think of him as a Sword Master.  

However, as time passed, the appearance disappeared.  

Booung!  

"Woo."  

Boo-woong-!  

"Woowoo… … ."  

Ilya Lindsay sharpened herself sharply and even more sharply. Like sharpening a sword.  

The process was repeated countless times, making it thin enough to break when touched, but she didn't mind.  

It means that it has become that much sharper. If you stab it before it breaks, it's okay.  

Ilya nodded her head and continued her swordsmanship training.  

The escort knight watched her like that forever.  

* * *  

April 12.  

The championship match that everyone is looking forward to is one day ahead.  

Although he might be nervous about that fact, Iron Fareira, who focuses on the sword, was still calm.  

Condensation, strengthening, hardening, flowering, concentration, manifestation.  

After confirming the basic concepts of Auror operation, he closed his eyes.  

It was to challenge the Auror Sword, which had failed countless times so far, but a voice came from behind.  

"Is it meditation again?"  

Somehow, I don't know.  

I think that there was such a thing as a prospective trainee, and Irene opened his eyes.  

Irene, who turned his head, said with a subtle smile, unlike that time.  
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    47. I'll be back (1)  

"Judith."  

"okay. It's Judith."  

Judith replied in a confident voice.  

The tone is higher than usual and the response is bigger.  

Irene immediately realized why. Recently, the more sensitive sensation caught a different smell than usual.  

"Did you drink?"  

"Yes, I drank. Not much, this much?"  

Judith, narrowing his eyes, opened his thumb and forefinger to create a very small gap.  

It seemed to mean that he seldom drank, but Irene's idea was different.  

A bloody smile, he approached her and forced her fingers apart.  

"I think I drank this much?"  

"No, I didn't drink that much. My mind is fine, my body is fine... … Look at this. It's moving straight."  

Judith, frowning, walked in a straight line as if saying hello. It didn't end there.  

As Irene still had a suspicious look, he began to lightly tumbling back.  

"Look, you're fine?"  

"… … okay."  

Irene nodded reluctantly.  

I thought it wasn't normal to do that, but it wasn't enough to worry.  

He kept watching over how long Judith had been able to perform his tricks, but after a while, he sat down on the floor when there was no sign of stopping.  

Then Judith immediately stopped moving.  

Then, with a casual face, he approached Airn and slumped beside him.  

"… … ."  

"What."  

"no."  

"okay."  

Iron stopped understanding Judith.  

Originally, I couldn't control my personality, but now I've been drinking alcohol in moderation.  

'Looking like this, should I take a break?'  

Irene thought, still sitting on the floor.  

After the game with Ricardo Pinto, I spent all my time focusing on making Aura swords, except when I was really eating and sleeping.  

However, the magic sword continues to suck in Auror as if he wasn't interested in the circumstances of Iron.  

Because of this, I thought of'I have to lift another sword' again, and I actually tried it. Of course it failed.  

Perhaps because it was an uncooked sword in his hand, the result was not much better than when he had a magic sword.  

And as the process repeated, little by little anxiety began to sprout in Airn's mind.  

'I got a sword that could withstand the aura sword, and I got eyes that could look inside the opponent.'  

'The swordsmanship has improved tremendously, and the total amount of auras has increased significantly. Now I really see the odds.'  

'But, is it okay with this alone?'  

'Ilia has never shown all of her skills. I didn't actively use the sky sword right now.'  

'Can I win?'  

'I?'  

'really?'  

All sorts of thoughts followed, biting the tail on the tail and tormented Airn.  

It was strange.  

When the gap was ridiculously large, I could rather devote myself to training without thinking, but from two weeks ago it was difficult to concentrate on the sword completely.  

Maybe it was because of the burden.  

As the time drew near, the more important it was to see this battle, and that kind of mind raised the fear of defeat.  

An earnest desire often arouses nonsense will, but on the contrary, it also instills a corresponding fear.  

Aspiration for victory.  

And anxiety about defeat.  

Increasingly, he was struggling to turn the scales leaning toward the latter, but Judith, who was staring blankly from the side, spoke.  

"Don't be anxious."  

"… … how did you know?"  

"Bangshin. Did you know I didn't know? It's all obvious?"  

"It's bleeding?"  

Irene said in confusion.  

He always did, but he had fewer facial expressions than others.  

Since he was a child, the habit of not showing his emotions continued, so no one except Lulu could read his mind.  

'How did you know?'  

'Is there really a lot of tea?'  

'Are you so anxious? I am now?'  

The stone that Judith threw caused a stir in the heart.  

Irene eagerly chose words to respond to him, but nothing came out of it, only lingering in his mouth.  

Judith, who groaned once again, opened his mouth again, as if it looked funny.  

"You are like a dog."  

"… … ."  

"It's a real, real dog-like guy. Isn't it going to be the second sergeant of the swordsman in one year? … No fuck, it's really absurd. You motherfucker, do you think it makes sense? uh? Tell me. Say something."  

Judith, with her eyes open, groaned and struck Airn's upper arm.  

It was hard to say that it was a joke, so the upper body of the right Iron was pushed back.  

Irene said nothing. It was ambiguous to apologize and not to say so, so I chose to just be gentle.  

Thanks to this, Judith was able to exasperate as much as possible, and his expression was relaxed a little.  

It was a surprisingly rapid emotional change, and when Irene was surprised, she added a word.  

"still… … I can't hate you."  

"… … ."  

"Maybe Ilya's child is the same."  

Yes.  

The child Judith saw, he was a person no one could hate.  

I did it myself.  

Mixed in the garbage of the slums, she treated everyone like garbage and looked at everything negatively.  

However, Irene saved himself from the water.  

Even at the midterm evaluation seat where the official admission of Chrono took place.  

It wasn't just myself.  

I heard it from Lulu and Cubar.  

He touched Lulu's heart, who was rejected because of superstition, and took the lead to save unrelated merchants, and now he is making a bloody effort to turn Ilya's sick heart back.  

In short, Irene Parrei meant that it was a creature that could truly act and think for others.  

"What… … What is Ilya in, I don't know exactly. I wasn't really close... … Still, it will be roughly similar to me in the past. I can't afford to hear only negative thoughts, my vision is narrow, and I don't listen to others. At the same time, he is suffering. So, even if you break it with a sword, you're trying to make him hear you, too."  

"By the way, it's okay. Even if you don't necessarily win."  

"It's okay because you are. Because you are not only for words, but sincerely for others."  

"Ilia has no choice but to know. Why did you climb up so far while saving time to eat? Was it to trouble you, or was it because you really thought about yourself."  

"So… … ."  

Paang!  

Judith got up from the seat and struck Airn on the back with his palm.  

Seeing the motive of looking at herself with a slightly stupid expression, she said with a smile.  

"Do your best. Then you won't be worried."  

"… … ."  

"Oh, but if you can, win. Because she's more luckier than you."  

Judith, who had spoken so far, left the training room, brushing her ass.  

Gaze was felt from behind, but she didn't look back. Because that side is cooler.  

She closed the door and took a deep breath.  

"Wow! Ha-ah-ah... … ."  

Is it because the cool night air came in and out?  

I felt pretty refreshed.  

Of course I knew it wasn't because of it.  

Judith muttered quietly, recalling his old promise.  

"I kept what I said to help."  

The day I had a narrow heart for Airn, suddenly an old thing came to mind.  

After passing the Swordsmanship, he said he would help as hard as he had been neglected until now. He must have said so.  

'By the way, rather than helping, I was thinking of hiding how to use Aura... … .'  

It was terribly embarrassing, and I felt terribly self-defeating.  

I thought that if I couldn't get rid of this feeling, I wouldn't be able to stand side by side with him for the rest of my life.  

Of course not now.  

He taught me how to use the chrono-type auror, and furthermore, he gave me the best advice I could do.  

I don't know how helpful it will be, but at least I was confident that I wasn't making a useless sound.  

At last, she lifted the debt of her heart and thought, stretching out.  

I think I can see him confidently now. I think I can properly burn my fighting spirit.  

"Hahahahahaha!"  

"Are you crazy? What are you doing in the middle of the night?"  

Judith smiled cheerfully and satisfied with his improved appearance, but he argued with the face that he had seen something that Brad Lloyd, who was walking from the other side, couldn't see.  

She didn't mind. I was in a pretty good mood, so I was able to accept this enough.  

After taking a sip, she ran quickly and hung her shoulders and said.  

"Go. Let's go in and have another drink!"  

"Are you not going to watch the game tomorrow?"  

"This Judith-sama has black history, but no hangover! It's okay to drink more!"  

"… … do whatever you want."  

Brat sighed, thinking for a moment, then wrapping his arm around his shoulder, just like Judith.  

The trainees of Krono, who wore shoulders side by side, headed to the dorm.  

* * *  

"Woo."  

At 1 a.m., Parareira, a child who had completed training a little earlier than usual, lay in bed to sleep.  

Although he failed to create the Aura Sword until the end of the end, his expression was much brighter than before.  

It was thanks to Judith's advice. Thanks to her words, I realized what really mattered.  

'It's not about winning or losing. It's a problem to change Ilya's mind.'  

When I just reunited with Ilya four months ago, she didn't mistake it.  

Trying to defeat Ilya was only a means to remind her of her wrong thoughts, but not the purpose in itself.  

'By the way, from a certain moment, the main customer has gone through.'  

It is good to show a desire to win, and it is good to burn a spirit of struggle.  

But there was something more important than that.  

Irene realized this again and closed her eyes with a faint smile.  

'Thank you, Judith.'  

Of course, I had no intention of losing. Like her last words, I will do my best to win.  

But even if I lost, it was okay. You'll continue to stick together until you tell your true feelings.  

Her narrow vision will again widen, and she will stick with it until she has enough room to look back.  

I was thinking about that, but the scenery changed suddenly.  

He fell into a new sleep he didn't know about.  

Irene thought, looking at the guy holding the sword as usual.  

'I'm completely elderly now.'  

After realizing that the dream had changed, the man in the dream continued to grow old day by day.  

The wrinkles got deeper, and the hair turned white.  

That wasn't the only thing that changed.  

a look.  

Like a spark in the ice, I felt that the intense and cool anger gradually faded, but I also felt a little that something different emotion had blossomed in the place where it was emptied.  

I just couldn't figure out what it was.  

'Anyway, it feels a lot different from before.'  

Did your dream change affect the energy of fire?  

Or, on the contrary, did the dream change because the energy of fire became stronger?  

I didn't know.  

This mystical dream, in the past and now, has nothing to be understood.  

It was then.  

The old man, who had been wielding his sword all the time, turned to himself.  

"… … !"  

Startled Irene opened his mouth.  

And I was surprised again. Not only the consciousness was floating, but a body was created.  

Looking down at his body, he raised his head and looked at the old man.  

With a still unknown look.  

Still with an unknown expression.  

A man in a dream who approaches slowly, but heavily, step by step.  

The moment he slowly opens his mouth as if he's about to talk.  

Irene, who woke up from her dream, flashed and opened her eyes.  

"… … ."  

The lingering sound was longer than usual.  

I had to do that. Because today's man was completely different from usual.  

Not just getting old little by little, he tried to communicate directly with himself, just like before he entered the world of magic.  

What were you really trying to say?  

This is also unknown.  

Irene muttered quietly, thinking about not getting out of bed for a long time.  

"Let's think about it later."  

Yes. It wasn't the old man in my dream that it was important right now.  

At last, Irene Fareira, who got up from her seat, opened the window.  

The cool breeze of the morning and the warm sunlight were felt at the same time. I felt the senses that I had been immersed in dreams and vaguely returned to life.  

"Good."  

He was in good shape and in good condition of mind.  

After deliberately laughing at him, he nodded once and prepared to head for the land of proof.  

Ilya Lindsay vs Irene Fareira.  

The game everyone expected was about to begin.  
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    48. Airn Fareira's Sword (1)  

The Land of Proof Champions Decision Match.  

On the day when such a big game is caught, Eisenmarkt becomes a festive atmosphere from the previous day.  

From children to adults, the discussion continues on who will win, and opinions on what the flow of the fight will be like are lined up.  

Of course not after Ilya Lindsay won the championship.  

The topic still remained in the sense of being able to see Swordmaster's sword directly, but interest in winning or losing was bound to fall far below.  

Experts can't beat the master!  

It was a fact that everyone knows.  

Ilya Lindsay's skills were too good to hope for the Underdog's rebellion, which would have only been searched through history.  

But today, the strongest challenger comes out.  

From that fact, there was a tremendous sense of tension in Eisenmarkt from the morning.  

"Is it awesome? All of the Level King gladiators are here, right?"  

"Of course. Who is the prosecutor who wants to miss this game. Look closely, not only the gladiators, but also the nobles of the surrounding provinces."  

"uh? That person couldn't... … Jet Frost?"  

"I think it's right? No, it's not just Jet Frost, right?"  

"All the officials of the famous swordsman came in. Joseph and Carissa of Lathion are also here!"  

Joseph and Carissa were the masters of one of the best swordsmen in the swordsmanship city of Lathion, and both were superhumans who reached the level of masters.  

The fact that even those who do not leave the base tolerantly have come a long way, the audience felt their hearts become magnificent.  

A place to decorate a page of history!  

Adrenaline was spewing out just because they were there right there, at the very moment.  

Of course, it was the weekly Arena chief reporter, Hints, who felt the most embarrassing mood than any of them.  

Hints muttered quietly, feeling the hot emotions constantly rising in her heart.  

"The moment you've been waiting for has come… … ."  

There have been two failures so far.  

At first I said yes.  

Who would have thought that a commoner-born gladiator would become a champion and a swordmaster at the age of 20?  

Unfortunately, there was no need to blame myself for not knowing this in advance.  

However, the moment the second divine, Ilya Lindsay, became the champion, I had to feel a lot more regret than that.  

Once it was a mistake, but twice, it was a failure without excuse.  

He said he was proud of his feelings as a reporter better than anyone else, and that he can only admire him after things happen just like everyone else!  

It was very frustrating and very regretful. Even in a dream, the events of that time appear.  

Of course not now.  

The third chance given to yourself, who seemed like a nerd!  

I caught it without missing it.  

I witnessed history being used in much earlier, far closer places than others.  

Not just watching, but actively participating.  

And now, the moment to decorate the end, Elf Hintz is feeling the most thrilling since coming into the human world.  

'Probably, Irene Fareira and Ilya Lindsay are feeling better than this.'  

Hintz thought, gushing his saliva.  

Indeed, what are the thoughts of the two who are standing on the stage facing each other?  

Are you nervous?  

Are you enjoying yourself?  

I didn't know.  

Obviously, they too would feel like they couldn't stand.  

"Hut! Let's start!"  

"Hey, be quiet! Now do it!"  

"quiet! quiet!"  

After a while, all the public, who saw the referee on the stage, shut their mouths.  

A truly amazingly calm atmosphere.  

It wasn't always possible, but today's protagonists made it possible.  

The audience felt goose bumps on their skin.  

Soon after all the verification procedures were over, Irene Fareira summoned her trademark, the Magic Great Sword.  

And as if the preparations were over, he took a combat stance.  

So did Ilya Lindsay. She swung her sword a couple of times lightly and took a charge position.  

A dangerous atmosphere, as if a dagger would be launched, spread to the very end of the audience seats.  

People clenched their fists, feeling like a sword touched the end of their neck.  

And… … .  

"The game starts!"  

With the call of the referee, the championship match began.  

Poop!  

It started, as everyone expected, with Ilya Lindsay's assault.  

Even the Level King's gladiators reacted one beat late to her attack, which seemed to jump over space.  

Of course, Irene Fareira wasn't. With a great sword in front, as if equipped with a solid shield, he heavily defeated the opponent's attack.  

That's it!  

Sword-to-sword collided, and Ilya Lindsay retreated back quickly, similar to what was shot.  

Of course it didn't end there.  

The champion's onslaught began now.  

Poop!  

Kagang-!  

The sound of Ilya's foot rolling, and the sound of hitting her sword, resonated as she walked forward and backward.  

The interval was very short. Like splitting a sword in a short distance.  

But it wasn't.  

The champion was strikingly using the stage and pressing the challenger in all directions, and the distance between the rush and retreat was enough to exceed tens of meters at a time.  

Movement fast enough to be incomprehensible at the level of common sense!  

The movement wasn't even monotonous.  

It seems to be striking in a straight line, but it stops high as if it is an existence without inertia, and it shows free movement from the influence of centrifugal force even if it turns so fast that the eye cannot follow it.  

Even the art of changing direction in the air was occasionally performed, and the Gladiators of Level King, who noticed this, responded that their eyes were suspicious.  

'How is that possible?'  

'What number did you use?'  

They are far beyond their ability!  

Of course, not everyone was just opening their mouths blankly.  

Among the numerous prosecutors gathered in the gladiator, the figure fits within two fingers.  

Swordmaster Joseph and Carissa Floyd were able to accurately grasp the champion's skills.  

"You're also applying expressions to your footsteps… … ."  

Joseph muttered quietly.  

As important as dealing with a sword is dealing with the feet. Because of this, the prosecutors also put considerable effort into walking.  

In order to move quickly, it strengthens the angular strength with Auror, and hardens the bones and muscles to withstand that power.  

As a result, the movements that can be seen are far ahead of the common sense of the general public.  

However, the prosecutor who reached the stage used a higher level of walking than that, and it was to mix'expression' with the step.  

That's what Ilia Lindsay is today.  

As if at the moment of rushing, it explodes aura with the sole of the foot, increasing the speed.  

Sometimes it pulls out thousands of thorns to stop the new model, and sometimes it pulls out a slippery aura like water, gently picking up the opponent's counterattack.  

As a result, it implements movements beyond the limits that humans can exert.  

Of course it wasn't easy.  

It is the most difficult skill that most experts cannot imitate, and that only those who have reached the extreme of the expert can try.  

Ilya Lindsay was able to unleash such a skill too leisurely.  

'It's so smooth that you can't believe that you just became a master last year.'  

'You're not yet twenty, this is… … .'  

Carissa Floyd and Joseph looked embarrassed.  

They too were born with talents that weren't lacking in being called geniuses, but the current champions were different.  

They are born with a higher potential than them.  

However, their gaze was not only directed at Ilya Lindsay.  

A young man who is not deceived by his upstart movements and blocks attacks from all directions like steel.  

Iron Fareira's skills were also incredibly great.  

"Is the generation changing?"  

"Hmm."  

Joseph nodded when he heard the murmurs of a bad friend, Carissa Floyd.  

As she said, a new wind was hitting the continent.  

Kagang!  

Caen-!  

Kwa-Aang!  

Of course, even at the moment they were soaked in sentiment, the two gladiators were continuing a fierce fight.  

Ilya attacked, and Airne defended.  

A long time continued as if a blacksmith was constantly pounding iron, but the audience focused on the stage without feeling boredom.  

Their level was too high for that.  

However, just because they didn't feel bored didn't mean they didn't melt into the flow, so everyone was caught up in the stereotype that the current pattern would continue.  

The champion's dagger then flew in.  

Keying-!  

The feeling as if an awl is digging in your ear.  

It was truly a sharp and sharp attack that would erase all of the attacks up to now.  

The important thing is that it flew in aiming for something other than Irene Fareira.  

It is Ai, Paraeira's sword!  

Ilya's attack was fired at the greatsword, now known to everyone in Eisenmarkt, which has established itself as the best sword on the continent.  

Looking at the sword full of intentions only to break the weapon, the gladiators of the Level King looked belatedly sorry.  

However, the challenger was not embarrassed.  

Kwa-a-a-ang!  

The biggest roaring sound ever made of metal.  

Ilya Lindsay, who stepped back, looked upset.  

It was a big number. All of the attacks so far have been elaborate enough to make it safe to say that it is a base work for this one number.  

Of course I knew I would succeed.  

But it failed.  

Irene Pareira showed the correct response, as if he knew it from the beginning, and perfectly defended his sword.  

No, before that... … .  

'Even if it went in properly, I don't think it would be broken.'  

Because what the hell is it made of.  

Because it is a sword made with some kind of heart, can it be so hard?  

To her with that thought, Irene Fareira said.  

"Aura Sword, you better show it."  

"… … ."  

"If you keep taking time... … Your sword, it could break first."  

"… … !"  

Ilya Lindsay's eyes fell hard.  

But I couldn't refute it.  

Although the other person prepared for it, it was you who benefited a little.  

It was natural. There was a skill gap between the two that couldn't be ignored.  

However, Irene Fareira's great sword was hard enough to ignore the difference.  

I thought that even the swords received from the family would not be able to withstand them.  

At that moment, an intense light bloomed from the sword of the champion who made the decision.  

Whoo woo woo-!  

"Oh, it's a sword to come!"  

"The champion picked up a sword to come again!"  

"Yeah, it should be! The challenger is not just a challenger, but I can't afford it forever!"  

"Is it the real start now!"  

Aura Sword.  

A technique that symbolizes the Sword Master, the utopia of all swordsmen.  

The eyes of the audience who witnessed it were filled with joy, and the breath that poured out was filled with hot heat.  

However, Irene Fareira's expression looking at this was completely different from the public.  

'… … It's similar to Grayson.'  

More than anything else, a brilliant silver glow.  

However, it was not the light that he focused on.  

It was a shadow quietly holding his breath in it.  

It's a dark darkness that I can't really think that Ilya Lindsay could have raised it by herself.  

Even the light that was exposed outside felt that he had created himself by burning himself, so Irene couldn't show any positive reactions.  

'Maybe, Ilya's problem right now is not just Ilya's problem... … .'  

Of course, that thought did not last long.  

With a far more ferocious atmosphere than before, seeing a friend staring at him with a fierce momentum, Irene Fareira reaffirmed his will.  

The opponent in front of you now is a talent to leave a name in history.  

The being who reached the Master at an earlier age than anyone else struck him with terrifying momentum.  
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    48. Airn Fareira's Blade  

Lindsay family's German swordsmanship, sky sword, famous for cutting the neck of the Great Demon 400 years ago, the Dragon King.  

It is truly a great swordsmanship that is counted among the countless swordsmen and swordsmen on the continent.  

The sturdiness that does not lose strength even in front of the great devil called the Dragon King  

The strength to go on his own path smoothly and steadfastly in the midst of a strong wind.  

It could be said to be the best word for how the hero, Dion Lindsay, created the miracle.  

'Actually, it's pretty good when dealing with someone stronger than the sky sword himself.'  

Swordmaster Joseph recalled Joshua Lindsay, the owner of the Lindsay family.  

His skills are on the top right now, but not 20 years ago.  

While you were in your prime, your opponent just reached the level of master.  

Therefore, the propaganda he showed in Dalian remained a strong impression in his mind.  

Even in the midst of being outnumbered, it was never easy to unleash one's own swordsmanship.  

sure… … .  

"It's not the only true Lindsay swordsmanship."  

Carissa Floyd, who was sitting next to him, nodded.  

The sky sword is not effective only for the strong.  

Rather, it was a more terrifying swordsmanship when dealing with the relative weak.  

The two familiar with it opened their eyes and focused on the stage.  

Kwa-Aang!  

Kwaang!  

Kwa-a-a-ang!  

A tremendous roar burst out one after another.  

The challenger's expression was distorted in response to the champion's offensive, which maintained the tempo and increased the destructive power tremendously.  

But it was just the beginning.  

Ilya Lindsay, who took one breath, poured out a sword attack faster than before.  

bang! Kwaang! bang!  

Kwawaang!  

It wasn't a butterfly.  

The wings spread not to protect themselves, but to press the opponent, causing a strong wind.  

The wind conceived in the air quickly grabbed the surroundings and blew up, and soon became a storm that dominated the sky.  

Storm of Steel.  

Illya's sword poured aggressively and mercilessly as if to grind the opponent, and Airn's new brother shook back and forth.  

The centerpiece that did not shake while dealing with any gladiator.  

As if it were truly comparable to Taesan, the hard and heavy figure broke down little by little.  

Now he seemed to be insecure and dangerous as if he would be uprooted at any moment.  

Judith, who was watching the figure, muttered without knowing it.  

"Fuck, is it difficult… … ."  

I thought it wouldn't be easy.  

But I thought it wasn't without odds.  

I knew it because I watched Irene closely over the past two months.  

That guy was really ridiculous.  

However, Ilya's skill was far superior to that of Airn's swordsmanship.  

Power, speed, and sophistication lead in everything.  

Because of his focus on the Aura Sword, he couldn't show his first flirtatious footwork, but he was continuing a destructive offensive to the point that it doesn't matter.  

The next 5 minutes.  

Perhaps sooner than that, Irene Fareira's defense collapses.  

Judith's complexion gradually turned darker.  

"no."  

then.  

The cat enchantress sitting on Cubar's shoulder said in a quiet voice.  

It was surprising. It was Lulu who occasionally followed the gladiator and watched the game, but he had never expressed his opinion as clearly as it is now.  

What's more, isn't the current situation going to be bad for Airn by anyone?  

Was it just because you were sorry? Was it just pouring out his wishes as a means of cheering for a magical disciple?  

Judith thought so, but not.  

It was seen in the eyes of Lulu, the conjurer. I could see it clearly.  

Because it was related to her most precious friend, Irene Fareira, I was able to look into the hearts of the prosecutors on stage more clearly.  

The challenger was able to afford.  

The champion knew that too.  

So it was Ilya Lindsay who was impatient.  

Lulu, who found out that, told Judith.  

"It's still okay. I think I can watch more."  

"… … Really?"  

"Huh. Trust and wait."  

After saying that, Lulu shut his mouth again. And he focused on the game with his sharp eyes.  

While Judith looked at him, he also threw his gaze to Brat for a moment.  

From some point on, the sketchbook I always carry with me was drawing a picture I couldn't understand quickly, but my expression was very serious.  

'… … Damn it.'  

I do not know.  

I don't know myself.  

That fact brought another inconvenience to Judith.  

Although he wasn't fighting, he suddenly felt very tired.  

She turned away from that unpleasant feeling, and she focused on the stage again.  

The war situation was the same. The champion knocks, the challenger stands up.  

No matter how I looked at it, it felt like it was just a matter of time and that it was a prerequisite.  

And after a while.  

Oooh ooh ooh ooh-!  

A silver aura sword surrounded by Ilya Lindsay's sword has grown to a larger size.  

Then, a shout close to a scream spread out to the audience seats that were all quiet.  

"Wow! It's bigger!"  

"Isn't it electric power?"  

"crazy… … Crazy. I'm really crazy!"  

"It will be difficult for the challenger to hold on to this!"  

You burst out the thoughts you had in your heart.  

Since there are so many such people, the words poured out must be correct, but it was not.  

As if everyone had been weaving, Ilia Lindsay's victory was predicted. Even the level king's gladiators.  

Even Swordmaster Joseph and Carissa Floyd agreed with the mainstream opinion.  

However, a line of suspicion remained in their expressions.  

'It's okay enough to go according to the previous trend… … .'  

'Why did you raise the tempo? You don't have to do that.'  

Although it is a position to be more relaxed than anyone else, he acts like a person who is being chased.  

Considering what the variable it gives, the two Swordmasters continued to watch the game as well.  

Again, Ilya's offensive began again.  

* * *  

Kwaang!  

Hit the sword.  

Kwa-Aang!  

Hit harder.  

Kwa-Aang!  

bang!  

Qawahang!  

More, harder, hitting and swinging until it breaks.  

Nevertheless, the opponent in front of him did not break.  

He kept his balance, improved his posture, and followed the movement.  

Even if it was late by half a beat, it somehow caught up.  

Ten minutes after that time has passed.  

The spark in Ilya Lindsay's mind was growing out of control.  

'It can't be like this!'  

The eyes and mouths of the rude public burn themselves.  

His obsession with Ignet Cresencia burns himself.  

The pressure that came without even attempting burned me.  

In order to overcome this, I practiced by reducing sleep, reducing rest, and reducing time with important people, but the loneliness that resulted from it burned myself again.  

Really, everything ate myself.  

Fortunately, there were results.  

The ability to cultivate "I myself" by fire led Ilya to the world of a great master, and that fact gave her confidence.  

It gave me the power to withstand the flames that had already risen up to the nape of the neck, and the power to chase after the Ignet.  

By the way… … .  

'What are you doing now?'  

Wow!  

As the sword clasped, I heard a dull sound, and Ilya frowned.  

It didn't work properly. It was because Iron shakes the timing and scatters the hitting point.  

Of course, it was a scene that would appear once every ten, but I didn't like it even.  

She showed a ghostly glance and raised a stronger force.  

'I have to finish it quickly somehow!'  

'I should have done it before. To show such a knack against Expert!'  

'It must be said that something like this will already come out. Faster, somehow faster... … .'  

Faster, faster.  

Stronger, stronger!  

The body, which conformed to Ilya's heart, speeded up even more.  

The audience has reached a point where they can't even breathe properly.  

As soon as the moment when it seemed that the conclusion was about to come, everyone focused their attention as if they were going to be sucked into the stage.  

However, Irene Man, who is taking the offensive, didn't think so.  

As he watched Ilya's self-destruction, gradually losing its sophistication, he bit his teeth.  

'You have to be patient.'  

Why are you glaring at yourself with that gaze?  

Why did you come to face each other with such a different look?  

Where is the old figure shining like a star going, and how is it showing a precarious flame like a candle showing the floor? There is no way to know now.  

What is certain is that if you break down here, Ilya won't change either.  

You keep burning yourself, and at some point, darkness will come.  

Irene never wanted to be his dear friend.  

And that kind of mind was the driving force behind Illia Lindsay's sword.  

Wow  

Woowoong  

Swordmyeong (劍鳴) sounded with minute vibrations from Airn's magic greatsword.  

No one felt it yet. Even champions and challengers facing the sword.  

But over time, the sound got louder, and the black cat, whose senses were more sensitive than anyone on the pitch, caught it first.  

Said Lulu.  

"Something is coming."  

"What?"  

"Well? What is coming... … ."  

"Shh."  

As the cat enchantress looked down at the stage with a very serious look, Judith, Cubanard, and Brat Lloyd, who had been focusing on painting from the beginning of the gladiator to the present, looked at Lulu with curious eyes.  

But after a little more time, they too could clearly realize that change had come.  

Kwaang!  

Ilya Lindsay's sword flies.  

Kwaang!  

Iron Fareira stops it.  

I feel it while blocking it. The darkness in her heart and the will of the man in the dream responding to it.  

A huge heart, angry with evil and hatred of evil, moved to take hold of his body.  

However, Irene didn't get swayed by it.  

However, he did not reject it.  

With a much larger and broader will, he embraced the will of the man in his dream within himself.  

At that moment, the flames from inside him began to raging the heart of steel.  

Caang!  

Kwa-Aang!  

Quaang-!  

Heat is applied to the iron.  

It's already enough appearance to be called a sword, but more intense heat is transmitted as if it couldn't be satisfied here.  

On top of that, Ilia Lindsay's sword continued to fall, and the crude steel sword turned into a sharper appearance.  

From an ordinary sword to a craftsman's sword.  

From a craftsman's sword to a great sword that brightens the world.  

It didn't just mean a change of mind.  

Ooh woo woo woo-!  

"What?"  

"what?"  

"Suddenly the light… … ."  

"What are you talking about?"  

A sound deep enough to fill the stadium.  

And the golden rays of light spread out with him.  

It wasn't an aura sword.  

A much brighter and brighter glow swept through the intestine once, and was sucked into the Great Sword of Airn.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

And the continued stillness.  

In the silence heavy enough to hear even the sound of a needle dropping.  

Irene Fareira looked at the sword in her hand.  

It was not an exaggeration to call it an iron stick because it was crude, old, and dull.  

Not now.  

A blade that is sharply and stylishly placed on the golden handle.  

The challenger, who swallowed gulp, raised his head and looked ahead.  

A champion with a more embarrassing expression than ever before caught my eyes.  
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The third arena in the land of proof, a golden ray of light that fills the land of glory.  

Shortly afterwards, Irene Fareira's great sword was reborn.  

All those who saw this were forced to make a vague expression.  

The same was true of the ordinary audience, the gladiators of the Level King who had better eyes than them, and even Joseph and Carissa Floyd, who had reached the level of masters.  

This is because it was the first time that even experienced people encountered a strange sight.  

'What the hell is this... … .'  

'How did it happen?'  

'Is the golden color of a little bit soaked into that sword?'  

'The shape of the sword has changed completely.'  

It wasn't just the shape that changed.  

The atmosphere has also changed.  

A strange energy that emanates from the sword of Iron Paraeira, forcibly catching the eye.  

When people who feel it appear to be possessed by something.  

Lulu, a cat magician who was quietly mingled between them, recalled the past.  

'I remember when I first met.'  

The first meeting with Irene Fareira wasn't very impressive.  

At the time, Lulu was looking for an attractive person he could make as a disciple, and Airn felt as common as pebbles piled up in a valley of hundreds or thousands.  

But I talked a lot with him.  

Getting to know his mind little by little.  

When his efforts overcome even the will of the man that was deeply embedded in his heart.  

From that time on, Irene has become his unparalleled friend and the most precious disciple in the world.  

'It's similar to that time. When you asked me to teach you the trick.'  

Lulu nodded, looking at the wonderful student on the stage.  

Six years ago, when I overcame the man in my dreams with a passionate heart for my family, there were many similar corners now.  

But there was a difference, too, that Irene at the time tried to get rid of the man in his dreams.  

Not now. It was the same that they overcame the will of the company, but instead of completely excluding it, they succeeded in holding it.  

And that stimulated Lulu's curiosity.  

'Of course, the reason I have the will of the man in my dream is because Irene's heart is so great... … That alone is impossible.'  

Yes. This would not have been possible in the first place if there were no corners for mixing like water and oil at all.  

In the end, it is said that the man's will also had a side similar to that of Iron's heart, but from what I've seen so far, it wasn't well understood. Therefore, my curiosity grew even more.  

Of course, it wasn't something I could recognize right now.  

It wasn't even important right now.  

Lulu, who had lost his thoughts, focused on the stage again.  

Then I saw Irene wielding a sword alone, drawing attention from her opponent, Ilya Lindsay.  

Wheeik!  

Lightly brush your sword down.  

I was able to find out just that simple operation. This sword was entirely his own.  

No, it seemed that it wasn't even a sword.  

It feels like you are moving a part of your body.  

Irene unconsciously laughed at that strange and familiar sensation.  

And he began to check his swordsmanship one by one.  

Whoo-woong!  

A unique great swordsmanship that occupies the space heavyly, but not stuffy.  

It wasn't the end there.  

The blade of steel was not hardened by itself, but sometimes carried fire, sometimes water, and moved invariably.  

An inexhaustible sword dance (劍舞).  

However, none of the audience was puzzled or expressed dissatisfaction with this.  

I couldn't think of it.  

They were suddenly concentrating on Swordsman Iron, not the golden magic sword.  

Even the great matchmaker Ilya Lindsay was the same.  

I was feeling it dimly, but it became clear at this moment.  

The opponent in front of him was in a state of digesting Judith and Brad Lloyd's swordsmanship as his own.  

But something even more amazing happened.  

"… … !"  

Sky Sword.  

A great swordsmanship created by Dion Lindsay, the beginning of the Lindsay family.  

As soon as I saw it unfold so naturally from Iron's sword, Ilya felt like a radiant light was emanating from him.  

And that fact ignited even greater fire in her heart.  

Every corner of his body felt like burning pain, and the champion raised his sword.  

The expression was strongly distorted like never before.  

"… … ."  

The challenger, who felt her energy, was also ready for battle after quitting sword dance.  

It wasn't a sky sword. A sturdy and heavy posture that interprets the chrono-style swordsmanship and the swordsmanship of a man in a dream in his own way.  

Not surprisingly, great swordsmanship wasn't just heavy.  

Just as Ilya's sky sword is fluid but does not flutter in vain, so Airn's sword is heavy but not heavy.  

Rather, I felt the same sharpness as her.  

Ilya Lindsay noticed it too.  

Therefore, the champion was forced to draw more power and crush him.  

Paa-!  

Qawahang!  

Rush, and clash.  

After that, a devastating storm of blades poured out!  

Each of them contained the power to crush rocks. Ilya's attack was clearly stronger than before.  

However, just because the power was strong was not powerful.  

The unique sophistication of the sky sword, which swims in the sky and sharply cuts off the devil's neck, was rather much better at the beginning.  

Therefore, Irene felt unparalleled comfort.  

The challenger's defense, which gradually became thicker, was eating up the champion's space little by little.  

As time passed, the audience realized that the flow of fights has changed.  

Iron Fareira pushes it out.  

Ilya Lindsay pushes the champion away.  

Against the Sword Master, who has reached the great stage that all the swordsmen dream of, they have finally gained the upper hand!  

When that fact shocked everyone, the strong sword-wielding champion used reaction power to widen the distance.  

And he looked at the challenger with a burning gaze.  

"Huh, huh, huh… … ."  

"Hoo, hoo... … ."  

Both the champion and the challenger were breathless.  

But it was Ilya Lindsay who looked even more distressed.  

She was breathing violently, as if it would not be strange if she fell right now.  

To be honest, Ilya herself was aware that now was the limit.  

But I couldn't.  

The appearance of Airn, who is more brilliant than ever, and the image of himself fading in such light.  

It reminded me of Ignet and his brother, and what would happen after that.  

Instantly caught in horror, she looked at the audience seats.  

The gaze of countless people and the voice that I hear from time to time.  

The moment I felt it, Ilya felt that she should never give up this game.  

… … Even by giving all of yourself.  

Fuhua aw-!  

A more intense aura spewed out of Ilya Lindsay's sword.  

It was very different from before.  

The blade, which was smooth as if it had been carved by a skilled craftsman, turned rough, and the sacred silver shined even more dull.  

However, it has become so huge that it cannot even be compared in size. The eyes of the two Swordmasters were wide open.  

However, looking at this, Irene Fareira focused on the other person's mind, not the Aura Sword.  

Seeing a dear friend squeezing all of himself, he thought.  

'… … Maybe this is better.'  

It looks very painful.  

Maybe it's actually painful.  

As if there was no future, her face, using all her power, was distorted sadly.  

But thanks to that, the dark energy lurking deep in her heart emerged.  

That is why the color of the Aura Sword became cloudy.  

If I could get rid of all that... … .  

Iron Fareira, who muttered quietly, immersed himself in his sword, just like Ilya.  

"Woo."  

He tried thousands or tens of thousands of times to get to this position, and he failed at all.  

The attempt now was like a meaningless act of putting one more stone on a pile of stones piled up like a mountain.  

no.  

It wasn't.  

The last piece to complete the stone tower.  

The moment I was convinced that it would be now, Irene Fareira's concentration reached its peak.  

Wow... …  

Condensation, strengthening, hardening, flowering, concentration, manifestation.  

Six elements that are the basics of Aura operation and can be said to be everything.  

The moment he exerted all of this to its limit, Irene raised his head and looked ahead.  

I saw Ilya Lindsay struggling with a dull aura sword.  

He, too, did not back down and swung the great sword strongly.  

A diagonal cut from the top right to the bottom left.  

The moment when the blows unfolded in the same posture as if the mirror was reversed hit each other's swords.  

As if the blade of Iron Paraeira's sword flashed, it emitted a golden glow.  

It was only a short time, but... … It's a clear aura sword.  

Unlike Ilya's, the crystal of innocent will, relentlessly smashing the opponent's sword.  

Pacan!  

Wow-!  

A piece of sword that is split in half and falls to the floor.  

And the champion throws out blood and retreats back, and eventually collapses without being able to withstand.  

No, not now.  

The judge, who was watching the gladiator with an ecstatic expression, woke up belatedly and announced the outcome of the match.  

"S, winner! Iron! Iron Fareira!"  

And one beat later, a thunderous shout burst out.  

"Wow, whoa ahhh!"  

"Iron Pareira! Iron Fareira! Iron Fareira!"  

"New Champion!"  

"champion!"  

"champion!"  

"Iron Pareira ah ah ah!"  

"Wow! Wow ahhhhhh!"  

The name of Airun Parreira, whose name is never-ending, and the cries of unknown meaning, and the sobbing feeling that intermittently melts in between.  

To the audience in the stadium, which has become a frantic crucible, Irene did not turn his head.  

The existence he is watching has been the same as it used to be.  

Ilya Lindsay.  

He thought as he looked at his dear friend sitting on the floor of the stage.  

'… … You will be able to do well.'  

Ilya Lindsay's eyes were empty. I had to do that.  

She was in a position to block her, but she knew better than anyone what she was in.  

But Irene was confident.  

Thanks to the incubation of the will of a man filled with the energy of a hangma, no darkness is felt inside Ilya.  

If there is a problem, all other energy is exhausted.  

Luckily, that was something that I could fix myself.  

To raise up his dear friend, he slowly walked forward.  

"… … ."  

Seeing such a figure of Iron Paraeira, Ilya Lindsay recalled the past without her knowing.  

Ignet Cressencia disappeared after coming to the family with a dignified appearance and defeating her brother with a brilliant swordsmanship.  

As she looked behind her, Ilya felt hot anger and deep resentment.  

But, if you think about it now... … .  

That wasn't the only emotion he felt at that time.  

I thought I knew when I saw Airun showing off his brilliant appearance in front of him.  

It is not a flame that constantly drives oneself into pain, but a figure of him and her shining brightly and beautifully like the sun... … .  

"Ilia."  

Ilya's thoughts didn't go any further.  

Irene, who had come to the front, reached out to him by a friend.  

Maybe he is no longer a friend.  

Now, I'm sure you're doing bad things.  

From the next day, he was just a loser who would be torn apart by numerous public gazes and ridicule.  

He couldn't be able to hold the hand of such a brightly shining person.  

Of course it was only her own thoughts.  

Awful  

"… … ?"  

A step closer, Irene grabbed Ilya's hand.  

And raised it up. I felt a lot of power from my strong grasped hands.  

No, it wasn't just that.  

The warmth that I had never felt before, gently touched her body.  

"… … !"  

Ilia Lindsay stands up and faces her opponent.  

Fareira's face came into her eyes.  

With a smile much brighter than before.  

He said, facing himself not with the intense heat like the sun, but with the warmth like a bonfire.  

"I am embarrassed to say right after the quarrel, but now I want to reconcile… … ."  

"… … ."  

Seeing a friend with a nice expression, Ilya Lindsay had to work hard to hold back his smile.  

And that time.  

The priest, who was quietly mingled among the audience, muttered with a dry expression.  
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"It's a little disappointing."  

The words are said to be 'a little', but the priest's eyes contained a lot of emotions.  

I had been in direct contact for about 10 months, but it has already been a few years since I had an indirect effect.  

The time has come to harvest with so much effort, but it's going to be overturned neatly like this.  

'It has become so clear that there is no room for it.'  

It was a novelty.  

The priest's eyes, looking at Ilya Lindsay, turned to the side.  

A young man who has amazing skills, but stands on the stage with a clumsy and bright smile that does not match his skills.  

He muttered once more, seeing the existence of Eisenmarkt alone in the past few months.  

"That won't work."  

If possible, I can taste much greater excitement, but to be honest, I felt like I wouldn't even go into my teeth.  

It was, even though it was not yet completed.  

I can't help it. Focus on the side you did.  

The priest, who thought in himself, took off his regret and got up from his seat.  

"Oh, what is it!"  

"Hey, there, brother! If I hit someone... … ."  

As we quickly passed through the crowded crowds, we couldn't avoid the collision.  

In fact, some of the bulky men poured out threatening words toward the priest.  

But it was only a while.  

Looking at the priest moving away from their sight, they looked vague and focused on the stage with casual faces as if when they got angry. And the shout continued.  

"Iron Pareira!"  

"Iron Pareira! New Champion!"  

It wasn't just the general audience.  

Even veteran journalists who have been indulged in mannerism while covering gladiator games for over a decade and publishing articles as articles.  

Even higher-level gladiators who lived in the land of proof fiercely than they were.  

Even those who had suffered a shameful defeat by Irene Fareira expressed heartfelt congratulations.  

Even former champion Ricardo Pinto did it, but in fact it was obvious from his point of view.  

This is because the higher he climbs, the more he feels of recovering his face.  

'Because the last light was definitely the Auror Sword... … That young man can now be called a sword master.'  

Yes.  

He was defeated by the Sword Master, not the Expert.  

What's weird about the expert losing to the Swordmaster?  

Strangely, they were those little kids who reached that level at a ridiculous age.  

'Is one of them 22 years old and the other 19 years old… … .'  

Whoo.  

A sigh came out without even knowing it.  

But even more worrisome was what he would be rebuking his father.  

'To pay the price of a broken sword, I have no choice but to train like crazy and become a master. Otherwise… … .'  

I might die right.  

Ricardo Pinto applauded again, recalling Harrison Pinto, the Swordmaster who corrected even though it was far beyond seventy.  

Anyway, today is a wonderful day when a new Swordmaster was born.  

His hands clapped in a complex emotion.  

And another one.  

Judith, who has watched the training of Iron Fareira up close and for the longest, is also feeling as complex as Ricardo Pinto.  

'Feel… … It's not very good.'  

It was strange.  

Even when Iron Parareira was in full swing, he certainly cheered on him with sweat in his hand.  

Somehow I had to endure, hold on, make an opportunity, and open the prelude to the reversal of whale whales in my heart.  

However, a ray of gold spews out of the magic greatsword, and it is sucked back in and reborn into a new shape.  

With him, even Irene turned into a completely different look than before and defeated Ilya Lindsay, and an unknown emotion in her heart raised her head.  

… … I knew it.  

It wasn't my first time now, it was the feeling I always felt whenever I saw a recent guy.  

"Wow! I won! I won! Irene won!"  

"Huh huh, I'm going to defeat the real Swordmaster… … ."  

"what? Cuban porn! Did you know you'd lose Iron? I told you four months ago that you will win unconditionally! You didn't believe it?"  

"No, hmm… … ."  

"This idiot! sea ​​fish! sea ​​anemone!"  

"Ugh, stop… … ."  

Lulu, who pours out a two-du-du-du attack with his forefoot, and Cubar, who greets him with a smile, all looked good.  

However, Judith couldn't just smile.  

As if one with a sword, Irene Parareira moved in a strange way.  

When I broke Ilya Lindsay's sword, it was a golden aura.  

She, who had been chewing on this for a long time, turned her head to the thought that suddenly came to mind. And I looked at Brat.  

"… … ."  

Without knowing that he is throwing his gaze, he is drawing a picture as quickly as a person possessed by something.  

Judith's heart shook again.  

What on earth are you drawing?  

What the hell he felt was that he could make a focused expression like me.  

Suddenly I feel empty, and Lulu, who popped out in front of my eyes, spoke.  

"Judith? What is it?"  

"Huh?"  

"Something doesn't look good. Are you sick?"  

"… … no."  

"Or are you tired?"  

"no. I just thought about something else for a moment. I don't have a good look, it's so good!"  

Judith laughed wide.  

No, I tried, but it didn't work.  

She pulled her face with both hands to forcibly lift the trembling corner of her mouth, and Brat Lloyd, who covered the sketchbook, looked at it and said.  

"It's ugly. stop."  

Poop!  

"Ugh?"  

Bratt, who was beaten by his upper arm, groaned in surprise.  

I knew it would be beaten, but I didn't know that it would be so strong.  

He makes an embarrassing expression, but Judith, who was glanced at, arose from his seat.  

A much brighter face with a lot of heavy expressions from the past.  

In that state she said cheerfully.  

"Go! Let's go get ready for the party!"  

"party?"  

"okay! Irene became the champion, but you can't just go over it. John Drew, can you give me a place?"  

"Huh? Ah, I see."  

John Drew, who was still staring at the stage blankly, nodded belatedly.  

In terms of strength, he was less than a level king's gladiator, but he was confident that his ability to analyze and understand swordsmanship was not pushed by anyone.  

For him, this game gave a lot of enlightenment.  

 This is to the point that I thought it would be of great help in building the skeleton of the John Drew style swordsmanship, which had not made progress for a while.  

'At first, I was in a teaching position, but I learned more than that.'  

Ready for the party?  

Of course you could.  

It didn't matter how much money it cost. You'll have a very eye-catching celebration party!  

With that in mind, bright objects fell over his lap.  

Jingle jingle!  

"Thank you, sir! It's a special bonus! Get ready for the party with this!"  

"… … ."  

Seeing the black cat pouring out infinite gold and silver treasures, John Drew felt an unknown horror.  

* * *  

Two days after the championship match between Ilya Lindsay and Irene Parreira.  

Eisenmarkt was still overflowing with people looking back on their game.  

I had to do that.  

One was the fastest on the continent to become a Swordmaster, and the other stepped into the Sword Master during the match.  

Even his age was 22, at a pace three years faster than the owner of the great chrono.  

How can we end the confrontation of such great prosecutors after talking for a day or two!  

Residents literally blossomed stories about him from morning to late at night.  

Those who watched the game in person continued to get alcoholic beverages and solved the work of the time, and those who heard it lamented that they were not there and burst into admiration.  

However, not everyone showed positive gaze in the confrontation between the two Swordmasters.  

A weekly magazine related to gladiators presented an opinion that this game was absurd.  

[Is it justifiable to become the champion of Irene Fareira?]  

[It doesn't make sense to accept a magic sword while not allowing a magic sword]  

[If we swapped each other's swords, the win or loss would have been different... … The need for a rematch]  

The Land of Proof is not the equipment provided by the organizer, but allows each swordsman to use the swords they possessed from the past.  

This is because he thought that he could not provide the perfect sword for his hand, but it has been said so far that any sword can be used, as long as it is an artifact that transcends the natural performance of the sword.  

For example, firing sparks from the sword or flowing current is not permitted, but there are no restrictions on the hardness or sharpness of the sword.  

This is the reason why Irene's magic greatsword was tolerated.  

However, during the game, the glow suddenly burst out.  

And the appearance of the sword, which changed into a completely different form immediately afterwards, is obviously inevitable from the standpoint of some officials.  

Moreover, regardless of right or wrong, there were so many people who agreed with the opinion that a "replay" is necessary.  

The organizers were also seriously concerned about the fact that they had to start investigating the sword seriously and encourage them to play again.  

However, that didn't happen.  

This was because Ilya Lindsay, who had never been connected with the media after visiting Eisenmarkt, expressed her thoughts through an agent for the first time.  

[The game was justified. Victory and loss have nothing to do with the sword's performance, and I accept defeat.]  

All of the residents felt sorry for this remark, but it was impossible to use more groups for the person concerned.  

In this way, Irene Pareira safely became a new champion in the Proven Land, and Eisenmarkt was able to return to a more peaceful atmosphere than before.  

Hwaahah-!  

"All interviews are rejected."  

"Hey, heck!"  

Of course not everywhere.  

Was it because I opened my mouth for the first time?  

Reporters who thought they could win additional interviews began to sneak their heads into the mansion of former champion Ilya Lindsay.  

Thanks to this, Emma Garcia, the escort knight, had to be called out without any attempts and expressed the will of refusal, and by scattering a strong momentum of conjugation, it brought intense trauma to the minds of reporters.  

Nevertheless, it was quite exhausting from her point of view, as some leeches continued to visit.  

'Where should the guys who have visited more than three times break one?'  

Or, should I just treat it harsher from the start?  

I'm thinking of being scared if the reporters knew, but someone came again.  

However, this time, as before, he couldn't show the cold and heinous coping.  

A being that you cannot treat yourself carelessly.  

The girl's friend and who defeated her... … That's why he can't get a sense of how to deal with it.  

At the advent of Irene Fareira, Emma Garcia spoke after swallowing a gulp.  

"… … How did you come?"  

"I'm here to see Ilya Lindsay."  

"I'm not allowed."  

"Aren't you going to tell me I'm here?"  

"I will tell you. But the lady said in advance. I don't want to see anyone for a week. Including Irene Pareira-sama."  

"Then it can't be helped."  

Iron Paraeira nodded softly.  

I understood enough.  

It was confirmed that the darkness lurking in her heart had disappeared, but that would not make her appear bright as if nothing had happened immediately.  

You have a lot of thoughts and a lot of worries. It was a time when I needed time alone.  

Of course, I came all the way here, but I couldn't just go without anything.  

Irene took something out of her arms, and Emma Garcia asked, seeing it.  

"What is this?"  

"It's a gift and a letter."  

"… … ."  

The escort's eyes turned to the envelope.  

It was incredibly thick.  

Maybe a day, maybe more than that, was devoted entirely to there.  

'… … A friend is right.'  

Emma Garcia received a letter with her slightly softened eyes.  

"I will deliver."  

"Yes. Thank you."  

"By the way, didn't you say you have a gift?"  

"Ah. It's half a lie."  

"?"  

"Half is real too."  

The impression of the escort knight again worsened. There was a warning in his gaze that told him not to play around.  

However, Irene Fareira handed him over.  

He smiled and said.  

"If you are curious about the gift, ask them to come to John Drew's mansion."  

"… … ."  

"I'll meet you and give it to you. Please tell them to look at your face and talk."  
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"… … ."  

Emma Garcia, the escort knight who heard Airn Fareira's words, stared at him.  

It was a strange person.  

It has been since I first came to the mansion.  

I used the expression 'friend' when I saw a lady who did not connect deeply with anyone.  

But even more embarrassing than that, I had an interview with him saying that he would openly aim for the young lady's championship position.  

'I still don't know what the hell are you thinking.'  

Even Ilya Lindsay's reaction couldn't be stopped.  

The young lady was under extreme stress as she watched Airn step into the ground of proof and gradually climb to the higher stage.  

When the championship match was scheduled, he couldn't sleep well for a day due to obsessiveness and anxiety.  

But after losing the match, her appearance... … .  

'It looked much better than I thought.'  

It feels like putting something down in my mind for a long time.  

It goes without saying that it was thanks to the young man in front of him.  

"… … Okay. I will tell you that way."  

"Thank you."  

Emma Garcia spoke bluntly, and Irene still replied with a smile.  

Turning around without regret, the escort knight looked at him for a while.  

… … You said it was the old motive of the Chrono Swordsman.  

What kind of relationship did that young man have with the young lady there?  

As she thought about him, she shook her head.  

It wasn't a part to be presumptuously involved. All you have to do is deliver this letter to the young lady.  

And conveying the message of Iron Fareira to the young lady.  

Emma Garcia, who glanced at the envelope, turned the new model. And it was the moment when I opened the door and stepped inside.  

"miss?"  

"Who came?"  

"Ah? Ah! Yes. that… … ."  

"Is it a letter? Is it mine?"  

"… … Yes. Yes. Irene Fareira said she wanted to meet her, but today she sent it back as she ordered."  

"… … ."  

"Shall I bring you back?"  

"no. I told you. I want to be alone for a while."  

With that said, Ilya Lindsay quickly approached her.  

Then he snatched the letter.  

Emma Garcia glanced at her master.  

The owner also looked at his escort and said.  

"Why?"  

"Perhaps… … ."  

"Perhaps?"  

"… … no."  

"What."  

"It's really nothing. I was mistaken for something."  

"okay?"  

"Yes."  

Emma said with a polite, blunt look.  

Ilya Lindsay looked at her for a moment and said, turning around.  

"It's okay if you don't come to the room until you call it."  

"Yes, young lady."  

Emma Garcia bows her head politely despite the owner not looking.  

However, unlike her calm body movements, her mind was somewhat distracted.  

'Isn't it that you've been waiting for Irene Fareira-sama to come to me?'  

She is a young lady who rarely shows up except her own room and training room.  

With this in mind, the situation a while ago was certainly strange, as it appeared as if waiting for the door as soon as it was opened.  

But that wasn't the most important thing.  

The face of the lady I just saw.  

He had a cold expression similar to his usual, but... … .  

'Still, only the eyes were a lot softer than before.'  

As she walked through the yard, Emma Garcia looked down at her hand.  

A letter envelope that wasn't too thick.  

I don't know what kind of change it will bring to the young lady, but… … .  

'A little bit, can I look forward to it?'  

It's been 10 months since I set foot in Eisenmarkt.  

Even on her face, who had been making only a hard expression, a bright atmosphere arose.  

* * *  

'Will it be okay?'  

Irene Fareira, who had returned from Ilya Lindsay's mansion, thought as she entered her room.  

Chrono was much older than when he was a prospective trainee, but his writing skills were not proportionate.  

It was natural. I didn't do anything other than eating and swinging my sword. It must have been still poor writing skills.  

Therefore, I tried to be as sincere as possible.  

What do you think, what kind of mind did you do, what part do you wish not to misunderstand, what do you want to do in the future? … .  

Without adding or subtracting those things, I wrote them down as I thought.  

As a result, there was a huge amount of content, but I thought this would be better than not being able to convey all of my intentions by writing less.  

'I wish I could see it in a few days.'  

I wasn't worried.  

The expression she showed after the gladiator match.  

It was still a hard feeling, but I could feel completely different from before.  

He smiled a little and hardened his face again.  

Then slowly reached out into the air.  

Wow-!  

Then the witchcraft greatsword showed up.  

Unlike before, Irene muttered quietly as he looked at the sword boasting a refined and agile appearance.  

"Is it because of the dream?"  

Probably so.  

I didn't think about it during the fight with Ilya, but when everything was over and I returned to John Drew's mansion, my thoughts about the man in my dream grew stronger.  

I couldn't stand it because I was curious about what he was trying to say, and even though I was laughing and talking at the celebration party, I couldn't shake the thought of'I want to sleep quickly' all the time.  

By the way… … .  

'It was the same dream as usual.'  

Jeok, Airn has a good taste.  

And I lay on the bed without changing my clothes.  

From now on, you are going to sleep.  

He had never slept after the age of 15, such as taking a nap, but now he was an exception.  

It wasn't for escape. Irene closed his eyes to actively seek answers.  

It could be your own past life.  

Or maybe it's like a witchcraft that came by chance.  

Maybe both.  

It doesn't matter. Now I wanted to know.  

As he muttered inside, he eagerly aspired for the man in his dream.  

I was so strong toward him that I thought,'Is it possible to sleep in this state?'  

By the way.  

"… … !"  

Frighteningly to have such anxiety, the landscape has changed.  

The familiar sky.  

A familiar fence.  

Familiar yard.  

It was a place where I experienced boredom in my dreams and in the world of magic.  

Standing at the center... … Now, a man who is completely in the form of an old man.  

Watching him slowly approach him, Irene Fareira took two steps back without knowing himself.  

It was because the old man's momentum was so intense.  

'what?'  

Iron looked embarrassed.  

I still remember. Just before going to a match with Ilya Lindsay, the old man in his dream was definitely trying to say something to himself.  

But what is your attitude right now?  

Isn't it breathing out a terrifying energy, as if you want to fight with yourself right now?  

Shuwook-!  

"Oh!"  

The moment I thought about it, a great sword appeared in front of Irene's eyes.  

It wasn't the sword I used to use.  

The old, crude black was held in the hands of an old man, and it boasted a sleek appearance as if absorbing the glow of black gold that appeared in front of him.  

Irene nodded as he looked at his sword, the old man's sword, and the old man with a stupid face.  

He muttered as if he knew it.  

"All the prosecutors were such people… … ."  

Shit!  

Iron Fareira, who picked up the great sword floating in the air, focused her mind.  

The process of congratulation, strengthening, hardening, flowering, concentration, and manifestation took place in an instant, and a golden aura sprang up.  

It was a much smaller size than Ilya showed, but it was a clear aura sword.  

"Good."  

Let's do it.  

After talking with the sword, that silent man will also open a heavy mouth.  

Thinking that way, he takes on a combat posture, even with the old man's sword approaching slowly! A grayish-white aura rose with the sound.  

In a huge size that can't even be compared to yours!  

After confirming this, Irene's eyes opened as if torn.  

Kwa-a-a-ang!  

"Wow!"  

Tremendous shock!  

My palm hurt as if torn. No, it was actually torn.  

In spite of the calluses stuck with numerous trainings, blood leaked out of the mouth. Irene felt his mind flashing.  

As he stepped back, he had a tighter posture, and the old man advanced with a heavier gait.  

And again, he fired a sword.  

Qawahang!  

Kwa-Aang!  

Kwa-a-a-ang!  

"Huh… … !"  

It continued to shoot.  

There was no psychology, no fights.  

There was also no flashy change.  

Slash cuts, horizontal cuts, and vertical cuts.  

They were really honest attacks that were faithful to the basics, but Airn couldn't properly stop one of them.  

'It can't be like this!'  

Heavy swords, and heavy swords.  

In the fight between the prosecutors who compete for heaviness and heaviness, one side continues to be pushed out.  

This meant that he was constantly being robbed of his land.  

If there is not enough space, the width of luck narrows and the freedom of action is deprived.  

He decided he had to break through attack, not defense, and used all the skills he had learned so far.  

I also actively used my eyes to see Aur.  

However, no method could be used to prevent the company from moving forward.  

A wall of steel that comes in feelinglessly!  

It was when the thick walls that seemed to be unstoppable by any remnant, were getting their size to swallow everything.  

Deep in the heart of Irene Fareira, a flame began to rise.  

Hwaahak-!  

If you think about it, so far there have been so many sparks in his mind.  

That was the time I was after Ilya.  

That was the case when I heard Cubar's advice.  

It was the same when I met Ignet and when I shared a sword with Judith & Brat, whom I met after a long time.  

In addition, countless moments and moments threw sparks into the heart of Airn.  

However, there were two important moments in bringing these fireworks together.  

No, maybe it's one thing.  

A heart for the family.  

And heart for Ilya.  

It was the same thing that both were for the people who were precious.  

Hwaahah-!  

A fierce flame sprang from the eyes of Iron.  

He did not clearly grasp his mind. The pressure of the old man pushing in was too much for that.  

However, just by faintly recognizing, the flames that were divided in his heart were united into one, taking the shape of a huge sword.  

Airen Pareira finally lifted her sword.  

The moment he jumps into the old man's offensive with an unshakable heart.  

I don't know -!  

The man's sword, which seemed impossible to cut with anything else, was split in half.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

There was silence for a while.  

Even if it's a child Pare, the old man looked at each other quietly.  

They had never spoken before, but Irene felt an unknown familiarity with him.  

Maybe it was because the cool anger that I had always seen was no longer felt.  

However.  

"I support you."  

No matter how much such an old man would say such warm words, he never expected.  

"… … !"  

Irene Parreira made a vague look.  

Cheering, what the hell are you cheering for?  

Before that, what kind of relationship did the old man have with him, so did he show the way he was practicing until now?  

I was thinking about that, but another amazing thing happened.  

He, who seems to have lived only with a hard face all his life, showed a faint smile.  

"there… … ."  

Paraeira, the child who barely opened his mouth, approached the old man.  

But with a smile, he turned to the new model and walked forward leisurely.  

Despite the slow movement, Airn could hardly catch up with him, and the old man left.  

In the end, the mysterious old man completely disappeared.  

The blonde young man only looked at the place where he disappeared for a long time.  

Wow... …  

So, I didn't notice.  

It means that the broken old man's sword became fine particles and soaked into his own sword.  

And after a while.  

"… … !"  

Lulu, the cat magician, came into the eyes of Paraira, an eye-opening child.  

And Irene, who saw the dozen cats sitting around him, raised his upper body in amazement.  

"Ahhhhhh!"  

Meow-!  

Wow!  

Woodangtangtang!  

Kwakwangkwang!  

Various cats scattered all over the place and objects scattered here and there.  

In the meantime, Lulu, who was still standing there, said with anxious eyes.  

"Irene, are you okay?"  
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"… … Wait, wait."  

The child, who raised her body halfway, shook her head. Then I looked at the scenery in the room.  

Items that are scattered around as if the storm has passed.  

And cats, cats, and cats scattered around the room and staring at themselves.  

'No, did you not wake up until you entered the room this much?'  

I wasn't sleepy because of the dreams I always dreamed of, but I think I was sleeping without measures.  

Irene, who was thinking of this, trembled.  

He looked at Lulu and asked, with a noisy expression.  

"Well, how long I was sleeping… … ."  

"I slept for three full days today."  

"three days?"  

"Huh."  

"Just three days?"  

"I see."  

"Whew… … ."  

Airn sighed of relief.  

A dream that was much special, not a dream I had every day.  

That's why I heard worries from the moment I got up.  

Perhaps, as he did in the family, he might have been sucked into the world of witchcraft by a bird he didn't know about.  

Maybe it's been a lot longer than I thought.  

But it was a tidy.  

Of course, 3 days was a long time, but it's still much better than the passing of time by year.  

Lulu also agreed with Airn's idea.  

"I was worried a lot too! I felt a lot of power, similar to what I felt when I entered the world of magic."  

"Is that so?"  

"Huh! The feeling is a little different, but anyway, it's very intense... … I thought my heart really fell!"  

Meow-!  

Oops!  

The black cat spoke, followed by a dozen cats opening their mouths.  

Irene looked up with the eyes of'What are they?', clapping hands as if Lulu forgot to explain.  

"Ah, they are my friends. It's been a bit more after 4 months."  

"friends?"  

"Huh. I followed because I was worried... … I have to tell you to go now. Guys, it's okay now! You can go! I'll take some delicious things later!"  

Meow  

Wow  

The guys who nodded as if they knew they knew, jumped down through the open windows.  

Startled Irene approached the window. This is because this was on the second floor, not the first floor, but fortunately, no disaster occurred.  

The cats, engrossed in Lulu's magic, landed on the floor in a comfortable position, as if sitting in a transparent chair.  

And it disappeared somewhere.  

"… … ."  

"So, didn't anything happen? Have you ever changed your dream this time?"  

"Oh, yes."  

After Irene made a serious expression, he explained his dream to Lulu.  

In fact, there was no long solution.  

It is said that three days have passed, but the only thing in my dream was to fight the old man.  

However… … .  

'There was a feeling that it was difficult to express in words.'  

Especially the last one.  

An old man who leaves a word of support for himself and goes far away.  

His back figure felt like the back figure of a person who would never return.  

And it became a reality.  

Until the anxious expressions of various people, including Cubar, became sorrowful, that is, until four more days have passed since the special dream.  

Irene did not have any dreams about the man.  

That fact was quite annoying, but unfortunately, there was nothing he could do.  

How will you pursue the man who appeared only in your dreams?  

I don't even know anything.  

By any chance, I asked Brat, who was knowledgeable in history, if there was a person who expected it, but he didn't know anything.  

'I don't even know if it's a person from the past or not… … .'  

In the end, all Irene could do was to put off questions about the man and focus on the sword.  

Wow-!  

First of all, the most important thing is Aura Sword.  

It is the summation of the six concepts of Aura operation and the best and strongest technology that symbolizes the Sword Master.  

Irene did everything he could to make it completely his own.  

Of course, even on the day of the game, even in my dreams, it was easy to succeed, but not all Aura Swords were the same Aura Sword.  

How much faster can you extract auras?  

How much more stable can you keep the auror?  

How much stronger, huge auras can be built.  

According to this, I heard that even if I was the same Sword Master, there was a difference in skill between the sky and the earth, so there was no time for indolence.  

Besides, it was stupid to focus only on'Aura Sword' just because you reached the level of master.  

Of course, Aura Sword is great.  

It's no different from having a legendary weapon in your hand that can cut out anything and stop any attack.  

However, no matter how great a weapon, if the person holding it is a seven-year-old kid, its power is bound to be halved.  

'In the end, nothing has changed.'  

Swordsmanship is still important, and walking is important.  

Psychological warfare and water fights learned from John Drew are also important, and the six basic concepts of aura management are also very important.  

In other words, it is correct to use the Aura Sword as well while stably doing everything that has been done so far, or even further developing it.  

Irene concluded that way, and he trained hard as if he hadn't made it to the championship yet.  

After seeing it, Cubar and John Drew stuck out their tongues, and Judith looked resentful and continued his more intense training.  

Brad watched Judith silently.  

Likewise, when the same day passes as before.  

"Master John Drew. A guest has visited."  

"Huh? customer?"  

"Yes. However, not the owner's guest... … This is the guest of Irene Fareira. Ilya Lindsay is here."  

"… … !"  

A week after Irene Fareira visits Ilya Lindsay's mansion.  

Finally, she came.  

* * *  

"How are you?"  

"Huh. you are?"  

"… … so so."  

"like that."  

"Yes."  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

The meeting of the two strongest prosecutors in the land of proof was far awkward than I thought.  

The same was true of Irene and Ilya.  

Without making eye contact properly, and without someone leading the word, the two walked and walked through John Drew's expansive garden endlessly.  

5 minutes for only such a harsh time to pass.  

I was thinking that I shouldn't do this.  

He is the beginning of the quarrel, and he is the one who forcibly asked for reconciliation.  

Nevertheless, Ilya came to her.  

If so, isn't it appropriate that you should also lead the flow after that?  

But unlike when I went to the mansion confidently, I couldn't think of anything good now.  

'Should I ask to be well again in the future?'  

'Should I openly ask? What happened?'  

'To ask about your brother's job... … Is that a little bit like that?'  

'What the hell should I say first?'  

I felt like I was going to burst because my head was complicated.  

Fortunately, Ilya spoke to you before that.  

"… … Gift."  

"Huh?"  

"If you're curious about a gift, you're asked to come."  

"Ah… … ."  

right.  

Obviously it was. The situation was awkward, so I forgot it.  

Of course, that didn't mean the gift wasn't ready.  

It was put in a magic backpack so that Ilya could take it out anytime she came.  

The problem was, she wasn't sure she would like her gift.  

I was deliberately speaking more confidently in order to get it out somehow, but when the time to be confirmed came, my heart trembled as much as when I was in the championship decision.  

'OK. But, in case you didn't know, I prepared several.'  

Iron nodded, took a deep breath, then exhaled.  

Ilya looked at him with curious eyes.  

It's a very burdensome look, but that doesn't mean you can't show it.  

Airn, who had swallowed his saliva, took out the Juseom Juseom Island gifts.  

Ilya, who checked the list, lit her eyes.  

It was because the first gift I took out, the pattern engraved on the bracelet, was familiar.  

"It's Adonis."  

"Oh, yes. Actually… … I don't know what to like... … I don't think what I gave you before is not going to fit anymore, ah, so I think I liked it at that time, so it would be okay to give it a new gift... … ."  

"… … ."  

"Also, if you give me the same thing, it may seem a little disrespectful, so I prepared other things."  

Irene gossiped and explained the other gifts.  

When I talk about the blue sapphire necklace, I think it will suit you, so I said I'm sorry if I don't like anything cumbersome.  

When talking about stuffed bears, he said that there is music to calm the mind and body, and that it was made by asking a friend of his own.  

There were a few more subtle things, but Ilya couldn't help but laugh without hearing the explanation until the end.  

This is because I thought that Irene was still Irene.  

'It doesn't matter what the gift is.'  

It suits your taste and doesn't.  

How expensive it is, how precious it is.  

It wasn't that important.  

The one who handed the gift was none other than a child, Pareira.  

The most important thing was that you are a person who truly thinks, cares, and supports you.  

"uh… … Don't like it?"  

"no. Do you like it."  

"okay?"  

"Huh. I like them all. So give it to me."  

Ilya Lindsay sat on a bench around her, holding a variety of gifts to fill a basket.  

Then, one by one, he checked it as if he was stamping it with his eyes, and put it in the magic pocket he brought.  

Irene, who watched this with a sigh of relief, sat down by her side.  

After a while.  

Ilya, who had sat looking forward for a while, said quietly.  

"I, what should I do?"  

"… … ."  

"I don't know what to do in the future."  

A calm voice.  

dead pan.  

It looked the same as usual Ilya Lindsay.  

But Irene knew. How empty her heart is.  

Her story continued to flow.  

"When I first heard about you, I was angry, annoyed, and I hated to admit it… … So, I didn't want to lose, so I trained, trained, and swung my sword more like an evil spirit... … You know now? How meaningless it was. How empty it was to only listen to others, not me, and act as others gaze… … ."  

"… … ."  

"By the way, since I knew it, I couldn't think of anything. nothing… … I couldn't."  

It was ironic.  

To make yourself better, you need to realize your past.  

Fortunately it was resolved. Thanks to a precious friend named Airne.  

However, the moment she realized her faults so far, Ilya lost the driving force that was able to move forward.  

Even if it was in the wrong direction, the milestone was a milestone.  

Now that it has completely disappeared, Ilya's mind has become a vague and uneasy state that is no different from a sailboat drifting in the vast sea.  

"You said, I used to be shining."  

"But I can't remember. I can't remember that time."  

"how… … Should I do it? What am I supposed to live for in the future?"  

Ilya's words continued to pour out.  

Unlike the beginning, a slightly trembling voice. And a much more intense mind wave than that.  

Only the expression was the same as the first time, but Irene knew.  

As if he was forcibly blocking the waves of emotion, I felt the danger that the water would spill out of the snow at once.  

Fortunately.  

He had nothing to say to her.  

"I did too."  

"… … ."  

"I said it in the room last time. Me, there was a lot of work to get here."  

"… … Was it that way?"  

"Huh. I did. I'll tell you again."  

After looking at Ilya, Irene turned and looked ahead.  

And, as if flowing to a bird flying in the sky, he told his story carefully.  

Thanks to Ian, the swordsman, he was the first to worry about someone.  

Thanks to the magic teacher Lulu, he was the first to lift his sword.  

Thanks to his advisor Cubar, he was able to find a new journey with courage without being swayed by the difficulties that came again.  

And before that, the memories I had with Judith, Brat Lloyd, and Ilya Lindsay were firmly in place.  

"Maybe I am similar to you. I still don't know what path I should go, so I'm wandering. Maybe it will take a while longer."  

"… … ."  

"But there are people who believe in me that I can steadily move forward… … I think that's probably the same for you."  

Irene, who had said so far, turned again and looked at Ilya.  

Ilya also looked at Airn. The other's blue and deep eyes, the sincerity in them, were conveyed to the heart.  

"Because you believed in me before, so I was able to come this far."  

"… … ."  

"Now I will trust you. So… … ."  

You too, no together.  

We can do well together.  

As soon as I heard this, Ilya Lindsay felt the emotion she had endured popping out.  

Tears that quietly flow without being shaken or making loud noises.  

Looking at this, he gently grabbed the hand of a friend named Irene Faray.  
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After the tears and emotions poured out.  

Ilya talked to Airn one by one, and finally decided.  

Instead of returning to the family, he decided to continue practicing a little more with his precious friend.  

A journey to find a new self, to find your sword, to find out what you really want.  

I think I'll be there throughout the journey, so I feel much more comfortable than before.  

I felt like I met a rescue ship while I was floating with nothing.  

However, there was a problem, so it was other people except for Airn.  

Judith, Brat Lloyd, and Lulu, an orc and cat conjurer named Cubar.  

In fact, the latter two were okay.  

Basically, they were less shy, so if they explained their circumstances appropriately, they were more likely to welcome them.  

'But Brat and Judith... … I'm a little worried about it.'  

Iron looked stiff.  

Although they were close friends from the beginning, the two had no close relationship with Ilya even when they were prospective trainees.  

If you look at it, it belongs to the axis of the bad relationship.  

Of course, in the case of Judith, although Ilya resolved her feelings before leaving the swordsman, six years have passed since then.  

In addition, I know they didn't even pretend to know each other despite having encountered them again and again at Eisenmarkt.  

Ilya avoided the conversation unilaterally.  

In other words, the current they… … It was correct to think that the relationship was worse than the first time.  

"Is it okay?"  

Ilya asked.  

It wasn't obvious because it had no original expression, but Irene could see that she was quite anxious.  

He made eye contact and said with a light smile.  

"It won't be a problem. Basically, they are all good kids. There are some misunderstandings, but... … You quarreled during the swordsman and then solved it well, right?"  

"I do."  

"OK. I have me too. If I apologize now and say honestly that I want to be together, what would I say?"  

"Well… … ."  

"I'll tell you well. Do not worry about it."  

Irene responded with more confident expressions than usual, and Ilya nodded at her.  

Finally, after a long conversation, the two headed to John Drew's mansion.  

It was deliberately moved away to make room for the trainees, and there were only Judith and Brad Lloyd in the room.  

However, an unexpected situation occurred.  

"Nope."  

"Huh?"  

"It's the opposite. If we have been ignoring it all the time and now suddenly try to join, how should we take it in our position?  

Instead of Judith, who thought he would object to it, Brad Lloyd reacted colder.  

At the unexpected response, Irene was speechless, and Ilya also showed a restless expression.  

But it was Judith who was even more embarrassed.  

'This cub, suddenly why?'  

They are the two who expected this to some extent from the moment Irene went out to meet Ilya.  

It was a car that Brad said that it didn't matter one way or another, and that he didn't like it, and that he had no intention of accepting it unless he bent as much as possible.  

But it was embarrassing to say 'No!'  

She opened her mouth.  

"Hey you… … ."  

"Ilia Lindsay."  

However, Judith's words were immediately cut off by Bratt.  

I would have said something right away, but the expression was much more serious than I thought.  

She crossed her arms as if to watch the situation instead of flickering, and Irene and Ilya also waited for Brat's next words with tense faces.  

"You, what's the reason you want to join here?"  

"I, I… … ."  

"Well, roughly the prediction goes. To encourage and move forward with someone you can trust. To grow. It must be like that."  

"fit… … ."  

"Then, should I ask something else this time? Who is the'trustworthy' person you think?"  

"that's… … ."  

"It's probably just one child, Pareira. Of course neither Judith nor I will be included."  

"… … ."  

"is not it?"  

Brat Lloyd's rude speech continues to cut off his words.  

However, Ilya Lindsay couldn't be angry or excuse anything.  

Because his words were true.  

"You can't say no. Well, that's of course. In the first place, if I wanted to establish a proper relationship of trust with us, I wouldn't have called Irene alone and talked about it. The secret stories you shared outside, your inner life, the reasons you've ignored us so far, and everything else must have been confessed to us. is not it?"  

"… … ."  

"If that's difficult, it's not right to go with us, but to have a separate party with Irene."  

Sober words.  

There was silence in the hall.  

Irene and Ilya, as well as Judith, were even noticed.  

Brat's attitude, which was much more harsh than I thought, gave me sympathy for Ilya, but the atmosphere was too subdued to do so.  

In the end, the only person who can release the current mood is Brat Lloyd, who first spoke.  

Whether he knew about it, he sighed and opened his mouth again.  

"Who… … Of course, that wouldn't be possible due to her personality. To grab us and drag Ilya together... … Do you want to?"  

"… … ."  

Irene, who received Brat's eyes, nodded slightly while hesitated.  

Then it is. Brat, muttering quietly, looked at Ilya.  

She looked like she had nothing to say, but Ilya slightly lowered her gaze and bowed her head.  

Eventually, the situation came back to the origin.  

As Judith, Iron, and Ilya were thinking about how the current meeting would end, Brad, who was looking serious, threw his gaze at the three.  

And, as if he had decided something, he said quietly.  

"Good. We give way. If it's hard for you to do it first, we do it first."  

"… … ?"  

"It means that we will first tell our secrets that are difficult to do with others and that can only be revealed to people close to us. So it's easy for you to tell your story."  

'This kid, from the beginning, I was thinking of this.'  

Judith, who now grasped Bratt's intentions, nodded with an expression saying yes.  

In the first place, this guy was thinking of accepting Ilya.  

However, since it was too far away to live as if nothing had happened, it was intended to narrow the distance of the mind in advance before the invasion occurred later.  

By the way, why is the story of'we', not'me'?  

The thought suddenly came to Judith's mind.  

Usually, if you tell a story like this, don't you say you'll tell your own story first?  

The question was not resolved before long.  

"This is something I didn't tell anyone… … Judith believed in Santa until he was 14."  

"… … !"  

"… … ?"  

"Huh?"  

"Since I became a full-time trainee, I had to endure swearing and talk softly for several months to receive a gift from Santa. Of course, as soon as I found out that Santa wasn't there, I sweared tremendously... … ."  

"Hey! This crazy baby! If you're gonna tell, you'll have to unravel your secrets, why are you talking about others? This crazy motherfucker... … ."  

Kudangtang!  

Judith, who got up so rough that the chair fell, grabbed Brat Lloyd's fat.  

I didn't just grab it, I just lifted it up.  

Bratt, with his feet in the air, was smiling with a serene face even when he was dangling.  

Irene, who was watching this, laughed in vain.  

Santa Clause. The famous superstition that there is a grandfather who gives gifts to good children around the world on December 25th.  

However, it is so famous that most of them learn the truth at a young age, and when I heard that Judith believed it until the age of 14, I couldn't help but laugh.  

Of course, Judith, the party, wasn't funny at all.  

She with a bright red face is Kwadangtang! Screaming, laying down Brat roughly.  

"You tell me all about you too! If you pass it roughly, you really kill it!"  

"Okay. Do not worry about it."  

"You, the child too!"  

"… … I also?"  

"okay! Then did you just listen to us and try to end it?"  

"That's not it… … ."  

"naturally! Of course not. And Ilya!"  

"Yes."  

"No way everyone else is talking about themselves, but you alone aren't talking about anything like before, and you're keeping your head down, right?"  

"… … ."  

"If you do, you're really, a Sword Master and you're fighting until you get behind one side."  

"… … I'll do it, too."  

Ilya, who felt Judith's terrifying force, nodded without her knowing.  

I felt it when I left the swordsman in the past, but there was a time when Judith emitted a ridiculous momentum once in a while.  

Regardless of his swordsmanship skills, it was an energy like a beast that aroused the underlying fear.  

It was funny that it was "Santa Claus" that caused it, but at least there was no laughter at this moment.  

It was the same with Iron.  

"Hmmm. Then shall I talk first."  

Only Brat Lloyd maintained a calm attitude and told his story smoothly.  

Judith, who said, 'Let's see what he's talking about!', was completely ignored, but his story was much longer than expected.  

Memories shared with me as a prospective trainee from a very young age before entering the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

And the things that happened after that and the experiences I had after leaving the swordsmanship.  

Brad Lloyd talked about his whole life without any additions or subtractions.  

He showed himself to others as he was raw, with nothing to hide.  

"… … I'll tell you this time."  

Judith, the next turn, was the same.  

Even before Brat's story began, he was excited as if he was going to smash it all, but now he wasn't.  

She did her best to tell her true story, including her days in the slums, and then looked at Irene.  

Irene, who laughed, said the story that the three classmates once heard with all her heart.  

So, when the story of the three people is finally over.  

"… … ."  

Ilia Lindsay's eyes were once again in tears.  

In the six years after leaving the Chrono Swordsman, Ilya had been through the dark and narrow passages alone.  

The eerie glances and disgusting words of the public around him, as well as the deeper and darker imagination, and the fear that arose from it, held her for 24 hours.  

But not now.  

When you break through the long darkness and in the unfolding world, the anxiety and vagueness of the vastness come in greater contact than the warmth of the light.  

The three beings who approached him with their faces without lies were the most reassuring and reassuring part of anything else.  

"I… … ."  

That's why Ilia Lindsay's story began.  

The three listened with serious faces to her words, which continued to break slowly and stranded because of the feelings of happiness.  

6 years from the days of a prospective trainee of the Chrono Swordsman.  

Finally, the four were reborn as friends.  

* * *  

"Huh huh, can we join us now?"  

"Hi! Nice to meet you! I am the best cat enchantress on the continent! Call it Lulu! I also made the teddy bear you received! Hahaha!"  

When all four of them, including Ilya Lindsay, finished their stories.  

Cubar the Orc Magician and Lulu the Cat Magician appeared with bright faces.  

Despite being the first to see, the two treated Ilya without any awkwardness.  

There was no dissatisfaction with her joining.  

"Is it this way?"  

"Since it was originally."  

Ilya asked, and Irene nodded.  

Rather, the agenda that was more important than Ilya's joining was about where to go next.  

Cubar and Lulu have no other purpose, but the other four, including Airn, did not.  

Not just a trip, but a practice to pursue growth as a prosecutor.  

That was the purpose of this party, so the next place to visit should have been for him.  

At that time, Cubar gave his opinion.  

"How about going to see my Master?"  

"You are the Master of Kubar?"  

"Yes, my Master. perhaps… … ."  

After a while, he spoke with a sincere voice.  

"Irene, your dream… … You may be able to find out about the mysterious man."  
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    49. New Colleagues (3)  

Irene Fareira has a mysterious dream.  

A mysterious man dreams of practicing swords all day long, but in the past, it was a secret of himself alone, but now everyone in the party knows this.  

However, that said, no one knew about the identity of this man.  

It was because in the first place, there were too few clues.  

'By the way, can you find out who the man is?'  

Master of Cubar?  

How the hell?  

"How do you know that? Do you know anything by looking at it? No, but in the first place, you said all that was a scam? And if you have the ability to speak earlier, why haven't you been speaking until now?"  

Judith, who has an urgent personality, poured out a question.  

However, no one, including Judith's professional trainer, Brat, stopped her. Because everyone had the same mind.  

Of course, Irene well knows that not all the fortune tellers in the world are pseudonyms like Cubar.  

It would be ridiculous to be a cat magician right now, but even if there was at least one courageous fortune-telling, it wouldn't be strange.  

'… … If you think about it, the note I received from Cubar for the first time wasn't ordinary.'  

However, I was curious as to why Cubar was shutting his mouth so far.  

Irene looked at the orc fortune teller as if he was hoping for an answer, and, after a while, he opened his mouth.  

"To be honest... … Until now, I have not had the courage to go to see Master."  

"Yeah?"  

"The place where Master is located is the most prosperous place in the realm of the Orc, and I have a bad relationship with me... … No, this expression isn't appropriate. Anyway, there is someone who is reluctant to go there."  

"… … ."  

"It's cowardly, but I wasn't confident to go there alone."  

Cubar continued to say things with a rather bitter look.  

Considering his usual speaking skills, it's a pretty unfamiliar story.  

However, the emotions were revealed naked as if they were taken out of the chest.  

'You didn't wander around the continent because you wanted to live a wandering life.'  

I had no idea.  

Until now, Cubar has always led them with a bright, cheerful appearance.  

There seemed to be no worries, no anxiety, no sadness.  

It was Irene who felt a little bit of envy as he watched him leisurely shooting the continent as if he was a premiere in everything.  

It was a misunderstanding.  

Cubar just kept it inside and kept it hidden. He also had his own inner situation.  

"… … ."  

Irene was sorry for that.  

But thank you again.  

Even now, the conviction that he has become much closer to Cubar than at the beginning was settled in his mind as he is telling his story.  

This, in turn, aroused a positive energy for Airn.  

Of course, this alone did not fully understand Cubar's situation.  

Although he had a lot of stories to tell, he hasn't come up with a really important one yet.  

Again, Judith took the lead. She, with a frustrated expression, asked aloud.  

"So, that person… … Is it an orc?"  

"Okay."  

"Yes, who is that orc? Are you a bad guy? Is it so strong? What kind of child are you so scared of?"  

Judith's voice had a slight but irritation.  

Going to see a fortune teller, of course, isn't bad.  

Although pseudo, the philosophy of Cubar's point was to be heard from her point of view.  

It gives those who are not sure of themselves the time to look back on themselves, gives them direction, and gives them the strength and will to rise above themselves.  

In this respect, meeting Cubar's mentor would be of some help not only to Airn, but also to himself.  

'Maybe Ilya, it's the same with that child.'  

But, again, it was too abstract.  

Today's Judith wanted more than anything else to be intuitive and direct, a meditation that was helpful in his 'swordsmanship skills'.  

As I said before, I go to the tomb of the "Blood Demon" and pursue the enlightenment of the old hero.  

Ask former champion Ricardo Pinto to visit his father and swordmaster Harrison Pinto.  

Or go back to Lathion and use a swarm in hopes of breaking the signboard.  

On the other hand, visiting Cubar's mentor was too abstract and vague.  

However, after listening to Cubar's words, Judith's attitude changed 180 degrees.  

"No bad guys. Rather great... … No, this is not my story."  

"Ah, why is this man so frustrated today… … ."  

"But I can definitely answer the questions behind you. It's strong. It's very strong. Perhaps… … More than all the people here put together."  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

It was an amazing remark.  

Who are the four people who are gathered here now?  

They are the geniuses who have achieved the highest grades among Chrono's overwhelming talents, called the "Golden 27".  

But, even if they all attack, you're a strong person who is hard to beat?  

Everyone is lost.  

However, when Cubar's mouth revealed his identity, the four were forced to nod.  

It wasn't just agreeing.  

Judith, who got up from his seat, said loudly as if he had decided.  

"good. Let's go there!"  

"Will it be okay? No, of course, I was hoping you could help me out, but... … ."  

"Are you okay? Of course it's okay! In a yard where neither inspirational Latinos nor swordsmanship masters accept us, where is the opportunity to compete with such a strong man? let's go. Let's go there unconditionally!"  

"… … ."  

Cubar glanced at Judith, who was excited, and looked at others.  

Unlike her always relaxed look, her eyes filled with a lot of sorry.  

Irene, who was facing it, nodded with a smile.  

"Let's go."  

"Nothing bad."  

"… … If everyone agrees, I like it."  

"Oh, are you going to our orc tribe? I haven't been there before! exciting! Didn't you say there are a lot of Tai Hoi fruit? Good! Good!"  

Everyone, including Lulu spinning around in the air, readily listened to Cubar's request.  

Then the orc fortune teller couldn't open his mouth for a while, but only after swallowing his emotions, he said thank you.  

Of course, that wasn't the end.  

Having recovered his feelings, he confessed his circumstances to the party in more detail, and the Chrono Quarter and Lulu nodded gently again this time.  

A complex, but joyful smile settled on Cubar's face.  

Thus, the next destination was decided.  

Durkaly, the largest orc city located in the northwestern part of the continent.  

New anticipation rose to everyone's faces.  

* * *  

After Ilya Lindsay joins the party and the next destination is decided by Cubar's request.  

Each party took time to organize their relationship at Eisenmarkt.  

"Eh? What are you talking about. What do you have to organize? Did you have any acquaintances living here?"  

"The unsociable guy. I've been here for 4 months, but it's strange that you didn't make a friend."  

"Huh huh, I have some drinking friends I made with Brat. I think I should say my last greeting with them."  

"Is it only because of the swordsmanship, or because of the different personality…? … ."  

"Really."  

Brat Lloyd and Cubar had a drink while taking turns with the residents who had a relationship.  

"Thank you. I hate to even imagine what would have happened if you hadn't found me."  

"Thank you. Thank you very much. Thanks to that, I was able to have the best moments in my journalist's life!  

"I'll stop by again next time. At that time, I'll show you the more complete John Drew style swordsmanship. Oh that… … Can you talk to Lulu? Next time I see it, it's burdensome, so stop sprinkling some money... … ."  

Irene left behind her last memories at Eisenmarkt by exchanging virtues with Grayson, Hintz, and John Drew.  

Of course, it was the same with Ilya Lindsay.  

"Thank you, Emma."  

"… … ."  

Unlike Airn, Brat, and Cubar, there is no external relationship.  

However, it was not that no one was precious.  

From the nearest place so far.  

Emma Garcia, the escort knight, who cherished, gave, and cared for herself with the deepest and deepest heart.  

It was late, but very late... … I had to say I was sorry and thankful to her.  

"How could I have been so stupid?"  

"… … ."  

"I'm so obsessed with the words of idiots who have nothing to do with me, and I don't pretend to hear the words of someone who takes care of me closer than anyone else... … ."  

"No, my lady."  

Emma Garcia shakes her head hard.  

However, her eyes were already wet.  

I was also grateful for Ilya's words, but I couldn't stand the feelings of her feelings on her face, who looked much more comfortable than in the past few years.  

"Well then, I'll go well. Don't worry too much. Tell your parents that you have been so sorry and thankful so far. I got stronger... … Even if I will return soon."  

"How dare I worry about the Sword Master? Rather, the lady should be worried about me. If the Caju sees that I was kicked out of my escort mission, I could be deprived of my knighthood on that day."  

"uh? Really?"  

"Of course it's a joke."  

"no… … ."  

"But it will be really upsetting, maybe."  

"… … ."  

"It's okay though."  

Emma Garcia, who confessed all her hardships with just a few jokes.  

She slowly and gently held Ilya Lindsay in her arms.  

An act that is rude for what the vassals do to the owner.  

But Ilya said nothing.  

I just quietly and quietly feel the warmth of the other person.  

"With good people, with great friends… … A cooler driver, come back as a prosecutor. I believe."  

"… … I will definitely."  

With that said, Ilya Lindsay left the mansion where she had stayed for nearly a year, and the escort knight Emma Garcia looked at the master's distant appearance for a long time.  

Sad, but more happy than ever.  

After confirming that Ilya had completely disappeared from sight, she prayed for a long time afterwards that her future would be full of blessings.  

* * *  

Four days after the four members reunited.  

After finishing all the surroundings, the party left Eisenmarkt.  

All sorts of gladiators, including officials in the Land of Proof, asked not to leave, but couldn't stop them.  

Meow!  

Miyaao-  

Hey ahhh-!  

"Bye! You have to live long and healthy!"  

Hoop-!  

Whilick!  

Lulu, who threw a bunch of salmon at the cats who came out to see him off, was the last one, and Airn Pareira and the group completely escaped the city.  

Likewise, watching the four advancing ahead, Cubar felt his heart becoming magnificent.  

'Is there any other party in the world that is so young and so strong?'  

It really was.  

Two of the four had reached the level of "masters," which all prosecutors could not hope for, and the other two were also at such an enormous level that few of the experts could be beaten.  

Even their average age was 20, so it was a party on the continent that would surprise the world.  

'It's not just the swordsmanship that is strong.'  

I recalled the appearances of the people Cubar had seen in the last four months, or even between trips.  

Brat Lloyd, who did not lose his composure under any circumstances, proceeded his way smoothly and firmly.  

Judith is passionate like a huge flame, sublimating even a distressing, exhausted situation as a driving force for growth.  

Likewise, Ilia Lindsay, who has lost herself in a distressing situation, eventually finds her place and is moving in the right direction.  

And lastly… … .  

'No matter how difficult and uncomfortable situations are, they never avoid, but bump into the face and overcome them. … It's an iron pareila.'  

Kumar, who had thought so far, shed a bloody laugh.  

It was absurd when I think about it now.  

I thought I was here to watch young people grow up close, but what I learned was myself.  

If it weren't for them, he would still have lived around the continent.  

Without having the courage forever, not thinking about returning to their home.  

"Kubar!"  

"Well? Why but?"  

Then, Judith turned around and called him.  

When Cubar raised a question mark, she said with a smile.  

"This journey, in a way, means that we are accepting Cubar's request. right?"  

"Uh, is it like that? It's not a request, it's a request, but... … ."  

"Well that's it. Anyway, since this is the requested position, we will guide you to Durkaly."  

"Yes?"  

"Because Kubar means you can rest comfortably, you know that."  

"… … Huh huh, can I really do that?"  

Kumar said with an unexpected face.  

Of course, so far he has been in charge of all kinds of chores, but that was natural as a guide.  

But when I was told that I would take care of even that part, a calm impression came from deep in my heart.  

Of course, that feeling didn't last long.  

Exactly after a day.  

'… … Wouldn't it be better for me to just do it?'  

Watching the party go back in a mess, Cubar had no choice but to think that it would be much better for him to come out again.  
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    50. What are you doing (1)  

"The wagon lets this body drive."  

When four people decided to replace Cubar, who had been in charge of all sorts of chores, it was Brat Lloyd who volunteered to drive the carriage.  

He thought he was the most suitable person because he was the one who had a lot of horse opponents next to Cubar, who also worked as a coachman, and he had been riding horses often since childhood.  

And the idea fits well.  

Rattle, rattle!  

"Well! Um!"  

"Hey! I don't know!"  

"It's my first time in a wagon. Wait until you get used to it."  

Although the ride was worse than when Cubar drove, Bratt drove the wagon not bad.  

Judith, who was complaining about the stretch, was also quick to learn so that after an hour or so, he did not scream.  

But what's really important is that Brat was a little bit oriented.  

"what? Didn't you say that there would be a village for lunch?"  

"The map is wrong."  

"The map is wrong, it's because you got the wrong direction!"  

"This is not as easy as I think. Since the length is not only at the shortest straight distance, there is no help in getting an error little by little after bending a few times... … ."  

"It can't be helped! I have to go two more hours!"  

"… … ."  

As Judith and Brat were arguing, Cubar swallowed a laugh.  

Still, this was okay.  

For the first time in my life, I was on the good side of driving a wagon, and I thought that I would have to hold onto it little by little.  

However, after entering the village, such thoughts began to change little by little.  

"The total cost of accommodation is 32 silver."  

"Okay. here… … ."  

'No, wait! 32 silver is too expensive for such a facility!'  

Is it because everyone has lived a life that is not enough.  

Lulu, Brat, and Ilya's sense of money was absolutely ridiculous.  

As the other side noticed and nodded at the price he had struck, Cubar felt something rising from the inside.  

It wasn't a matter of having a lot of finances and lack of money.  

Rather than cutting the price, it was unacceptable for him to go in two or three times.  

"No, it's not an extravagant building in a big city. Does it make sense that this room has 32 silver? What is the number of pieces?"  

"Huh huh, young lady. It's a renovation, if you talk to an adult like that... … ."  

"What? Adult? Recklessly? I tried to go to a good horse in this foal ... … ."  

Still, it was a bigger problem for Judith, who had the concept of money, to come out.  

She was a trouble maker, who has increased her anger lately, and raises her voice whenever she has a spare time.  

If it wasn't for Airn, who intervened late, something would have been left behind, but as this happened several times in a row, Cubar's expression had to get worse and worse.  

But there was something terrible enough to put everything up until now aside.  

It was Ilya Lindsay's cooking skills.  

"Hey! Crazy! What shit did you do with expensive meat!"  

"It's a shit. Why do you say that?"  

Did you feel anxious about the fact that each one took on one job?  

When I was preparing for homelessness because the distance between towns was ambiguous, it was Ilya, who said she would try this evening.  

Everyone in the group gave permission for a moment, even with suspicious expressions, because they were just grilling meat, not trying something difficult.  

After a while, however, the appearance of the finished food was terrible.  

It must have grilled high-quality beef, but it was something unknown on the bowl.  

Bratt, holding the fork and knife, sighed a little, then muttered quietly.  

"It's a twisted Nether Goblin skin."  

"What… … !"  

"Brat is right? No, I'd rather understand if it's completely burned. What on earth did you do and how did this come out? Please explain the cooking process."  

"I didn't do anything weird. Just wash the meat normally, pour oil into the pan, and light it... … ."  

"Did you turn? Why wash the meat neatly in water! And how much oil did you use!"  

"This much… … ?"  

"Oh, it's not the level of oil, but the meat is drowned in the oil drum!"  

"… … ."  

Ilya, looking at Judith running on the road, noticed her surroundings.  

The dignity of the champion who came to the land of proof was not as great as the eyeball, but either way or not, Brat and Lulu exhaled their sighs.  

Even the most reassuring friend, Airn, stabbed the meat a few times and then quietly laid down the tableware.  

And when the knife didn't go well, he unconsciously spewed out a sword.  

Wow... …  

I don't know-  

With Cheng-!  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

"Ah, because it's a Sword Master, you purposely cooked it tough."  

"… … ."  

The meat cut in half on the first plate and fell on the floor.  

Ilya walked into the carriage with a somber expression, said Cubar, who quietly watched the situation.  

"Just what I was doing, I'll do it. If you need help, then I will ask for it."  

"Is that so?"  

"That would be great."  

"Sure."  

"OK!"  

Irene, Brat, Judith, and Lulu answered at the same time, and from that day on, peace came to the party again.  

Ilya, who was a precious lady of a high family, was able to spend a comfortable day.  

Of course, she was by no means stupid in every way.  

Wow-!  

"… … As I have shown you now, if you use Aurer in this way, you can move in a lot more colorful ways."  

"Well, definitely. However, it seems that it will take quite a while to become skilled... … ."  

"Ah. In my case, it feels like pushing the water out, and if you do it this way... … ."  

"Ah, that's right. It is definitely easier than before."  

"Ilia? Is it right this way?"  

"Yes. It's similar."  

"Hmm."  

Judith, who came to him without fail, and a nonsword started under the leadership of Brad Lloyd.  

Unlike Irene Fareira, who took a considerable amount of time to adapt, Ilya Lindsay boasted a considerable knowledge of swordsmanship and aura operation from the start.  

Irene assisted her, who lavishly confessed her know-how, using her 'Aura-seeing eye', and Brat learned it as if a sponge sucked in water.  

"… … ."  

Watching this, Judith felt that a corner of her heart became uncomfortable.  

Of course it's a good thing. There are two Swordmasters who are generously giving their knowledge.  

Even Brad wasn't standing still.  

Although he couldn't lead the flow, even Judith, who is proud of the appearance that sometimes even Ilya throws up a flashy idea, was forced to nod.  

That was the problem.  

'Damn it.'  

The feverish feeling that came once again.  

Concealing it as much as possible, she also tried her best to fight.  

Not only did he try his best to follow the two geniuses, or even the three geniuses in the actual battle, as well as the nonswords.  

Thanks to that, I felt that my stagnant skills gradually slowed down.  

"Ah, I know for sure now. It feels like this."  

"Your method is also very useful. It was helpful."  

"Thank you, Brad."  

The gap has not yet narrowed.  

'Do not worry about it. Don't mind, let's do what I'm going to do.'  

'No, you have to care. You have to stick more and chew more.  

'So, with that power, we have to catch up with them all. That's right.'  

Anguish that constantly comes.  

The pressure that keeps building up.  

Breaking through it all, Judith tried to pass the day as if nothing had happened.  

But sometimes, it was difficult to endure all the rising anger.  

"Oh, there is such a rare drink in such a small town!"  

"i See. exactly… … Well. Come to think of it, I didn't even have a proper reception after I joined Ilya."  

"Ah, that's right! Then, should we have a welcome party? With this delicious drink!"  

'Because they're like crazy drunks!'  

Seeing Cubar and Brat Lloyd hitting well, Judith felt his anger soaring for nothing.  

It was strange.  

I know that they were originally such a guy, and despite being in a position to often drink alcohol out of the old black history... …  

Looking at that relaxed look, I felt bad for nothing.  

Of course, it did not reveal it outwardly.  

Judith when he was young would not know, but Judith is now much more mature than before.  

Most of all, there were few people here who could have their own anger.  

Cubarya was a real adult who never showed displeasure in the midst of doing bad things, and even though Irene is a guy with a ridiculous talent to the point where he gets feverish when he sees him... …  

I couldn't be angry with that stupid good guy. Lulu didn't have to say.  

And Brad... … .  

'No, let's not think.'  

Judith, shaking his head vigorously, turned his gaze.  

Then I saw Ilya watching the drink on the table with a strange expression.  

'Yes, this guy is a little annoying.'  

Of course, it wasn't that I really hated it or had a feeling of resentment.  

However, it is true that there is less friendship than others in the party.  

It could be said that it was perfect for solving the twisted examination.  

Of course, I never thought of doing something terrible.  

'… … Even so, a light joke would be okay.'  

Judith, who smiled, called her.  

"Ilia."  

"Huh?"  

"Have you ever had a drink?"  

"no."  

"okay? Then you can drink it this time."  

"Hmm… … Would it be okay? It looks like a very strong alcohol, but it's okay if I drink it... … ."  

Ilya was in the middle of talking with her hand.  

Judith, who hatefully raised one corner of his mouth, said in a small but clear voice.  

"Are you chewy?"  

"… … ."  

A short word.  

A word close to slang, never heard of among the nobles.  

However, only the meaning was conveyed more clearly than any noble words.  

'Calm down.'  

Ilya Lindsay gently closed her eyes.  

And it calmed my mind.  

Don't you already know. Judith has been that way since ancient times.  

No, it was a very cute level now compared to the past, when annoyances sprang up beyond spitefulness.  

"Are you chewy?"  

"… … okay. Are you going to drink too?"  

However, Judith's provocation one more time did not have the skills to withstand.  

Ilya opened her eyes and added a backstage.  

"Shall I bet?"  

"What? bet?"  

"okay. I'm drinking one glass at a time. Until one side is said to have lost or loses his mind. Don't you think it will be fun?"  

"Ha, I am… … ."  

"Hey, Ilya… … ."  

"Judith, Ilya. Do you both like that?"  

"Oh oh! I've seen a lot of things like this before! Is it a match? Are you competing with alcohol?"  

"Huh huh, huh huh huh."  

While Lulu and Cubaar watched, Irene and Brat tried to dry the two women.  

Who sees the damage when Judith, who is weak, and Ilya, who drink for the first time, get drunk?  

Of course, they would see them in good spirits.  

Of course, not just for that reason, but even because they are worried, it was right to stop this bet.  

"… … Chewy?"  

But the moment Ilya spits out the same words with an awkward look.  

bang!  

"Good. I accept that match. Shall we set aside a table?"  

"okay. Please give me two glasses over here."  

"Uh, uh… … ."  

"… … ."  

Judith and Ilya move to different seats without even having time for Iron and Brat to dry.  

Between the two in a fierce snowball fight, a 40-degree whiskey bottle and an on-the-rock glass of ice were placed.  

Then Judith said.  

"I don't need ice. Oh, do you need it?"  

"… … I don't need this either."  

"Haha, you are proud! Okay, let me give you a shot glass."  

The owner of the shop cleared up a glass of ice with a nice face, and then put down two small glasses.  

And I poured out strong whiskey, roughly 3/4 of the time.  

Either that or not, the two glared at each other.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

A breathtaking moment.  

Judith lifted the glass, feeling that the air around him had become heavier.  

Ilya Lindsay was also struck by this and raised the glass. In the meantime, I looked at the other person's cup.  

He seemed to check whether he would intentionally spill alcohol by shaking his hand.  

Of course it didn't happen.  

Eventually, two proud prosecutors drank alcohol through their throats without a toast.  

And that was the last sight Judith remembered that day.  
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"… … !"  

It is an unfamiliar ceiling.  

It was the first thought Judith opened his eyes.  

With her head blank, she pondered for a long time why she was lying on an unfamiliar bed in an unfamiliar room and staring at the unfamiliar ceiling.  

1 minute to be with such an ecstatic expression.  

When she was full of consciousness, she raised her upper body and muttered in a quiet voice.  

"city… … foot… … ."  

I remembered yesterday.  

To be precise, not all of them were remembered.  

Ilya Lindsay, drinking with the nasty guy and drinking the first cup was intact in my head, and after that, it was hazy, as if pouring water on the picture.  

But that alone was enough to swear words.  

It was because there was a strong possibility that he would have lost the bet.  

'No, maybe I just don't remember. He got drunk first, then I was excited to drink more... … Then you may have lost your memory, right?'  

Judith, with his only hope in mind, frowned on yesterday's memories, sighing as nothing still came to mind.  

Yes, it probably won't work.  

It was the moment I was thinking about that.  

Good profit... …  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

A visit opened with an unpleasant sound, whether it was not oiled properly.  

And with him, the black cat quietly enters Judith's room.  

Lulu tried to put the cup of water down on the table, and when Judith and her eyes met, she silently avoided her gaze.  

Such a reaction made Judith's heart terribly unsettling.  

She kept looking at Lulu, asking in a slightly tense voice.  

"Lulu."  

"uh? Huh?"  

"Do you know what I did yesterday? I was drunk and said something weird or something like that."  

"Huh? no? I'm not sure. I had a table with Ilya separately."  

"No one else would have brought me here to support me. I don't think I came up myself."  

"Ah! Uh yeah, Brat took me. I was drunken and drowsy, but there wasn't much."  

Lulu says nothing happened.  

However, he continued to avoid Judith's gaze, which once again aggravated her anxiety.  

Judith arose from his seat and strides toward Lulu.  

The little cat trembled when he saw the enormous shadow coming on.  

However, the opponent's eyes were too bitter to escape by using magic.  

"Lulu."  

"Huh."  

"Say it right."  

"Well, what are you talking about. I only told the truth."  

"I won't do any harm."  

"… … ."  

"Really. It's really okay, what happened yesterday. Just tell me the truth. If I did or did not say strange things, did I do strange things, if I did, who heard them, who didn't. Not all of them are missing."  

"… … Probably, Brat, Irene, and Cubar hadn't heard what Judith had to say in a conversation between themselves. Except for the last time I woke up and sang a song. It was so loud that everyone in the store heard it."  

"… … okay?"  

"… … Should I continue?"  

"Huh. I have to continue."  

Judith answers with a bright smile.  

Looking at her scary face, Lulu had to confide everything she saw and heard.  

* * *  

"… … So, you too can't remember because you were drunk a lot yesterday, right?"  

"I see. How many times do I have to tell you to understand?"  

"Then it's a draw, so you can know that?"  

"… … Do it."  

"OK got it."  

A ferocious look.  

However, Judith, who got up from the seat, dismissed his expression as if it were a little relieved, and left Ilya's room.  

"I really don't remember, right?"  

"… … ."  

"Okay. Go, go."  

Sweet  

"Woo."  

This time, Ilya sighed while watching Judith really close the door and leave.  

To tell you the truth, Ilya remembered yesterday exactly.  

Although he was drunk, it wasn't enough to get distracted by the fact that he had a stronger drink than Judith.  

She quietly recalled the conversation that took place yesterday.  

'… … What?'  

'No, it is. Even in the wagon, I always look at only Ai, and even when I'm homeless, I naturally open up next to her, and when I cook, I give her first.'  

'… … .'  

'Speak honestly. Are you not interested?'  

'It's not like that.'  

'No, how fast I noticed… … .'  

'I'm just closer than you guys, not that kind of feeling.'  

'Ha! Even lying... … .'  

'… … If you put it like that, you are the same.'  

'uh?'  

'You are the same. I talked the most with Brat Lloyd, and naturally, I settled next to Brat, and Brat… … .'  

'What bullshit is that suddenly?'  

'No? Or say... … .'  

'Ah, get off! Drink more! What nonsense bullshit... … .'  

Judith's question, who was sloppy, but stuck deeper in her heart than she thought.  

Ilya, who belatedly chewed on it, made a subtle expression. The face underneath the slightly bowed head changed from place to place unusually.  

But when she looked up again, she kept her face as cold as usual.  

"… … I have to wash it."  

Ilya Lindsay heads to the washroom while muttering quietly.  

As she cooled her slightly hot skin with cold water, she continued her thoughts about the sword, as always.  

* * *  

A long time has passed since I left Eisenmarkt, the city of gladiators.  

Perhaps because it was heading to the north of the continent, even though it was close in June, it was maintaining the cool weather.  

Of course, no matter how cool the wind blew, it couldn't cool the sweat of your young prosecutors.  

Dalian and non-geom, close to actual practice, held after lunch and dinner.  

Through this, the four members were getting as many things as when they were in Eisenmarkt.  

"… … ."  

However, Ilya Lindsay's heart was still empty.  

After leaving the Chrono Swordsman, she had been following Ignet Cresencia for five or six years.  

Although it was an action that was pushed by the gaze and chatter of others rather than one's own will, the vainness was indescribably large when the goal was gone.  

Maybe it was because of this that it could naturally melt into the arguments of the chrono trainees.  

In the past, Ilya Lindsay, who had been engrossed in swords, did not show her know-how to others.  

I didn't want to interact with others.  

But now that's not the case, if you think about the reason... … .  

'I don't know if it's because I'm no longer greedy for the sword than before.'  

As before, the sword is neither precious nor desperate.  

That's why they share their things more comfortably and without hesitation than before.  

No, I'm not sure. Nevertheless, he still remembers his sword every day, and he is practicing his swordsmanship.  

'What will I be like now?'  

'I feel more comfortable than before. But I don't know if this is good.'  

'I'm envious of Irene. I envy Brad and Judith. I envy people who are actively trying to move forward.'  

'Can I be like them? Will I be able to find what I was hoping for at the end of this trip?'  

'What if I can't do that? If so, what should I do?'  

'I am not desperate for a sword, what is it?'  

Countless thoughts scattered my mind.  

Ilya walked and walked in the northwest wasteland without knowing who was around or where she was walking.  

There was no focus in the eyes, and there was no strength in walking.  

Pot-!  

A black cat appeared in front of her.  

Surprised, but still expressionless, Ilya was trying to say something, but Lulu's mouth opened first.  

"If your mind is too complicated, don't think about anything."  

"… … ."  

"Anyway, it keeps appearing again, right? The snake spins round and round like a tail bite, and nothing is resolved. Just pour it out and empty it. That way, it becomes comfortable, and when it becomes comfortable, you can start filling it up again from then on."  

Advice I have heard several times from my father and other vassals.  

Fortunately, unlike in the past, where I lived with my eyes and ears closed, Ilia now has a relatively clear view.  

After a while, she asked Lulu.  

"Well, I've never done it."  

"What?"  

"To empty your hair. Whatever it is, I think I've always been thinking about it."  

"Things like that happen, too. Because humans are not cats."  

"Are cats good at emptying their hair?"  

"Huh. If you decide, you can do it 24 hours. Would you like to follow me?"  

Shuwoong Lulu, who flew away, landed on a flat rock, and then stretched out.  

And I stared blankly at the endless horizon.  

A face that seems to have no worries, worries, or thoughts.  

The black cat said, looking like it could be forever.  

"Ilia, too, come next to me and repeat."  

"… … ."  

Ilya Lindsay glanced around.  

The people who stopped walking were staring at themselves.  

The gaze was a bit burdensome, but she approached him as Lulu said, and sat down, staring blankly in front of nothing.  

"… … ."  

Still worries followed by biting the tail on the tail.  

However, the pressure was a little less than before.  

Maybe if I had a little more like this, I thought I might not feel any weight someday.  

At that time, Brad Lloyd, who was watching them silently, sat down next to her.  

And with a blank gaze, I started to look forward the same way.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

It wasn't that way.  

Cubar and Airen Pareira, who exchanged their eyes, followed the three and plunged next to each other. And he looked at the air without fail.  

Judith, who looked at this with an absurd expression, said a word.  

"What are everyone doing? Did you go crazy as a group?"  

"Judith."  

"Why."  

"Shut up."  

"This crazy cub is a long time ... … ."  

Judith, sulking, strides towards Brat to strike him in the back of the head.  

But I couldn't.  

The front where everyone's eyes are located.  

This is because the majestic view of the endless horizon gave her a feeling of washing her mind for some reason.  

"… … ."  

In the end, even Judith, who sat next to Brat silently, looked forward with a similar expression.  

As if all that had been busy so far was a lie, the children of Pareira had a long, thoughtless break.  

It was about two hours later that such a peaceful time was broken.  

Dagdak Dagdak  

Male and female  

The sound of leading horses and carriages. And a lot of people talking.  

They got closer and closer. Cubar turned his head. Was the top.  

Hmm, thinking for a moment, he woke up the still vacant party.  

"How about a break like this? If the direction is similar to the destination at the top, burying it over there."  

"Let's join?"  

"right. Isn't the wagon also a broken yard."  

As Cubar said, the current Airen and the group were on foot without a carriage.  

It was because Bratt, who was driving a wagon, couldn't check the rock while thinking about something else, but no one was injured thanks to his amazing motor skills.  

Of course, apart from him, it was a sad accident.  

Of course, whether riding a carriage or walking, there was no reason to be with the top.  

"In order to find a new self, I think you have to frequently try experiences that you have never done before."  

"… … ."  

Ilia Lindsay nodded when he heard Cubar speak.  

Honestly, it was a bit burdensome.  

But it was understandable enough.  

Just as it is better now than when you were trapped in Eisenmarkt's mansion, you may be able to gain something else by bumping into new characters.  

Of course you may not get it, but what about it?  

Perhaps thanks to the two hours of peaceful time, her heart was softer than before.  

"Okay, then let's go."  

The orc fortune-teller, who had obtained everyone's consent, took the lead and headed toward the top.  

Unlike in the past, it was four people and Lulu, who are helping with things like that, but it was definitely better to leave these things to Cubar.  

After a while, said Cubar, who took permission from the top as a matter of course.  

"Fortunately, the direction is the same. It's not as far as Durkaly, but it's the top heading to the nearby Orc tribe."  

"Isn't it an atmosphere that bothers us?"  

"The Orc fortune teller from the Orc Territory is asking me, but there is no top to defeat it."  

"That's also true."  

As Airn nodded, listening to Cubar's words, two people approached from the top.  

They seemed not to be high people, but people in charge of chores, but someone who seemed to be the senior introduced them first.  

"nice to meet you. This is the top employee, Kenzal. This is Frederick."  

"Hello. As I said earlier, it's Cubar, a wandering fortune teller."  

"Good morning. It's called Irene."  

"This is Brad."  

"It's Judith."  

"… … This is Ilya. Nice to meet you."  

"I'm Lulu, the cat magician, nice to see you!"  

"Ugh! That, I see."  

Judith and Brat reacted naturally to see if this hadn't happened, and Ilya opened her mouth slightly awkwardly.  

Of course, there was no obstacle to joining.  

They moved together, attached to the tail end of the top, like a duckling following a mother duck.  

"… … ."  

So, after a while, the group of Airun joined the top.  

Frederick, the younger of the two employees who had faced, frowned and thought.  

'Ilia, Irene, Brat, Judith... … I think it's the name I've heard from somewhere... … .'  
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Frederick, a senior employee at the top, born in the northwestern part of the continent, was more interested in rumors from other regions than others.  

Even though I was in a situation where I was carrying luggage in the corners of the village, my goal was to build up a top level that could endure the continent with one's own name someday.  

In order to become a good trader, you have to be sensitive to information, and the most important of the information was information about people.  

He was told to focus on the things he was doing instead of the useless thoughts around him, but for this reason Fredrick was unable to stop the gossip that he heard everywhere.  

so that.  

"Ugh!"  

It wasn't long before I realized it.  

Ilya, Irene, Bratt, and Judith.  

How great are these four names?  

"What, all of a sudden?"  

Suddenly, he stared at the assistant making a strange sound, and Kenzal, an employee at the top, made an impression.  

This guy was the type that he shouldn't be comfortable with because he often made mistakes while thinking strangely.  

However, unlike his usual appearance, which was scared of himself, Fredrick still sticks to his side while maintaining a surprised expression.  

And, as if telling you something really important, he whispered by killing the sound.  

"Kenzal."  

"What, disgustingly. Aren't you off?"  

"That's because it's an important story. Those people over there, do you know who they are?"  

"do not know. How do I know."  

"They are great prosecutors."  

"What?"  

"Have you not heard of the story that the golden generation of the Chrono Swordsman is active in the land of proof?"  

"I think I heard it… … Why? Are you sure they are those people?"  

"Yes! They have the same name! Even Swordmaster, Ilya Lindsay!"  

It was Frederick who hadn't heard that Iron was a Swordmaster yet.  

But what I know now was enough.  

With a face that couldn't hide his excitement, he tried to tell the story of the 27 Chrono trainees, Irene Fareira, and Swordmaster Ilya Lindsay.  

But I couldn't.  

Said Kenzal, who crackled his forehead.  

Just  

"Oh! Why… … ."  

"Don't be bullshit, do your job straight."  

"No, it's futile… … Because they have the same name?"  

"This child, if the name is the same, is it all? If I change my name to Julian from now on, huh? Can you pretend to be the commander of the White Knights of the Holy Kingdom?"  

"But, the age looks very similar... … ."  

"Then tell me. Why did such great nobles come all the way to here, the remote continent of the continent, and why would they stick to our top? uh? The nobles who will be playing games while receiving a tremendous charge at the gladiator arena."  

"that's… … ."  

Fredrick was speechless.  

There was nothing to refute.  

Kenzal sighed as he watched him linger.  

"Wow, think about it. uh? At first glance, it's because they don't want to reveal their names. Well, seeing the ears flowing on his face, he could be a nobleman... … Whoa, let's say no more."  

Kenzal walks forward with his tongue pounding.  

Looking at him from behind, Frederick, an employee at the end of the day, pouted.  

'Or it's not, why hit the head.'  

Besides, isn't it possible?  

Something came to the heart of the young top employee.  

In common sense, Kenzal's words are more convincing, but I didn't want to accept it because I'm in a situation where I'm always scolded.  

He glanced back.  

A strange atmosphere that is hard to find in such a country.  

Besides, if a party with strange creatures such as Orc Magicians and Talking Cats doesn't contain any secrets, that would be weird.  

'I will reveal the secret!'  

Frederic, determined with a determined expression, lit his eyes.  

So the investigation of the upper-level staff began.  

* * *  

'… … It's very ambiguous.'  

On the 3rd day after Airun's group joined the top.  

In the meantime, Fredrick has been running around them on several small errands, picking up stories of one another.  

I wondered if I could infer the identity through the contents of the conversation.  

'Because they are great prosecutors, they must be telling a great story. Especially, since Brat Lloyd and Ilya Lindsay are high-ranking nobles, they might talk about the situation on the continent or diplomatic issues.'  

But it wasn't.  

Frederick wandered around for the past three days and recalled their conversations one by one.  

"Many people say that the king of fermented wine is wine. Well, to some extent, I admit it. It is said that God gave mankind grapes, and the devil gave mankind how to make wine. But I think it's beer that has had a huge impact on more people and more happiness... … ."  

"Well, isn't it good to just drink what you want to eat? So, by the way, there are also fermented liquors made from rice in the eastern part of the continent. They are called Takju and Cheongju, but the taste is... … ."  

Brat Lloyd and the Orc Sorcerer constantly talk about alcohol.  

"Ilia, what is it? Is your head complicated again?"  

"Ah, yeah. a little… … ."  

"I told you! In such a case, it is better to empty it out blankly. I can do enough while walking."  

"is it?"  

"Huh. Now, try it. What... … ."  

"Meow… … ."  

I don't know what's going on, but Ilia Lindsay and the talking cat fall into a stupid state without even trying.  

"Hey, hey."  

"… … Why."  

"I'm bored, so say anything. It's fun."  

"… … Do you know what it is when the sand cries? It's dirt soil."  

"… … ."  

"… … Uh, so, when the sand cries, it gets moist, and the soil is moist than the sand, so it's called dirt soil, but it's similar to the sound of crying... … ."  

"Did Kuvar tell you?"  

"Huh… … ."  

"Just be quiet. I'd rather be involved in talking about alcohol."  

"sorry."  

Iron Fareira and Judith pour out jokes without drawing strings.  

It was a conversation that was really messy, which could hardly be seen as prosecutors who will be responsible for the next generation of the continent.  

However, to raise doubts at all, the stories they gathered at each meal were different.  

"I mean mixing expressions on the steps, but if you use it well, you can change direction in the air, isn't it?"  

"It is theoretically possible. If you shoot it like a strong burst... … ."  

"Well, in an urgent situation… … Or, I could use it as a trap after flying in the air on purpose."  

"So it turns out that Cubar and Orc warriors mix spirits when fighting, aren't there any?"  

"I have. As I write, there are cases where the spirits themselves are used together, or they melt the mysteries of the five spirits in the operation of the aura altogether. … ."  

"Then he too… … Five elements? Do you use it?"  

"I also use spirits. I use both. Why are you interested?"  

"Yes. I want to see what kind of flow it is."  

"Hey, don't know alone, please explain to us after seeing it."  

'… … When you see these things, they also look like great prosecutors.'  

Fredrick doesn't know much about the sword.  

However, the degree of difference between'what seems like that' and'what seems to be real' can be distinguished.  

It was because he had dealt with several mercenaries.  

From his judgment, it seemed clear that they were people with something.  

However… … .  

'If you think about your appearance at different times, it means that the sense of disjoint is too great.'  

"Hmm… … ."  

Fredrick carefully watched the four prosecutors.  

Sharp eyes like a detective.  

Of course, it wasn't the Kenzal to watch over.  

Paak  

"Oh! Why are you hitting it!"  

"Don't be banging and get ready to eat."  

"I would do it on my own, but I must use violence… … ."  

"Yes, as you say, you have to use violence to move, so you raise your hand. Move fast and fast before you earn more!"  

With those words, Kenzal quickly finds his job.  

Fredrick was very dissatisfied with him, but it was true that he had been cheating on him, so he started preparing the meal with his mouth sticking out.  

After a while, the merchants and mercenaries who had finished dinner said with satisfying laughter.  

"Woah, I ate well."  

"It's not like eating outside, it's good because it's delicious."  

"The weather is cool, so it's okay. It's okay to have a quest to go north near summer."  

"I don't want to meet only the bandits like this."  

"Hey, don't you think you'll have to think about hitting it down when you meet?"  

"It's because it's better if it's done without much work. What happened, would you like to have a fight or a fight?"  

"Hmm, is it? The day is still bright... … ."  

The two mercenaries who got up from their seats pulled out each other's spearmen and fell by the dining area.  

I usually hurried my steps until the sky was dark, so I had to eat and chat and then go to bed right away, but today I prepared for camping early, so I had time left.  

"Hmm, should we relax too?"  

"good. It was a bit aching because nothing showed up for 10 days."  

"Because I didn't see a single ant, let alone a thief or a monster."  

It wasn't just the two.  

After the meal, all the mercenaries took their seats and took out their weapons.  

And with energy, they bumped their swords towards each other.  

Judith muttered while watching it.  

"Can I do this as a group?"  

"Well, it's okay, so the mercenary commander will tolerate it. Because I am bright, my vision is not a problem, and there are people who are on the lookout."  

"is it? then… … ."  

It was the moment she said, "Let's do it, too."  

Irene Fareira jumped up from her seat.  

And Ilia Lindsay got up after him.  

Without saying a word, Judith shook his head as he watched the two through their hearts only by exchanging eyes.  

'Isn't that a perfect couple?'  

Of course, I couldn't say that.  

This is because Ilya, who listened to her, could have made an attack that was difficult to deal with, like when she had been drinking before.  

She said, glanced at Brat.  

"Will those guys stick once when they're done?"  

"Yes. Let's take a look first."  

Bratt said, and Judith nodded.  

It is a fight between two swordsmen who have reached the level of masters.  

Of course, as it is Dalian, I wouldn't use the Aura Sword, but that didn't mean there was nothing to learn.  

She gave out a hotter look than the fighters, and Brat next to him waited for the fight with calm eyes like a lake.  

"what."  

"The young nobles are also fighting."  

"Shall we watch?"  

"Yes. I wonder how much it is."  

It wasn't just Judith and Brat. Some of the mercenaries and merchants also showed interest in the battle between the two.  

I didn't make a close relationship because I was going to break up soon, but I couldn't help being curious as I was together for three days.  

Of course, Irene and Ilya didn't care about their gaze at all.  

The two who were too far apart for others to see pulled up their swords.  

No, to be precise, in the case of Airn, he summoned a sword.  

Ilia Lindsay's body moved when the top people watching it were amazed.  

Spot-!  

The appearance of her on the side of Irene in no time, most of them were unaware.  

Not only the merchants, but also the skilled mercenaries. This is because there was no preliminary action.  

Whether it's taking a leap, running, or even making light movements that take one step forward, complex movements are required.  

Arms sway, knees bent, etc.  

The reason the prosecutor predicts the opponent's sword is because he knows these clues in advance.  

However, now Ilya's rush is a skill that was achieved through the operation of Aur, which excludes the action of muscles to an extreme.  

Therefore, the mercenaries could only discover her appearance after Ilya's sword was swung.  

Kwa-Aang!  

Of course, Irene didn't.  

The numerous experiences accumulated at Eisenmarkt and the eyes to see aura  

His defense skills, completed through this, were on a level close to a novelty.  

Having cleared Ilya's lead, he took a step forward, and Ilya hurried back like a wild beast surprised by the fire.  

After a while, however, it struck again at a much faster rate than that.  

Iron's eyes wide open, who thought he would fall completely.  

Kwaang!  

bang!  

Caoang!  

Ilya's sword, taking her breath, poured out in all directions. It was truly a storm of steel blades.  

It hits the shin and rises up like a salmon, aims to the left and flies to the top right.  

After showing the trajectory of the cut, he draws an arc that is close to the diagonal and switches to stab.  

It was like dealing with three or four prosecutors at the same time.  

"Tahaab!"  

Boo-woo-woong!  

Iron, who had been pushed for stretching, showed a powerful cut.  

It was an attack aimed at the time Ilya breathed in, with the power to blow up even Taesan.  

Of course, the opponent was not difficult to avoid.  

However, thanks to that, Irene also got a chance to take a breath.  

Unlike before, it wasn't a fake, but a silver-haired swordsman who really stepped back.  

A blonde prosecutor who looks at her with deep eyes.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

The surroundings were all quiet.  

The start of Dalian began with several people, but only Irene Fareira and Ilya Lindsay are continuing the fight.  

The mercenaries who felt the sharp momentum of the two thought.  

'What are the people doing?'  
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"… … ."  

"… … ."  

Silence in the intestine.  

Not only the merchants who were visiting Dalian, but also the mercenaries who were sharing their swords eagerly stopped doing what they were doing and looked at one place.  

It was towards Airn and Ilya. Without that, I couldn't learn.  

It was only a very short time for the two to face each other, but that moment was enough to reveal their presence.  

The mercenaries realized that they had reached the minimum level of expert.  

'Isn't it stronger than the expert I saw?'  

'Is it during? Too young! No, no matter how long it is, I don't think I'm over the mid-twenties... … .'  

'What's happening?'  

Mercenaries who could not shut their mouths due to surprise.  

Even such ones could not grasp the "real skills" of Airn and Ilya.  

Najik said the Airn, who was staring at Ilya.  

"Did you deliberately make the first rush appear?"  

"right. I guess the second attack was real."  

"Well… … ."  

People who heard the conversation looked like they were talking about what they were talking about.  

That silver swordsman's attack was so fast that I couldn't even see it properly.  

However, the blonde young man dismissed this as a "tiny" attack, and the other party agreed.  

It was a flow of conversation that I couldn't understand.  

However, between the two prosecutors who became masters, there was a deep water fight that they could not know.  

'The fact that I could see the Aurs was reversed, so in the first charge, I simplified the operation of the Aurs, and after that, I purposely faked them.  

Novice prosecutors can't read the opponent's number. It's because he's also busy getting his own things done.  

However, as you become more skilled and more relaxed, it becomes more important to understand the intentions of the other person and deal with them.  

Irene also learned this from John Drew and knew it, and he reached the level where he could infer the next move with only the opponent's muscles, eyes and foot angle.  

However, Ilya began to use even "Aurer Management" as a means of psychological warfare in addition to that.  

She said.  

"It may not be as intuitive as you, but my father said that he can grasp the opponent's aura to some extent."  

"By sensational flowering?"  

"Probably. In fact, I heard that all of the high-level Swordmasters have a keen sense of sensation, so they enjoy fighting like this."  

"I have to pay attention in the future."  

'What is he saying now?'  

'What are you talking about?'  

The mercenaries who heard the conversation between the two prosecutors were frustrated and faced to die.  

At first glance, they are at a much higher level than themselves. Their words and words were so valuable that they couldn't afford to buy them.  

However, it was not unreasonable to burst into the stomach, as the classmates couldn't understand it properly.  

Of course, it had nothing to do with Ilya and Airn.  

The two who looked at each other continued their battles again.  

Caang!  

Kagang-!  

"Woo."  

Airn took his breath to stop Ilya's attack from pouring out faster than the first time. And I focused my mind.  

I thought it would have been easier because I knew the opponent's way, but it was a mistake.  

The speed at which the other person cheated was faster than with his own eyes and judged.  

Two things were needed to solve this.  

Experience deep enough to familiarize yourself with such a fight, or a keen sense of understanding the opponent's aura faster than your eyes.  

Both were unreasonable for the current Airn, but he rather smiled.  

The fact that even after he became a master, there was still a lot to learn because it gave him pleasure.  

Kwa-Aang!  

"Wow!"  

Fareira, the child who suffered a little loss from being stabbed.  

Nevertheless, seeing him showing a joyful expression, Ilya Lindsay felt complex emotions.  

'It's a lot different from the old one.'  

Irene did not do this when he was a swordsman.  

I thought it was great to walk honestly without giving in to the gaze of others, but I never thought that it was because of my passion for the sword.  

Because of this, his appearance right now was a fresh shock to her, with his eyes showing that he was so happy to realize something new.  

'How am I?'  

After losing in the land of proof, a question that has been posed countless times so far.  

But I still don't know.  

The one who liked the old sword disappeared nowhere, and the only one who was wandering without purpose remained. The defilement rose again.  

Nevertheless, Ilya's attack poured out fiercely, but it wasn't the Iron Pareira who would miss the gap in an instant.  

Go-!  

"Oh… … ."  

A groan flowed through Ilya's teeth.  

Obviously, it was you who attacked, and the timing wasn't even out of sync. I poked it at the correct angle at the expected hitting point.  

However, the moment it touched the opponent's sword, an incomprehensible degree of dullness was transmitted.  

It feels like you hit an iron statue.  

Feeling the sensation of a pricking palm, Ilya slipped back, and Airn prepared for a counterattack and stepped forward boldly.  

And he poured out a fire.  

Caang!  

Caen!  

Kagang-!  

Fortunately, he didn't feel the dullness as before, but his hands were still numb, so Ilya had to stay on the defensive for quite some time.  

She was the most predominant in Dalian after the championship match, so the current situation was quite embarrassing.  

Of course, that trend did not last until the end.  

Feeling that her hand had recovered, Ilya pushed Airn out with a suitable counterattack, and said with her sword.  

"Let's get here."  

"Is that so?"  

"In the middle, how did you do that?"  

"Ah, I hardened my entire body with Auror."  

"The whole body?"  

"Huh. Thinking of the image of me as a steel giant. It's still impossible to do it while moving, so I tried it once according to the timing of getting the sword."  

It wasn't exactly the steel giant, but the image of a man in a dream that has now disappeared.  

A man who was harder and heavier than anyone else Irene saw.  

Just because he won the heart of fire, he didn't have to reject his steely appearance.  

Rather, I thought that this application was possible because I was able to control taboos due to fire.  

"It's interesting. Shall we talk more?"  

"good."  

The two sitting at the table talked about the story of Dorando, so it was colorless that they had just been bloody swords.  

How is the aura management, how is hardening, how is the spirit's use of energy and dreams?  

It was a story at a level that most mercenaries couldn't understand, so the eyes were full of regret.  

I'm worried about things that I can't understand, I just want to fight or watch more!  

Even though I can't even recognize it properly!  

Everyone thinks that way, but Judith, who had been silently watching the battle between Airn and Ilya, pulled the sword out.  

And said.  

"Brat, stand up."  

"I?"  

"Yes, you."  

Bratt, who was pointed out by Judith, got up from his seat with an unexpected expression.  

After getting out of the land of proof, she spent most of her time practicing alone.  

Or even if they had a battle, they devoted themselves to competing with the other two, especially Ilya.  

Compared to herself and Airn, who had fought so hard, she was the first to meet since the swordsman, and Judith's personality that she wants to be the "best on the continent" thought it natural that her eyes were on the master.  

Brad also needed to carefully organize his personal achievements, so for a while the two had not split their swords.  

But when I suddenly called myself, I had to think that I was puzzled.  

It was even more so when I saw the other person's eyes.  

'It's not just the feeling of pointing out the remaining people.'  

The atmosphere as if expecting something.  

Bratt, who was thinking about him for a moment, shook his head and got up from his seat.  

"Okay, let's stick with it in a long time."  

A shout broke out among the top party who heard him say, oh, oh.  

Until Irene and Ilya fight, it was an atmosphere of'who the hell are those people?', but now everyone knew.  

The fact that they are the famous trainees of the Chrono Swordsman and the Sword Master of the Lindsay Family.  

It was thanks to Frederick talking hard with a look that looked like he was.  

'Wouldn't it be great again this time?'  

'I heard that I'm a little saggy compared to the two, but I'm still an expert.'  

'It is said that it is the top rank among experts... … .'  

The level of the two known externally is the top ranks of Experts.  

Considering his age, it was ridiculous, and he was strong enough to be difficult to see anywhere except his age.  

Once again excited, they swallowed and looked at them, and Brat also glanced at them in the background.  

However, Judith was still only focused on Brad.  

He became weird at her strange atmosphere, and he said, after clearing his throat.  

"Let's go right away."  

"Good."  

That's it!  

Shortly after the short conversation, the battle began with Judith's lead, similar to the time of Irene & Ilya.  

The mercenaries who saw their clash gave strength to their eyes and watched it.  

Unlike before, where I saw it without my soul, I was trying to concentrate and get anything.  

However, such thoughts disappeared without a trace shortly after the fight continued.  

The battle between Judith and Brat was too high, just like the previous one.  

"Wow… … ."  

"Alas… … ."  

Judith's striking streak like a constantly exploding flame, and Brat's defense technique to gently remove it like flowing water.  

Analysis was initially impossible, and even recognizing parts was overwhelming.  

All they could do was open their mouths blankly and admire them.  

But something unexpected happened.  

In the midst of strenuous battles, Judith suddenly took the sword.  

"what?"  

"… … done."  

Judith turns back with a stranger look than the first time and somehow uncomfortable with planting.  

Seeing her like that, Brad, Irene, and Ilya also looked weird.  

Originally, Judith, whose personality cannot be determined, but now I couldn't figure out why he was doing that.  

"Well, there! I'm sorry, but Ilya Lindsay... … Are you right? Oh, sorry if that's your excuse! However, if I don't go out like this, I'll regret it so much later... … ."  

"Irene Pareira! Perhaps… … ."  

"Brat Lloyd!"  

However, there was no opportunity to approach Judith.  

As soon as the battle was over, one mercenary bravely approached them, and the rest of them flocked toward Urru Seth.  

Judith had a heavy atmosphere somewhere, so it was burdensome, but the three were not.  

And if you don't know if it used to be, now they weren't particularly on the verge of throwing people away just because they were nobles. Even more so was Irene.  

Eventually, they answered the questions of the mercenaries with more interest than in the land of proof, and the night came.  

"Brat, wake up."  

And the time when most of them fell asleep.  

Judith, who had been silent all the time, called Brat separately.  

"… … ."  

Brat smoothly followed her and moved to a little distance from the party.  

One of the mercenaries who were standing in silence while looking at them gave a subtle look.  

But Brett knew.  

That Judith called herself was not because of problems between men and women.  

After a while, she opened her eyes sharply and said to him.  

"Why did you hide your skills?"  

"… … What?"  

"Don't think about it. You're hiding it, your real skill."  

"… … ."  

Brat Lloyd looked at Judith's assertive remarks for a moment.  

Of course, it wasn't going on over and over.  

It was the moment he woke up and tried to make some excuses.  

Judith came in quickly with a beat.  

"I don't know Irene or Ilya, but I can't cheat. I've been seeing you the longest and closest. From a few days ago... … No, there were achievements from Eisenmarkt. it is not so?"  

"… … ."  

"I thought about it. Why is this cub hiding the ability? To startle later? You want to give you a shot when you have a match with Iliana Airn? No, it wasn't like that. I know you, but you don't have that personality. I thought about it a little more while erasing things that weren't that way, so I knew. you… … ."  

"Judith… … ."  

"I mean, you were seeing me as an idiot."  

Whoo, after talking, Judith vomited a hot breath.  

It didn't end there.  

Judith took a quick breath and quickly poured out his thoughts, beyond what Brat could say.  

"Am I funny?"  

"… … ."  

"Are you sympathetic? uh? If you don't take care of it, you will sit down on the floor, huh? You're frustrated with not even thinking of chasing you, and you look like that idiot? uh?"  

"No… … ."  

Bratt paused while trying to talk.  

Judith's eyes are getting darker than ever.  

It was hard to see. It was even more difficult because his eyes were pointing towards himself, not other people.  

So the words didn't come out well. He rolled his head to pick the words carefully.  

However, there was no time for Bratt to make an excuse.  

From far away, a loud sound began to come.  

Dagdak Dagdak  

The sound of dozens or even a hundred horseshoe hoofs and chattering words.  

I couldn't understand. It was also because the voices were mixed, but the language itself seemed to be different.  

Perhaps it was the language of the Orcs, not the official language of the continent.  

"what?"  

"weather! Everyone wake up!"  

The incessant woke people to feel that something had happened.  

Mercenaries who got up rubbing their eyes everywhere packed their equipment with serious expressions, and the wizards used Light magic to secure sight.  

Cubar also summoned the spirit of fire to illuminate the surroundings.  

Then the appearance of the orcs revealed.  

It was a group of thieves.  

It's also a very large scale.  

"What is this… … ."  

"… … ."  

Tension stood on the merchants' faces.  

I had to do that. Sue the capital, but the atmosphere of the thieves was not in the midst of the feeling.  

The mercenary commander and the manager-level merchants started a meeting in a hurry.  

Multiple angles  

In the meantime, an orc emerged among the bandits who had completely built a siege.  

He boasted a tremendous appearance as if two people were put together, speaking in a low, eerie continental language.  

"Kill everything."  
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'This… … Dangerous!'  

The chief executive at the top who quickly woke up and watched the situation hardened his face.  

It wasn't good.  

I was able to know because he was the one who went on numerous ascents so far, and met a number of bandits and bandits in the process.  

They weren't ordinary thieves who were laughing around them.  

Robbers are those who covet "wealth" for assault or intimidation, and these orcs seemed to be interested in "violence" itself rather than gold and silver treasures.  

Reflected by the light magic, they emit creepy eyes.  

"Kill everything."  

The worries of those chief executives reached their peak when the one who seemed to be the leader of the orc thieves opened his mouth.  

An order of attack right away without any negotiations!  

Even deliberately spoken in the official language of the continent, not the language of Orcs.  

It was obvious the intention. It was aimed at this side to hear, fall into fear, and fall into confusion.  

Of course I couldn't let it go.  

He stepped forward quickly and said in a loud voice.  

"Everyone stop!"  

A blasphemous voice, not skinny, filled the plains.  

Then, the Orcs who were approaching with rounding stopped moving momentarily.  

It was momentarily deprived of the charisma of the merchant who had accumulated years of experience while traveling the northern part of the continent for decades.  

Of course, there was no guarantee that they would continue to stop.  

The top manager of the urgent mind quickly spoke.  

"We are at the top of the mark under Count Nubes' protection! As soon as one of us misses, we pledge to mobilize all the funds from the top and the troops of the Countess to seek bloody revenge!"  

It was true.  

Count Nubes was not a belligerent, but loyal, and was not a person who would pretend not to know the annihilation of the upper ranks.  

His troops were also quite high.  

The chief executive awakened, hoping that Nubes' prestige would be passed on to them, hoping that his sincere threats would be passed on to them.  

Fights had to be avoided unconditionally.  

No matter how many surprises there are, including Ilya Lindsay, it was a pre-determined fact that if you stick with such a large number of people, the damage will increase.  

"Skxorhdwk aksgdl tkfkdgowntpdy."  

After a while, words of orcs flowed out of the mouth of the chief of the bandits.  

Most of the top circles who use the continental official language are incomprehensible languages.  

However, the experienced top manager could understand it right away.  

'Kill that kitten.'  

It was the moment he was about to step back, with the blood on his face disappearing.  

One of the orcs in the front row smiled and threw a hatchet.  

The top manager screamed silently as he watched the flying ax blade with a terrifying porosity, and the mercenaries who were away from behind also looked astonished.  

At that time, a silver-haired woman who appeared in front of me quickly took out her sword.  

Caang-!  

Ilya Lindsay hits a hatchet with a simple motion.  

Some of the Orcs showed embarrassed expressions at her appearance as if she hadn't put any effort into it, and a sigh of relief leaked from the top side.  

The top manager said, pretending to be calm, even in the midst of surprise.  

"Thank you."  

"Please step back."  

"Yes, yes. Okay."  

The top manager listened innocently.  

I realized that I wasn't a place for myself.  

Mercenaries supported him, who went through the staggering escort forces.  

The serenity that is heavy down.  

The top side, and the band of bandits, were silent for a while.  

However, only the bloody atmosphere was still there. In particular, the expression of the head of the band of thieves looked very dangerous.  

With his eyes full of interest and curiosity, he looked at Ilya, Irene, Brat, and Judith.  

When Ilya was nervous about how to accurately identify the strong, the Orc Chief crackled her finger.  

"Come here."  

"Spdspd."  

The subordinate who blew the hatchet answered in the orc's language and stood in front of the captain.  

He was polite enough to think that he was a different being than when he gave off a fishy smile.  

The head of the bandit struck his head with a fist and burst.  

Poop!  

Six pieces scattering in all directions as if a flame bursts!  

In a completely unexpected situation, the people at the top made vague expressions, and the Orc chief burst into laughter.  

Then the subordinates were also funny and laughed as if they were going to die.  

Hahahahahaha  

Hahaha, hahaha, hahaha  

Hehe, hehe, hehehe... …  

Blood incense spreads throughout the plain.  

The sound of laughter squeezed between them and the greasy eyes of the head of the bandits.  

After a while, he stopped laughing and spoke in the official continental language.  

"Your skills are good. Give me a chance."  

"… … ."  

"It's a one-on-one game. If I beat the guy I sent out by myself, go back quietly."  

Perfect!  

The orc chief didn't dare say'if you couldn't win'. It didn't even have to be done.  

As he flicked his finger, an orc jumped off the horse and hurried forward.  

It looks like the whole body is filled with stones instead of muscles.  

He was holding an iron rod full of thorns, and it looked very comfortable.  

Ilya had a gut feeling.  

'These guys are not ordinary bandits.'  

I knew the moment I saw it.  

The guy right in front of him was never under the expert.  

Considering that the strength of the Orc warrior is more than human, I thought that it would not be pushed even compared to the elite gladiators in the Land of Proof.  

Of course, he didn't think he would lose.  

Even if he lost his goal and lost his direction, he was a sword master.  

He wasn't even dead to be defeated by Jo Mu Rae-gi.  

Rather, I'm worried... … .  

"Move."  

It was when Ilya Lindsay was in trouble.  

Judith, who had approached, stepped in front of her.  

Then he said to the head of the band of bandits.  

"I deal with this idiot."  

"… … ."  

"How, are you okay?"  

"Church, is it that way."  

At Judith's provocative request, the orc chief nodded happily, and the merchants watching it looked worried.  

Of course, I know that she is also a prosecutor with great skills, but no matter how much she is, it has no choice but to be inferior to Swordmaster Ilya Lindsay.  

In addition, the atmosphere of the Orc coming forward was not too bad.  

"haha… … ."  

Hwaahah-!  

Even his momentum grew stronger.  

We don't know exactly whether we know what humans say or whether we have grasped the context.  

What is clear, however, is that the orc's anger is passed down to the merchants far away.  

The top party felt their tongue dried out due to tension.  

"Can I do it right away?"  

Whether he knew the thoughts of those merchants or not, Judith was consistently calm.  

Her eyes, which seemed to be calm, even dry in some way, turned to the orc chief.  

It seems that the opponent in front of you is not even concerned.  

When the Orc warrior snorted at Judith's attitude, a word flowed out of the chieftain's mouth.  

"Wnrdufk."  

Shortly thereafter, an iron rod of massive size fell towards Judith.  

Boo woo woo woo!  

People looked at the scene without even screaming. There was no time to open my mouth.  

Despite its huge size, the shooting speed was ridiculously fast.  

Not even Kanzel, Frederick, and even experienced veteran mercenaries envisioned Judith's terrible body with his torso blown away.  

Of course not.  

She, who was still showing a grim expression, began to act.  

Poop!  

I don't know -!  

A new type of Judith disappeared like an illusion and flashing like a goblin's fire appeared behind the orc warrior.  

At the same time, the sword that was thrown neatly broke through the opponent's neck.  

That wasn't the end.  

Awkward  

Awkward  

Worry, worry, worry -!  

Judith's attack bursts faster, faster, and explodes!  

It continued to cut through the body of the Orc warrior.  

Although a body made of steel-like skeletons and stone-like muscles, she continued the attack effortlessly, as if she felt no resistance.  

Poop!  

Afterward, Judith, who had recovered the sword, brushed off the blood and looked at the band of bandits.  

She said, leaving behind a piece of orc falling down.  

"Turn off."  

"… … !"  

"… … !"  

The band of thieves and the merchants who were watching the game, both sides looked surprised.  

It was because Judith's skills were far superior than expected.  

It was said that she had seen a battle with Brat, but because of her lack of insight, no one knew her skills properly.  

In the end, it was Ilya Lindsay and Irene Parreira, who showed up on par with him, who were strongly stuck in their heads.  

In such a situation, Judith showed an overwhelming appearance, and the momentum from the merchant's point of view was forced to become the same.  

Come on!  

Poop!  

Of course, the fight is not over.  

The orc chief who came off the horse again swung his fist. A blood fountain spewed out of the neck of the horse that had lost its head and fell.  

The fishy liquid covered the whole body, but he didn't care.  

No, in the first place, the blood of the subordinate he killed earlier was dried up in a strange pattern on his face.  

"It's a forbidden magic. Don't be vigilant."  

The blood magic that I thought was almost dead now.  

It was a technique with a big aftereffect, which greatly increased the caster's physical ability.  

Naturally, the effect is enormous. A witchcraft with a price is, after all, like a contract with the devil.  

Instead of being peculiar and grotesque, you can get the power that deserves it.  

Cubar quickly explained this, and Brat nodded.  

Then he looked back and said.  

"No way, I'm not going to hesitate in this situation."  

There was some concern in Brad's eyes.  

He was the one who knew the personality of the child, Fareira better than anyone else.  

At times, he showed an incredibly strong will, but if he had to'kill' someone like he is now, he might appear inferior to the average person.  

"… … OK."  

Luckily, Irene Fareira's voice in answer didn't tremble very much.  

He thought of a character who repaired the sword he had summoned in Jinjeom.  

'Ignet Cresencia.'  

Charlotte and Victor, who were engulfed in the dark, were immediately beaten and killed, with her confident eyes.  

Still, you can't.  

I will continue to worry and wander. Maybe a long time after this work is over.  

But this one was for sure.  

'It's not when I hesitate now.'  

Whoo, Irene Parreira vomited a hot breath. His willingness was revealed in his expression.  

A sense of relief touched the faces of Cubar and Brat watching this.  

Lulu approached quickly and gently stroked Airn's hair.  

Whoo woo woo-!  

In the meantime, the momentum of the head of the bandits became more ferocious.  

From the body of an exploded hatchet orc.  

From the body of a torn iron rod orc.  

Similarly, blood leaked from the body of the horse that had been smashed.  

The blood that floated in the air soon flew to the chief's body, making the tattoos on his whole body darker red.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

Four people, Cubar, and Lulu, the cat enchantress, have stepped forward.  

There was a lot of tension in their expressions.  

If you're a warrior using Aura, you wouldn't be like this.  

However, since he was using a strange force that could not be expected at all, it was impossible to predict how much the enemy's power was.  

It was then.  

Oh, oh!  

A giant hammer that unwittingly flew struck the head of the band of bandits.  

Kwa Kwa Kwa Kwa Kwa Kwa-!  

The head who flew away made a wide and deep trace on the ground.  

It was covered in tremendous dirt, but both the Orcs and the merchants were showing frightened expressions.  

After a while, an orc emerged among the sunken dirt.  

As he looked at the ax in his hand, made of all metal from handle to blade, Airun and his party guessed his identity.  

A member of the top 10 continental powers.  

Squadron chiefs of a huge tribe called Durkali.  

A warrior who is superior to anyone, and an elementalist who is better than anyone else.  

Finally… … .  

'The father of Kuvar.'  

Oak Karakum.  

Despite his fluttering white hair, he was overwhelmingly daunting, and everyone on the plains held their breath.  
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    51. Great Clash (3)  

Who are the top ten prosecutors of the continent?  

Since ancient times, this phrase has been used in the same meaning as the phrase'Who are the top 10 powers of the continent?'  

In fact, there wasn't much to distinguish between them.  

This is because a magician who cannot objectively measure his power, or a magician who needs a lot of time to use his abilities, was not suitable for obtaining the title of "strongest".  

However, the answer to the two questions has changed since the name of the orc Karakum, the warchief of the Durkaly tribe, spread across the continent.  

With an ax, not a sword, you have reached the level of master.  

Even the amazing spirits that support it.  

He was a warrior, an elementalist, but not a swordsman.  

And he was strong enough to fit within the ten fingers of the continent.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

At the emergence of such a great being, the merchants could not say anything.  

It wasn't just them.  

Even the band of thieves, who had not lost their time despite the death of two of their colleagues, looked at Karakum with a terrified expression.  

At that time, the head of a band of thieves who had flew away rushed in, shouting.  

"Ooh uh uh uh uh uh uh oh  

Bang bang bang!  

Thanks to the blood magic, his feet, which had grown more than 1.5 times as large, made a ringing sound.  

The chief, who forcibly ripped off his crushed arm, picked up the main greatsword on the back.  

It was a tremendous size suitable for a huge body.  

Karakum did not panic. As he was watching the opponent, he lifted the ax vigorously.  

Oooh ooh ooh ooh-!  

An ashen-colored aura that is close to black has formed on the entire ax blade.  

In the meantime, the chief who reached the nearest distance swung his great sword horizontally.  

A devastating attack with thick loins and inertia!  

However, it did not reach Karakum.  

Qaw ahhh!  

Is that the way the soldier was killed by the catapult?  

The head of the orc thieves was really miserable and was thrown to the floor.  

Along with him, a huge crater was built in the middle of the plain.  

A body that was smashed with a great sword, as if being hit by a stick, not an ax blade.  

Looking at their heads, who became trampled and worm-like, a swarm of orc thieves that had been frozen began to flee in all directions.  

"Eorhdghkddlek! ehakdci!"  

"Dmdkdkdkdkdkr!"  

Damn-!  

Hoop, Wheeik!  

Karakum, who recovered the ax in a motion that was neither slow nor fast, robbed the six pieces.  

Throughout the action, his gaze was directed somewhere other than the band of thieves.  

It was none other than Orc fortune-telling, Cubar, who caught his eyes.  

Looking at his father in 17 years, his son, who had reached the age of middle age, greeted him in the language of the Orc.  

"It's been a while, father."  

"… … go."  

Karakum did not show any skinny appearance. As he looked cool like an ax he was holding, he added a word.  

"It is the last mercy you can show as a father. Leave. Never put your feet on this place again."  

Karakum was sincere.  

Since his eldest son left the tribe 17 years ago, leaving only one letter behind, he has never forgotten him.  

I resentful and suffered, but the feelings of sadness and longing were greater than that.  

However, the conclusion I came up with after a long agony... … .  

'Thanks to Kuvar's choice, the worst possible situations were resolved relatively smoothly.'  

so that.  

Cubar should not return.  

A son who is still beloved, long-missed, is in front of you, but you shouldn't show off.  

You have to be cooler and harder and drive your feet away so that you can't stick to them again.  

After thinking, Karakum solidified his expression even more.  

And it was a moment when I was about to let go of my son again, who still doesn't move.  

"I can't."  

Cubar opens his mouth one beat first.  

It was a trembling voice as if there weren't a lot of emotions inside, but only the eyes weren't shaken.  

He took a deep breath and continued talking again.  

"I still don't know if the choice was right or not. Whenever I heard the news that Durkaly was useless, I thought that I did well, but I set up a night's sleep because I thought maybe there was a better way. The opposite thoughts and the opposite thoughts continued endlessly. Then I realized."  

"… … ."  

"I mean, before I decided to be right or wrong, my heart was regretting the choice at that time."  

"Cuba… … ."  

"I want to talk to my father and Tarakan."  

Cubar interrupted Karakum.  

The anger in my father's eyes grew even more intense.  

But I knew.  

The emotions underneath it are much more complicated than that.  

Cubar took a breath again and said, opening his eyes straight.  

"I will not run away because it is burdensome and scared. I will try to be greedy even if it is late. Let's find a way to avoid hurting my father, my younger brother, me, and my tribe. No, let's find it together."  

"… … ."  

"This is why I came back to my father."  

"… … Can you carry out your will with that weak body?"  

Whoowoo-!  

Karakum's momentum has grown.  

I wasn't exhausted.  

However, it was too cold to press the eldest son who was not talented in martial arts.  

As expected, Cubar faced an unbearable look and began to retreat behind a stagger.  

Even trying to hold on was useless. Karakum did not reduce the momentum even though he was trying hard to bleed around his mouth.  

At that time, a human was blocking Cubar's front.  

Hwaahak-!  

A human prosecutor who uses power to counteract his momentum.  

There was blood all over his body as if he had been pursuing a group of bandits. The pale face seemed to be shocked.  

However, only the look of the gaze was not so good.  

Karakum spoke in the official language of the continent.  

"It's a lack of work, it's a thing of blood and flesh. It's not something for others to do."  

"It's a teacher's job and a friend's job. It's not someone else's job."  

"… … ."  

Karakum looked at his son.  

At his glance for an explanation, Cubar replied with a grin.  

"Even if I look at it with those eyes, I can't help it."  

"… … ."  

"In order for the coward to be courageous, he decided to seek help from a friend, even if it was a little brazen."  

* * *  

"Hoo, hoo, ha... … ."  

Cut, cut, cut again.  

Six lives in their own hands lost their lives.  

Irene Pareira, who remembered this, lowered her head and became nauseous. Before long, undigested food spilled out.  

In the midst of dizziness, I remembered the conversation I had with Brat.  

'Irene! Let's go after it! I have to kill them all!'  

'what?'  

'If I put things in my hands in order not to bear the burden of my heart or to be comfortable, so many people suffer!'  

'… … .'  

'It is my duty as a chrono trainee to blot the blood for the good and weak and to carry the weight. Don't worry, move quickly!'  

That was right.  

But just because it was right, it was by no means easy to do it.  

In the middle of the plains filled with screams and screaming screams, Irene closed his eyes.  

My heart is not shaken.  

Rather, it was appropriate to say that the heart was heavy.  

The weight of the life he had cut over seemed to crush both shoulders. Even if they were evil beings, life was life.  

"Hoo, hoo."  

Iron quickly cleared his breath.  

It was okay. When he first stepped on the continent, he would not know, he was preparing for this moment from a long time ago.  

Therefore, the speed of rectifying the mind was also faster than expected.  

Feeling the calming heartbeat, Irene made a new commitment.  

Let's get stronger and stronger.  

Instead of forgetting or disregarding this weight, let's become a person who can move forward while carrying it on its own.  

After repeating that, I felt more comfortable.  

He opened his eyes and looked ahead.  

"Wnrjfk!"  

"Gks shaeh tkffuenwlakfk!"  

"Rmdkdkdkdkdkr-!"  

Orc soldiers who don't know when they came were dealing with the remnants of the bandits.  

Perhaps it was a unit led by Karakum.  

The mercenaries at the top of the middle, and Brat, Judith, and Ilya were also visible. Needless to say, it was a complete victory.  

Of course, this is not the end.  

Recognizing that he had no time to snag, Airn quickly returned to where he had been, and witnessed Cubar and Karakum confrontation.  

I wasn't just facing each other.  

The momentum that was bloody enough to cool the master's back.  

Feeling this, Airn quickly blocked Cubar's front and responded boldly to Karakum's words.  

"It's a teacher's job and a friend's job. It's not someone else's job."  

"… … ."  

"In order for the coward to be courageous, he decided to seek help from a friend, even if it was a little brazen."  

"… … ."  

"I am a son who came to visit with great courage. Why don't you be cool and have a conversation?"  

Listen to the human prosecutor.  

Listening to my son.  

After hearing the human prosecutor's words again, Karakum looked at the opponent's sword.  

To be honest, it was amazing.  

I don't know what it was made of, but I felt a lot of energy.  

I think it's even greater than this ax made by pulling out all the powers of the five spirits.  

'… … In particular, the taboo (金氣) and fire (火氣) are strongly felt.'  

It's natural to say that a weapon is mostly a metal made from fire, but that sword was particularly the case.  

Of course, the sword wasn't the only thing that was great.  

The sword was great in the first place, but the prosecutor's skill couldn't be poor.  

A sword that doesn't fit into the fountain is more dangerous than poison, and it takes the owner's life.  

Not so meant that the prosecutor's skill was great.  

The momentum that I just felt in the first place was great.  

Probably the master.  

Karakum, who had grasped so far, muttered inside.  

'The son doesn't have a relationship with Eojung.'  

A little bit, but the tail of his mouth went up.  

But that wasn't his opponent.  

The mastery is certainly great, but he is the absolute strongest with the skills to be counted on his fingers even among such monsters.  

Moreover, that human prosecutor seemed infinitely lacking in experience compared to his ability.  

The pale face was evidence. It was typical of a person unfamiliar with slaughter.  

Hwaahah-!  

Intense speculation emanated from the body of the Orc Karakum.  

Irene stepped back.  

A feeling of pressure that couldn't be compared to before crushed him. It was the momentum of a leader who overwhelmed everyone.  

Maintaining that prayer, Karakum opened his mouth.  

"Are you willing to bear the burden of your friend?"  

"… … ."  

"I asked if I had the confidence to handle this body, the strongest warrior of Orc."  

Hwa-ah-!  

Finally... …  

It wasn't just aura.  

As if hundreds of bison ran around, the whole area of ​​the ground where Karakum stood trembled.  

The vibration did not stop there, but continued to spread and approached the place where Irene was.  

His body, which is small compared to Karakum, also trembled.  

However, as before, Irene's heart was not shaken.  

He said.  

"It's not about whether you can afford it or not."  

"… … ."  

"It's a matter of whether you should or shouldn't. Of course you have to. For the sake of my teacher and friend, Cubar."  

Whoo woo woo-!  

Iron Fareira pulled out the Aura Sword.  

As when facing Swordmaster, Ilya Lindsay.  

Karakum opened his eyes, looking at him armed with a hot gaze and a hard heart.  
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    51. The Great Clash (4)  

'It's a strange guy.'  

Karakum, the best warrior of the Orc, made an impression by seeing the Iron Paraeira.  

It was a really weird guy.  

A great sword that has never been seen before, and although it may seem like a beginning, swordsmanship skills have reached the level of a master.  

However, he thought he had a mental power far short of him, so he wasn't even expecting a little from his opponent.  

But what about now?  

The momentum of the "real Swordmaster" who had seen pale and fragile appearances until the last minute was nowhere, and the momentum of the "real Sword Master", who vomited a fierce momentum like fire-heated iron, was pressing him.  

It's really an indispensable opponent.  

Karakum, who had a lot of interest, stretched out his left hand toward the left.  

Whirilick  

Turn-!  

Then the hammer that was thrown at the orc leader flew and fell into his hand.  

Irene was startled.  

I've heard it from Brett before. Even a warrior who is not a wizard or a magician can move objects that are far away.  

However, I heard that to do so, it requires very high level of Aura operation.  

This is because, in order for the auror that emerged from the outside to have enough power to attract an object, it requires a great deal of concentration and skill.  

'No, isn't it a spirit skill, not Aur?'  

It was so unknowing, so I couldn't check it properly.  

However, either way, it was clear that the opponent's skills were great.  

A person who is difficult to deal with as the current oneself.  

However, it is a situation in which you have to face up and fight.  

It was the moment when Irene Parreira exhaled briefly in the rising atmosphere.  

Karakum strongly threw the hammer he was holding in his left hand.  

Wow!  

The iron flies at a terrifying speed!  

As he watched the flying projectiles literally tearing the air up, Airn held the center of gravity low.  

And with one hand holding the handle and the other hand supporting the sword face, he has a posture as if using a weapon as a shield.  

It doesn't dodge or run away.  

Seeing his attitude full of heart to receive from the front, Karakum burst into laughter.  

'It's all over.'  

I haven't been able to accurately grasp the opponent's skills yet.  

But that didn't matter. No matter how generously you hit it, it's hard to stop it because it's so generous.  

If you come up against it without avoiding it, you will suffer unconditional damage.  

He rolled his feet in anticipation of the fainting results.  

I was thinking of giving a follow-up to a human prosecutor who would lose his posture if he got the hammer.  

Wow!  

At that time, an abnormal situation occurred.  

The smashed hammer flew high into the sky, and Airn's new type was also pushed back a long time.  

He made a painful expression, leaving a long furrow on the ground with a crackling sound.  

But that was all.  

Karakum was surprised to see the opponent who successfully blocked the attack without any damage.  

'How do we use the skills of our tribe?'  

The festival of the Durkaly tribe, created by fusion of spirit skills and auror operation, the Five Haengshin Gong.  

Among them, the human prosecutors showed defense techniques using the energy of gold, which means entering a state like iron by injecting solid energy into the whole body.  

Of course, it is not that there are no similar technologies on the human side.  

The same effect can be achieved by exerting 'hardening', one of the six concepts of aura management, to the limit.  

However… … .  

'It wasn't just that. Obviously, I was using the energy of gold properly.'  

I didn't feel like learning.  

It was as if the energy that I had in my mind and body for a long time was naturally revealed. So Karakum was even more ridiculous.  

In an instant, he thought of arrogant thoughts and hardened his expression.  

The squadron chief of Durkaly, approaching the opponent's nose without notice, struck the ax with energy.  

"Tahaab!"  

Kwa-Aang!  

The power that had smashed the head of the band of bandits poured out toward Airen Pareira. Mogol's voice was in the air.  

Despite using the defense techniques he learned from Brat, he felt a pain that seemed to be tearing his hands.  

Nevertheless, Airn did not collapse.  

A decisive battle in the land of proof emerged in his head, who endured like a wickedness and even more wickedly.  

'If you hold on, chances come.'  

It wasn't just the fight against Ilya Lindsay.  

It was important not to be disturbed by the chrono swordsmanship, the magical barrier, and everything that happened afterward.  

From a boy to an adult, Irene's sword contained something much stickier than before.  

Of course, you cannot achieve everything with will alone.  

Although some magicians used to perform ridiculous miracles, Irene was more of a prosecutor than a conjurer.  

He wasn't shameless enough to wish for a fluke in every crisis moment.  

I did. The reason why Irene is doing well today is not luck or magic, but the crystallization of his skills and experience as a prosecutor.  

It was because it was emitting a brilliant light like a jewel.  

Kwaang!  

Kwa-Aang!  

Go-!  

'It's amazing!'  

Swing, swing, swing again. Karakum, who persistently aimed at the right side as if a woodcutter was cutting a tree, looked surprised.  

Looking at the opponent who did not collapse even in the midst of difficult and distressed, and finally bounced off the last attack.  

He felt his heart full of joy without his knowledge.  

It doesn't seem as special as I saw at first.  

But it didn't matter at all.  

Feeling the effort, will, and heart contained in one screaming sword and one moving footstep, Karakum pressed against Airn in more diverse ways.  

Little by little, a smile began to appear on his face, as if facing a talented young man from the tribe.  

What if I dig into it like this?  

If you attack in this way, will you still be able to stop it?  

Over time, the mind contained in Karakum's ax blade gradually changed.  

The momentum was still bloody, but his eyes were no longer unpleasant.  

As if a teacher taught a disciple, in a strict and gentle offensive, Irene was laying the groundwork for a higher place without even knowing it.  

Of course, this situation could not last forever.  

'too bad.'  

Ironically, it was Karakum, not Iron Paraeira, who was even more regretful of the end of this fight.  

When was the last time you fought so happily with someone other than your other son, Tarakan?  

I don't remember well. For such a long time, he has kept his place alone.  

He came down from the position of the chieftain, but he was still the leader.  

The position of the warrior representing the entire Orc was forcing each of his actions. It was a heavy burden.  

'But it's a burden you have to carry.'  

Karakum, awakening of her duty, opened her eyes.  

Surprised by his sudden change of mood, Irene stepped back.  

It was a behavior that did not match the style of swordsmanship advancing while defending his domain, but the feeling was not good.  

Seeing this, Karakum nodded slightly.  

It hasn't been completely trimmed yet, so there are many crude things, but basically, the senses were sharp.  

With his face hardened, he muttered inside.  

'Don't put ejaculation in your hands.'  

So, take it easy.  

After thinking, Karakum rushed at a terrifying speed.  

And he swung a huge ax in the momentum to split even the mountain.  

The target is not Iron Fareira, but the sword he is holding.  

It was the moment when the ax blade hitting in the blink of an eye touched the golden sword.  

Caang-!  

"Well?"  

A completely different sight than expected.  

Without any resistance, Karakum made a puzzled look at the appearance of a great sword flying high in the sky.  

In some ways, it may be the right decision.  

As I held on to not miss the sword, my grip was torn, as well as my arm could fall out.  

However, as it is now, he did not expect that the sword would be completely released from his hand.  

The opponent's journey did not end there.  

Despite being empty-handed, he poses as if holding a sword.  

It even swings as it is.  

When he saw that absurd look and opened his eyes narrow, something amazing happened.  

In the hand of Airn, who had nothing to hold, a great sword that flew far away appeared anew.  

"… … !"  

For the first time since the fight broke out, Karakum, who became urgent for the first time, pulled an ax belatedly.  

If it were an ordinary sword, you would not know, it was impossible to receive the master's aura sword with a gaiters or shoulder armor.  

Qawahang!  

However, it was impossible to completely block it because his posture was greatly collapsed, and his new model was slanted and tilted to the right.  

"Wow!"  

Karakum managed to maintain balance by spreading its stride.  

But this wasn't the end.  

In his feelings that spread widely around him, beings as threatening as the opponent in front of him were spotted.  

Poop!  

A red-haired swordsman who is struggling with intense momentum like a burning flame.  

Lol  

Another examination of the watery bard movements, returning her back with gentle movements.  

Wow... … !  

Lastly, the silver-haired swordsman who has risen to the mastery like the one he's been dealing with so far!  

A total of four high-quality prosecutors pressed Karakum from all sides.  

Durkaly's honorable warrior, staring at them, shouted a loud shout as if the sky and the earth were split in half.  

Wow ahhhhhh-!  

Qaw ahhh!  

Karakum, who recovered his posture at an incredibly fast pace, rolled his feet strongly.  

Then, a circular spirit spread around him.  

The flat ground cracked and rose like a cookie, pushing the four members of the Chrono.  

"Wow!"  

"Wow!"  

"no… … ."  

"… … !"  

A number beyond imagination.  

The four were astonished at the magnificent scene, as if they were taken from a scene from a myth.  

It didn't end there.  

Chii profit... …  

Bubbly bubbly  

Just by looking at it, a hot energy rose from the floor enough to make a cold sweat.  

The lava filled with smoke flowed like a stream of a river along the cracked ground.  

Lol  

Turn up!  

Jeeing... …  

The hammer, which had been bounced far away by Iron, came back into Karakum's hand.  

And it was merged into one with the ax he was holding.  

Thus, the newly reborn figure was a huge double-edged ax with a sharper blade added than before.  

As if the Karakum was shaped as a weapon, it was eerie and overbearing, and four people, including Airen, swallowed gulp.  

To them, said Karakum, a great warrior and spiritist.  

"I admit it. You are great warriors who are not short of my power."  

"… … ."  

"Because I'm not an Orc, I can't tell you the exact age, but I think it's pretty young. Cubar, do you know how old they are."  

"… … It's about twenty on average, father."  

"Much younger than expected. No, the expression of being young would be more appropriate. Whoa... … ."  

Karakum exhaled a thick sigh.  

Sadness, regret, joy, sadness, and other complex emotions were expelled outward with a breath of fire.  

He confessed his feelings with it, and said with strength.  

"go."  

"… … ."  

"I won't say more. Leave with Cubar."  

Kuwoong!  

Definitely -!  

When Karakum rolled his feet once again, the cracks in the ground grew even bigger.  

The lava boiled through the wider gaps wriggled as if it were rising right away.  

Brad Lloyd, Ilya Lindsay.  

Even Irene Pare, even Judith, who was full of poison, couldn't dare to go out and shut up. I had to do that.  

But not everyone did it.  

Shuwoo-  

"… … ?"  

A black cat approached between Karakum and four by a leisurely flight that did not match the serious atmosphere at all.  

Lulu, the enchantress, landed lightly on the ground where lava did not flow.  

Of course, it was not revealed by his expression, but his heart was not in a relaxed state at all.  

Lulu, with his eyes wide open, raised his forefoot and pointed at Karakum.  

"you."  

"… … ."  

"I am scolded."  

"… … ."  

Karakum lost his words.  

Cats flying in the sky and talking are absurd, but they even punish themselves for not being able to point them.  

The odd thing was that it wasn't just funny.  

He frowned and looked at the cat to understand the situation, and Lulu took it as a challenge to himself.  

A black cat nodded with an angry look, floated into the sky.  

In that state, Lulu's body, which rotated smoothly for three turns, began to emit a brilliant light that was hard to see.  
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    51. The Great Clash (5)  

Lulu the Cat Enchantress.  

When he got out of his long wanderings and settled in a character named Irene Fareira, he truly thought he had nothing more to wish for.  

Laughing and chatting with Airun, eating meals with Airun, and traveling with Airun, Lulu felt happiness and comfort that he had never felt before, and hoped that this time would last for a long time.  

However, I realized it when I met Ignet Cresencia in the artisan city of Derinku.  

It means that you need to work harder than now in order to keep a good time for a long time.  

'It is good to enjoy the happiness you are now, but you will have to work a little more for a precious relationship.'  

What Ignet said was true.  

While she slapped Charlotte and Victor and blocked Iron in front of him, Lulu really couldn't do anything.  

Although I valued Airn more than anyone else, it was frozen tightly, so I was just eagerly hoping that the woman like that natural disaster would quietly disappear.  

And, really resentful, I could never guarantee that it would never happen again.  

It was from that day.  

Lulu, the conjurer, not only accepted the happiness that came, but also made a firm commitment to strengthening the strength to protect it.  

And now.  

In the face of an enemy as powerful as Ignet Cresencia, or even more powerful than her, the efforts he had been making for months were shining.  

Paaah-!  

Light emanated from Lulu's rotating body.  

It was a bright light that blinded people.  

Everyone, including Karakum, frowned and turned their heads.  

In the meantime, a change took place in the black cat's body.  

His full arms and legs were elongated, and his fluffy fur disappeared everywhere.  

Not hairy, ebony-like hair grew long, and black clothing that envelops the smooth body bloomed. It was a battle wizard's outfit.  

That wasn't the end.  

Ugh... …  

The sound of something growing.  

A pair of horns and a pair of wings that grew with him.  

Lulu, who finally completed the transformation, looked at her body.  

He said in a startled voice.  

"What! Transformed into a human! I didn't know it would be like this!"  

It was true that I had been training with transformation in mind.  

Lulu was well aware that no matter how hard he practiced his witchcraft, he could never defeat an enemy like Ignet under normal circumstances.  

But there was no problem.  

It didn't always have to be strong. As long as Irene did not fall into a crisis, he thought it would be okay to lose all of his current powers.  

That meant it wasn't okay to "sacrifice" the powers that could be exerted normally to elicit more powerful abilities in certain situations.  

'Iron's ability to trigger only in dangerous situations.'  

There is nothing more suited to such a form than transformation!  

It was the thought that Lulu thought of while reading a fairy tale book that I had read at Eisenmarkt.  

However, even he never expected that the appearance after the transformation would be the same as it is now.  

It's amazing that it has turned into a human girl's body, and even the horns are sprouting on her head.  

Besides, what else are these wings?  

The feathers are not rich either. Lulu complained a little as if he had stolen from a bat.  

"I like the fluffy wings better."  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

The four people who were watching the figure, especially Brat, thought with a firm expression.  

'Dragon?'  

A mysterious being that appears only in legends, much older than 400 years ago when the great demons ran out.  

They are said to have been transformed into human form by using magic often, boasting an enormous body like a castle, and now Lulu is similar to him.  

Of course, Lulu couldn't be a dragon. Perhaps a description of him appeared in the novels that I used to read from time to time.  

But even so, it was a sight that was enough to be surprised.  

"… … ."  

The same was true of Karakum.  

I thought it was just a strange cat, but after saying a few words, it quickly turned into a strong atmosphere.  

I didn't even predict how much power it was.  

He was an excellent warrior and spiritist, but he was ignorant of witchcraft.  

At first glance, my head was stiff as I was looking at the opponent who exudes the atmosphere of a conjurer.  

'All the magicians are the ones who can't be controlled… … Even this guy looks worse.'  

Of course, he didn't think he would lose.  

Karakum was strong. I have the confidence that I will not lose with anyone except Ian, Kun, and Julian Heul, the three major prosecutors in the human world.  

However, there was always something troublesome in the fight against a conjurer that such an intuitive comparison was impossible.  

It was when I was thinking about that.  

"yap!"  

The magician, who had been looking at his body all the time, reached out into the air.  

It was a behavior that Irene usually sees, but something appeared soon after.  

It was an elongated magic wand.  

Lulu smiled satisfactorily in a gorgeous figure, as if he had a very large cat's eye.  

"Wow, it's pretty!"  

"… … ."  

An unbelievably innocent voice that stands in the middle of a tense battle.  

In response to such a reaction, all of Airen's group had a blank expression, and even Karakum, who had been raising a lot of fighting spirit, was relieved in their eyes for a while.  

It was that moment.  

Again, yelling "Yap!", Lulu pointed at Karakum with a magic wand, and a large fireball was shot from the red cat's eye.  

Compared to the movements of the swordsmen who climbed the master, it was inferior, but it was a fast speed that could never be ignored.  

However, Karakum had nothing to avoid.  

"Ah, it missed."  

"… … ."  

A fireball flying upwards for a while.  

The four people watching this sighed at the same time, and Karakum also smiled as if it was unfair to be nervous.  

Of course, regardless of their reaction, the fireball was flying far and far away.  

Shuwoo-  

Passing over the head of Daejeonsa Karakum.  

Suddenly, they passed the heads of the Durkaly tribe Orc troops.  

A fireball that flew farther than that fell to the ground in a parabolic curve.  

Everyone gathered on the plains looked at it as if they had promised.  

And after a while.  

Qaw ahhhhhhhhh!  

A tremendous roar and light knocked their eyes and ears in a mess.  

Hwa-ah-ah-!  

"Wow!"  

"Ugh!"  

A powerful after-storm followed.  

A strong wind, accompanied by a hot enough heat to ripen, struck Durkaly's soldiers.  

Some injured orcs were unable to withstand it and had to roll the floor several laps.  

Of course, the aftermath of the explosion did not reach where Karakum stood.  

However, the scene that was revealed after the dust settled, regardless of him, made everyone's mogols regret.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

The crater is so huge that it is difficult to guess.  

The person who created the bloody scene that was literally the entrance to hell muttered with a gloomy expression.  

"I can't. This is too difficult."  

Everyone stayed silent at his words that still made us feel weak, but Lulu was sincere.  

It is also because of the power that I have never used before, but rather than that, I felt more strongly that I didn't get along with myself very much in the first place.  

At best, I raised my abilities by transformation, but I think it feels like using that enormous power inefficiently.  

Besides, I felt like I was getting too tired or too tired.  

Maybe it was because of the time limit.  

Most of the transformations Lulu encountered in the story were like that.  

Like a beautiful woman who returns to her original form when 12 o'clock comes.  

Of course, there was still no problem.  

With a smile, he looked up and thought.  

'The reason I awakened is not to harm others.'  

I did. It wasn't anything that mattered to Lulu as to whom he would break or not.  

He didn't care what the victory or defeat of the fight would be, as long as the Iron was not in danger and could be safe.  

He couldn't be able to handle his ability to attack someone well.  

Lulu raised the magic wand again, Yap! And cheered up.  

'Because of the willingness to protect the loved ones, not the heart that hurts those who don't like it.'  

Whoo woo woo-!  

A white light emanated from Lulu's wand.  

Compared to the previous burning fireball, it feels much more refreshing.  

It rose high in the sky, then split into four trunks.  

Then he fell to Judith, Brat Lloyd, Ilya Lindsay, and Irene Fareira.  

Paaah-!  

"… … !"  

The rays of light that touched Judith's body turned into a reddish energy like flames and wrapped around her body.  

"Hmm?"  

It was a blue energy that covered Bratt's body.  

Feeling the constant springing of power like a flowing river, he looked astonished.  

Ilya was similar. Surrounded by the aura of silver, she felt that her body was much lighter.  

It was as if the protection of the wind was together.  

And finally, Irene Pareira.  

Surrounded by golden energy like his own great sword, he looked at Karakum and took a fighting stance.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

The same was true for the other three.  

With a power that cannot be compared to before.  

Young geniuses who stand up their swords toward the strongest warriors of the Orc tribe, with the support of their allies more reassuring than anyone else.  

Looking at such a room, Karakum laughed in a low voice.  

"haha… … ."  

It was still a complicated mind.  

I had a sore head, and even if I ended the current situation, it seemed that it would be in this state for several more days.  

The fortunate part is that all the people brought by their son are the ones they like.  

Karakum made eye contact with the four prosecutors one by one.  

Hotter than any other warriors of the Durkaly tribe, seeing human swordsmen looking at him with clear eyes, he pulled out the maximum power he could.  

Karakum's eyes, filled with the energy of fire, burned brightly, and the air around him became very hot.  

Even if there is something very trivial, a situation where the fight is likely to resume.  

It was a moment of tension that even the soldiers of Durkaly around them swallowed dry saliva.  

However, it was none of Karakum's and four human prosecutors that ended that mood.  

It was Cubar, a wandering orc fortune-teller.  

Jerk, jerk, jerk  

Cubar approaches Karakum slowly, but with a solid figure.  

A vein of blood ran down his mouth.  

The momentum of a strong warrior is not just an atmosphere, but a powerful force that can directly influence others.  

For him, not a warrior, Karakum's momentum was hard to bear.  

But Cubar won.  

There was no sound of pain, and no grimace was seen.  

Standing in front of Kerko Karakum, he knelt with a serious expression.  

And he struck his head strongly on the floor and raised a big bowel.  

"Durcali's spiritist Cubar… … No, no beginners, see my father in 17 years."  

"… … ."  

Karakum, looking at his son, raised his head.  

Looking at the four prosecutors.  

Looking at the magician who still can't control it.  

Looking at Durkaly's warriors surrounding him in a circle, he once again glanced at Cubar.  

The expression was still cool.  

Rumble... …  

However, the momentum that had emanated intensely disappeared everywhere.  

Turning back quietly, Karakum said.  

"… … Let's talk about it in the castle."  

"… … ."  

Cubar couldn't answer.  

A wandering orc spiritsa who sobbed for a long time without thinking of wiping his face stained with tears and blood as it was with his head bowed down.  

Lulu, who was watching him, jumped up and flew away as if hugged towards Airn.  

Sara Rock-  

A cat magician who quickly returned to his original form.  

Holding him in his arms, Irene Fareira thought.  

'What Lulu just showed me... … Was it just influenced by children's books?'  

I didn't know.  

More importantly, it was to keep him warm, who gave him all his might for himself.  
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    52. Warchief's Treasure (1)  

The fight with Karakum, the best warrior of the Orc tribe, is over.  

It wasn't just the decisive battle with him that ended. All the bandits that threatened the merchants were also dealt with.  

The warriors of Durkaly, who judged that they had no room for rehabilitation, slaughtered all of them without leaving any leftovers, gathered the corpses in one place and burned them.  

The scent of burning flesh and bloody scent overlapped with a disgusting smell.  

Irene Fareira watched the scenery silently.  

"… … ."  

First murder.  

It did not kill humans, but it was no different in that it was an orc or a human or an intelligent life.  

Of course, I don't regret it.  

There may have been a better option, but at least there was no room to worry about in the situation.  

If it's something you care about, think ahead of time so that you can make better judgments when you're in the same situation.  

And so that they don't fall into the worst situation of being hit by them, they sharpen their swordsmanship harder.  

These were two things.  

'I wasn't a master, but I felt strong enough to match him. It was dangerous.'  

Reminiscent of the head of the orc bandits, Airn bowed his head and looked down at the black cat in his arms.  

'Is Lulu a real cat?'  

I know that Lulu put a great deal of effort into his growth and was inspired by transformation in the process.  

However, I had no expectation that the appearance after transformation would be related to'Dragon'.  

I thought it would change into a beast with a bigger cat, or a whole human figure.  

Of course, I thought it could be a character from a fairy tale or novel he liked to read... … .  

'Maybe it may have something to do with Lulu's past.'  

This thought could not be completely ruled out.  

It is not that Lulu did not tell the old story.  

Unfortunately, however, this cute enchantress had an incomplete memory of his past.  

There were a lot of sparsely disappearing parts, and even the parts that came to mind have been said to be hazy.  

Likewise, when I continued to worry, Lulu, who was sleeping in a cool sleep, gently opened his eyes.  

And said.  

"Irene… … ."  

"Yes, Lulu."  

"I'm good? You did much better than the last time, right?"  

"Last time?"  

"Ignet, when I met that bad girl."  

"Ah… … ."  

Ignet Cresencia.  

It was never a good meeting, but a person who gave him a good stimulus.  

That's why Irene wasn't that bad about her.  

However, it seems that it was not so from Lulu's point of view, who only felt helpless.  

Seeing him, who must have had the events of that time in his heart, was disheartened and delighted.  

Irene, who looked lightly smiling, said, stroking Lulu's hair.  

"Huh. Well done. I was very reassuring and thankful."  

"Hi-Hi… … Oh, but I'm so sleepy. This is very difficult, transformation... … ."  

"OK. You can sleep more."  

"I have nothing to fight again, right? Then I'll sleep a little more. Maybe you won't wake up in a few days, so don't worry too much."  

"Okay. Get some rest."  

Lulu, nodding his head, climbed up on Iron's shoulder and slipped into his backpack.  

As Irene was still smiling, feeling the warmth on his back, Brat Lloyd approached and said.  

"Let's sleep a little too. The soldier on the Karakum side came and told me, and I thought I was going to leave quite early."  

"Well."  

Irene looked up at the sky.  

It was still dark, but as June was approaching, morning would come quickly.  

Considering this, it was better to go to bed quickly.  

He asked.  

"What about the merchants?"  

"Of course no one was injured, and it is said that some of Durkaly's troops were attached and escorted to the destination."  

"I'm glad."  

"Yes, there is nothing to worry about on that side. rather… … ."  

We should be worried.  

After hearing Brat's back, Irene nodded.  

That was right.  

They are in peace now, but just before they were aiming their weapons at Durkaly's supreme warrior, Karakum.  

Numerous orcs watched the scene.  

Besides, that wasn't the end.  

The reason why Irene's party came to this point.  

The biggest anxiety for them was that they set foot here with Cubar escorts.  

'Because Kuvar was the crown prince of Durkaly in human terms.'  

Of course not now.  

At present, Durkaly resigned from the position of chieftain of the warlord Karakumi, and his second son, Tarakan, was in control.  

In the past, there was a disagreement between the side supporting Cubar and the side supporting Tarakan, but so far this was unlikely.  

'Because you said it was 17 years ago that Kuvar left Durkaly... … .'  

However, just because power has stabilized, there is no way to greet the old crown prince.  

Just looking at the kingdom of the human world is so.  

When the king was changed, there were still a lot of cases where even people who weren't a threat at all were killed just because they had succession rights.  

Perhaps when you reach Durkaly, you will feel much more orc's gaze than you feel right now.  

And Cubar knew this very well.  

But, nonetheless, why did he find his hometown?  

'… … Even after taking all that, it's probably because I wanted to see my family.'  

In the mind of Airn, who was thinking of Cubar, the family members in the kingdom of Hale came to mind.  

Her father, mother, her younger brother, Kirill, and her own mother who is no longer in the world.  

One by one, Irene fell asleep and a few hours later opened her eyes.  

Again, the man did not appear in the dream.  

'… … If I meet the Master of Cubar, this problem will be solved.'  

In the midst of Durkaly warriors moving diligently, Airn is also equipped to move.  

* * *  

A few days later, Airn Fareira and the group arrived safely at the Durkaly citadel.  

It was short of words, and it was an unenviable scale of the human world's metropolis.  

It was said that this was not the end, but that the five surrounding castles were also the territory of Durkaly, so in fact, they were no different from the fact that they intervened in the politics of the kingdom.  

Fortunately, Ilia Lindsay and Brad Lloyd's identities are so great that they can't even ignore them.  

The influence of the high-ranking nobles of the kingdom of Adan, one of the five western kingdoms, and the kingdom of Gerbera, the great central power, was incomparable to that of the Hale kingdom.  

Not to mention the case of Judith, a commoner.  

"It would be nice for the nobility."  

Of course, she, who said this, is now in a position that cannot be ignored.  

It is because he was the official trainee of the best swordsman on the continent.  

However, considering Durkaly's high-ranking warriors, especially Tarakan's mother-in-law, who will be on the brink of nerves, Judith and Airn's positions were somewhat lacking.  

'Of course the most important thing... … It must be Tarakan.'  

Tarakan, chief of the Durkaly tribe.  

At the young age of 30, he is a great being who has risen to mastery, and according to Cubar, he has a friendly and gentle personality.  

However, Irene and the group didn't believe it. It was because of what Brat said.  

"It was rumored to be the roughest among the crude orcs. You'll have to be nervous."  

Honestly, I was more trusted with Bratt's words than Cubar's.  

Didn't Karakum show off a terrifying atmosphere right now?  

If his personality and courage are very similar, it is unavoidable that the latter is weighted.  

Therefore, on the late night of the day of arrival in Durkaly, the four people who were called by Tarakan were forced to look very tense.  

But nothing they worry about has happened.  

"Haha, nice to meet you. I am Tarakan."  

A tremendous height with one head larger than Cubar.  

However, the impression was that it seemed to resemble his brother, and it was not so warm.  

Even the atmosphere in the room wasn't heavy.  

They expected countless men who would surround them with bloody expressions, but there was only one Tarakan in Al Reality.  

'No, isn't it a reality to know in the first place?'  

The space was small to look like that, and it was simple to set up.  

One moderately luxurious table, glasses for the number of people, and ten bottles of alcohol and a few snacks that seem to be solo.  

'10 bottles of liquor… … .'  

Judith's face darkened.  

What the hell did you think you had left so many bottles?  

No way, are you going to drink all of that?  

When he was contemplating that, Tarakan with a smiling face spoke to her.  

"You don't have to worry. I wouldn't recommend it if it's hard to drink."  

"Yes? Ah? Ah… … ."  

"I'm sorry for this. I didn't want to burden my benefactors, so I chose a place like this on purpose. … ."  

The group of Airen glanced at each other.  

Tarakan, the chief of the tribe, welcomes them with an overwhelmingly tense and polite attitude.  

Because of his politeness, I even thought,'Isn't that a pretense?'  

But it wasn't.  

Tarakan, who looked around everyone, arose from his seat.  

And with a serious expression, he bowed his back and said,  

"I would like to express my sincere gratitude for bringing my brother."  

"… … ."  

"This is what I am saying as the brother of Cubar brother, not Tarakan, the chief of the tribe, so there is no need to be burdened at all."  

After a while, Tarakan's eyes were lifted up, and there was a little bit of moisture.  

He began to tell the story of his father, his brother, and himself with a slight emotion.  

Prior to the birth of Tarakan, Cubar was already in the position of the crown prince.  

Although he was born under the father of his second wife, Jeong-sil had been giving up a child because he had not seen a child for a very long time.  

However, 10 years after Cubar was born, the second was born to Dulkkuk Jeongsil.  

That was the beginning of the confusion.  

Those who support Cubar, who is said to be a scholar, and Tarakan, who have a strong power within the tribe, are the ones who support Cubar.  

Increasingly, the conflict between the two sides only grew, and even Karakum was frustrated between the two, and only the hard time passed.  

And this is why Cubar left the tribe to become a wandering fortune teller.  

"It was a pity."  

It was Cubar who hated the original fight and had no greed.  

For him, the position of the chief of the tribe that caused quarrels with his younger brother was of no use.  

Nevertheless, as the quarrels ceased, he had to make a decision, and as he wished, Durkaly quickly regained stability.  

Tarakan's side smiled with great intentions, and even some of the Cuban side thought it was fortunate that unnecessary civil war did not take place.  

Likewise, in the flow of satisfaction most of the time, the only things that had to endure sadness were Karakum and Tarakan, and Cubar who left the tribe.  

"The older brother came back and said this."  

"… … ."  

"I don't regret the choice at that time. It was the best for myself at the time. However… … ."  

Tarakan, who had been steamed for a while, said.  

"I felt that I shouldn't be circling even now, with experience and longing added, my brother said so. My father, myself, my younger brother... … I know that all three love and care for each other, but just because the circumstances around me are a little difficult, it is not right to just run away because I'm scared of it. I said so."  

"… … ."  

"And that's what I thought of, it was all with the words that you're virtue."  

I'm not here, but Cubar really thought so.  

Brad Lloyd returned to the swordsman without giving up despite great frustration.  

Judith, who suffers for similar reasons, gets up and moves on again every time.  

Even in the most difficult situations, Irene is struggling without losing hope, and Ilya Lindsay is overcoming a painful past by his beliefs.  

For Tarakan, who heard this story, there was no way to say that the four people in front of him were truly benefactors.  

"What… … It will be a little more complicated than before. There will be a lot of guys who make mischief. But it's okay. Rather than the years when I was apart because I was scared of those things, I am much more enjoyable now, knowing that and trying to find a better way."  

Tarakan finishes talking with a sincere expression, then sips a whole bottle of spirits.  

It was when Judith was looking at him with a tired look.  

"In that sense, I would like to give you a gift to you as benefactors… … ."  

The color of Judith's face, which was relatively dark compared to the rest of the world, turned around.  

She was dark in the world, but I knew that Tarakan's gift would be unusual.  

Some say, the Durkaly tribe is the largest power among the orcs.  

The gift from Tarakan, the chief of the tribe in such a place, could not have been ordinary.  

As if demonstrating that thought, the Orc in front of him spoke with a confident expression.  

His gaze was fixed towards Brad Lloyd and Judith.  

"Finally, there is something that suits you both."  

"… … ."  

"Then, shall we go? Oh, you can also look forward to it. I know they are precious, but the treasure house of Chief Durkaly is known to the continent."  

Tarakan jumps up from his seat.  

Even though he drank about ten bottles of alcohol alone, he was in good shape.  

For reference, Brat drank all the rest, but he was also in good shape.  

Of course, that wasn't important now.  

In the midst of invisible anticipation in the faces of the four, especially Brat and Judith.  

"Give me and I… … ."  

Lulu, who just pulled his head out of Airn Pareira's backpack, said a word.  

Tarakan smiled and nodded happily.  

"Of course. You can choose as much as you like."  
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    52. Warchief's Treasure (2)  

If you ask which country has the most precious treasure on the continent, which kingdom do people think of first?  

Most will think of the divine kingdom of Abilius and the runtel kingdom of the eastern continent.  

Because the former boasts the longest history, there are many ancient relics, and the latter is a country with the most advanced magic, so all kinds of unusual objects are pouring out every minute.  

However, the opinion was that the treasure house of the Durkaly tribe, which represents the Orcs, would also be great.  

'There is no choice but to do that. Objects containing the power of spirits are hard to find anywhere on the continent.'  

Following Tarakan, Brad Lloyd thought.  

It is an ability that is not popular in the human world, but spirits exist.  

As they said, it meant that although not all of the world was made up of five attributes, the source of that power was real.  

Of course, as it is not a science that has been systematically developed like magic, and because it is the ability to ride a lot of people, it is not something you would like to get a thing with the power of the spirits... … .  

'The chief swears like that, but there's no way to give you something that you can't even use.'  

Bratt glanced at Judith.  

He was still emotionally injured, and he never looked back at himself. With a bitter look, he muttered inside.  

'You have to solve the misunderstanding yourself, but in the past, I hope this will relieve you a little... … .'  

After walking for a few minutes, I could see the door of the warehouse in front of me.  

A crude stone gate that doesn't feel anything fancy.  

However, when Tarakan put his hand on the palm pattern, a splendid light emanated, and it turned into a neat appearance that everyone would admire.  

Of course, there was no reason to continue to appreciate it.  

Tarakan went in and out, and Airn's party followed.  

The door that was open soon closed automatically, as if not allowing any further access.  

The numerous objects that soon appeared, most of them were spearmen.  

A battle ax that feels sharp as if it went yesterday.  

A hammer that is so huge that it is difficult to lift even if an adult male Cernut sticks to it.  

Other than that, there were lined up weapons that felt terrifying just by looking at them.  

The armor also showed off his handsome appearance and caught the eye of the Airun party.  

However, the moment they saw the pair of swords in the middle, Judith and Brat were stimulated enough to forget all the treasures they had seen so far.  

"The five spirits spoken among the orcs, the five elements, originally came from two large concepts. One has a warm energy like the sun, and the other has a cold energy like the shade. It is a story that spreads among us that all things in the world came out of the process of opposing and sometimes dependent on these two qualities... … Even if that's not the whole truth, I'm sure at least this energy exists. The warmer one is called positive (+) or yang, and the colder one is called negative (-), or yin."  

"… … ."  

"That is why these swords are also called yin-yang swords. What… … In a more intuitive name, it is sometimes called a blue sword or a red sword. Actually, this is better for sticking to your mouth."  

"Even if I touch it… … Will it be?"  

Judith asked.  

In spite of the short words, there was a trembling in the voice. I had to do that.  

She wasn't able to feel more than a tool when she saw any sword, but now she wasn't.  

The feeling of finding a piece that was originally a part of himself.  

Tarakan nodded, and Judith carefully grasped the red-handled sword in his hand.  

Hwaahak-!  

At that moment, a sound as if something was burning was heard, and the blade of the sword turned red.  

It is not dark and dark like blood, but bright and hot like a flame.  

Tarakan said, looking at Judith, feeling his body warm.  

"I thought it would suit you. Many orc warriors, including my father and me, have tried holding red swords to become the masters of the sword... … There was no response as good as it is now."  

"… … ."  

"Would you like to listen?"  

Brat, who received Tarakan's gaze, belatedly picked up the blue-handled sword.  

Then he heard something flowing violently, and a refreshing energy spread throughout his body.  

Brat couldn't wake up as he looked at the blade of the sword that turned blue, but the chief of the tribe said with a bright smile.  

"From now on, you will."  

"Even if we receive something so precious… … ."  

"I'll take it! Thanks aw!"  

An answer close to Judith's screams overshadowed Brat's words.  

Brat looked at her with an absurd expression.  

His eyes glowing hotter than the fire, he couldn't say anything.  

Tarakan, who was watching this, laughed and said.  

"I have no intention of taking it away, so don't worry."  

"However… … ."  

"OK. Didn't you say it? In other people's hands, it's just a pearl on a pig's neck... … Rather, I can think of it as a more profitable thing because I can create confusion with things I haven't used so far."  

Of course it couldn't be.  

Although it is said to ride a person, it must have been worth more than a Vulcanus numbering sword.  

"Actually, I was surprised too. My brother told me that it would fit both of you, but I thought it would be a little difficult."  

As expected, I'm not right with the spirit, and Brat and Judith made complex expressions as they watched Tarakan mutter briefly.  

Tarakan is also Tarakan, but it was because they realized how deeply Cubar was thinking about them.  

'I have to work well in this place... … .'  

'Since you have a deep friendship with Tarakan, will it be okay? Karakum also looks cold on the outside but not on the inside.'  

Reminiscent of his father and him, the two stood in their seats like wooden stones while holding their swords for a while.  

Of course, it hasn't been forever.  

It was because Lulu, who was sitting on Iron's shoulder, urged Tarakan.  

"I want to have something like that too!"  

He was the one who couldn't do anything about his eyes closed because of the aftereffects of transformation.  

However, when Judith and Brat Lloyd received a surprisingly great gift, Lulu's eyes returned with a flickering look, as if when it was.  

"quickly!"  

Tarakan nodded when he saw a cat that looked like a child and burst into laughter.  

"Yeah, other people should take care of their own. I can't pick the right thing like the two of you here, but whatever it is, it's okay to look around and choose."  

"Can I choose two?"  

"That's not allowed."  

Lulu bowed his head darkly as he looked at Tarakan's color.  

But soon, he started shooting from place to place in a casual mood.  

"It's too heavy, it's too sharp! Anything other than weapons? Ah! This is a little pretty!"  

"… … Shall we look for it too?"  

"OK."  

"I'll let you know if there's anything to hang out with you guys."  

"I'll see you."  

The four people spit out one word at a time, scattering in all directions, and the time for treasure hunt for Airn and Ilya came.  

However, Irene, who will be the owner of the treasure, wasn't expecting much about it.  

It is only a weapon that is important to him, who does not have a big desire for water, because he already had a better sword than anything else.  

'Then shall we look for armor?'  

With that in mind, I looked around, but there weren't any really good things.  

The leather armor he was wearing was made by Vulcanus, so it was of good quality, but the reason was that the armors here were not of the right size.  

It was difficult to find a suitable item, unlike the sword, as the basic physique was geared to the bodies of Orc warriors.  

Eventually, Irene wandered from place to place meaninglessly with a look that was more anticipating.  

But after a while.  

A necklace that accidentally caught his eye caught his attention.  

"… … ."  

The exterior was nothing special.  

Although it was elaborately polished as if it was a craftsman's hand, it looked basically no different from a round stone.  

There was neither a sophisticated corner nor a bright figure to be called a jewel.  

But for some reason, I kept grabbing my attention.  

'Should I say it is the sense of a conjurer.'  

It was Parreira, an embarrassing child who still claimed to be a magician.  

However, if even such a self thought this way, I felt strongly that there must be something.  

Moreover, it wasn't just that.  

Lulu, who may not know how soon he came, was also staring at the necklace, and a voice of confidence flowed out of his mouth.  

"I think it would be better for Irene to choose this one."  

"Do you know something?"  

"no. It's just persimmon. I feel that it will be good for you."  

Interest intensified when an excellent magician who couldn't even compare to himself said that.  

Iron looked at Tarakan as if asking for an explanation, and he, who was frowning, opened his mouth slightly hesitating.  

"I don't remember exactly… … It was said that it was a possession of a nobleman who was an excellent spiritist and fortune-teller in a long time ago, so that it does not remain in history. Probably correct."  

"Is there something special like a yin-yang sword?"  

"Exactly… … I think I heard that the energy of the five spirits was buried in the past, but not now. Too many years have passed for that. I don't want to recommend it very much, but... … ."  

Shun- Tarakan, who looked up to Lulu, said.  

"I can't ignore the feelings of a witch doctor who faced my father head-on, so do that if you want."  

"Hehe, hehehe."  

Lulu, who considered Tarakan's words as a compliment, wandered around the air and picked up a necklace when spreading and hung it around Airn's neck.  

There was nothing special, so I didn't feel like it was decorated, and there were no other specifics.  

It was an incredibly modest item that many people had picked from Durkaly's treasure trove.  

However, the moment I put it on his neck, Irene felt something reassuring.  

"Can I play with it sometimes?"  

"this?"  

"Huh. I don't know right now, but when I look at it in the transformed state, I think I know something."  

"Okay."  

"Well, I'm curious too. No cat."  

"My name is Lulu!"  

"Ah, I'm sorry. Lulu, if you find out about this necklace, can you tell me a secret?"  

"Of course. If you find out, I'll tell you a second time! The first is Irene."  

"Haha, I see."  

Tarakan nodded happily, and Lulu roamed the air again, as if excited, and again moved back and forth to find his own treasure.  

30 minutes later.  

Tarakan, who confirmed that even the remaining two had picked up the items, said, closing the door of the treasure house.  

"It was nice to meet you. I want to talk more, but please understand that I have to leave."  

It was natural.  

After 17 years, my brother returned to Durkaly.  

Nevertheless, I am grateful for giving me this time.  

Having cherished Tarakan's courtesy deeply, the Airun and the party went back to the dorm, following the guidance of the servant, and after a brief conversation, they went to their respective rooms to sleep.  

Of course, Suma didn't come immediately.  

This was especially the case with Ilya.  

'Black that suits me... … What is it.'  

Iron Paraeira's Golden Greatsword.  

Brad Lloyd's Blue Sword and Judith's Red Sword.  

While all three found a sword that suited them, they still didn't.  

I just picked up a suitable dagger from the treasure trove.  

Of course, I wasn't just talking about the actual sword.  

Unlike the three, Ilya today couldn't erase the feeling that she was wasting her time without even taking the rough direction of her life.  

'Lulu advised me to empty my mind at times like that, but... … .'  

It wasn't as easy as the heart.  

Eventually, Ilya, who had been troubled for a long time, fell asleep only at dawn and dreamed of becoming a mysterious fortune-telling teacher that Cubar spoke of.  

The Orc in the dream calmly listened to all his worries with a deep smile that deeply dents the wrinkles on his face.  

And he suggested a solution to that.  

Ilya woke up in a cool feeling as if something stuffy in her heart was melting, and soon smiled bitterly.  

'I can't remember anything about the conversation.'  

Of course, most of my dreams are, but the sweetness was so impressive that I had no choice but to feel regret.  

Along with him, expectations for Cubar's mentor grew.  

Although not the one who believes in divination, Ilya now needed a corner to rely on anything.  

However.  

"… … It is said that Master died a year ago."  

At the words of Cubar who came to the party in the morning, she was forced to feel a greater void.  
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"… … ."  

"… … ."  

None of the people who heard Cubar talk couldn't open their mouths.  

The same was true of Iron Fareira.  

In fact, he wanted to meet the cuban teacher, Gurgar, much more than others.  

This is because it was a great opportunity to know the identity of the man in a dream that has not even caught a clue until now.  

However, even with such a self, it could not even be compared with the regret that Cubar felt.  

'After wandering outside for 17 years due to unwillingness, I finally came back with courage, but Master died… … .'  

What would you have thought if one of your family members had been changed while you were trapped in the world of witchcraft for five years?  

I didn't even want to imagine.  

So, Airn couldn't figure out what to look like in front of Cubar.  

However, Cubar showed a more resolute attitude than expected.  

"… … Maybe, I thought maybe it could be like this. I mean, because he was older than his father, who is over seventy years old."  

"… … ."  

"But the good news is that Master, unlike a quack like me, was a real fortune teller. I knew I would be back around this time, so I left a letter with mystery."  

"A riddle? What is it?"  

"I don't know because I haven't solved it yet, but I think that if I know the answer, I can get something that Master has arranged for me. Perhaps… … ."  

Iron Fareira, something that has to do with you.  

Cubar said this, and Irene felt a bitter feeling as he looked back at himself, thinking that he was fortunate even in the midst of sadness.  

That feeling pushed him down even deeper because no one continued to talk.  

Did you feel such an uncomfortable atmosphere?  

Cubar, with an effortlessly bright expression, smiled and spoke.  

"Haha, you don't have to make that impression. If it weren't for you, I would have been wandering the continent without thinking of coming back here in a year or 10 years."  

"However… … ."  

"But, sleep, and I am grateful to you. Anyway, the situation has turned out to be like this, so please wait a bit. Even if it wasn't Master's job in the first place, you weren't thinking about leaving after just escorting heartily?"  

Irene and others nodded at the same time.  

Cubar, who smiled again, stood up and said.  

"Anyway, I've told you the story, so I'm going to go back. I haven't slept yet. I'll come back later."  

"Get a rest, Cubar."  

"Oh! I'm talking about old women, when dealing with the high-ranking warriors of the fortress... … You need to be a little bit more careful."  

"… … Yes."  

Brat Lloyd replied in a low voice, seeing Cubar talking with a serious expression unlike before.  

Cubar, who nodded, laughed and left the room.  

In the silence that came with the sound of the door closing, four humans and a cat quietly thought about it.  

'… … You definitely need to be careful.'  

Recalling Cubar's words, Brat thought.  

Karakum, the best warrior of Durkaly, and Tarakan, leader of the tribe.  

It's a huge boon that the two are still getting along with Cubar.  

It was correct to assume that this alone solved half of the complex work.  

However, the other half was still unresolved, so it was the problem of the mother-in-law's orcs who supported Tarakan.  

'From their point of view, we are no different from the uninvited guests who came with a fire in our peaceful daily life.'  

In addition, the race was different, and although for a while, he also aimed his sword at Karakum.  

In many ways, it is inevitable that it is annoying.  

To make matters worse, there was a story that Tarakan, the chief of the tribe, could not ignore the power of Mrs. Jeong's brother, "Master Khalifa," who can be said to be their leader.  

'No matter how good Tarakan thinks of Cubar… … Master Khalifa doesn't think so.'  

I felt that way because he was closer to politics than others.  

Taking this into account, it was understandable to some extent that Cubar was more concerned about this point than his teacher's death.  

"What… … You don't wander here and there, you just have to be quiet."  

"right. Actually, we have nowhere to go other than a room and a training room, right?"  

"I can make a dispute… … Well, that shouldn't be a problem if we avoid that. You have to clap your hands to make a sound."  

Bratt and Irene had a conversation, and Ilya and Lulu nodded.  

Judith did not take any action, but the atmosphere was in agreement with the two.  

Let's stay quiet and practice until Cubar solves the mystery of the teacher, Gurgar.  

The four prosecutors, who agreed in this way, put Lulu to bed, then got up and headed to the training hall as if they had made an appointment.  

And each of them settled in a comfortable place and began to swing their swords.  

No matter how uncomfortable the gaze and atmosphere of strangers, it was impossible to skip training with such a wonderful training ground in front of me.  

'I only practice quietly, but I'm not going to fight against it.'  

Wheeik!  

Brat nodded as he performed a standard lowering cut.  

Probably no problem. They weren't even taking out the red swords and blue swords they received for fear of inciting them.  

Despite wanting to deal with it so much!  

'I want you to know a little bit of my heart like this... … .'  

Was such an idea transmitted?  

For a week since then, none of the Orc warriors touched Brad Lloyd.  

I wasn't polite, but at least I couldn't see anyone who was fighting openly.  

Considering the belligerent Orcish tendencies, it was a good trend.  

However, his sword-wielding expression was not good.  

"Wjgmlemfdms eksdur dprtmxmfkdlqslek."  

"Wkrrkrk tlzutj djWjf tn djqtdl skQmsakfdmf gkrh dlTtmqslek."  

The Orcs did not touch themselves, Ilia Lindsay, or even Irene Pare.  

But Judithman was different.  

Sometimes, the guys deliberately come next to her and mutter the Orc language.  

Looking at them, Brad Lloyd sharpened his teeth hard, as if the molars were breaking.  

* * *  

Basically, Orcs have strong pride.  

Their superior strength and huge physique were the pride of their superiority over other races, and they were always a source of dignity in front of monsters and monsters.  

In fact, they made numerous achievements even during the period of great chaos that occurred 400 and 150 years ago.  

The family of heroes who defeated the devil's neck at the time gained the status of a "noble" in human society, and their veins were also in a situation where they were proud of being close to arrogance thanks to such a halo.  

Of course, no matter how the hero's descendants or the blood of high-ranking warriors, he couldn't treat the four with care.  

It was natural. Ilya Lindsay had Ben Dion Lindsay's ancestor on the neck of the notorious "Dark Dragon King", and Lloyd was also a long-established family that produced many heroes, although inferior.  

The family of Iron Fareira lacked its reputation, but no warrior could ignore him just by being a Swordmaster.  

Yes.  

Judith was the only one who had an easy background for Orc warriors to see.  

"Skdirgks dlsrks wnwpdp Rho gksp."  

"Rmfjrp akfdldi. emerlfhsms wjstkdml vltwnfeh dkslfkau? rmfjs rjt clrhsms skQmwl dksgsp."  

I am not going to fight openly.  

However, it passes close enough to be bothered by anyone, and mutters the orc's language as if to listen.  

Even Bratt could understand some of the things they were talking about.  

It was because the first thing I learned while getting close to Cubar was the curse of the Orcs.  

'It's not a warrior's blood... … You aren't enough to swear that you're from lowly origin, so you look down on you as a weak human? Judith?'  

It was absurd.  

It was ridiculous and annoying that the guys who couldn't even take a fist when they were in a dalian were funny and annoyed.  

What's even more upset was that Judith knew roughly that they were swearing her own.  

Whooong!  

Whoo-!  

Still, Judith didn't respond.  

With a silent expression and an honest attitude, he was just sharpening his sword.  

But, looking at this, Brad kept feeling nervous.  

Because I couldn't guarantee that she would continue to bear it.  

'In this situation, I'm sorry to Irene, but I think it would be better to leave quickly with the teacher's riddle... … .'  

Even thinking of Cubar, that was correct.  

If he had not been here for his entire life, their existence could be poisonous to him.  

Bratt thought that only the nerves of the warriors on the side of the chief's mother would be on the brink.  

'Damn it!'  

While thinking about this, another group of Orc warriors came to Judith's side.  

And after saying something that couldn't be understood, he passed away with an unpleasant laughter.  

Fortunately, really fortunately, Judith didn't distort his face again this time.  

Just as if a dog is barking, he just looks at the surrounding landscape with his uninspired eyes.  

Bratt, who was watching the figure, secretly sighed of relief.  

However… … .  

This time it didn't end there.  

Jumble  

Wiping the sweat with his sleeves, Judith walked toward Brat.  

This was the first time since I came to Durkaly.  

The situation and atmosphere were not good enough to resolve the misunderstanding, so there was still a cold energy between the two.  

That's why Brad felt even more anxious.  

What?  

What the hell is this guy coming up to me to do?  

The question was soon resolved.  

Judith approached his nose and put his mouth tightly in his ear.  

He looked at the hordes of Orc warriors and began to pour out all sorts of swear words.  

"Sea cucumber, idiot, dung dog, sea anemone, idiot… … ."  

Word form, not sentence form.  

It was an easy word that even non-human Orcs could have heard of at least once, and it was so blatant that anyone could see that they were referring to them.  

Even some of the Orcs knew the official continental language, so there was no way they couldn't understand Judith's swear words.  

Orc warriors approached Judith and Brat with expressions of absurdity.  

One of them spoke in human language.  

"What did you say now?"  

"The idiot, the deceased, the fool, the idiot."  

"I'm so absurd. Controversy with me now... … ."  

"not really?"  

"what?"  

"I wasn't talking to you? I said to this guy standing next to me with a stupid look."  

"Now you say that… … ."  

"What doesn't make sense?"  

Judith asked with an expressionless face.  

The orc warrior with soaring fever tried to say something, but in the end he couldn't and swallow it.  

I couldn't help it.  

It's obviously a masterpiece, but if what they did to a red-haired human guy was similar, it was similar.  

Since they provocated each other with ambiguous and childish tricks, it was impossible for only one side to take responsibility unilaterally.  

"… … I misunderstood. I will go."  

In the end, all they can do is go back the way they came with a chewy look.  

Bratt sighed belatedly, watching their confrontation uncomfortable.  

'I don't know if it's good or not.'  

Do I have to say that it's a good thing, or should I point out that it would have been better to put up with it.  

After worrying for a moment, Brat decided to think about the former.  

In fact, when I think of Judith's usual personality, it was great to have endured so far.  

If it weren't for the mind to think about Cubar, it would have been a long time ago.  

But he didn't know.  

I wouldn't know if I hadn't pulled the knife at all.  

It means that Judith's personality is the one who has to cut the mura as long as it is picked.  

"Hey, the big guys there."  

"… … Is that what we said?"  

"okay."  

"what. If it's a useless story... … ."  

"Let's get rid of the bullshit and come up once."  

"… … ."  

"Why, no? Are you scared?"  

At Judith's shocking remarks, neither Brad Lloyd nor Orc warriors could speak for a while.  

Looking at them, she clapped her fingers.  

And he added a word.  

"Without the back end, neatly, just to solve each other's emotions. Yes?"  
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"… … Ha!"  

Orc warriors who heard the words of a red-haired man burst into laughter.  

They were under the command of Gunt, Master Khalifa's third son, and they were not pleased with Cubar's return to Durkaly.  

The reason he returned to his hometown after 17 years was because of his "family affection," which they could never understand from their common sense.  

Therefore, the Orc warriors thought that Cubar would have returned to the tribe with something different, and the human guy in front of him was also regarded as a thorny being.  

It was even more so because it was a different race than the same Orc.  

Of course, that couldn't pose a direct threat.  

In any case, they are humans who stay in the castle with the permission of the warlord Karakum and the chieftain Tarakan.  

Officially, all they could do to them, as guests of the tribe, were to look at them in their own language or to laugh unpleasantly.  

'But if you come out like that first from that side... … The story is different.'  

Orc warriors exchanged their eyes.  

One of them, the bald head, grinned and stepped forward. And I asked Judith.  

"Is that confident you won't regret saying that now?"  

"Do you have anything to regret? Just because we are only stacking up stress on each other, we just hit and fight once, and finish neatly. uh? I'm just saying that."  

"Haha, it's more confident than it looks."  

"You're not fit to the size, you're sleepy. Talking back to others until they spread the plates on the subject of the warrior's veins."  

"What? this… … ."  

"Okay."  

Quack!  

After stopping the bald orc warrior, Judith put the sword he was holding on the floor.  

Then I pointed my palms to the sky, and then groaned as if to come in.  

"Stop snout and come in. Let's do it with a fist instead of a sword?"  

"fist?"  

"okay. I think it will be cool if I beat it with my bare hands rather than with a gum."  

"Ha… … ."  

"Why, are you not confident? Was he such a bad guy that he was scared by the commoners who had no background, pedigree, and cramps?"  

The bald orc warrior did not respond to Judith's last words.  

I simply left the weapon to a colleague, and then strides toward her.  

A fearsome speculation leaked out of the eyes filled with restrained anger.  

Judith smiled when he faced it, and the bald head struck a heavy straight at her.  

Poop-!  

A fist powerful enough to make the sound of air popping.  

It was a powerful attack that would burst the head as soon as an ordinary human was hit.  

There was no worries about the future in the bald Orc's head.  

Rather than that, it was more important to trample the mouse-sized guy in front of him.  

However, his wish did not come true.  

Just before his fists approached his face, Judith, who quickly lowered his posture, plunged into the arms of the Orc.  

'What?'  

The bald head, who momentarily missed the other person, looked embarrassed.  

Judith, who was relatively small, leaned over and clung to it, and from his sight it seemed as if it had evaporated.  

The Orc, who felt belatedly, turned his gaze downward, but it was late.  

A fierce blow from a red-haired man entered his left abdomen.  

I'm glad!  

"Kuhh, uh… … ."  

dump  

The bald orc, who had lost his mind in one room with a body blow, went straight forward.  

Judith bounced his shoulders at the opponent covering his body.  

With that light motion alone, the Orc warrior flew back several meters.  

Kuung-!  

The time it took from the start to the end of the fight, at least 1 second.  

Judith, with a still expressionless face, looked at the other Orcs and asked.  

"Is there anyone else to come out?"  

"… … ."  

"It's better than before, but I haven't relieved all of my stress yet. I hope it gets a little bit more refreshing... … ."  

'Is this guy hiding his skills?'  

Orc warriors who confirmed her skills looked embarrassed.  

I listened. The talents of the humans who came with Cubar were great.  

Silver-haired humans are descendants of the Lindsay family, whom even they can only admit, and the rest of them are born with a lineage that cannot be ignored or have reached a great level.  

However, the ability of a red-haired human being seen by passing by from time to time was not so impressive. So I looked down on.  

Like the orcs who couldn't keep the blood of ancient heroes, that guy from the common people also had clear limits, and he said that he was the poorest among the four... … I thought so.  

But it turns out that it was an illusion.  

"What, there are no more?"  

The red-haired man tilted his head.  

An innocent look as if you were really curious.  

However, the momentum gently emanating from the body was heinous.  

The Orcs, who now grasped the opponent's level, were only sweating and standing as if they were nailed to the floor, unable to come forward.  

However, Judith's next words couldn't stand still.  

"It's disappointing. If I had thought that all the Orc warriors were so drowsy and timid, I wouldn't have had to come to Durkaly."  

"… … !"  

"What this child is saying... … ."  

"stop."  

The warriors who seemed to run into the opponent's insult at once stopped moving.  

It was because of the command of a giant who appeared before them.  

Thick chest pain with kidneys that are one span larger than others.  

The Orc, who made you feel overwhelmed just by looking at it, opened his mouth as he looked at Judith.  

"It is said to be Gunt who is in charge of the Red Ax Blade battle squad."  

Gunt.  

It was a name she knew too.  

It is one of the names Cubar told to be careful, and it seems that he was the third son of Khalifa, the highest authority on the wife's side.  

In terms of human society, the status that can be said to be a noble among aristocrats.  

But Judith wasn't overwhelmed by the background.  

"Yes, Gunt. I'm Judith, you know."  

"… … ."  

Gunt's eyebrows moved slightly on her flat surface.  

Along with Auror, a threatening speculation sprang up. His eyes were shot in Judith's face as if it were engraved.  

The atmosphere quickly became heavier.  

But Gunt wasn't excited any more.  

He paused for a while, and said quietly.  

"I have two things to say."  

"Oh, I'm curious. If there are more, I'll listen to them all, so speak comfortably."  

"first. I don't know what you're thinking, but the dispute you're making will surely be a problem. As a result, Kumar's position will be further narrowed."  

"not really. Ask them. We decided to put all of those political things apart and compete endlessly."  

"Don't be blindfolded. If you were a common-sense being, you would certainly know what kind of wave the previous actions would cause. Nevertheless, if you've done it, you'll be responsible for it. Isn't that right?"  

"I'll talk about that later, and what's the second one?"  

"second. You have insulted the entire Orc tribe. This is an honorable warrior of Durkaly that cannot be overlooked. You should be held accountable for this careless remark, so do not run away and wait quietly."  

Wow-!  

Horrifying the end of the speech, a strong momentum rose from Gunt's body.  

Even the orcs standing behind him were so vicious and terrifying that even the orcs stood behind him.  

It was a speculation of a high-ranking warrior, comparable to the blood of a hero who subjugated numerous mines and demons in the past.  

"Hmm."  

But Judith didn't even move.  

Rather, he showed a relaxed face, stroked his chin, and thought about something intently.  

As a result, not only his subordinates but also Gunt gave a surprised look.  

But that wasn't the end.  

Judith nodded a couple of times, as if he had finished worrying.  

In time she confessed her thoughts.  

"Fuck the bullshit."  

"… … What did you say now?"  

"It was like that. Why, don't you think?"  

"What the hell do you keep provoking with the guts… … ."  

"Oh, get off. Listen to me first. I also listened patiently to the end of your bullshit, so the objection is next. Okay?"  

Judith, frowning and waving his hand as if he really didn't want to hear it.  

It was Gunt, whose mind was soaring, but the initiative had already passed.  

Big and cleared her throat, she poured out words to quickly say.  

"first. If you're going to be blindfolded, Aung or anything, take care of your subordinates first. Apparently, I endured it for a week even though I knew he was running around behind the scenes. If you are an orc with common sense, you should have politely visited and apologized first, rather than threatening you with the name of Cubar."  

"… … ."  

"second. I insulted the whole Orc tribe? right. But it was worth doing. In the same background as Lindsay and Lloyds, there is a topic that I realize because I don't have the courage to quarrel, and in front of me, the cubs who are excitedly shouting at the crap are screaming about the pride of the warrior and the honor of the warrior. Besides, I'm scared to get stuck on such a subject, so I can't even come out, but that's not stupid, what is it?"  

"… … I admit that they showed a somewhat lacking appearance, but that alone insulted the entire Orc tribe... … ."  

"Is it because the idiots care? It sounds like an asshole. You and them, aren't you the descendants of ancient heroes? The descendants of the Daemon Slayer?"  

"… … ."  

"Isn't it such a foolish idea that the nobles, born with the blood of such great warriors, think that each one of them does not represent the orcs?"  

'What, that guy?'  

While listening to Judith's words flowing like clearing water, Brat Lloyd looked blank.  

Originally, he doesn't speak that well.  

There were a lot of times when I was having a hard time arguing with myself and raising my fists.  

But now she wasn't.  

Have you prepared something to say a few days ago?  

Or is it because the orcs in front of you are so stupid?  

'Or is it both?'  

I didn't know.  

But it didn't matter.  

Now, no one could stop Judith's runaway.  

She continued to pour out words of wickedness.  

"Aren't you worried about Kubar? Yes, I'm worried. As you said, I'm very worried. I put up with it for a week. If it was my personality, I couldn't even go half a day, and you guys were all broken. But I can't do it anymore. Even if I think of Cubar, I have to say something."  

"You idiots, the honor of a warrior does not depend on the veins of your ancestors."  

"It depends on what you think and how you act."  

"If you want to be treated, do it right. As soon as you realize that it is difficult to deal with while you are presenting a cruel gossip like now, do not paint your ancestors faces as soon as you realize it, and if there is something you do not like, you can stand up and talk, or ask for a bout."  

"Oh, I'll tell you in case you still don't know. Why did I say Cubar was poor? I came to my hometown after 17 years, and only children like you were infested, so I thought about it, and I cried."  

"Did you understand? Then stop talking and get off. Go and do some self-reflection, think about what a real warrior is, and get a bit of your mind. uh? Do it."  

"… … ."  

Judith's words were like waterfalls, and the expressions of the Orc warriors were hardened.  

In particular, Gunt was the spectacle. His eyes were filled with rage as if lava was pouring out.  

In fact, he was wondering whether or not to deal with that cheeky guy here.  

However, the moment when three prosecutors who had been spreading in various places of the training field approached.  

"… … ."  

Gunt had no choice but to put his thoughts behind him.  

Wow... … !  

A silver-haired swordsman approaching with intense momentum like a storm.  

A blonde prosecutor approaches with a feeling of heavy weight like steel.  

Finally, the blue-haired prosecutor walks around with anger cooler than anyone else.  

Gunt, seeing his eyes, stepped back momentarily, and was forced to blush late at that fact.  

At that time, an Orc messenger ran towards the training center.  

And it has delivered shocking news enough to completely break the current atmosphere.  

"The Master of Kubar… … ."  

"You said you're alive again?"  

"No, I'm not alive again… … It's pretty much the same. That, sorry. I can't explain it properly... … hard… … ."  

A messenger delivering words by wiping off the sweat with a mindless face.  

Gunt, who was watching it with a lot of impressions, said in a low voice.  

"Guide me."  

"Yes, yes! Hey, even the human lianas... … ."  

"… … ."  

After the four members exchanged their eyes, they nodded.  

Human swordsmen and Orc warriors with curiosity that cannot be hidden, followed by a busy messenger.  
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"Whew, it's higher than I thought. Why is it difficult for the seniors who manage to put a grave place in such a place... … Are you okay?"  

"Fine."  

"This is pretty easy."  

"I'm sorry, for letting me take this and that. Still, it's Master's will, so I hope you don't bother too much."  

"Don't say that! How dare we think of that... … ."  

"Yes! Besides, Gurgar-sama has always paid a lot of attention to us. I am glad and honored to be able to appreciate it this way."  

"I think so too."  

"haha… … Thank you for saying so, really."  

After listening to the chores, Cubar nodded with a warm smile.  

Six orcs, including him, were climbing the savage mountain outside the fortress.  

It was because at the top was the tomb of Cubar's teacher, Gurgar.  

If it were just to be holy, it would not have been necessary for many to come, but now there was something else to do.  

It is to perform a traditional ritual, 'sacrificial rite,' performed for ancestors in ancient primitive tribes.  

Of course, Cubar did not do it voluntarily.  

In the first place, he didn't even know that this ritual had existed before.  

Nevertheless, the orcs including him go up the garden with sacrifices, food, and other miscellaneous items on their backs... … Because this was Gurgar's will.  

"Well, if you leave a will, you will just leave it. … ."  

Cubar who climbs the mountain while complaining, and the chores who silently follow him.  

They finally reached the top, took a short break, and prepared for the rite.  

"Wow, take a break!"  

"Kuvar, we will do it!"  

"You cannot entrust the teacher's sacrifice to only you with the disciple. And I'm getting used to this kind of thing while I'm wandering, so there's no need to worry."  

"However… … ."  

"Oh huh!"  

Cubar was busy arranging files and stacking up prepared foods against the orcs that held him back.  

It was awkward and annoying to try to do something unfamiliar. Actually, I didn't understand well.  

This is because Cubar was the one who thought that the ritual after death was meaningless no matter what the way it was.  

'I don't know what kind of help to Master just because it's really like this.'  

But as time passed, those thoughts changed.  

It was because I suddenly thought that this ritual was not for the dead, but for the remnant.  

"… … I should have come sooner."  

Cubar quietly pours out regrets, and chores who work hard to pretend not to hear it.  

Thanks to their efforts, the preparation for the sacrifice ended just in time.  

Eventually, in a solemn atmosphere, a ritual was held for Gurgar, the dead.  

Hwarreuk  

Burning incense with the spirit of fire.  

Ugly  

Divide into the prepared bowl three times and pour the drink.  

Nod  

After Cubar, the Jeju master, bows twice, he bows again with the rest of the orcs.  

After that, the ritual continued smoothly, and Cubar sighed, finally completing all the procedures.  

There was also some moisture in the eyes.  

"… … Everyone has a hard time. Eat or eat."  

"Yes."  

"Yes, Nari."  

The six orcs seated in front of the sacrificial meal calmly lifted the tableware.  

There were a lot of things, but the luxurious food was not clearly visible. That was Gurgar's taste.  

Despite being the best fortune teller in Durkaly, he maintained a modest life.  

Cubar complained.  

"Eat some good things on a daily basis. There is nothing to eat."  

"Hahaha… … ."  

The chores were joking with laughter, but that was the end.  

They continued their meal silently in a heavy atmosphere.  

Of course, it wasn't just food here. There was also alcohol.  

Luckily, of the misfortune, this was a pretty good guy for Cubar's taste buds.  

He was a Master who showed a premier appearance in most things, but he was greedy like other Orcs as much as alcohol.  

'If you ask if that is so expensive, it's not even... … .'  

Cubar shook his head, glaring at the liquor in his glass.  

No matter how much you aim at the glass, you can't see Master.  

The only thing that shines is his ugly face.  

He poured the contents of the glass into his throat at once with a bitter smile, and looked at the side unconsciously with a loud sound.  

And I was frightened.  

It was because Gurgar, who looked 20 years older than her last memory, was looking at herself with a smile.  

"Uh, uh… … !"  

"Huh huh, I'm going to breathe, boy. Then, I'm ugly."  

"No, now, what is this… … ."  

It wasn't just Cubar's reaction.  

The remaining five orcs also looked at Gurgar with amazement.  

Specifically, it was something in the form of Gurgar.  

Everyone thought, looking at his whitish appearance, as if he wasn't real.  

'soul?'  

"It's a soul. It's nice to come to Iseung after a long time. Disciple, pour a drink or a drink."  

"Ah… … ."  

Cubar, who was still showing a blank expression, hurriedly poured the drink, and Gurgar took it and drank it.  

As if boasting of being a ghost, his torso penetrated various objects, but he was able to pick up the drink straight.  

Lou, asked Gurgar, who had shaken the glass on his head with a sound.  

"Did you bring a lot of alcohol?"  

"… … There are about ten more."  

"That's not enough."  

"Well, then, I'll bring it now."  

Looking at the chores arising from his seat, he said with a smile.  

"okay. While I'm going... … It would be nice to bring human friends as well."  

* * *  

Airn and Gunt and the group went up to the top of the mountain outside the fort at high speed without saying anything.  

I felt like I wanted to jump up. I was curious about that, and it was that exciting.  

Fortunately, the mountain wasn't very high.  

The orcs and humans were soon able to reach Gurgar's tomb site.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

I witnessed a priest drinking alcohol while having a chattering conversation.  

"Hey, you're here. Huh? The nobles who haven't called are also here."  

"I mean. Gunt, what are you here for?"  

"… … ."  

Seeing Cubar and Gurgar responding so shamelessly, Gunt was silent, not knowing what to say.  

It doesn't feel alive.  

However, it was hard to say that he was dead.  

It made sense to some extent that the messenger did not properly explain. His expression hardened.  

Even Cubar's return is unpleasant, and his mentor is also revived?  

My head was getting stiff.  

At that time, Gurgar said with a smile, as if he had looked into his mind.  

"Hey, Gunt."  

"… … Yes, Gurgar-nim."  

"It won't be long. I don't have the ability to do that."  

"… … ."  

"Just chat with a disciple I met after a long time, drank alcohol, thanked the nobles who helped the disciple to be courageous, and said something in return, but look at the points… … When I'm done with that, I'll go back to it, so don't look like that shit."  

"… … ."  

"The same goes for you. It's been a while since I haven't seen it, but my faces are open.  

Gurgar's gaze turned to the back of Gunt and Airn.  

The army of Durkaly's powerful man, Master Khalifa, arrived at Gunt's side.  

It wasn't just that.  

The orcs appearing on the other side of the road were the great spirits Gorha and his entourages, which supported Cubar 17 years ago.  

Compared to Khalifa, although he was in a state of position, he still boasted high authority.  

As the seats were filled with such people, the atmosphere naturally became heavier.  

'… … It's a tough feeling one by one.'  

Pareira, an iron who looked at the faces of the Orcs, hardened her expression.  

As the prestige of being the next warrior after Karakum, Khalifa's spirit was enormous.  

His body, which seemed hard as if not even a needle would go into it, made him nervous.  

Gorha, called the Great Spirit Temple, was also difficult.  

In the human world, he is an undervalued spirit man, but he felt that he would be stronger than any master, let alone an expert.  

'I never thought I would see the Master of Cubar in such a cluttered atmosphere… … .'  

No, in the first place I never thought I would be able to see him.  

No matter how great the orc's ability, he was the best fortune teller, but he couldn't even imagine that the dead would appear like this.  

But I also heard positive thoughts.  

If an orc is so great that it can show a mysterious appearance like that, he may really interpret his dream.  

It may reveal the identity of the man in the dream and understand his intentions!  

Of course, this is just a wish.  

There was nothing for sure yet.  

What's more important right now was how to make such a request to Gurgar in this breathtaking and frustrating situation.  

By the way, that part was solved much easier than expected.  

Gurgar, awakened from his seat, stood right in the center and looked at the orcs around him.  

Then he looked up at the sky and started muttering to himself.  

"I lived in confinement my entire life."  

"… … ."  

"When I was young, I lived trapped in the common sense of the world, and because I was a little bit thick, I lived trapped in the rules of the tribe. I thought I would be relatively free to enter, but I didn't. While living in a suffocating political scene, one of his disciples left and lived alone. Then he died."  

It complained.  

It was unheard of that the soul complained directly, but there was no other way to express it.  

Gurgar poured out words that he couldn't say while keeping it in his life, and accordingly, Khalifa's face, which looked like an iron mask, and Gorha's face were subtly melted.  

They couldn't look straight into Gurgar's eyes, turning their heads from the sky, and were making bitter expressions.  

Gurgar looked at them for a long time.  

From the mouth of the one who is not afraid of anything, the spirit of the congratulation fell.  

"All those who are not invited to leave."  

"… … ."  

"I know it's a violation of the rules to look at those who aren't Durkaly. But I am already dead. I hope you don't trap me with Lee Seung's law anymore."  

"… … ."  

"I bet this one. Today's work will not do any harm to the lack. No, it would be a great blessing for Durkaly and the entire Orc.  

After speaking, Gurgar swung his hand.  

Then a small tent appeared.  

He went inside and said.  

"There, young man."  

"… … You mean me?"  

"okay. Youth. Come in."  

"… … ."  

Brad Lloyd, feeling a strange charisma, followed Gurgar into the tent.  

Despite having only a thin cloth, the two did not show any signs as if they entered a space separated from the world.  

Khalifa, who was watching this, said after sighing.  

"Let's go back."  

"… … Let us go too."  

The same was true for Gorkha.  

The two groups, who arrived at the same time as if they had promised, left at the same time.  

The only thing left was his student, Cubar, and his companions, Brat Lloyd, Judith, and Ilya Lindsay.  

"… … What are you talking about inside?"  

"Well."  

"… … ."  

Three young men staring at the tent with curious expressions.  

Looking at them, Cubar smiled strangely.  

* * *  

That time.  

Gurgar, with Brad Lloyd in front, said with a solemn expression.  

"I will tell you the most important part for you now."  

"… … What is it."  

Brat asked with a tense look.  

He didn't believe it because he thought his point was a superstition, but his thoughts changed.  

It was natural.  

He wasn't a human so tightly as to hear the story of the mysterious fortune teller who returned from the dead.  

'When I was younger, there was such a side... … .'  

At least not now.  

He listened and waited for Gurgar to speak, and before long his mouth opened.  

"It's love luck."  

"… … ."  

Brat Lloyd, who was worried for a moment, nodded and answered.  

"It seems to be correct."  
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    54. Fortune-telling Gur'gar (2)  

"Well, it came out."  

"Brat."  

Brat Lloyd appeared out of Gurgar's tent.  

In a heavy atmosphere, Airun and his party gathered at the same time waiting for him.  

The same was true of Judith.  

Thanks to the teasing of the Chrono Swordsman's classmates, she was far from superstition than before, but now she couldn't help it.  

This is because the charisma that Orc fortune teller Gurgar showed far exceeded his expectations.  

'It's not enough to come back from death, you're enough to kick the Master out with just the atmosphere!'  

It's a miracle that even the great magician can't see.  

Judith's heart was swelling as if to explode with the thought of divination on Gurgar.  

This is enough to feel sorry for not being called the first person.  

But apart from that feeling, I couldn't ask Brat what the dot was like.  

Nearly ten days had passed, but Judith was still feeling sorry for him.  

"How was it, Brad?"  

Fortunately, Ilya Lindsay asked a question on her behalf.  

Everyone's eyes were focused on Brat, and he replied with a sincere expression.  

"excellent."  

"okay? Is it really good?"  

"It's different from Kuvar?"  

"different. It's definitely different."  

"No, guys. No matter how it is. If I say that way, what am I... … ."  

"But, Cubar is a quack."  

"Huh… … ."  

Leaving Cubar's lament behind, Irene and Ilya asked a few more questions.  

It was all about the content of the divination, but Brat again shook his head with a serious expression.  

"You cannot tell others the content of the dot. The efficacy disappears."  

'What bullshit is that?'  

Judith frowned.  

It was the first time I heard it.  

It was even more absurd that it was Brat who said that.  

He said that divination is a superstition, and the guy who didn't even pay attention to it showed that attitude.  

However, on the contrary, the anticipation grew even more. If even that guy is fascinated, it means that Gurgar is a really great fortune teller.  

"Judith, come in."  

"Five! Oh, um."  

It was also himself that the name was finally called.  

Judith, who unwittingly exclaimed, managed his expression belatedly.  

It was the moment when she walked straight into the tent without looking at anyone in order not to be embarrassed to give her a greeting to Gurgar.  

"Are you interested in love luck?"  

"Yes?"  

"I asked if I was interested in love luck."  

"… … ."  

Judith has lost something to say.  

The reason why he stepped up to Durkaly far away was to confront the intrepid Orc warriors and to find out his growth direction through divination.  

The growth here naturally meant the growth of sword and force.  

Gurgar would not have known this either.  

He was already dead, but he's not the best fortune teller on the continent anyway.  

'No, I could have gotten stronger because of my death.'  

Thinking so, I suddenly thought that the old-legged Orc was making fun of him.  

Just before coming here, something annoying happened, so Judith couldn't take it leisurely.  

"Don't play around, do it right."  

"What do you mean, okay? I mean, I mean it."  

"No now… … Ha, that's it. What I'm looking for is advice on swords and swordsmanship. How can I become stronger, how can I become a Swordmaster, or even stronger than that? Please tell me something like this."  

"You're not going to tell me?"  

"… … ."  

Judith's expression changed uncommonly.  

As if there was a fever on my head, my skin turned red like my hair color, and there was a sound of something cracking inside my mouth. It was a sign on the verge of exploding.  

It was the moment when she, in a more relaxed state than usual, was about to say something.  

Gurgar, who had a leisurely smile all the time, threw a word.  

"Anyway, you have no intention of accepting what I say, right?"  

"Yeah?"  

"It's not just me. So far, a number of masters who are better than you have given you advice, but you haven't listened. I have no intention of changing my mind. How do I give swordsmanship advice to such a stubborn guy? Moreover, I am not a prosecutor."  

"… … ."  

"Isn't it?"  

Judith, having trouble with her words again, shut her mouth uncomfortable.  

I hate to admit it, but Gurgar was right.  

She has received advice from countless people so far, and has neglected most of it.  

I wasn't talking about the details of the swordsmanship.  

In the case of the non-geom with Brat and Irene, they consulted their advice, but Judith was certainly a stubborn stubborn in his attitude and direction of training his sword.  

The 101st prosecutor, Jet Frost, was strongly opposed to the words, and in the first place, he left the swordsman and began traveling to the continent to prove that Ian Kwan-ju was wrong.  

Of course, the process is not easy... … .  

'Damn, what should I do!'  

Judith, getting angry again, raised his eyes.  

He knows that he is stubborn.  

I tried my own efforts to change my thinking flexibly and to accept others' thoughts, but it was not easy.  

Whether because of his birth or the circumstances of his childhood, Judith couldn't digest any macro advice on his own.  

However, when I was again confirmed by the great fortune teller, Gurgar, I felt even more dirty because I felt like I had heard the words'Your limit is here!'.  

However… … .  

"That stubborn, not bad."  

Gurgar's words that followed were far more positive than she thought.  

She asked in a stupid voice.  

"Yeah?"  

"It's not bad. In the first place, you are peculiar. Everyone loves to win and hates to lose, but after reaching the limit several times, they are satisfied at a certain level. It's painful. No matter how much you hit or knock, if you challenge yourself against a wall that won't penetrate, both your body and your mind will become smitten. People around you are bound to hold back. How about trying to clear up your mind for a moment and finding another way, or going back... … ."  

"… … ."  

"But you can't do that. Isn't that right?"  

"… … Yes."  

Judith slowly nodded.  

Gurgar showed a deeper smile to her.  

"You are the one who understands you best and thinks about you the most. If you know yourself better than anyone else, if you don't resist stubbornness even though you've been given some great advice... … That stubbornness must have its own reason."  

"… … ."  

"Go your way. Stepping into the way Judith's way, a path that only Judith can walk, to a level that only Judith can reach... … How is it, I think I'm okay?"  

Oh, of course, you don't have to be intolerant.  

Gurgar added the back word and brought his hand to the table. He was drinking tea, who didn't know when he prepared it, it's hot! I missed the cup with the sound.  

Can the ghost feel hot?  

I thought about it for a while, but it disappeared.  

Judith did not even close his eyes and chewed and chewed at the words of the fortune teller.  

How much time has passed?  

At first, she had softened a lot of anger, and bowed her head to Gurgar in a polite manner.  

"Thank you."  

"One day, was it helpful?"  

"Yes. I'm not sure yet... … Thanks anyway. I haven't been able to change my mind in recent months, but now I feel like I know."  

Once again, a red hair test with a lowered head.  

Gurgar looked at it with a happy face.  

The same was true of Judith. As if the burden on her heart was somewhat reduced, she looked at the fortune teller with a light smile and tried to get out of the tent, politely.  

But I couldn't.  

A voice coming from behind his back caught Judith.  

"So, you don't need love luck? really?"  

"… … ."  

"Think carefully. I am the best fortune teller on the continent. Before I died, there were also human guests coming to see me from the southern kingdom. Oh, the eastern elves also came from time to time. Everyone brought a thousand gold, but I only looked at those who liked it."  

"… … ."  

"I say that I am looking for your love luck… … What do you think."  

Really, really have no interest in dating?  

Gurgar said in a subtle but powerful voice.  

It was a nuance as if this was the last proposal. Judith was silent, holding the tent door in his hand.  

That momentary time has passed.  

"… … ."  

Eventually, the red-haired prosecutor quietly returned to Gurgar's front.  

The fortune teller smiled as he looked at her and opened his mouth.  

"Good thing. Actually, this is my specialty."  

* * *  

It's been a while since Airn's party came to Gurgar's tomb.  

Meanwhile, Bratt and Judith had seen the divination, and Ilya was listening to the story inside.  

Unintentionally, it was the last turn, and Irene waited for his turn with trembling heart.  

In a little while, you may be able to learn the secrets of your dreams.  

Even if you can't figure it out completely, you'll get a clue!  

With that thought, it was normal to focus all of my nerves on the tent, but he couldn't.  

It was because the atmosphere of the two friends who had already looked at the dots was somewhere strange.  

'What? this?'  

I have felt it several times at Eisenmarkt.  

It's all about sitting silently, without saying anything... … .  

Why do I tickle and feel weird when I see them?  

Airn told Cubar what he was thinking.  

However, no satisfactory answer came back.  

"If you notice that, I'll just live like that forever."  

"Yes?"  

"Oh, it's your turn. Let's go in?"  

"uh? Uh... … ."  

Cubar pushes himself away as if he doesn't want to deal with him.  

Irene wanted to argue, but, as he said, Ilya appeared out of the tent and was forced to head there.  

He asked.  

"Is it okay?"  

"… … I do not know. I guess I still need a little more time."  

"Hmm."  

"But it's not that I have not gained anything."  

"Ah, this… … ."  

"When a really stuffy moment comes, open it."  

Irene nodded, seeing the pocket in Ilya's hand.  

In the past, he had received something similar from Cubar. It was similar to a Fortune cookie, and there would be a note with advice in the pocket.  

'It's not a refreshing expression… … .'  

Irene looked at Ilya's face.  

It certainly was. Brat and Judith were showing whether they had gained anything apart from giving off a strange atmosphere, and they were showing a reassuring side.  

But she wasn't. It still remained dark as if he had not escaped from the dark cave.  

He continued to look at Ilya, somewhat frustrated.  

'Well?'  

By the way, something was strange.  

It wasn't just dark.  

Obviously, it wasn't a bright expression, but Ilya's eyes felt something different she hadn't seen before.  

It was weird. And tickled.  

The moment he felt that it was similar to what he felt with Brat and Judith, Irene realized that he had been staring at him for too long.  

"Oh sorry."  

"what?"  

"No, I've been staring for too long."  

"OK."  

"Well, then I'll go in."  

Illya stared at Iron, waving awkwardly and stepping inside.  

The blonde young man didn't even notice that she had been looking at him for a very long time.  

Pareira, the child, who has such an ambiguous expression, has stepped into the tent.  

Gurgar glanced at him with an even more serious look.  

Clear and infinitely deep eyes.  

When I was thinking that Ian Kwan-ju was looking at him, Durkaly's fortune teller finally opened his mouth.  

"I don't say anything. Your dream, I can interpret it."  

"… … !"  

"It's a past life to be precise. The man in your dreams that you are so curious about is you from a long time ago."  

Airn's heartbeat accelerated.  

It was different from when I heard from Lulu that it could have been a previous life.  

Unlike then, there was a strong conviction in Gurgar's words now. And it was also said that it could be interpreted.  

His heart was burning and he opened his mouth to say what he was saying.  

But the fortune teller was faster than that.  

He raised his hand to restrain Airn and said in a calm voice.  

"I cannot look directly into the previous life. Personal preparation is also required, and necessary materials must be collected through Cubar... … ."  

"… … is that so."  

"But don't be too disappointed. To avoid getting bored while waiting, I prepared a present for you. No, I should say it's a gift for all four of you, not just you."  

"A gift?"  

Irene asked with her eyes wide open.  

It was a big enough gift to just look at the divination and tell them about her past life. I thought it was too much.  

Did you look into his heart like that? Gurgar spoke right away.  

"I say it again. Thank you for bringing in a disciple who I almost never met even when I died. really."  

"… … ."  

"A gift is a reward for him. Oh, I have to talk to Tarakan for this... … I hope you can go out and wait a little."  

At the end of the words, Gurgar closed his eyes.  

Irene could no longer speak to him.  

He had not been aware of it until now, but his body was more cloudy than before.  

It seemed that the time that I could be in this Seung was limited. So far, Irene, who had a crazy idea, quickly came out of the tent.  

Then, of course, Karakum and Tarakan were located.  

They nodded as if they knew everything and went into the tent.  

Judith, Bratt, and Ilya approached Irene and asked.  

"Gift? What?"  

"I am still well… … ."  

The four prosecutors looked head-to-head to predict Gurgar's gift.  

However, no conclusion was reached. Being a so mysterious orc, there were so many things that I could think of, so there was no such thing as'this is it!'  

Of course, my curiosity was quickly resolved.  

"Well, see you later. Disciple, next time, spread more alcohol than food."  

Whirilick-  

Gurgar disappears as if evaporating with greetings, and Cubar stands silently without saying anything.  

And Tarakan, the chieftain of Durkaly, who stepped forward on their behalf.  

He said in a low voice.  

"The gift to you… … It's an aura management method that has been handed down to the high-ranking warriors of Durkaly."  

"… … !"  

Tarakan nodded toward the four people who looked at him with a horror expression.  

"That's right. Five Haengshin Gong (五行神功)."  
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    55. Judith's Method (1)  

For a very long time, ancient martial artists who explored martial arts have gone through numerous trials and errors to become stronger.  

Sometimes they go through lengthy training, sometimes they share enlightenment with others, and sometimes they fight with fearful and terrible demons.  

So what was created was the 6 concept of Ore.  

Concepts that lead to remembrance, strengthening, hardening, flowering, concentration, and manifestation, from the old heroes to the current swordsman and swordsmanship, have their own characteristics.  

Of course, while humans made this development, the Orcs weren't just playing.  

Although it occupied a relatively small proportion in establishing a huge framework for Auror management, they succeeded in creating an independent and special Auror management method through their own strength of'spirit skills'.  

Like humans, the orcs also inherited such knowledge from the heroes to the warriors of each tribe, and in the present day it has been called'the five elements.  

'The five elements. That's also the five elements of the high-ranking Durkaly warriors!'  

After hearing the words of the chief Tarakan, Airn Pareira swallowed it with gulp.  

I didn't know anything in detail.  

All he knew about the spirits was what Cubar once told me.  

It was only the first time I heard about the Five Haengshin Gong on this journey.  

However, it was clear that this was a great opportunity.  

This is because it was Durkaly's five elements that put Karakum in the ranks of the top 10 in the continent.  

'Of course, this aura management method doesn't work for everyone... … .'  

I heard it from Cubar.  

Although the foundation of the Five Haengshin Gong is dealing with auras, it is said that the proportion of spirit skills is not too small.  

That's why those who don't have a talent for spirits can't even be initiated.  

It was like that right now, just looking at Tarakan. Despite being the chief of the tribe, the spirit of the spirit was not felt in his auror.  

But Irene was convinced.  

At least one of the five spirits' energies is that only the "taboo" will be able to be handled properly by oneself.  

'Because I finally dealt with the iron stakes of the man in my dream.'  

In his heart and in his eyes, he was filled with a strong confidence.  

It wasn't just Airn that had such a heart.  

Judith also opened his eyes as soon as he heard the word "the five elements," looking at Tarakan.  

'You have to learn unconditionally!'  

Water, earth, wood, metal.  

I don't know these. I wasn't interested at all.  

But the fire was different.  

From the moment he witnessed the sword dance of Ian Kwan-ju at the Chrono Swordsmanship, Judith has consistently tried to put the strength of fire in his sword.  

Heat was the utopia she pursued.  

Of course, there might be differences among others as well, but they were bound to attract attention to the chieftain's words.  

But even in the midst of that, a bad idea came to mind first.  

'Will other high-ranking warriors of Durkaly accept this?'  

If the chief of the tribe Tarakan and the warlord Karakum had absolute power in the tribe, there would be no problem.  

Because their words will be the law.  

However, from what I've seen so far, Durkaly's atmosphere was a relatively high-ranking warrior, so compared to human society, the power of the nobles was quite strong.  

It was just the appearance of Master Khalifa and Gorha, the spiritsa, right now.  

No, I could tell just by looking at the attitude Gunt and his men showed to Judith before that.  

From their point of view, will they be able to convince them to take the Five Haengshin Gong, a treasure of the whole tribe?  

At that time, Master Khalifa suddenly appeared as if reading in Brat's mind.  

I thought it came down completely from the mountain, but it wasn't.  

It wasn't just Khalifa.  

There were three more Orcs, including Gunt, behind him, and everyone wasn't looking good, as if they were listening to Tarakan's story.  

Everyone, including Tarakan and Karakum, threw their gaze at Khalifa.  

He paused for a while and opened his mouth.  

"Vice-chief, I am the opposite."  

"Why is that so, Khalifa?"  

"On the contrary, I would like to ask. Why are you trying to decide this important agenda alone? It is none other than the Five Haengshin Gong. How can you pass it on to the humans who have just met the essence of the auror and spirit management, which the great warriors of the Durkaly tribe have honed for hundreds of years?"  

"It's not just passing over. Didn't the old heroes even say it? If water accumulates, it will rot. Would Durkaly now enjoy such a castle if we had only been confined to the realization of martial arts? It doesn't. You don't know. Not only these, but also not a few orcs of other tribes, humans, and sometimes even elves shared knowledge with us. They also gave us something comparable to the five elements."  

The conversation between Tarakan and Khalifa took place in the language of the Orcs. So, except for Cubar, Airen's party couldn't understand the two's story.  

However, it was clear that Khalifa was not happy with them. Judith's expression rotted like a shit chewed.  

It doesn't mean you don't understand.  

But apart from that, things like dogs are like dogs.  

Judith, who had a twisted judgment, tried to spit, and was forced to endure it because it felt as though it was interfering with Tarakan, who was struggling to defend them.  

However, when Gunt, who suddenly intervened, spoke in the official language of the continent, her mood worsened.  

"Chief! They have proven themselves as great warriors. But they are not!"  

"… … ."  

"Through concessions a hundred times, the two Swordmasters and the children of the old hero, the Lloyds' children, may be qualified, but... … That red hair test doesn't. Neither the family nor himself proved anything, nor hesitated to speak of insulting the whole Orc."  

"I'm a kid ... … ."  

A small voice came out of Judith's mouth. I can hear it clearly in Brad's ear standing next to him.  

Maybe it got into Khalifa's ears, but the blue-haired young man couldn't rebuke Judith.  

It was because from then on, the anger of Gunt's words began to rise. His hot gaze poured into the orcs on the Khalifa side.  

But I couldn't change the flow.  

After hearing the third son's words, Khalifa quietly nodded and said:  

"I agree with Gunt. Apart from the right and wrong words, isn't it true that that human prosecutor has not yet proved the qualifications of a warrior rosa?"  

"There was a request from Gurgar. These four will have a major impact on Durkaly's prosperity in the future."  

"I will consider that too. How about putting together all the stories that have been told so far and making a decision at the conference? I think it is correct to listen to Gorha and other spirits and other warriors."  

Was it influenced by Gunt?  

Suddenly, while looking at Khalifa, who speaks the official language of the continent, Cubar and the four were silent, and Karakum quietly closed her eyes.  

It was because he thought that he should not intervene after resigning from the position of the chieftain.  

Tarakan with a deep sigh in it nodded. And said.  

"I have to hold a meeting."  

After a while, the chief of the tribe came down from the mountain and called for a large meeting.  

At the gathering of the elite of the tribe, a discussion about the transmission of the Five Haengshin Gong took place, and a conclusion was reached sooner than expected.  

It was because even Gorha, an elementalist, who was the opposition of Khalifa, agreed with his opinion.  

Irene Fareira and Ilya Lindsay are allowed to pass on the Five Elements.  

Brat Lloyd is somewhat inadequate to the standards, but respects the maintenance of the late Gurgar and allows the transfer as well.  

However, Judith still does not qualify after considering this, so he has a place to prove it.  

Namely, the warrior's ordeal.  

It is a glorious and difficult position where you have to fight in a row with three high-ranking warriors in order to prove that you are an excellent warrior.  

Everyone who heard the news was worried about Judith, but she only responded with a bloody smile.  

"Gurgar-sama said. It's a gift for us. then… … ."  

That ordeal, at least, is not an ordeal that I can't overcome.  

Everyone who heard her nodded.  

* * *  

A week after Gurgar's resurrection.  

In a huge arena similar to the one we saw in the Land of Proof, the "Warrior's Trial" was held to prove Judith's qualifications.  

It wasn't that it wasn't, but the atmosphere was really similar to the land of proof.  

Numerous orcs filled their seats to see the fight between the tribe's warriors and humans.  

The difference was that they were all unilaterally supporting the Orc Warrior side.  

"If a human guy was strong, how strong would he be."  

"Judith? I haven't even heard of it. Besides, you said you are very young?"  

"It doesn't matter if you're young or a lot. You said this is the three children of Khalifa-sama? There is no answer other than the Master to win this."  

"No, even if a human master comes, it will probably not be easy."  

"then! Basically, the body of the Orc is much superior, so it would be difficult even for a master if three faced each other in succession."  

Unlike the wandering orcs who became friendly to humans to live, the orcs in the northwest of the continent tended to belittle humans.  

For them, who valued physical strength, humans, whose innate skeleton itself, were dwarfed, were inevitable.  

However, if you asked if the Orcs only felt superiority to humans, it wasn't.  

A long history has proved this.  

400 years ago, even 150 years ago.  

Orc warriors smashed off numerous mines, tore the bodies of not a few demons, and spread their bravery to the continent.  

However, it is because humans have always played a decisive role in ending the confusion of the times.  

Dion Lindsay, the first owner of the Lindsay family, cut off the neck of the Dragon King.  

The commander of the White Knights of the Holy Kingdom Avilius returned three of the seven great devils to the devil.  

Even the current continent's strongest orc was not.  

No matter how great Karakum's prestige was, it did not reach the fame of Ian, Kun, and Julius Heul.  

That fact gave the Orcs a sense of inferiority.  

A sense of superiority and inferiority.  

These two conflicting feelings that seemed to be inextricable, the Orcs gathered at this place simultaneously embraced.  

And this was expressed in anticipation of tribal warriors and unreasonable anger toward human warriors.  

"Gunt! End it in the youngest line without going to the hyungs!"  

"Gunt! Smash it!"  

"Gunt, Pahun, Garam! Whoever it is, don't pass it back!"  

"Get off, human!"  

"Ooh-oh-oh-oh-oh-oh-oh!"  

It looks like even a single Orc doesn't support Judith.  

But it wasn't.  

Cubarman, looking down on the stage next to the chief of the tribe, Tarakan, eagerly hoped for Judith's propaganda.  

However, apart from such a mind, he was looking at the current situation negatively.  

It was because the high-ranking warriors who decided to face Judith were so excellent.  

"The three sons of Master Khalifa… … Everyone said they were at the top level of Experts.'  

In particular, I heard that Garam, the eldest son, is a terrifying talent who can surpass the master.  

Having to beat those three in a row, no matter how strong Judith was, the sound of pain was bound to come out.  

Even more disadvantageous was the fact that this fight was played with bare body fights, not swordsmanship.  

Unlike human prosecutors, orcs learn in-depth even bare-body fighting from an early age.  

Cubar, who had a crazy thought so far, closed his eyes, thinking of his Master.  

And unlike all the orcs gathered here, the red-haired man prayed and prayed to overcome the ordeal.  

"huh."  

Either that or not, Gunt, who was in charge of the first ordeal, went on stage with a snort. His plump eyes glared at Judith.  

I know it's a tough opponent.  

However, fighting is the main skill of the Orcs. Besides, I can't be an opponent in physique.  

Gunt, who predicted his victory, said, raising one corner of his mouth.  

"From now on, let's show you what a real warrior is."  

Judith didn't answer.  

He simply raised his fists silently and held the batting stance.  

Looking at her like that, Gunt laughed again.  

It's not a bad posture. However, thanks to the difference in physique, it didn't feel threatening at all.  

He, who licked his lower lip, was also poised, and soon a cry to announce the start of the referee rang out.  

Immediately, Gunt, in a low position, crushed Judith and entered the lower tackle.  

A shout of excitement erupted from all over.  

And those cries quickly subsided.  

Pagak!  

Judith, pretending to retreat, quickly stepped forward and kicked up his knee.  

Gunt, staggering as if falling back, quickly stepped back. Thanks to his thick neck and strong jawbone, he hasn't lost his mind yet.  

However, it was obvious that he suffered damage, and Judith did not miss this opportunity.  

She rushed in quickly, and Gunt made a series of powerful punches even in the midst of hesitation.  

But it didn't fit.  

Soon, Judith grabbed the back and squeezed the opponent's neck with both arms.  

That was the end. Gunt, who resisted for a while, fell to the ground like a marionette with a broken thread.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

silence.  

In deathly silence, Judith whispered quietly into the lost Gunt's ear.  

"So what's a real warrior, motherfucker."  
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    55. Judith's Method (2)  

The first trial is over.  

Durkaly's proud warrior, Gunt, was quickly defeated without even a counterattack, and was carried on a stretcher.  

Considering the ambition at the time of appearance, it was a very shabby exit.  

The orcs, faced with unexpected results, looked down on the stage with stiff expressions.  

Of course, some did not.  

"Okay, Judith! Well done! Let the next guys smash them too!"  

"Brat, your voice is loud… … ."  

Brat Lloyd cheers with an overwhelmingly excited appearance, unlike his usual calm appearance.  

Seeing him like that, Irene looked confused. Ilya also opened her eyes to see the other side of Brat.  

It didn't dry. That's because it was pretty fun.  

'Because we have ugly hairs anyway, no matter what we do.'  

No one looked at them in the first place.  

The appearance of Judith raising his right hand with a fist clenched was even more provocative.  

To be more honest, it was hateful. The eyes of the Orcs looking at her were very stinging.  

However, the atmosphere changed sharply the moment the second competitor appeared.  

"Garam came out!"  

"What, wasn't Fahan coming first?"  

"Is it just the idea of ​​ending this time?"  

"quiet! I think it's going to start right away."  

The swaying crowd.  

Brad felt. It means that they have a lot of anticipation.  

It was the same too.  

He muttered, looking at the Orc warrior with a height that looked one span larger than Gunt.  

"It's not easy."  

"Huh."  

Irene agreed.  

It wasn't because he knew that he was the eldest son of Master Khalifa.  

As he awakened to magic, he saw the opponent's aura in his eyes. More than Judith.  

Of course, the total amount of Auror is not the only criterion that judges the strength of a warrior... … .  

'I don't think it will be an easy fight like before.'  

Did you feel this?  

Judith also lowered the tail of his mouth, which had been upset, and looked at Garam with a tense expression.  

Carefulness was in her eyes as she poses.  

It was the same with Garam.  

Unlike the youngest, Gunt, it has a calm atmosphere.  

Judith's face became harder when he saw it.  

"Tlwkr!"  

After a while, the second ordeal began with the cry of the orc judge.  

Immediately, Garam stepped forward.  

Unlike Gunt, the posture was quite high, so the tremendously long reach came with considerable pressure.  

Judith turned to the left little by little, trying not to give up the distance.  

Shit  

Swoosh  

However, it was not an effective response.  

Apparently, he had met the fleeing opponent countless times, and Garam quickly blocked Judith's retreat with just a few steps.  

Then I went forward again and began to press. It was a heavy and terrifying advance, as if an achromatic stone wall was coming.  

At that time, Judith's movement changed suddenly.  

Dig!  

A movement that dazzles the opponent's eyes, as if it were a goblin fire!  

Most of the Orcs missed the movement of Judith, which was shot forward in an instant.  

Brat, who was watching, was also a dazzling movement that burst into exclamation.  

However, Garam's response was simple.  

He stretched out his long, thick legs.  

Poop!  

"Ugh!"  

Chijik-!  

A front kick that pushes the opponent's torso with the sole of the foot.  

Usually, it is a technique that is used a lot for check purposes, but the difference in height made it feel like it was hitting the ground.  

Judith looked frustrated at the quick attack that added gravity.  

Despite being blocked with both arms, the shock was considerable.  

Stride  

In the meantime, Garam kept trying to move forward.  

Judith grinds his teeth smoothly at the pressure he felt again, and moved his body again to get out of the unfavorable position.  

However.  

Poop!  

puck!  

Poop-!  

"Wow… … ."  

With the opponent's front kick pouring out each time, she couldn't achieve her goal at all.  

Garam's indiscriminate attack exploding from a distance!  

Great cheers erupted from the mouths of the Orcs.  

"Wow ahhh!"  

"Tread on it!"  

"Smash it away!"  

The mid-bass shouts pouring out of the thick vocal cords heightened the atmosphere of the fight.  

The blood was heated just by listening, so even the audience, not the person concerned, swelled.  

But Garam didn't.  

His cool eyes carefully observed the opponent's every step of the way.  

'You shouldn't look down on your opponent.'  

This is the thought that Garam had as he climbed the stage.  

Absolutely not. As a result of being vigilant, I saw clearly what Gunt was behaving.  

That man certainly had great skills.  

'But that doesn't mean you don't have to overestimate the other person.'  

Poop!  

Garam, who breathed shallowly, kicked again. Seeing the opponent distorted in pain, he nodded.  

The opponent is obviously strong. The total amount of auras accumulated in the body is great, and he knows how to move the body properly.  

He's so good at fighting barefoot that he can't believe he's a human.  

But it's not stronger than yourself.  

That was the truth.  

'The gap is enough.'  

The gap in skill is sufficient, and the gap in physical condition is superior.  

We accept these facts as they are, and lead the flow calmly so that the current gap does not narrow.  

puck!  

like this.  

Poop!  

like this.  

Poop!  

like this!  

You don't have to take risks.  

The other person will feel helpless even with the current simple and effective work.  

Despair of the fact that there is nothing you can do, and your mind will be broken before your body.  

It is enough to decorate the finale at that time.  

Garam finished thinking and licked her lower lip.  

'It will end earlier than expected.'  

It was expected that it would take a little longer to win.  

If the stage was narrow, I wouldn't know, because it was quite wide, it was a car I thought it would be annoying if I came out in a straightforward way.  

But it was a tidy. After being hit once by his kick, that human being foolishly and honestly attempted to break through the front.  

No, it wasn't even a breakthrough. He seemed full of thoughts of closing the gap somehow and giving him a good blow.  

'It's stupid.'  

A light laugh took place on Garam's mouth.  

The warrior who has lost his cool is not a warrior, but a wild boar.  

If so, your job is to hunt your opponents quickly and efficiently.  

He gave the front kick to the opponent's hitch that was shot again.  

Tuwoong!  

"Hey!"  

"Hut!"  

At that time, a completely different aspect unfolded.  

Judith, who was kicked, survived it.  

Like a heavy rock, she was pushed back about a step and lifted Garam's leg aside.  

As soon as he saw the human being crushed again, he looked startled.  

For the first time after the fight began, Judith's fist touched Garam.  

* * *  

'Sipal.'  

Judith swears inside.  

I was very angry. It wasn't because the situation was unfavorable.  

From the time she fought Gunt, or even long before that, she was so angry that she couldn't keep her composure.  

'A warrior is a dog-horn, every single thing they do, they are cubs that are like bullshit.'  

Of course, the only trouble with Judith was the guys who were passing by the train station and their boss, Gunt.  

I don't know what kind of guy who is standing in front of him or what he is.  

However, I didn't need a good reason. He said he got angry at the time when he was trying to find out why.  

Poop!  

"Wow… … ."  

With just this dog-like kick, Judith was able to look at the opponent for three days and three nights.  

Of course, he wasn't a warrior either.  

What kind of being a warrior is.  

I don't know well.  

But I knew it was something that was made of something positive, cool, and great.  

Faithfulness, conviction, pride... … .  

He was a person tremendously far from that.  

I feel inferiority, jealousy, and anger even when I see Brat and Irene, who are closer than anyone else. … .  

It was Judith himself that really didn't have a real corner.  

Poop!  

puck!  

Poop!  

'Fuck, it hurts dirty.'  

In throbbing pain she thought. I thought and thought again.  

I thought, thought, and thought about Brat's graceful yet relaxed appearance, the strength that comes from the goodness of Iron, the talent that Ilya had been born with, and something else she wanted to have but couldn't have.  

But the conclusion that came to the end was that you couldn't be like them.  

Poop!  

A person who is greedy, sloppy, and ugly.  

A person who suffers from disintegration and death if others have at least one more than he or she cannot endure because of resentment, and as if his whole body burns because he cannot bear feelings of self-destruction and inferiority.  

Nevertheless, someone who does not stop being jealous and jealous.  

That was yourself.  

That was Judith.  

It was Judith's bare face and fundamental, no matter how damn it was and never changed.  

That fact, she finally decided to admit it.  

Tuwoong!  

Support-!  

"Hey!"  

Judith raised his arms to block Garam's kick.  

Along with him, hot auras boiled like lava in an active volcano.  

As soon as the power concentrated in the core withstood the shock, her second rush continued. Garam's confused face caught my eye.  

Of course, he wasn't an easy opponent.  

In an instant, the palm of your hand obscures your view. A slightly bent finger came in, aiming at the eye, but Judith struck it out as well.  

She safely entered the opponent's arms and swung her right fist.  

I'm glad!  

Shit-!  

"Wow!  

"Kh... … !"  

At the same time, Garam's knee kick hit Judith's face.  

She hurriedly put her left hand in to halve the shock, but her damage was even greater.  

It was fists and knees, abdomen and face. It was a natural result.  

But Judith ran back without fear.  

I wasn't scared at all, like an oncoming kick.  

Tuwoong!  

Poop-!  

Blah blah!  

Again, he bounced the front kick and digs into it. And swap the facial and abdominal blows.  

As before, Judith, who lost money, was pushed farther away.  

It hurt. I was very sick. Touching her tingly chin, she hesitated and spit out a lump of blood.  

I was envious. My head got hot because I was jealous of the opponent's overwhelming physique.  

A flame of desire and envy burned Judith's whole body tormented.  

A situation that is enough for an ordinary human to lose oneself.  

But she didn't.  

Judith, who has lived in such pain all his life, knows how to withstand flames better than anyone else.  

Nourishing the sense of inferiority.  

Jealousy, desire, and self-doubt as a driving force.  

She laughed in flames.  

Then he jumped back towards Garam.  

"… … ."  

Karakum, a warrior and spiritist, watched silently.  

Suddenly, he thought of breaking the handle of a new chair he didn't know about.  

'To use the five elements that you haven't learned yet.'  

Karakum recalled a fight on the plains.  

It was the second time after Irene Fareira.  
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    55. Judith's Way (3)  

The spirit of fire is more intense than other energies.  

It is more powerful than anything else if you properly handle the energy that radiates hot.  

But that's what happened when you handled the fire well.  

Firearms are very difficult to control spirits that are easy to hurt not only others but also oneself.  

Nevertheless, Judith was actively using the energy of fire.  

It was clearly visible to Karakum's eyes that a hot and intense energy emanated from each step and every fist.  

The problem was that he wasn't dealing with firearms properly.  

'I'm not dealing with it. I'm just holding on.'  

Colossal firepower.  

There was a hot energy spreading all over the body that you couldn't know what kind of emotion or what caused it to rise.  

Not only was that energy pouring out on Garam, but he was burning himself.  

But it doesn't fall.  

It does not become ashes and does not fall apart.  

Despite the situation that would have been wrong again and again if he had been an ordinary person, he is just ignorant and endures.  

As if it has always been like that.  

Karakum, feeling embarrassed, shook his head.  

It was another shock from the time of Iron Pareira, who showed a steel aura.  

"Hmm."  

Gorha, the Dae Jeongryeongsa, felt it and shed a light groan.  

He was so blunt that he had surprised eyes, so there was no need to explain how much the human flame was.  

Karakum once again focused his gaze on the stage.  

A human with a burning hair jumped forward again. Garam's kick didn't fit this time.  

Damn it!  

Blah-!  

However, the close range did not limit Garam's blow.  

It was impossible to be beaten unilaterally as in a long distance, but he had enough weapons even at close range.  

A stone-like elbow took pictures of Judith's temple, and again.  

Of course, Judith's attacks also poured out. The aura of flames concentrated in his fists instilled a burning pain in Garam's abdomen.  

puck!  

puck!  

Poop-!  

"Wow… … ."  

A deep groan flowed from Garam's teeth.  

The situation wasn't bad. He failed to make a conclusion without damage, but he was also much more advantageous to exchanging such blows.  

He also excelled in coming, strength, and physique.  

As long as you endure the pain and don't drop your face down, your body is the only part the other person can hit.  

On the other hand, he was able to attack anywhere, including the opponent's face.  

Of course, it was annoying to be accompanied by unscheduled pain, but if even that irritation could be used as a driving force, it was not a business.  

Garam, who was burning hot, reached for Judith. The opponent avoided it, but it was expected.  

Shit!  

He hugged the back of the head and struck a knee kick one after another.  

Walk away!  

Blah blah!  

Ta-!  

Strong and dull attacks erupted one after another, as if breaking a stone with a chisel.  

Garam's legs moved rhythmically with a good sound.  

That was a mistake.  

Judith, who grasped the opponent's rhythm, took a strong shot of the opponent's foot landing on the ground.  

Quazzik!  

"Oh ah… … !"  

Finally, the clinch was released, and Judith's face, buried in Garam's body, appeared.  

It was a mess. There were ripped marks all over the swollen skin.  

His face, burnt with blood, reminded him of the demons of hell.  

Considering the accumulated damage, the current battle is a business where she loses much more.  

But Judith did not stop.  

Anger and all sorts of negative emotions burned her and supported her at the same time.  

A human who became a fire horse digs into the arms of an Orc warrior.  

'This crazy!'  

Garam didn't get into her rush.  

I knew with my head.  

It was impossible to fight the distance using a long reach as long as one of the feet was damaged, but there was no disadvantage to himself even if he fired at close range.  

The fact that if you take the damage and squeeze the opponent like you do now, you will eventually win.  

However, the body did not follow. The body began to refuse to face Judith head-on.  

Garam's expression distorted ugly, as if frightened by the flames chasing him.  

He dragged his broken foot back and retreated.  

Judith persistently pursued Garam.  

And he put his knees firmly on the opponent's inner thigh.  

Pooh!  

"… … !"  

It sounded like a dagger had been buried. It was the sound of a muscle breaking.  

It was also a sight that meant that Garam's mobility was even worse.  

But his center was still behind. He was swinging his fists and elbows, but he didn't put any weight on it.  

Judith, who escaped the attack with no sophistication or power, digs into it again and throws a nick. It was the same part.  

Fuwook!  

"Ahhhhhh!"  

After the fight broke out, the loudest voice burst out of Garam's mouth.  

However, his voice was buried in the voices of the audience and was hard to hear.  

Surprisingly, the Orcs gathered in the stadium right now were cheering for Judith, not Garam.  

"human! human!"  

"Judith! Judith!"  

"Go after! Kill it!"  

"Judith! Judith!"  

Orcs were several times more proud of their race than humans, and dozens of times more proud of their tribe than humans were Durkaly's warriors.  

So I could know.  

Who is more warrior-like in the current ordeal? Who is fighting with a hotter fight?  

Orcs and humans weren't important.  

It didn't matter who evaluated whom.  

At least for this moment, that red-haired man was a greater warrior than the high-ranking warriors of the tribe.  

"Heo-eok, huh!"  

Of course, Judith didn't care.  

It didn't even sound well in the first place. Her five senses were focused only on Garam.  

It was a curse that would never be resolved until he fell.  

If so, you can defeat it. Break it down and unravel it.  

Judith, who laughed in fact, spit out a vein of blood and then moved on. A feeling of fear passed over Garam's face.  

'Go away!'  

He cried out and swung his right hand.  

His posture and breathing were a mess, but nonetheless, the power was great. But the precision fell.  

Tick  

A fist touched Judith's ear.  

After digging into the car, she threw her fists at the head of the opponent who was away.  

The opponent's head lifted up with a puffing sound.  

Garam, who was hit hard enough that his feet were floating in the air, fell badly.  

That was it.  

Seeing Judith, who had finished the second trial, the Orcs recalled her name.  

"Judith!"  

"Judith! Judith!"  

"Judith! Judith!"  

bang! bang! bang! bang!  

Warriors rolling their feet while calling out their names.  

The sound of footsteps resonates as if it was an earthquake.  

Judith, who noticed this lately, made a confused expression, then raised his fist with a grin.  

It looked similar to when he broke through the first trial, but the reaction was completely different.  

The voices of the Orcs resonated even louder.  

"Fahan! Farhan!"  

"Fahan! Farhan!"  

"Fahan! Come out! Farhan!"  

The orcs who were calling Judith suddenly turned to the other side.  

A voice calling for Fahan, Master Khalifa's second son, the scheduled third ordeal, covered the world.  

Swallowing his saliva, he looked at the red-haired man.  

He was hit by the feet and fists of his older brother Garam.  

It wasn't just swelling and torn. It looked like it wouldn't be strange even if there were a few cracks.  

Nevertheless, Fahan could not calm her trembling heart.  

As soon as the scene of defeat, which would be one in the bay, was drawn in his mind, his body cooled down as if he had encountered a cold snow.  

"Fahan! Farhan!"  

"Fahan! Farhan!"  

"Fahan! Farhan!"  

The Orcs didn't care.  

Now it doesn't matter who wins.  

Rather than that, I wanted a great fight that would not calm the current heat and not extinguish the current fire. That was enough.  

However, such a simple anticipation squeezed Fahan's shoulder more strongly than anything else.  

Of course, that doesn't mean we can't help but come forward.  

It was a moment when Fahan, who swallowed gulp and dry saliva, was about to walk toward the stage with a hard face.  

Turn up  

Someone else grabbed his shoulder.  

Fahan turned his head with a slightly impressed expression and stiffened with a startled expression.  

The one who held the shoulder didn't even care about it and went forward. Then I went up the stage.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

The orcs who confirmed his figure also stopped clouding their feet, hardened.  

The shouts for Fahan also subsided.  

Master Khalifa.  

The second strongest warrior of the Great Durkaly tribe, walked toward the red-haired man who became a bloody armor.  

Judith's mouth saw a huge shadow overwhelmed by thick swear words.  

"Sifal… … ."  

"I can't. This is too... … ."  

"stop."  

Irene Fareira got up from her seat.  

He made the impression that he would summon a great sword right now and tried to say what he was saying.  

However, Bratt stopped it.  

He said as Irene looked embarrassed as he felt his arm in his way.  

"When you said you were fighting Ilya, we felt the same way. But I didn't stop it."  

"… … ."  

"If you understand that mind, don't stop Judith now. If you're going to go, come after the ordeal is over."  

Brat sits down after pouring out his words with a calm face.  

Iron watched him, and sat down quietly in the chair.  

Contrary to his blunt expression, a streak of blood was running down the corner of Brat's mouth.  

Ilya stared back and forth at Bratt and Judith with serious eyes.  

Lulu was staring at the stage in a poised to transform even immediately.  

Or not, Master Khalifa never stopped.  

Judith's body trembled.  

Feeling like a hard and huge rock, like a giant tree that has grown in size for many years.  

Despite being smaller than Garam and Gunt, I felt that something much larger was approaching.  

The flame that shook her body for a moment killed the momentum.  

But it's also for a while.  

The new feeling of jealousy and inferiority, and the resulting anger and struggle, gave Judith a new stimulus.  

Once again roaring, she was set up.  

And said.  

"Come on."  

It was shabby.  

Unlike when she first stepped on the stage, her appearance, with swelling, bursting, and swelling of blood flowing everywhere, seemed to be insufficient to be called Khalifa's opponent.  

But Karakum knew.  

Tarakan could also know.  

Gorha, a spirit temple, could also know.  

The fact that the red-haired human body still has a flame, and it never goes out until you die.  

And as a matter of course.  

Master Khalifa, Durkaly's second strongest warrior, knew it better than anyone else.  

"lost."  

"What?"  

"We lost. You have passed all three trials."  

"… … ."  

With those words, Master Khalifa leaves the stadium.  

Pahan with a confused expression followed him, and the voices of the Orcs reverberated in the arena once again.  

"Judith! Judith!"  

"Judith! Judith!"  

"Judith! Judith!"  

In a place that is more exclusive than any other, it is cheered by Orcs, who are more proud of their race and tribe than anyone else.  

It was something I had never thought of. This was even more so because there was a dispute with Gunt.  

However… … .  

"Not bad."  

Judith, with a bloody smile, plunged into the floor.  

Brad Lloyd immediately broke into the stage with a flying motion and supported her.  

"… … ."  

And Irene Fareira looked deeply at Judith's appearance.  

The fire from her was making his eyes even hotter.  
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    56. The Five Elements (1)  

A quiet room.  

In a dark space with nothing, no light, Master Khalifa closed his eyes.  

Sitting with both feet and palms facing the sky. It was cross-legged.  

Many humans know this posture as a way of training the priests of the Holy Kingdom, but this is wrong.  

The orc came first.  

Elementalists used to meditate while exposing their limbs that act as passages upwards to capture the five energy scattered in the atmosphere.  

Of course, Khalifa today had no such purpose.  

The reason he took a cross-legged was just because he wanted to organize his thoughts in a familiar posture.  

The appearance of Judith, a red-haired man, came to his mind.  

'It was a warrior's fight.'  

A fight that cannot be easily seen in the world these days.  

Not long ago, even just a few decades ago.  

After the Great War 150 years ago, demons disappeared, but there were still many mines in the world.  

To protect the tribe from them, the Orcs had to endlessly risk their lives, and those who survived naturally became warriors.  

There was no need to take a separate test to become a high-ranking warrior as it is now, and every moment was an ordeal.  

But the demons disappear, and even the seeds they sow disappear.  

These days, the danger remaining on the continent is that only a swarm of bandits and a few monsters wandering the plains remain.  

For too long, the Orcs were unable to see the "real warriors".  

'No, it's just an excuse.'  

There is no one to see and learn?  

Not like that. The continent was peaceful, but still wide.  

There were still many swordsmen and warriors in the world who went on to practice while shooting the vast land.  

That was the case with Ian in his youth, and Ignet only a few years ago.  

Four humans, including Judith, must have grown rapidly through numerous experiences in the world.  

Knowing this, the thing that I spent only within the tribe like standing water was that I became a frog in a well and was drunk only in the halo of my ancestors... … It wasn't anyone's fault.  

It was their fault.  

'I have to educate my sons again.'  

Khalifa opened her eyes with a flash of light and got up from her seat.  

Garam, Fahan, Gunt. In addition to that, even yourself.  

I needed to go back to the beginning.  

It was necessary to put aside the work of the tribe for a while and to be aware of the duty of the warrior. I deserved to go into training right now.  

But that wasn't today.  

He thought of a red-haired man again and headed to Yeongsan at the back of the fortress.  

It is incomparably steeper than the garden where Gurgar is buried.  

However, the energy of the gathering spirits is also incomparably thick.  

It took a long time to organize my thoughts, but it was quickly moving.  

For him, who belongs to the top ranks among the masters, it wasn't important unless the mountain was rough.  

Khalifa quickly reached her destination and looked surprised.  

It was because there were a lot more orcs occupied than he thought.  

"Hey, are you here?"  

"It's been a long time."  

"I saw how my sons were being embarrassed. Would you mind a little?"  

"… … ."  

Durkaly's elder warriors.  

Looking at the old orcs who are older than himself, he shed a peek laugh.  

'Hagin, you must be curious.'  

* * *  

A week after the warrior's ordeal.  

It wasn't until the Airen and the group went up to the spiritual mountain of the Durkaly tribe to learn the five elements.  

Originally, it was planned to take more time to learn, but the schedule was accelerated because Judith used a group saying he couldn't stand it anymore.  

Thanks to this, Judith's body was still not intact.  

"Woah, it's hard!"  

Nevertheless, Judith climbed through the rough mountains without support.  

Someone could say that she was stupid, but this poison was the basis of her.  

The rest, who knew this better than anyone else, talked to her only when they arrived at their destination.  

"I had a hard time."  

"Good work."  

"What is the hardship. Than that… … ."  

Judith's eyes moved back and forth.  

This is because there were many more Orcs than expected.  

It was natural that there were Karakum, Tarakan and Cubar. Because they were the ones who supported them from the beginning.  

But why on earth is Master Khalifa here?  

It didn't even stop there.  

For the first time in my life, the orcs are wrinkled.  

Despite the different races, more than ten people who felt old were looking at themselves.  

It wasn't all of the party.  

No one else, but yourself.  

"Don't panic. Judith, because your fight is so impressive."  

"My fight?"  

"right. He was motivated by the fiery fight he had seen in a long time, and he said he would love to see the '5 strokes' being practiced. As you can see, they are the elders of the tribe. They too could be said to be the masters of the five elements, so there was no reason to refuse to attend."  

"… … ."  

"Why, is it burdensome?"  

Cubar approached his side and asked in a low voice.  

Judith couldn't say anything for a while, looking at the eyes of the Orcs looking at him.  

"… … ."  

Some of them, who are old and weak, are ill or are unable to stand properly.  

But I felt it.  

How hard are the years and years in their eyes.  

It wasn't just them.  

The warrior Karakum, the idol of all orcs.  

His son, Tarakan, reached the level of master at the young age of 30.  

Even though he met him many times, he wasn't interested in the great spirits Gorha, and even Master Khalifa, who didn't like him.  

Truly, all of the giant trees supporting the tribe were looking at themselves with an expectation of something.  

At that moment, Judith sees a fierce flame in her heart! I felt it burning.  

'You are looking at me.'  

Yes.  

Everyone is looking at themselves.  

In the human world, there are beings that can be called knights of the 5 great swordsmanship masters.  

Neither Brad Lloyd, Ilya Lindsay nor Irene Farre are looking at themselves.  

That fact brought great excitement to Judith.  

It was a spark with a different feeling from what I felt in the fight against Gunt and Garam.  

Whoa, with a hot breath, she stepped toward the jar in front of Gorha.  

And with a confident expression, he put his hand in it.  

Suuk  

The five elements of the Durkaly tribe.  

It was a very simple method to find out which spirit suits you best, and you only need to take out the intangible energy that the spirits have formed and throw it.  

I even heard countless explanations over the past week. There was nothing to be embarrassed about.  

Of course, an ordinary person could have been overwhelmed by the expectations of numerous giants, but Judith didn't.  

With a more hot heart.  

With a hotter chest, she squeezed the energy in the jar and threw her teeth toward the ground.  

OK.  

Fuhua ahhhhhh-!  

"… … !  

"Oh oh… … !"  

"Hmm… … ."  

The elders burst into admiration when they saw the fiercely rising fire.  

Someone couldn't even do that, so they just opened their mouth blankly.  

It was worth it. This is because the height of the flames Judith lit was enough to reach a two-story building.  

They didn't even stop there and tried to spread further into the sky and sideways.  

When Gorha, who saw this, bounced his hand, a water barrier formed and caught the fire.  

His facial expressions were no different from those of the elders.  

Judith, who was watching the appearance, asked Cubar, the easiest of the Orcs.  

"Is it okay?"  

"… … I don't know if I should say this is okay. First of all, looking at the size... … Absolutely, never lacking. Rather, it's too big a problem."  

"It's not a talent that is inappropriate for the five elements, right?"  

"naturally. If you don't have talent, your energy itself won't appear. However… … The flame will be so big. I don't have a good sense of what kind of training to do to handle this properly... … ."  

"Huh, is that right?"  

Judith received the word with an effortless expression.  

Of course, she wasn't calm at all. I was trying to suppress the tail of my mouth, which was constantly trying to rise, but the appearance was not very good.  

'cute.'  

Only Brad Lloyd thought a little differently from others.  

Of course, no one gave his eye to him because he didn't show off his teeth.  

Most of the Orcs were still talking to each other without taking their eyes off Judith, the red-haired man.  

"Dlrj gotjrgoqhkdi qufrj djqtsmsep gkdtkd gktlejfkrhdy?"  

"Rmfoeh akrtkd dkaneh dksgownaus tjdnsgkrlsgkqslek."  

"Dlqjsdpeh wkf qnxkremflqslek… … !"  

"… … ."  

Master Khalifa was also similar to them.  

Like the elders, he didn't make a lot of noise, but he was also quite amazed by the flames Judith had.  

It was similar to Cubar's opinion.  

He, too, couldn't think well of how to deal with a flame like that.  

'At this level, it is not only the level of entrusting the five elements to the trained warriors, but it seems that we should also have the assistant of a spirit soldier with good skill... … .'  

"Well?"  

It was when Khalifa was thinking about Judith's map in his own way.  

Gorha's eyes were strange.  

Unlike other Orcs, his eyes were looking at the other side of Judith.  

The same was true of Karakum.  

In doubt, he quickly looked at others.  

"… … ."  

It wasn't just that.  

There were not many, but there were some Orcs looking in the same direction, such as Gorha and Karakum.  

Thinking about their commonality, he muttered a word in her heart.  

'Spiritsa.'  

Those who use the spirits not only as auxiliary purposes in martial arts, but use the five energy themselves as their basis.  

As a warrior, seeing their gaze that can capture even the smallest parts that cannot be felt, Khalifa also turned his head in the same direction.  

Iron Fareira.  

A monster in his early twenties who became a master.  

However, he never thought that he would even have a talent for spirits, so he was a human who did not pay much attention to his current position.  

"Iron Pareira."  

"Yes."  

"The next turn is you. Are you ready?"  

"I'm ready."  

To that person, Gorha, a spiritsa, spoke to him.  

Khalifa knew.  

He is trying to hide it, but there are a lot of emotions in his voice.  

That it is similar to the look at Judith.  

No, maybe... … .  

It was when I was thinking about that.  

Somewhat slower than Judith.  

But heavier, the blonde prosecutor, who walked away, tucked his hand into the jar.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

It wasn't as fast as Judith.  

As if something was in trouble, his movements stopped and murky.  

Not only that, but also closes your eyes. Like someone who is contemplating something.  

Fortunately, that time wasn't long.  

Irene, who nodded briefly, opened her eyes to see if the worries in her heart had been resolved.  

It was just a moment, but Khalifa felt like something hard and hot was standing in his eyes.  

Of course, it has not been deprived of the human eye forever.  

A far more intuitive and surprising sight unfolded in front of everyone.  

Wheeik!  

Wow... …  

Unlike Judith's, as soon as it is thrown, it calmly lays on the floor.  

Ugh... … !  

And a huge iron stake slowly rising above it.  

After receiving the heat, it was formed in the shape of a sword and rose red, emitting a glow like a sunset in all directions.  

No, it wasn't sunset.  

Looking at the greatsword scattering golden radiance in all directions, Khalifa and other Orcs had no choice but to swallow dry stings.  
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    56. Five Elements (2)  

The Five Haengsik (五行式) is aimed at those who have not encountered neither spiritsmanship nor the Five Haengshin Gong at all.  

Skilled people do not have to do this because they know what they are lacking and superior to.  

Naturally, as the spirit's outsiders participated, the result was often shabby and primitive.  

A very small puddle of water appears, a flame the size of a fist rises and disappears, or a metal in the form of a stone springs up... … .  

However, the spirit of Airn Paraeira was not.  

Metal, and sparks.  

It was unusual for both spirits to appear at the same time, but the size was even greater.  

The enormously protruding iron seemed to pierce the sky, and as if supporting it, the flames on the floor were so intense that it was unbelievable that he was a person who had not learned spiritism.  

But even more amazing was the part that the two spirits did not exist separately.  

'The flames on the floor polished up a huge taboo. In the form of a sword that would have been crude in the first place, and a sword that could not be compared to a tool... … .'  

Hwageukgeum (火克金).  

Gorha, the Dae Jeongryeongsa, looked at the amazing sight that intuitively reveals the grave of the five elements, which means controlling the metal with fire.  

It wasn't just that.  

Cubardo, Karakumdo, and other spirits.  

No, all the beings gathered in Yeongsan couldn't come to terms with the current situation.  

"… … Um."  

The first thing to wake up was choosing.  

He was also the most outstanding being in the spirit, and he was the Orc who actually led the five elements ceremony.  

If it wasn't myself, there was no one to explain.  

But what came out of Gorha's mouth was a question, not an explanation.  

"You, where have you ever learned about spirits?"  

"… … I have heard several words from Mr. Cubar."  

"Kuvar, did you teach that human about spirits?"  

"I don't. I have given advice on five spirits for the purpose of studying the mind, but these things… … I didn't expect it."  

Cubar nodded and said.  

Of course, he knew he was special.  

It was a miracle that ordinary humans could not see, whether they grew a spark in their mind with a few words and saved a human being on the verge of being corrupted in Eisenmarkt.  

However, even Karakum and Khalifa, the masters of the five elements, didn't even know that they would show the achievements of the five elements from the five elements.  

This was also true of Karakum, who heard his son's story.  

"… … I think the transmission of the five elements must be done in two directions."  

Everyone nodded at the words of the tribal warriors.  

Those who haven't learned neither spiritsmanship nor the five elements are treated with two spirits at a high level.  

It was the same as saying that they could build and learn spirit power in a completely different way from them.  

In other words, it meant that through exchanges with that young man, the development of knowledge could be pursued.  

The Orcs who thought so far swept their hearts.  

It was fortunate that a man named Judith overcame the ordeal.  

Otherwise, I would have passed by without knowing that there was such an opportunity.  

'Gurgar was right. That the growth of those humans will be of great help to the tribe... … .'  

Master Khalifa groaned secretly. Some Orcs looked at him with smiles as if they knew what was going on.  

Of course, it is the circumstances of the Orc.  

Judith had no interest in anything like that.  

Complex emotions arose in her mind.  

His gaze, like a volcano, turned to Airun, who stood with a somewhat confused face.  

'That crazy cub.'  

It was amazing.  

How to show beyond imagination every time you learn something.  

Judith's insides weren't that wide, just as congratulations on her friend's achievements.  

To be honest, I was a little offended. Feelings of inferiority, envy, jealousy, etc. were smoldering.  

However, unlike in the past, it was not eaten by those feelings.  

With her eyes closed, she struck all of the negative emotions into the hot cauldron.  

And it melted into one through a terrifying flame in my heart.  

Bubbly... …  

Thus, Judith's heart was reborn as a single emotion called 'struggle'.  

Only when she was able to look at her friend with a confident expression, she opened her eyes.  

Judith said to Irene, looking like the flames would fall right away.  

"But I'm bigger."  

"Huh?"  

"The size of the flame. I don't know anything else, but I will never lose it with fireworks. anticipate. After learning the Five Elements, I'll show you a sword that's hot enough to burn you."  

"… … okay."  

Irene, who laughed, grabbed Judith's hand as he asked for a handshake.  

The elder orcs who saw the appearance made a happy expression.  

It couldn't be so good to see the warriors in full swing promoting goodwill competition.  

However, it was none other than Brad Lloyd who had a more enjoyable face than them.  

'I'm very confident.'  

I know that Judith has a personality that is less than the best.  

No, honestly, I know enough that I just have a dirty personality.  

But apart from that, recently she was too depressed.  

After meeting Irene and Ilya, her face was often darker than when it was bright.  

Even though I knew this better than anyone else, I couldn't think of a way to solve it, so Brat was a car that was constantly uncomfortable in one corner of my mind.  

But after the warrior's ordeal, Judith changed.  

Although there is still a damn facet, it seemed that he had succeeded in overcoming the poison in his body in his own way.  

'It's really fortunate.'  

An expression similar to the one just appeared on Brad's face.  

It was that expression when I thought Judith was cute, but it was a sight that would be quite burdensome to others.  

Of course, he didn't keep that face long. Because Brat was a person with thorough self-objectification.  

But, this time, the timing was a bit late.  

Unintentionally, a harsh word popped out of Ilya Lindsay's mouth, looking towards Brat.  

"****."  

"Ugh!"  

"… … ?"  

"Ilia?"  

Took  

All of Airen's party turned their heads towards Ilya.  

Lulu even dropped a ball of yarn he was playing with on the floor.  

The rolled thread made a long line on the floor.  

I had to do that. In the first place, I wasn't on the talkative side, and Ilya had never sweared before.  

It was natural that everyone was surprised when she spoke harsh words that were difficult to put in her mouth.  

Asked Irene.  

"Why, why?"  

"What's going on?"  

Even Judith looked at Ilya with anxious eyes.  

She kept silent for a while, moving forward and said.  

"… … I will come after the five elements."  

Only Bratman raised no question to Ilya. The two-man case ended without much work.  

Wheeik!  

Wow-!  

"Well, it's fire. Most young people, though, are on fire."  

Wheeik!  

Scrape-!  

Quarr... …  

"Oh oh… … Water. It's pretty... … That's a fair amount."  

Eventually, Ilya Lindsay and Brat Lloyd's five elements followed. Ilya was fire and Brat was water.  

Compared to Judith and Airn, it is inferior, but Gorha again burst into admiration as he saw a large puddle that was counted as one of the best in the tribe as a whole.  

Finally, Lulu put his hand in the jar, but nothing happened.  

"I'm not sure if it's a cat or a magician. I don't think I don't have talent... … ."  

"OK. It's enough for me to be good at witchcraft."  

Lulu responds vigorously.  

So, the five elements of human prosecutors who participated more than expected were over.  

The elder orcs returned to their satisfaction saying they had an interesting look, and Tarakan and Khalifa also left for their own work.  

Cubardo went down the mountain to look at Master's tomb.  

So, what remained of the seat was a few spirits, including Gorha, a great spiritsa, and Karakum.  

In a serene atmosphere where the clutter had subsided, Karakum told Airn.  

"Iron Pareira."  

"Yes."  

"Follow me."  

"Okay."  

"Gorha, I will teach you this way."  

"Okay. The other side would not know, is the great warriors better than anyone else in terms of taboo... … Then I will take over these humans with my disciples."  

Gorha, who answered long ago, looked at Judith.  

Like a wizard who discovered an interesting material, his eyes were a bit burdensome.  

Of course she wasn't scared of it.  

"Please make me stronger than Irene."  

"haha. I can't guarantee that, but I am the best teacher when it comes to spiritism alone."  

"But what we will learn is not spirit art, but the five elements… … ."  

"haha… … ."  

Judith falls while holding a horsetail, and Gorha is embarrassed to see her.  

Brat closes his mouth while trying to say a word, and Ilya quietly concentrates on the teacher's words.  

Karakum said to Iron Paraeira, who was watching them for a while.  

"How do you have taboos and firearms… … I've heard some explanations from Cubar."  

"Yes."  

"You said you were born with an iron that was strong enough to be incomprehensible. And he went on a trip to find the flame in his heart to manage it."  

"That's right."  

"It's amazing… … You can reach such a level only by studying your mind without receiving the help of Qigong like the five elements."  

I was serious.  

It is understandable to some extent that the spirit's energy is strong by nature. Even among the orcs, such mutations sometimes appear.  

Of course, even that is not as much as Judith, and it is said to be one of the best talents when it comes to the energy of Brad Lloyd.  

However, without systematic teaching and training, only mind study... … I have never seen a case of raising the energy that was lacking in a year or so.  

'Even, he's using the firearms accumulated like that to heal taboos on his own.'  

It was absurd by Karakum's common sense.  

Of course, I don't intend to deny the other person just because it doesn't fit my common sense. Rather, it was a part to be grateful for for widening one's eyes.  

Therefore, the next words Karakum uttered were not teachings about the disciples.  

"Try to manage taboos your way."  

"Yes?"  

"Isn't there a way you've been doing so far? Since the taboos were ruled out with firearms, the iron that was not so crude must have the shape of a sword. Am I wrong?"  

"Yes."  

Airn nodded, and Karakum continued.  

"Usually, when practicing the five elements, we follow the tomb of win-win. Just as water comes out of metal, wood grows out of water, fire conceives from wood, ashes are born from fire, and metals come together again in a pile of soil that's created, one energy energizes the other."  

"i See."  

"But you are the opposite. It means that the flames were raised to control the energy of iron, which is too strong, and this is not a win-win situation, but a contradiction. It's unusual, so I'm very careful to approach it. In the past, I would like to look at how you have been training and give you appropriate advice. To be more honest, I want to widen my eye. Do you understand now?"  

"… … I understood roughly."  

"Then try it. Like we have done so far."  

Karakum plunges into his seat after he finishes talking.  

He looked blunt enough to think he would be doing that for a lifetime if he didn't start.  

Irene, who had been watching him for a moment, sat down quietly and turned the cross-legged seat.  

And I fell in love with Simsang.  

Wow... …  

Rumble!  

It's been a long time since it was eventful, but there was nothing awkward.  

As Irene began to concentrate, a large sword appeared in his mind, and a flame appeared and entwined it.  

Eventually, Irene's will continued to knock on the sword heated to golden color.  

That  

Tongue  

That  

In an instant, as usual, Irene Pareira has entered a stable flow.  

However, he felt that something was lacking, and he soon realized why.  

It was because of the flame of Judith, who witnessed in the trial of a warrior.  

Irene thought quietly, recalling the intense yet enormous, passionate will of that time.  

'I need a stronger flame.'  

As confirmed in the five elements ceremony, Judith's flame was integrated into one and took a huge shape.  

Unlike him, his own fire was scattered around and laid on the floor.  

As if each firework moves separately, it is a disorderly and distracting appearance.  

'If we can make it one, at least if we can find the central flame, I think we can get stronger firepower than now... … .'  

To create a sharper sword, more firepower is required.  

In order to create even greater firepower, you need a flame that will be the centerpiece.  

If so, what are the sparks you have in your heart?  

Which of them deserve to be centered?  

Was it the family love you felt when you first learned witchcraft?  

Is it the spirit of improvement that you realized in Alhad alive?  

Is it the fighting spirit that bloomed after meeting with Ignet?  

If not, was it the friendship she had to prevent Ilya from running away?  

Question bites the tail on the tail and stirs Airn's head.  

His appearance, Daejeonsa Karakum, watched silently.  

About two hours passed.  

A warrior orc came to the place where they were.  

"This is Gurgar's message. now… … It is said that preparations to confirm the previous life are complete."  

"… … !"  

It's nice and tense news that came earlier than you thought.  

Everyone's eyes in the hall turned to Irene Fareira.  
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    57. Confirming the Past Life (1)  

Jumble  

After hearing the news from the Orc warrior, Irene Pareira walked quickly and descended from Yeongsan and headed to the Garden of Gurgar's tomb without delay.  

I felt like I wanted to run with all my utmost power, but rather than that, I was inclined to think that I needed time to calm my complex mind.  

What are your feelings now?  

curiosity?  

fear?  

longing?  

I do not know. It was not of a nature that could be explained in one word.  

Whoo, he paused for a while and took a breath, and he started walking again.  

"… … ."  

There were many behind him.  

First, Lulu, Judith, Brat Lloyd and Ilya Lindsay.  

These are friends who understand Airn's heart best, and they had reason to be deeply interested in Airn's past life, if not as much as the person concerned.  

But Karakum was different.  

He doesn't know about Irene Fareira. It's like there's no built-up relationship.  

I plan to teach the five elements in the future, but except for that, the only thing I had to do was hit the sword once.  

He did not know well in the present life, but there would be no reason to wonder until the previous life.  

Gorha asked, curious about it. Why are you following that young man?  

Karakum, who was worried for a moment, opened his mouth.  

"Did you know? The emotions an old man feels when he sees his talented and young friends."  

"I know."  

Gorha nodded.  

As we get older, the walls we encounter increase, and it is the sorrow of the old man to get tired as we overcome them.  

They were still active, but nevertheless, there were times when they wanted to get drunk on the unstoppable form of young people.  

That was the current Karakum.  

After organizing his thoughts for a while, he said again.  

"Even though it has grown surprisingly fast… … He is still the one who can't see the end. I can't take my eyes off of it for a moment. I don't think I can see the moment when the flowers bloom."  

"… … Are you saying you're likely to grow up here again?"  

"I do not know. But it's enough fun to watch."  

Karakum, who laughed, added a word.  

"Aren't you also joining for a similar reason?"  

"… … It is."  

Gorha, who couldn't find anything to refute, nodded softly.  

The conversation ended there. The two old Orcs, and the group of Airen, climbed the garden in silence.  

It was not a small time, but because everyone was confused, the destination quickly unfolded in front of their eyes.  

Unlike the first time, Gurgar, dressed in a neatly dressed fortune teller's outfit, greeted them.  

"Wow, are you here?"  

"… … Can I drink alcohol?"  

"It's okay, it's okay. I'm not drunk because it's a ghost.  

"What do you drink for something you don't even get drunk for?"  

"Are you drinking to get drunk? It's still a sewer."  

"Then why drink? Do you drink with taste?"  

"That's also sewage."  

"then… … ."  

"What's the reason for drinking. I just drink alcohol."  

"… … ."  

Judith puffed out, unable to speak, and Cubar pulled out the tent.  

"Master, stop teasing. Come on, everyone come in."  

"One day, I got it. Chief, and Gorha. I'm sorry, but the only ones that can come inside are Irene and the Keepers of Irene.  

"I am not the chief of the tribe anymore.  

"Oops, sorry. It's been a while since I left Lee Seung, and I can't remember."  

He gave a joke that was hard to accept and politely bowed.  

Karakum and Gorha, who were greeted, quietly followed the deceased's instructions, and the rest, including Airen, entered the tent.  

"Wow… … ."  

"… … !"  

An amazing sight unfolding before their eyes.  

It wasn't a narrow space. As if it were a portal to another world, a completely different landscape greeted Ai-Rn and his companions.  

Big city.  

It feels a bit tacky compared to the world these days, but it was definitely an urban landscape.  

Everyone couldn't shut their mouths open in a vivid atmosphere that allowed them to look into the facial expressions of people entering and leaving the gates.  

"Huh huh, stop being surprised and lie down. It's ridiculous from the fact that I, a ghost, appeared in the first place, but what new?"  

Gurgar, who was watching everyone's reaction, guided Airen and his party to the seat.  

There were five items in the middle of a chair and bed, with the torso full of receding back.  

On the far right was a small basket.  

Lulu, who instinctively felt that he was in her position, flew away and rolled up.  

Starting with him, Irene, Ilya, Judith, Bratt, and Cubar lay in order.  

Gurgar said in a solemn voice, confirming that everyone was seated.  

"After a while, I'm going to leave to meet the man who has been messing with the mind of Irene Pareira for a long time. As everyone knows, his identity is in the past life of Airn, and he has been swinging his sword for decades for unknown reasons. Even the moment of death."  

"… … ."  

"I already know why. I can explain it right now. However, the reason why I chose this cumbersome way without doing that was because I wondered if this man's life might be helpful to you. Of course, it's also because everyone here is Irene's dear friend. Irene."  

"Yes."  

"Aren't you feeling uncomfortable or burdened with the fact that the people here share your past lives?"  

"It's not like that."  

"I will ask you. As much as showing one's insides to others, looking into the depths of others is quite a burden. Are you confident in continuing a deep and deep friendship with the current child, regardless of what her former life was like?"  

"Yes."  

"I have it."  

"Of course!"  

"Yes, Master."  

"There is."  

After Ilya Lindsay's answer, there was a tranquility in the intestine.  

Gurgar nodded with a joyful face and said to those who looked at him far and wide.  

"Good. I think I'm ready to go. Then let's start right away."  

"By the way, what are you doing now? Just lie down... … ."  

Perfect!  

"… … I mean it."  

Judith, who could not speak until the end, fell his head toward the back as if fainting.  

It wasn't just her.  

Even if it's Brat, Cuvardo, Luludo, Ilyado, Airn Parredo. Everyone fell into a deep sleep as if dead.  

Deep and dark, but not sweet, death-like suma.  

And… … .  

… …  

… …  

… …  

They suddenly became men in their dreams.  

* * *  

"Hmm… … ."  

To have a headache. The expression is distorted without my knowledge in the pain of hitting the skull with a chisel.  

One of the knights approached and asked at the moaning of the temple.  

"Are you okay?"  

"… … Okay."  

It wasn't empty words.  

It's really okay. As if the pain just before was a lie, his vision is clear and his mind is clear.  

What the hell was it? Just... … .  

"… … Fortunately, the. If you do, it will be exorbitant, but you will have to follow our decision."  

"… … ."  

The driver who received my attention lowered his head as if he was sorry.  

understood.  

This situation would be very uncomfortable and burdensome.  

I nodded, glanced away from him, and looked ahead.  

In a wider field of view, the figures of those who occupied the room entered.  

They were my vassals, more loyal than anyone else.  

They were my knights more reliable than anyone else.  

They were my servants who were more capable than anyone else.  

They were precious beings who played a big role in living my life, though not as much as my family.  

And now, all of them were speaking up and urging my haya.  

"… … ."  

I wasn't confessing my feelings hoping for such a result.  

But it wasn't also that I didn't understand.  

It was comforting that their eyes were full of guilt.  

Of course, with that guilt, I didn't think they would overturn the decision.  

I wondered if there would be a better way to shout, cry and hang on to... … .  

"… … I will leave."  

In the end, I had to nod my head softly at their words.  

"Woo."  

"… … ."  

No one followed me as I left the room with a deep sigh.  

I thought I'd rather be fortunate, and then I smiled.  

It's a point to be grateful for just because there's no one stabbing your back. The belated anger pounded my chest.  

Something came up inside. Most of it was swallowed, and some that didn't flow down the corners of the mouth.  

Regardless of whether or not, I quietly left the residence.  

The streets were busy, but it wasn't without people, and some young people recognized themselves.  

No, I couldn't call him Young Ji-min. Because he was not a lord anymore.  

Anyway, the crowds of people gradually began to swear at me.  

"This crazy cub!"  

"Let's go play the devil? I'd rather hang it up as a group and die!"  

"You must be devil! It's already mine!"  

"Kill it! You have to kill it!"  

"You guys, what are you talking about! Youngju is not the one who will do that!"  

"Is it still bullshit? Rumors spread to the neighboring provinces that that child would gather soldiers and go to the Devil's Territory, but still… … ."  

"It can't be! Rumor, it must be rumor!"  

"The rumors are bullshit! You have to kill it! Or you have to get rid of it!"  

"In order to get our own stomach, it is clear that we will sell all of us to the devil!"  

Evil, anger, and swear words pour out every step of the way.  

It was worth accepting. It was worth passing, and it was worth it.  

I was able to bear the sound of selling my soul to the devil, and I was able to endure the story of being intent on selling the inhabitants by chewing in my mouth.  

I passed through the inhabitants with a growing poison, and finally I was able to reach the front of the city gate.  

But that was it.  

Keying-!  

Hana, a middle-aged man with a shabby ax on my neck, asked a question in tears.  

"Tell me, Lord! Is that true to say that all the troops in the estate were attempted to advance into the devil's territory?"  

"… … ."  

"If not, tell me. Even now, I will gather people and strike the necks of those who spread false rumors. If you have any excuses, tell them too. It's a dirty hunter's ear, but it's enough to wash it in a clean river and listen to it. However… … ."  

If the rumors that are spreading in your estate are really true, give up your thoughts of going out alive.  

The hunter's words were over, and all the eyes and ears of the inhabitants turned to me.  

"… … ."  

I didn't really want to talk about my feelings.  

Already to knights and vassals, to servants. I've been through three painful times.  

It didn't matter if they understood it. It was a fixed fact that I left the estate.  

But I couldn't keep my mouth shut.  

Then the hunter's ax supported by evil would fly toward his neck, and I would become the devil's mockery without even taking out the poison from my chest.  

I didn't want it alone.  

I forcibly adjusted my breathing, cleared my vision that was constantly blurring, and spoke out to persuade the other person.  

Even knowing that what you will get at the end is not a favor.  

"Two months ago, a demon wearing a clown mask came to me."  

"… … !"  

"And I suggested. I will save one of my wife and son."  

I can feel the atmosphere has become heavier.  

Of course. The content was also content, but no one knows the notorious name of the devil wearing a clown hat.  

I felt like I was dreaming about the advent of a dangerous great devil that would be able to overpower even if one of the great powers did its best.  

However, it was a reality, not a dream, and the proposal was not false.  

I continued talking again.  

"I was choked just by facing him, but I couldn't help but ask. It was correct that I couldn't choose. Who can decide for himself to take the life of one of his beloved wife and son? I've been asked why I should be listening to this ridiculous offer, and fortunately he wasn't upset. I just took the crystal ball out of my arms and showed me something."  

"… … What do you mean?"  

"It was a horde of monsters flocking toward the province."  

"… … ."  

"And… … Said the guy. If he accepts the proposal and chooses one, he will prevent any invasion of demons and invasion of monsters for 50 years. I'll ask you a question here."  

Do you think I would have chosen my wife or son?  

The moment I said this, the atmosphere around me became heavier.  

No one dared to speak up.  

The hunters, those who had an angry expression behind the hunters, and the residents around me quietly held their breath and waited for my next word.  

I laughed a little while looking at them.  

The scene at that time was still good to my eyes.  

Either way, it's a hellish situation, a demon's eyes that bend like a bow in a mask looking at the day I can't decide, a clown who happily laughs with his wife who put a knife in her chest without drying up for me, who was indecisive... … .  

But that wasn't the end.  

After a while, I confessed the end of the story in front of the residents with a look like burnt ash.  

"The devil said. My wife's suicide is not my choice... … To choose again."  

"… … ."  

"So I lost all of my wife and son overnight. And… … The estate is guaranteed 50 years of safety."  

After I finished speaking, I quietly closed my eyes.  

Yes. In exchange for making a terrible choice that I don't want to think about, my estate has gained a safer position than anywhere else on the continent.  

If the price for getting out of the doom of destruction by the demons and obtaining 50 years of peace in addition to that is the sacrifice of the family... … It's sad, it hurts, but I thought I could endure it.  

That the hordes of monsters running to trample the estate were the work of the clown demon... … .  

If you didn't know that the beginning and the end of this hell, all of it was due to his entertainment.  

"Ha, ha, whoo… … ."  

My heart ached. I forced myself to breathe in order to relieve my feelings of luck.  

Even at that moment, the suffering continued to endlessly.  

A heavy emotion that changes from sadness to hate and from hate to vengeance.  

The vassals who watched this were suffering and angry together at first, but at the end they couldn't.  

Blinded by revenge, I feared that I would resist the devil, and I was very affirmed.  

Eventually, he turned away from me and came to the point of expelling me.  

Probably the same would be the case with the residents and even the residents.  

Unlike me, who lost everything, they still had a lot to lose.  

I pushed aside the hunter's ax blade, which had been given the strong protection of the devil.  

"I won't tell you to help. You must be afraid. Unlike me, there is nothing lost, and there are years that are guaranteed. You don't have to take risks. However… … ."  

"… … ."  

"Please do not block the front."  

That was the end.  

Lastly, I left the estate, and the residents did not follow me.  

It was a quiet and bitter breakup, but again, I had to be relieved that no one was following me.  

However, it was not that no one was greeted.  

A clown popping out of the shadow spoke to me.  

-Hey, sorry! They are very shy guys. it is not so?  

-Knowing how well you did it. During a famine, he loosened the grain generously, and worked day and night to solve each and every grievance of the young people... … To betray such a lord like a devotion partner. They're terribly bad guys.  

-So, I have a new proposal. Let me contract. What do you think? Huh? I want to kill you. You want to bully them. If you look at your wife and your children's lives, you will be able to understand the sadness you are feeling right now. Huh?  

-As you know, the only thing I said to block was the demons and demons. If you sign with me and become mine, you can slaughter them without a circle. You can play with it as you please! What do you think? Isn't it okay? Isn't it okay? It's not okay... …  

As I walked along the road that stretched to the end of the horizon, I quietly closed my eyes.  

The appearance of the servants who welcomed the morning with warm laughter comes to mind.  

The faces of sincere vassals, training scenes of reliable knights, and the appearance of Young Ji-mins bowing their heads to themselves with bright faces.  

All those faces were disgusting.  

All of it was abominable.  

However, the voice of the devil tickling his ears was even more, even more, unbearably hateful.  

-You don't like it? I can't help it. I live at the edge of the southern mountain range, so come visit me whenever you want. See you next.  

The devil's voice goes away. I don't know if I really left.  

Maybe he's looking at himself nearby and laughs at him.  

No, it must have been.  

I quietly opened my eyes and made a pledge toward the direction that he was likely to be.  

I will.  

Not as a lord or as a prosecutor.  

Even alone.  

I will surely develop my strength and go to the tip of the southern mountain range.  

I was busy walking before the hot fire in my heart went out.  

… … So, three years have passed.  
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    57. Confirming the Past Life (2)  

One.  

There is no such thing as a third generation, so please live comfortably. Ask what you don't know.  

It was the village chief's words. He nodded moderately in a tone that was neither warm nor cold.  

Considering the treatment he has been receiving for the past three years, this is a sense of devotion.  

There was no one who treated me as the target of a clown. Both inside and outside the manor.  

It was for that reason to try to establish a site in the Doume Valley.  

"… … Even those who live in such remote places won't mind me."  

Some little kids looked at me from a distance. I didn't care.  

Entering the abandoned house, I unpacked in moderation and immediately lifted my sword. It was a great sword.  

Three years ago, it would have been overwhelming, but now it wasn't.  

Whiic  

Hoop-!  

Swing, swing, swing again.  

Until you can pour out a more powerful sword attack. Until I can cut the devil of the south.  

Until then, I won't get out of here.  

With a firm determination, he continued to swing his sword.  

2.  

A month has passed.  

Nothing has changed. I continued to swing my sword, and the town was still calm.  

The only change was the disappearance of the kids who looked strangely over the fence.  

It was sad that the swordsmanship skills were also unchanged, but I was used to it.  

I swung my sword from morning to evening without expectation or disappointment.  

So another day passed.  

3.  

Two months have passed.  

I still swung my sword. There was nothing to go out of.  

Thanks to the money handed over to the village chief while moving in, the items needed for life were replenished in a timely manner.  

All I had to do was swing the sword.  

Wheeik!  

Swinging his sword diagonally.  

Wheeik!  

Swing the sword vertically.  

It's embarrassing to call it swordsmanship, and it's a simple repetition of motion.  

I couldn't help it. Rumors were already spreading all over the place. The prosecutors who did not want to buy the clown's hatred did not teach me the sword.  

It was okay.  

No, actually it wasn't okay.  

It didn't matter though. I have now become a body that I cannot live without swinging my sword.  

Breathing out the hot pain that stirs up the body, he strikes the great sword again.  

Wheeik!  

With him, the illusion of the vassal that drove me out of the castle was cut down.  

4.  

Three months have passed.  

I still swung my sword, and the town was no longer interested in me.  

No one visited this place except for the man who glanced at him a few days ago.  

It didn't matter. Rather, it was fortunate.  

Looking at the crowd of spiders, I gave a lot of strength to my hand holding the great sword.  

After a while, countless people appeared in the dark.  

They all wore clown masks.  

They started pointing at me.  

The filthy guy who was bought by the devil!  

The guy who only thinks about himself! If you make a mess, we're in danger!  

black… … I can't tell you. I'm sorry.  

Get off. Do you still think you are the lord? No work!  

Against those who kept rising, I swung my sword without hesitation.  

As their heads split and limbs flew away, they did not stop accusing them.  

I hated the eyes behind the broken mask horribly.  

I constantly moved my sword without being exhausted, and morning finally came.  

"Huh, huh, huh… … ."  

I do not know.  

Is this the clown demon's craftsmanship, or is it an illusion brought about by hatred for him?  

Either way, it was clear that I was going crazy.  

Nevertheless, I laughed. I was able to laugh after a long time.  

Anger towards the young people who forsaken me.  

Worry about the prosecutors who turned away from me.  

Hatred for the devil. Hatred for the world.  

They became the new fuel and supported me.  

Wheeik!  

Whiic  

Wheein-!  

Swung the sword. He swung his sword until he fell exhausted.  

Without even realizing the passage of time, I continued my endless ascetic.  

5.  

The years have passed. I don't know how long it has passed. I didn't know.  

There was something more important than that. It was that the swordsmanship increased.  

It was the same as before, knowing only the diagonal cut, vertical cut, and horizontal cut, but the power was different.  

The illusions that did not fall even after being beaten three or four times have now disappeared at once.  

Satisfied, I continued to swing my sword.  

I don't know-  

I struck the throat of the vassage who drove me out.  

Segak-  

I cut off the head of Anakne, who was fingering behind her husband.  

The body of the hunter, who did not hold me, and the waist of the swordsman, who did not finally tell me, were cut off.  

I didn't think I could catch the clown. I knew it from the beginning.  

That it couldn't be possible. That I can't do what the continent's heroes couldn't do.  

Still, I laughed. I was excited and couldn't stand it.  

Another clown was smashed by the sword wielding with a smile. My gaze naturally turned to the face inside the mask.  

Who will it be this time?  

Was it an old man who only thought about my family and pointed at me?  

Is he or is he the chief knight who stared at me with a cold expression?  

The mask broke down. Before long, the exposed face came into sight, and I dropped my sword for the first time after coming to town.  

And I couldn't move for a long time.  

-Are you surprised?  

I must have been surprised.  

Hey, you don't have to look that way.  

Another me who criticizes me, who is scared.  

Hearing his laugh-filled voice, there was only one thing I could do.  

Kwa-duk-!  

My attack, which picked up the sword again, broke my head.  

6.  

Time has passed.  

No, the years have passed. I didn't know how many years had passed. Now I wasn't in the spirit of counting those things.  

The clowns pouring out endlessly, and another me who gradually calls out numbers in between.  

It was overwhelming just to deal with them.  

So I swung my sword today.  

Whooong!  

Whoo-!  

Ferguer!  

Five or six clowns crumbled in one sword, and over ten illusions crumbled in two swords.  

Still, there was no end. The clowns continued to appear.  

There was no longer a boundary between day and night.  

The spider and the shadow. If there was darkness, illusions bloomed everywhere, and they constantly laughed and mocked me.  

Feeling unbearable anger, I had to swing my sword with no time to rest, without even the right to tire.  

It was then.  

"Isn't it difficult?"  

A clear voice that bloomed in countless numbers of evil spirits. My gaze turned reflexively.  

It wasn't a clown.  

A childish face, pure eyes.  

A flower was held in the child's hand as he looked up at me with a white, unmasked face.  

"I'll give you."  

"… … ."  

The child did not last long.  

An woman running in a hurry came up and snatched the little boy's hand.  

As if it was scary to make eye contact with me, she hurriedly disappeared after bowing her head with her eyes closed.  

The door was tightly closed, not knowing when it was opened. I am alone again.  

However, I didn't feel strangely lonely.  

"… … ."  

I looked at the child's disappearance for a long time, then slowly lowered my head to look at the flowers.  

Along with the fresh scent of flowers, the eyes of the child came to mind again.  

Feeling familiar somewhere.  

I was thinking for a long time where I felt the feelings now, but when nothing came to my mind, I was forced to lift my sword.  

It was my first time like this.  

I'm not reluctant to hold a sword. It wasn't suitable for me, who had lived insanely for more than ten years.  

Of course, contrary to that thought, the body moved. After taking a stance, I am poised to deal with fantasy.  

"… … ."  

But no more clowns were seen.  

… … It has been a long time since then, I devoted myself to the sword with a sound mind.  

7.  

The years have passed.  

It was a much longer time than leaving the estate and entering the village.  

In the years that seem to have been much longer in 10 or 20 years, I always swung my sword.  

I wasn't lonely.  

The illusion that disappeared for a while, looked like when it was like that, and now he continues to mock at my side without even attempting to do so.  

The clown mask that constantly appeared even if it was broken or cut down did not inspire me anymore.  

I did.  

It wasn't the illusion that I wasn't lonely.  

It wasn't because of the coldness of the world pouring on me.  

It wasn't because of the hatred for the world that I poured out.  

I glanced at the clowns and closed my eyes gently.  

And I remembered one by one I had forgotten for many years.  

Whooong!  

The loving expression of parents who passed away from illness as a child.  

Whooong!  

The warm face of my wife who cared for me with love.  

Whoo-woong!  

My lovely son, who was born two years later, and the pure gaze of my son.  

My mind, which was filled with negative emotions, gradually regained its place, recalling their minds similar to the look of a girl who was now an adult handing flowers.  

"Woo."  

I opened my eyes with a deep breath.  

The situation was still there.  

Countless illusions, countless groups of humans who had eaten my life, were raising their voices, covered in darkness and masks.  

It was okay.  

I took a deep breath. And spit out.  

As I soaked in the cool air of the night, my heart and head became clear.  

I stepped slowly and firmly into the darkness full of ridicule and ridicule.  

Idiot. If you're going to roll, you'll roll alone, why are you attracting stern people and going crazy?  

I heard the cry of an old Young Ji-min who blew his eyes at me.  

I passed him without cutting.  

He's a ridiculous guy. Is it our fault that the wife and son died? It's your fault. I was indecisive, but even if I didn't, I saved one of them.  

Another voice of mine was heard to dig through my pain.  

The same was the case this time. I passed by without swinging my sword.  

Then, there were so many illusions in front of me that I could not even compare to before.  

The eyes of the clowns, stained with hatred and anger, fear and terror, poured out like arrows.  

I ignored all of that and kept a steady pace.  

Every step, I felt like the poison that I had in my heart was flying away. It was a liberation from long-standing obsession.  

-… … .  

Thus, the place that reached the end of the end was an ugly place with human bones and flesh covered like a carpet.  

Someone was standing in the middle. It was a clown again this time.  

But this time, I just didn't plan to overlook it.  

My voice, which had been locked for a long time, stuck in his ear.  

"It's not in the south, but I came."  

how… … !  

The voice of a clown demon, smeared with embarrassment and anger.  

I laughed bloody. When I went to the mask, I could see the expression of the distorted guy clearly.  

When he laid down his malice and obsession with the world, neither his mask nor the darkness surrounding him was playing its part.  

It wasn't something I wanted to see for a long time.  

I swung my great sword like a thunderbolt to split the body of the clown demon.  

And at that moment, the crystals that had been trained for decades reconciled and spewed out with a silver-gray ray of light.  

Whoa woo woo woo woo-!  

Ahhhhhhhhh!  

There was a screaming scream that seemed to tear your ears.  

His counterattack collapsed in vain, and his body, which looked as hard as iron, was terribly damaged.  

The horrible face behind the half-broken mask was distorted even more ugly.  

Eyes similar to the hatred I had in the world, even worse than that, poured out on me.  

However, the clown demon could not attack.  

Rather, she hid herself in the deeper darkness, spreading her unhidden fear.  

Nodding my head, I stepped forward with a beam of light refined like steel in my hand to cut off his breath. No, I was going to do that.  

"… … ."  

But I couldn't.  

I thought it was in the best condition. My sword wasn't brilliant, but it was flawless and strong, and my heart was also hard, free from long wanderings.  

Any great prosecutor, any great demon, seemed to be able to overcome it, filling my heart with a strong confidence.  

However, the body and body to deal with it could not follow.  

His gaze turned to the blade.  

Looking at my face with deep wrinkles, I knelt with regret.  

Kwaak!  

Relying on a great sword stuck in the ground, I glared into the darkness where the clown had disappeared.  

It wasn't because of hatred for him.  

It wasn't because of my regrets about the world.  

What corrected me, which was stupid, was the power that caused enormous damage to the clown demon that no one could deal with.  

'Not a sword forged with hatred and anger… … .'  

The pure good intentions contained in the flowers the girl gave.  

Regret that she realized it too late covered her body.  

"Heo-eok, huh… … ."  

I feel the feeling that life is gone.  

It's hard to breathe and keep up your thoughts. It was a pity.  

It's a poor body, but I want to convey to somebody about my current enlightenment.  

Because of that, I hope that no one like me will come out anymore.  

Knowing that I couldn't, I prayed that my wishes would reach the sky like a child in a swarm.  

'Even if it's a vain wind… … .'  

It doesn't matter if it's an ugly attack from a dying old man.  

If somehow the heart of the present and my fate can be passed on to someone.  

If only I could... … .  

… …  

… …  

… …  

"… … ."  

Irene Fareira opened her eyes.  

It wasn't just myself. Everyone awakened from Gurgar's consciousness, looking somewhere with a blank expression.  

Judith was crying out loud with his head down.  

Lulu, Brat Lloyd, Ilya Lindsay, Cubar.  

Irene, looking at his precious friends, quietly got up from his seat and came out of the tent.  

Gorha, a spiritsa who hasn't left, and Karakum, a Daejeonsa, looked at him.  

And it jumped up.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

Airun and Karakum look at each other without saying anything.  

Gorha looked confused when he saw him.  

I didn't care about it or not.  

Irene Fareira, who has been looking at the other person for a long time, said.  

"Please ask for the map Dalian."  
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Irene Fareira, Karakum, and Gorha came down the garden to escape from Gurgar's tomb.  

I wouldn't know if it was a fight between ordinary people, and I didn't know what would happen in a battle between masters.  

Anyway, the vacant lot under the mountain was an optimized place for Dalian with no onlookers or obstructors, so there was no need to go a long way.  

However, in that short time, Karakum was able to clearly see that this young man had changed somewhere.  

'Flowers bloomed in an instant.'  

Looking at the strides ahead of Airn, he recalled the days when he wandered through human society.  

Is it because it is a much wider world than the orc realm?  

There were so many great figures on the continent that I couldn't forget for a lifetime.  

It wasn't just the masters of swordsmanship.  

Apart from their external strength, people who have naturally built up dignity by carrying heavy responsibility over the years.  

Or people who have endured the harsh world by carrying out their beliefs and will.  

The prayer and atmosphere that only such people have was felt in that young man as well.  

'Rather, it wouldn't have been so surprising if it had been the feeling that the level of swordsmanship had risen... … .'  

Of course, I don't even know what exactly Irene is in.  

That's why I received a map competition. There would be something more to feel when talking about the warrior.  

If that's not enough, you can have a real conversation.  

Karakum, who I thought so far, was half a step behind and looked at Gorha walking up.  

He asked.  

"Why are you following me?"  

"Can't you follow me?"  

"There is nothing that can't be done."  

"I want to see you too. How beautifully the flowers bloomed."  

"… … It's a bit disgusting for the three men to share."  

"haha. If so, I'll just quietly look around."  

After talking like that, Hassan was over.  

Irene Pareira, who looked up at the blue sky for a moment, turned her gaze toward Karakum.  

Karakum, nodding his head, spread his arms toward the ground.  

Blah blah  

Definitely... …  

Jeeing-!  

A sharp fricative sound was heard from the ground rising up with cracks in the ground.  

After a while, the pile of dirt collapsed after vomiting the weapon, and Karakum grabbed it.  

Not a hammer and a single-handed ax, but a double-edged ax.  

Irene, realizing that the other person was going to be serious from the beginning, summoned a great sword with a serious expression.  

Shuwook  

Turn up!  

The sword's handle, which I was wielding every day, felt a different feeling than usual.  

Was the greatsword changed again?  

It wasn't. It was himself that changed.  

I was able to feel it thanks to my more sensitive sensations as I confirmed myself in my previous life.  

The sword of the present day is not the sword of the man in the dream, but his sword, but his maintenance remains for some time.  

'Maybe, the man and my relationship may not end here.'  

"… … Suck."  

Whoo woo woo-!  

Iron Parreira, who was looking at the sword for a moment, pulled up Aura.  

When the golden color rose from the stylish greatsword, a stylish atmosphere was created so that even Gorha of different races could admire it.  

Of course, Karakum didn't have that kind of sentiment.  

Oooh ooh ooh ooh-!  

Like Irene, he also raised the aura.  

When the black ax blade was added with a dull aura, there was a clunky and dangerous atmosphere.  

Said Karakum.  

"Come first."  

"I won't spec."  

Paa-!  

Iron, nodding his head, rushed to him at high speed.  

There was no change, no deception. Honest and straightforward charge.  

However, I could never ignore the power contained therein.  

If the skill was ambiguous, this attack would be more tricky.  

Of course, Karakum's skills were not ambiguous.  

Rather, it was at a level that no one could confront except for the superpowers who fit into one hand.  

One step forward to the flying great sword, he swung a heavy ax.  

Qawahang!  

There was an unbelievable sound that one orc and one human would have made it.  

Gorha slightly frowned at the metallic sound that rang around.  

But now was the start.  

The two wielded their weapons as wildly as those who had long starved for fights.  

In particular, the child was very aggressive.  

Kwaang!  

bang!  

Kwa-Aang!  

Kwaang!  

Continuous attack swinging around a solid core.  

As if trying to distort the statue of Karakum, I even felt ruthless in the powerful swordsmanship.  

Of course, Durkaly's battle history did not feel any threat.  

Although the difference in skill was severe, he is now focusing solely on defense without intending to counterattack.  

It wouldn't be easy to embarrass Karakum right now, unless Airn's skills had soared.  

No, what was rather embarrassing was the likelihood of becoming Irene.  

Unlike him, who revealed most of himself, Karakum was still in a state of not showing much.  

Finally -!  

The most balanced of the five spirits, the earth spirit (土氣).  

If you use the aura of the earth, it is good to receive even the sharpest attacks and the heavy attacks.  

Of course, if the ground is insufficient, the muscles may be smashed as if the ground is split, but at least I had to assume that there was no such thing as an opponent less than the same level.  

It was easier, simpler, and less risky than to use the aura of water.  

Karakum added one more energy to it.  

Rumble  

The energy of the trees grown on the soles of the feet laid on the floor.  

The aura that spread out as if rooted in the ground added a sense of stability to him.  

If you use Aurer in this way, you lose your mobility, but it's incredibly good to withstand the heavy hail.  

Not surprisingly, Irene, who was in a position to pour out an offensive, had a more frustrating expression.  

Said Karakum.  

"Because I was aspiring to apply for Dalian… … Nothing much!"  

Kwa-a-a-ang!  

As soon as he finished speaking, his ax blade was swung horizontally.  

A strong attack that seems to tear the sky and the ground!  

This, too, was due to the combination of the ground and the trees.  

With a stable and low center of gravity, it is possible to perform large movements and movements that are difficult to balance in an instant.  

The big blow that struck her in the air, and Irene stepped back ten steps. Blood flowed out of his mouth.  

"Sorry. But please continue."  

"good!"  

Karakum nodded and groaned towards Airn. And he started to lead the fight proactively.  

Of course, it wasn't a way to tap and press.  

His speech was blunt, but Karakum liked this human being.  

He was confident in front of him, his skills he wasn't lacking, and his sincerity that he learned over many days.  

He adjusted the gradation appropriately and released the five energies of the five elements in turn.  

It was a fighting flow that exactly fits the purpose of the map Dalian, considering the grafting of spirits and Aurors through actual battles.  

Wow-!  

Aura of water softer than Brat Lloyd's swordsmanship harassed Irene's sword.  

Blah blah-!  

Iron Aura, which is as hard as Airn's, but much more refined, enters Aiur's whole body.  

It was no less than the last fire aura.  

Karakum, who was as hot and wild as Judith's, pressed the opponent harshly.  

It wasn't just taboo, but firearms were also the power he could handle with confidence.  

However, the other person's response was different from what I thought.  

Kwaang!  

The ax blade and the sword blade collided. The sparks of red and golden auras entangled felt threatening.  

Kwa-Aang!  

A second attack was poured out. Again, Irene did not retreat.  

Karakum opened his eyes wide looking at him as he stood confidently, not with the purpose of receiving it, but with a feeling of confronting it from the front.  

Sparks bounced back into his sight. It was bigger than before.  

Kwaang!  

bang!  

Kwa-Aang!  

Kwaang!  

After that, even after the next, Irene did not back down.  

The ax and the great sword competed for hermaphrodite without retreating, and accordingly, the size of the rising embers gradually increased.  

When about a minute had elapsed, Karakum reaped his ax and looked at the young human in silence.  

The complexion, which had become tired of blue because of the sudden drop in stamina, caught my eyes.  

However, what stands out even more than that is the golden flame flowing through the sword in a menacing shape.  

Rumble!  

Following the iron aura, Karakum asked a question while watching the Iron Paraira who awakened the flame aura.  

"Dalian goes all the way to here. I can't stand it because I'm curious to continue."  

"Heo-eok, huh… … What is?"  

A blond young man breathing wildly.  

However, he did not take the sword.  

Karakum had to forcibly manage his facial expressions as he looked at Airun, who looked proud of the flames he had made.  

I couldn't lose my dignity in the current situation.  

He said.  

"I know that I gained something through memories of my previous life. I know that through that something, the minds scattered here and there are united into one."  

"Heo-eok, whoo… … Yes. That's correct. According to Daejeon's words, we were able to combine the flames that were spinning without a center until now."  

"Right. Congratulations. At the age of just over twenty, you have a conviction that is hot enough to ignite the spirit of fire on your own. It's a very fast achievement that is incomparable to the tribal nerds."  

"It's overcompliment."  

"Humility is up to this point… … Come back to the main point. I do not know your past life. I don't want to know... … I thought, but I'm actually a little curious now."  

"… … ."  

"But it would be rude to forcefully bury it. And in fact, there is something more curious than that."  

"that's… … ."  

"The meaning and belief that you have completed. Can you tell me what it is."  

Wow-!  

After completing the question, a spark rose from Karakum's eyes.  

He doesn't have the same passion and ambition as his youth.  

I'm too old to do that. The age of the mind, not the body.  

But seeing the moment when a young genius made a flower, or even a flame, sparked my heart for a moment.  

Karakum stared at Iron with a gaze full of interest and curiosity.  

Faced with that gaze, the young man with a great sword on the floor spared his words for a moment.  

And I contemplated the path that the man in my dreams, or even a previous life, had been walking.  

Losing a family.  

Losing trust.  

He sustained his life with hatred and anger created in sorrow and loneliness, and gained the strength to endure like evil in numerous fantasies.  

However, a person who is stronger than him and has broken his limits through goodwill that is more beautiful than him.  

The appearance he showed had enough power to unite the embers that had spread in his heart.  

"I."  

Beyond love for family.  

Beyond friendship with friends.  

I want to reach out so that more people, who are wider than myself, can be happy.  

At the end of the speech, a flame darker than Karakum burned in the eyes of Airn.  

After hearing this, Karakum asked with a slight impression.  

"… … That's tremendous. Your aspiration is... … It's even bigger than just saying that you're going to be the strongest of the sword."  

"… … ."  

"It means that it sounds like you're going to walk the path of a hero, which is hard for anyone to put in your mouth. Did you know this and say it out of your mouth?"  

The atmosphere became heavier.  

Neither Karakum nor Airn, nor Gorkha, who were watching their fight, were silent.  

Gravity, which seemed to be several times stronger, felt like it was squeezing around them.  

Airn, too, was sweating at the momentum of the warriors becoming stronger.  

However, that didn't break his will.  

I didn't even hide it.  

He raised the greatsword again, and opened his mouth as if resisting.  

"It's an embarrassing word."  

"… … ."  

"If my meaning is to mean the path of a hero, I will be willing to walk that path."  

Wow-!  

In front of the blazing golden flame, Irene Parreira pledged as proclaimed.  
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"… … ."  

A great sword with a golden handle and a golden flame flowing through it.  

Seeing the energy of Paraira, an iron that was so enchanted to be seen as an aura, the Daejeonsa's Karakum recalled the time when he first met him.  

'It was an uncontrollable guy.'  

It really was.  

Even though the Aura Sword was not emanating, I could notice at a glance that Irene was the Master.  

It was an unusual sword that much. Obviously, he must have devoted not a little time to training.  

But, not to match that great skill, my mental power seemed very weak.  

Even though he caught only a few thieves, his complexion was white, and when he approached him with a fluttering appearance, he was embarrassed and did not even laugh.  

But what really surprised me was what happened next.  

'It's not a matter of whether you can afford it or not.'  

'It's a matter of whether you should or shouldn't.'  

'Of course you should. For the sake of his teacher and friend, Cubar.'  

Orc's strongest warrior, and in front of himself in ten fingers on the continent.  

He pulled up his sword with a proud appearance.  

It wasn't because I was confident in my skills.  

As I spit out, Irene was ready to step forward in any situation for his friends.  

'Steel will not shake under any pressure... … .'  

When it comes to harming someone, he looks like a child in the countryside.  

When protecting someone, they show a strong and unassuming appearance like a hero in a story.  

It could be said that it was natural in some way to pay attention to such humans.  

And now, the appearance of Irene Fareira has changed once again.  

I didn't change like a hero.  

Looking at a human prosecutor in the form of a "young hero" itself, Karakum was forced to endure the laughter.  

'That's great.'  

It was fun.  

It was much more fun than simply improving my sword skills.  

Despite a period of peace that is unprecedented in history, the continent was still confused.  

Instead of all-out wars between nations disappeared, small disputes within the nations struck, and instead of the demons disappearing, more terrible villains wandered around.  

That was the case with the hordes of Orc thieves who met on the last moon right now.  

There were so many half-stained guys everywhere, but most of them were busy filling their own self-interest. It was such a world.  

In the meantime... … .  

A man appeared, proclaiming that he would lift his sword for others.  

A human appeared who said he would strive for the happiness of more people.  

His face proudly speaks of ambitions to say that some are stupid, others are unfamiliar, and others are pathetic.  

His eyes felt brighter than the sun shining on the meadow every morning.  

"… … I want to ask."  

However, it wasn't just joyous.  

Karakum, who had been silent for a long time, slowly opened his mouth.  

"Please admit the guts of saying that you dare to walk the path of a hero."  

"Thank you."  

"But I'm curious. Are you a vessel big enough to hold a hero in your mouth? How burdensome is the hero's position? Did you think about these things properly and say that?"  

"… … ."  

"There is something like this in the old saying. First of all, you have to prepare your body and mind properly, and then take care of your family neatly. After that, we have to rule the country and finally make the world peaceful."  

Iron nodded.  

He had a narrow knowledge, but Karakum's words were familiar.  

This is because it was a very famous test from the mouth of Seonghyun in the old days. He shuts his mouth and waits for the opponent's next word.  

"Of course I do not intend to put everyone in this test, but I think the answer to how difficult the heroic path you are talking about has been enough. It is not because it is simply a task that ends with self-management, but because it is a place where the burden on the shoulders of thousands of people on the continent must be carried instead."  

Karakum's words continued.  

How heavy weight is placed on each hero's words, actions, choices, and thoughts.  

How hard it is necessary to keep a conviction in a situation where right and wrong are unclear.  

How bitter are the inevitable mistakes you face in such a process, and the blame poured out accordingly.  

How strong a heart is required to endure it.  

Irene couldn't hear anything in vain.  

As he said, he has never been responsible for anyone other than himself in his lifetime.  

On the other hand, it is because Karakum has been living with a burden on both shoulders as a leader of the tribe for the rest of his life.  

'A title that cannot be put in the mouth simply because of strong helplessness, simply because of good character… … .'  

When he was pointed out at the part he hadn't thought deeply, anguish buried in Iron's face.  

Karakum, who saw him, nodded slightly.  

It wasn't meant to be soulful. Rather, I hoped that I would continue to maintain my current heart.  

However, in order to become a real hero, you will need deeper thoughts and efforts than you are now.  

He looked at the clouds for a while, and said, looking at Airn again.  

"Contemplate fiercely, and grasp your condition calmly. Wasn't it swept away by the great stimulus of the previous life... … Is the heart of the present heart true enough to follow the will that even I, who was the leader of a huge swordsman, the royal road of a country, and the chief of a huge tribe, could not have dared to hold it... … Think quietly."  

"… … ."  

Whoo, Karakum, who had advised him for a long time, exhaled.  

And it was the moment when he tried to use his hand to return the double-edged ax to the spirit's arms.  

Irene Fareira, who had been listening to her quietly until now, set up a battle stance.  

Hwarruuk, a more intense golden aura sword bloomed from the sword.  

Karakum asked, frowning.  

"What are you doing?"  

"The prosecutors I've met so far told me."  

Irene smiled softly and thought of some of them.  

Lance Peterson and Ian Swordsman at the Swordsmanship.  

Brad Lloyd and Judith reunited after a long time.  

I did. They, who were more prosecutors than anyone else, conveyed their will with swords, not words, and showed their will.  

And at the moment, Irene Fareira was also more worthy of the test than anyone else.  

"The prosecutor should speak with a sword."  

"… … ."  

"It wasn't simply that I was overwhelmed by memories of my previous life. I just decorated the end of the tower I was building with good timing, and even if it wasn't for now, I think I would have walked this path one day."  

"You... … ."  

"I'll show you the proof. Please hang out with me a little more."  

Wow-!  

A great sword that is hard and hard.  

The flames enveloping it hot.  

Karakum laughed as he watched the approaching human prosecutor, showing off his strong yet fiery will.  

It looked different from usual. The young man's provocation, drunk by the flames, was fierce.  

"Come, don't beat it right!"  

A little anger.  

And much greater joy and pleasure than that.  

With that feeling in her heart, Karakum once again raised the ax.  

And he squeezed Airn much harder than before.  

Kwaang!  

bang!  

Kwa-Aang-!  

Berry of a retired tribe, a young prosecutor who aspires to become a hero.  

Watching the amazing combination, Gorha also smiled as if joyful.  

* * *  

next day.  

After waking up early in the morning, Irene went to the gym after a brief wash.  

He frowned. It was because the battle with Karakum was too intense.  

Despite receiving treatment, my whole body was throbbing.  

Still, I couldn't help it.  

I accepted all the other words, but I couldn't stand still at the words that I said lightly because I was swept away by the memories of my previous life.  

The heart that I cherished for my family and for my close friends.  

The present will and belief that brought all the other fireworks together will burn forever without going out of the future.  

Irene had no doubts about it.  

'However, Karakum's other advice needs to be taken seriously.'  

There is nothing to worry about when you simply face Mine. That's all if you defeat it. This is a situation where right and wrong are obvious.  

But the right and wrong are not clear... … For example, a situation in which you have to intervene in a conflict between humans and humans.  

If you have to make any choice among them, will you be able to make the best judgment without being shaken?  

If damage occurs regardless of which one you choose, are you in a position to carry on with the weight of resentment and guilt?  

Even so, as if you were never hurt... … Are you ready to continue through such a thorny path?  

'Not yet… … It's impossible.'  

Suddenly, I remembered the work in Alhad Mountain.  

It's not right, but it's an uncomfortable balance created by a lot of interests.  

Irene couldn't find a clear answer to him in the end.  

Maybe there is no objective answer. There is only the answer that you think of.  

In order to find an answer without being shaken in each of those uncomfortable situations, much more rigid subjectivity was needed than before.  

And for this, much more experience, knowledge, and effort were required.  

'Probably, Ignet has been making such efforts a long time ago.'  

Is it because you are worrying about your beliefs?  

The name of Black Knight Commander Ignet Cresensia, who gave a stronger impression than anyone else, came to mind.  

Unlike herself, she was pursuing the path of a king, but it was the same in that she had to find her own correct answer in numerous situations.  

Even the fact that each of those choices is incredibly heavy.  

It wasn't just Ignet.  

Chief Tarakando.  

Ian Kwan-ju, the owner of the swordsman, is also.  

In addition, I heard that the people who are in the position of "jang" who are responsible for the majority rather than a single body, thought that everyone would be under similar pressure, and that they would have lived with heavy loads.  

Upon realizing this, he was able to awaken how comfortable and light he had lived so far, as well as the opposite.  

"… … Can I do well?"  

It is good to realize what your sword is.  

However, the pressure it gave was more than expected.  

Was it because it was the first thing called a dream?  

The fear of failing to achieve it and the pressure from comparison with others increased.  

Irene looked at the floor with a depressed expression after a long time.  

"Can you do well, what do you mean?"  

To him, Brat Lloyd, who had come before him, asked a question.  

Iron, looking at the opponent, opened his mouth.  

"Brat."  

"Why."  

"Can you talk to me about my concerns?"  

"uh?"  

"Huh? Why?"  

"no. At last, I was going to get some counseling on your concerns."  

"uh? Really?"  

Irene asked in amazement.  

Brad Lloyd, which he thinks, was strong and relaxed, and he was truly worthy of a nobleman.  

In the past, there was a feeling that it was difficult to approach due to an arrogant feeling added to it, but now it has become a humorous and comfortable existence enough to use that atmosphere as a gag element.  

But, it's not enough that he has worries… … .  

'You're not someone else, and you ask me for counseling?'  

Not even Cuban?  

It was very interesting.  

However, Bratt's story was put off later.  

"Because you said it first, talk about you first."  

"okay."  

Airn, who nodded, confessed his will, Karakum's words, and his worries.  

Of course, Brad didn't laugh at his dreams.  

Rather, I thought I was more suitable than anyone else.  

Even if he had no memories of his previous life, he would have come to this conclusion at any time.  

The eldest son of the Lloyd's family sincerely cheered for his friend's will.  

So I got angry.  

Ignet, Tarakan, Ian.  

Beings with other great responsibilities on both shoulders.  

Brat shook his head as he compared himself with them, seeing the depressed Iron.  

"You're a very unassuming guy."  

"uh? who?"  

"You mean."  

"why not… … ."  

"Look at those you talked to. If you all mention Swordmasters or even greater people, and say that you seem to be behind them, what am I? I'm not a sword master, nor am I a kid who will be a hero?"  

"No, I don't mean that… … ."  

"Shut up. Be quite."  

"… … ."  

Bratt shook his head once more, silenced Airn with stinging words.  

I was instantly annoyed.  

He is himself, but Judith alone has been so sick of this guy.  

It was embarrassing to see Irene, who was making a gloomy expression on a subject that was more prominent than anyone of his age.  

But at the same time, I understood.  

Unless he is a god, no matter how good he is, he cannot help but compare himself with others.  

It is inevitable to look into one's own shortcomings through him, and to feel impatient.  

'Rather, it was a wonder that almost never showed such a sign until now.'  

I was happy to think so.  

He looked much better than he was at the swordsman.  

If the guy at the time was like a doll with no emotions, I thought he was definitely like a friend of his age now.  

'Besides, in this field, I am an expert.'  

Brat nodded.  

I was sure.  

As he was a swordsman, he was very sick of Ilya and the boys, so there weren't many things to say to his friend.  

"Irene."  

"Huh?"  

"Remember when you were at the swordsman? When I went back to the family with a chewed look."  

"Oh that… … When you were hit by Judith?"  

"Shut up."  

"sorry."  

"anyway… … I'll tell you then."  

Brad Lloyd looks into the air as if thinking of an old thing.  

Seeing him like that, Irene Parreira was ready to listen.  
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Brad Lloyd, the eldest son of the Lloyd family.  

He was a high-ranking aristocrat of the Gerbera Kingdom, and was born with a splendid potential to match his lineage.  

just as expected. Since he was a child, he has shown his talents in a wide variety of fields, and among them, the swordsmanship has a different dimension from his peers in the kingdom.  

Even the chrono swordsman, who was overwhelmed by the continent's gifted children, was like a rite of passage for him.  

The moment he arrived at the front door of the swordsman, Brat took the first step, vowing to take the lead.  

"And I met you guys."  

It was shocking.  

The Lindsay family's name was well known.  

But I didn't know it would be this much. Physical strength, power, and skill. Ilya Lindsay was an incomparable entity.  

What's even more ridiculous was that Judith, who was a commoner and never learned systematic swordsmanship, was ahead of himself.  

Of course, Brat was Brat. After the mid-term evaluation was over, he was reborn as a new person through the advice of gwanju.  

The genius of the Lloyd's family, who laid down his intolerance, took another leap and established himself as the center of the trainees.  

Confidence rose again in his mind.  

It is this time that he will be able to surpass Judith and even Ilya Lindsay to rise to the top.  

"It was a dog-like illusion."  

"… … ."  

Seeing Brat Lloyd speaking in a stronger tone, he couldn't say anything called Irene Faray.  

Even Irene at the time, who was much less noticed than now, could have guessed from what kind of heart Brat was after the final evaluation.  

Inferiority and emptiness from the defeat of competition, and endless self-depreciation.  

Probably ten times as deep as what he feels right now must have bothered Bratt's heart.  

So I was curious.  

How did Brat overcome the pain?  

Was it thanks to Judith's words?  

Could it be that Judith's punching and provocation caused her to come back to the Swordsmanship? Is it entirely for that reason?  

The answer came straight away.  

"It's not about Judith. No, that's not true. It is clear that Judith has some stake. Even after returning to the swordsman, I got some help from him. However, it was my father's advice that made me feel well."  

The day I returned to the family with a sense of defeat and emptiness.  

Brad Lloyd told his father everything.  

He hadn't told anyone his heart after the final evaluation, but Douglas Lloyd, the owner of the house, was the only one who could look into Brat's closed mind.  

He listened to his son with a calm face.  

The joy and joy that my son felt, and the feelings of deprivation and frustration that came afterwards.  

After that, the words that came out of his mouth were neither scolding nor encouraging.  

It was a simple question.  

'The reason you learn swords is to become the best prosecutor or to become a good lord.'  

'… … .'  

Brett didn't immediately respond to his father's words.  

The intention seemed to be roughly understood. You don't have to be first in the field of swordsmanship.  

Even if you don't stick to it, you can be a good enough lord, so don't bother yourself with useless feelings. It would have been roughly this way.  

But I couldn't accept it. I couldn't convince myself.  

To just go on like that, I felt very envious of the people who stepped on my head and stepped up.  

On the contrary, she felt terrible when she was trampled and fell down.  

To him, his father asked a question again.  

'You are Douglas Lloyd's proud son.'  

'He's Gerard Lloyd's cool brother.'  

'He is a friend of several children, including the son of the Fred family.'  

'It's also a body that will become a great lord of the future Lloyds.'  

'Ask once more. Someone's son, older brother, friend and lord, Brad Lloyd. Do you consider yourself as a prosecutor more important than all that this father said?'  

'… … It's not like that.'  

'If so, think again. What you thought was more important than swordsmanship. You're a smart kid, so you'll be able to understand it right away.'  

Douglas Lloyd said that and left his son's room, and Brat, who was left alone, glanced at his father's words.  

No, I wasn't worried long enough to write the expression of chewing.  

The answer came straight away.  

"okay. Swordsmanship is also important, but... … In everything that mattered more than that, competition with others was not essential."  

It really was.  

Although there were good sons, there was no "first-class son".  

I could have been a good brother, but I couldn't be a 'first-class'.  

The position of the older brother wasn't a place to compete with someone in the first place.  

The same was true of the status of being a friend and of being the lord of Lloyd's.  

Although it was possible to be better than oneself in the past, there was no need for comparison with others. There would be nothing so vain and meaningless.  

As my thoughts flowed like this, my thoughts about swordsmanship began to change.  

'Swordsmanship is really important, but there are many more important things in the world than that.'  

'And all of them do not require competition with others. You only need to compete with yourself.'  

'If so, wouldn't it be the same with swordsmanship? Rather than suffering from being behind others, trying to compete with me.'  

'To keep updating one's own limits.'  

'Isn't that meaningful enough?'  

"Of course, that doesn't mean that competition with others is meaningless at all."  

Brat, staring into the air, said, turning his gaze toward Eirne.  

"I said this, but I still want to get ahead of Judith. I was unbearably envious that Ilya won the youngest Swordmaster title, and I'm thinking of training a sword in order to chase after you who become stronger without knowing the end."  

"… … ."  

"But, I'm not going to lose my focus because of that thought."  

Competition leads to defeat, defeat leads to inferiority. That feeling of inferiority leads to emptiness and self-depreciation.  

It is a pain that everyone suffers. When he met the monsters at a young age, he understood the feelings better than anyone else.  

But now it was okay. Even if it shakes for a moment, he has the strength to find his place again.  

Because I realized what's really important.  

"There is no ranking for heroes. Where are the first-place heroes and second-place heroes? Just having a good will is great enough."  

"… … ."  

"So get rid of the useless comparisons, and go the way you want to go. I don't care if you're doing well. It's worth walking steadily and striving."  

Okay?  

Brad Lloyd laughed at his last words. Blue eyes were deep and calm like a lake.  

Irene looked at such a friend's eyes with a sense of a magician.  

A much larger mind was supporting Brat's body than he had ever seen.  

'Really. Brad... … From that day until now, I was really living my life with that kind of heart.'  

Actually, it wasn't a special word.  

Jet Frost had already said something similar.  

If you pay too much attention to competition and comparison with others, you will lose yourself. The really important thing is on the other side.  

However, Bratt's words reached deeper than his words.  

There is no ranking in the hero.  

There is a meaningful path just by walking steadily.  

Feeling the two sentences imprinted deeply in her heart, Irene thanked her friend.  

No, I was going to do that.  

But Brat was one beat. With a strange smile, he turned his head and looked up at the sky.  

"sure… … There are some guys who don't even work with seeds like this."  

"… … ."  

"A guy with a completely different goal than us. Just walking the path you aimed for is rewarding… … Unlike other guys like us, a child who has a dream that can only be solved by trampling others and climbing up."  

"Is it Judith's story?"  

"Is there more than her. You saw it too. He said everything he had to say in front of Mr. Jet Frost."  

Bratt lifted something out of his arms. It was wine.  

He pulled out the cork and blew a bottle, and even such a non-noble appearance created a strangely elegant atmosphere. It was a strange sight.  

Of course, Bratt didn't care what he thought.  

In an instant, he emptied half the bottle and opened his mouth one after another.  

"Judith and we are on a completely different path. That guy... … Since we are aiming for the best prosecutor on the continent, we are walking on a path where nothing remains if we do not reach first place."  

"… … right."  

Iron nodded.  

Brad was right. The path she walked was completely different from herself.  

It was a path of thorns filled with pain and despair, without any reward until reaching the goal.  

It was a difficult and difficult journey that most of the great men who left their names in history could not achieve.  

Irene actually knew some of the people who had bounced off such races and had fallen.  

Charlotte and Victor did it, and Grayson passed a great crisis.  

In the case of John Drew, who changed the direction of his efforts toward establishing his own swordsmanship, it was producing positive results, but there were probably far more people who would be immersed in frustration.  

'That's why I'm more concerned. I'm afraid Judith will do that too.'  

It was a concern that I haven't told anyone yet.  

However, Bratt's thoughts were different from those of Irene.  

"But Judith will be fine."  

"… … ."  

"It feels uncomfortable, silly, and sometimes like a stubborn nuisance mass that makes people annoy."  

"Hmm… … ."  

"Because there is no one who works with all his heart. Enough to shine."  

That was right.  

Talent may be insufficient to discuss the best of the continent.  

However, his guts and vigor are not pushed by anyone.  

There would be no one who continued his efforts more honestly than her, except for the man in the dream.  

I was thinking about that, but Brad Lloyd's tone became more and more weird.  

"It will be painful and sore. It will be hard enough to die because it's hot inside. But he doesn't give up."  

"… … ."  

"No matter how painfully it is, the appearance of running without giving up, the appearance of being obsessed and clinging to the competition more strongly than anyone else because it cannot become a premiere in competition. Doing your best... … I think it's pretty cool. I think it's pretty, I think it's beautiful."  

Irene slightly frowned.  

The atmosphere was strange.  

It was never the nuance of simply praising a friend and blessing the future of motivation.  

To the extent that even he, who was not ill-minded, felt strange, there was excessive emotion in Brat's speech.  

Iron looks at Brat.  

Brad also looked at Irene.  

Although it would be burdensome for the two men to keep eye contact for a long time, he still did not look away.  

After a while, Brat confessed his mind.  

"I like Judith."  

"… … !"  

Fareira, the child who is startled and stepped back.  

Brad Lloyd, who looked at him and laughed with a pick, confessed his concerns.  

"So by the way, can you give me some advice on how to reconcile after a fight?"  
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"Whew."  

The consultation is over. Brad Lloyd nodded without a special expression and left.  

He wasn't particularly dissatisfied.  

However, I had no choice but to sweat away the whole time I said Irene Faray.  

It is said to be advice for reconciliation, but this is no different from a male dating counseling.  

As Karakum said, for him, who is overwhelmed by just protecting one's own body, love is the process of exchanging emotions delicately with reason... … It was truly an unknown territory.  

Therefore, there wasn't much advice he gave me.  

I just delivered the advice Ian Kwan-ju gave me. In a way, it was Ian's idea, not mine.  

'The situation is different, but I don't know if I can give you the same advice.'  

"… … Still, Brat is much smarter than me, so he'll do well."  

Maybe he doesn't digest it well in his own way.  

Even so, of course, I don't know if the story will work out.  

Judith was more difficult to deal with than any other person he knew.  

'… … It's love.'  

Irene, thinking of Brat's words, walked through the empty training grounds.  

I can't feel it. In his situation, where he lived pathetic for most of his life, and his interpersonal relationships were so poor that he was proud of just making friends, this was only a story of a strange country.  

Will you be able to love someone someday?  

Conversely, will there ever be someone who likes you?  

After thinking for a while, he laughed haha.  

He summoned the great sword and thought, swinging it.  

'First, let's focus on the five elements.'  

In order to overcome the newly enlightened Aura of Fire, Irene Fareira raised his conviction.  

Compared to the previous ones, he looked clumsy and crude, but the flame in his heart was stronger and bigger than anyone else.  

* * *  

When Airen completes her beliefs through memories of her previous life and is refining the fire aura.  

Judith was also looking back on himself, recalling his previous life.  

He didn't have good intentions like Irene.  

To be honest, she thought the man of her previous life was really stupid.  

If it were you, you would have put the blade of revenge first to those who ignored you before dealing with the clown demon.  

So, what aspect of the man did Judith's mind have that influenced him?  

'effort.'  

Yes.  

35 years of hard work created by his terrifying tenacity.  

That was the most impressive part for her.  

'I wasn't satisfied just because I slept a little less than others and that I swung several more times than others.'  

Obviously, Judith is a hard worker. To the extent that I can't carry most of them.  

Even the brothers of the Chrono Swordsman, who were united with patience, threw their swords hard enough to get rid of cranes and worked harder than anyone else to train their bodies.  

Even Keira Finn, the lieutenant who supervises the training, always told her to take a break.  

But so what?  

I was just satisfied with that, so Irene, Ilya... … And Brad, can you catch up with these monstrous guys?  

Who is Ignet Cresencia, known as more genius than those guys?  

How about Ian Kwan-nim, Kuhn, and Julian Heul, commander of the White Knights, floating like a star on it?  

'It's absolutely impossible. I can never catch up if I do it like I do now. However… … .'  

If I could make an effort close to the man who was in the past life of Airn.  

No, if he can catch up to even half of his venom, there is a possibility.  

That was it. The fireworks the man showed was so intense and terrible.  

Even though at the end of the end, I put it down and became a completely different being... … .  

'I don't know anything like that, and my aim is what the man of my previous life showed me.'  

Beep  

Judith, who had been thinking all day, sitting in a chair, she headed for the gym.  

It didn't matter if it was late at night. As long as my thoughts were cleared, I had to practice swords hard from now on.  

Even hotter sparks rose in her heart.  

'It's still not enough. It should burn more and hotter.'  

No matter how hot it is, it's not enough.  

No matter how big a firework is, it is not enough. It's okay if firearms cover your body and mind.  

You will endure unconditionally. Rather, even the suffering will be sublimated into flames and used as a new driving force.  

Judith, who became the incarnation of fire, took a breath.  

It was a moment when her sword, focused on her mind, was about to fall vertically.  

"Judith."  

"… … ."  

Familiar voice.  

Judith didn't look back. I just slid my sword down.  

However, unlike my initial thoughts, the smooth motion did not come out. It was because my heart was shaken.  

Judith, who identified the cause, took another breath. And again he swung his sword.  

Boo-!  

But I wasn't satisfied. It was natural. The ripples caused by the stones thrown into the lake were spreading.  

It took quite a bit of time to calm down. Anyone else would not know, and it was such a person who came to him right now.  

She looked back.  

He is the closest, but he is more annoying than anyone else in the current situation.  

Brad Lloyd.  

As always, I was about to pour out a lot of swear words on him with a luckless face.  

"Let's have a fight in a long time."  

"… … ."  

Judith frowned.  

Although he recovered a lot thanks to the treatment of the Durkaly tribe, she was still injured.  

The part that was hit by Garam was still throbbing.  

But Judith did not refuse. Had it been his personality to measure everything, he would not have survived the warrior's ordeal.  

Heh- she spit and took a pose.  

'It is better to mix the sword than to mix the words.'  

It was the moment when I was thinking about that, and I was about to take the lead right away.  

"I said last time. Are you hiding your skills? Yes, I hid it."  

"What?"  

"But I didn't hide it on purpose."  

"What is that… … ."  

I was going to say it was bullshit.  

But I couldn't. Brat Lloyd, approaching like a ghost, came with a fierce sword.  

Kagang-!  

"Wow… … ."  

He digs roughly with his sword against him. It wasn't a sword like a river flowing smoothly, but a momentum like a waterfall that poured violently.  

The furan guy in the center gave me more strength and said.  

"I'll show you from now on, my sword."  

"… … Yes, do whatever you want!"  

Wow!  

Judith, who pushed the opponent away by giving strength to his whole body, went straight forward. My eyes were hot.  

No, it wasn't just your eyes. Brad felt pressure as if a big fireball was approaching him.  

It wasn't, but Judith's sword was really like a flame.  

Caang!  

Caen-!  

Sparks that bounce every time the sword and the sword collide.  

The aura mixed with it caused considerable fear.  

A fundamental fear that can only be felt if it is life. Judith's momentum constantly stimulated this.  

It wasn't just a sword attack.  

Even on footsteps.  

Even in the gaze.  

Even breathing.  

Indeed, the energy of the flames in all the actions was hot and fierce, sticking toward Brat. Difficulty fell in his expression.  

'Good.'  

Judith smiled.  

There is something I felt about the fight against Garam, Master Khalifa's eldest son.  

Destructive power is also destructive power, but the greatest advantage of fire was fear.  

It is a flame that is more threatening than anything else, and more than anything else, that constantly stimulates the other person's fear.  

It atrophys the opponent, and even breaks the will.  

Furthermore, it restricts even each movement, and finally makes it in a situation where the sword cannot be squeezed until it touches the tip of the nose.  

Rather than simply pressing it with force... … Overwhelming violence!  

Judith, who found the point of direction, swung his sword with a fierce laughter. Swinging, swinging, and continuing to swing.  

Innocently like a child with a new toy in his hand.  

The sword and the flame created by the sword are hot and rough enough to cover the whole world.  

… … It was about 10 minutes that I felt that the abnormalities were going on.  

'What?'  

It was weird.  

Apparently, the current Brad Lloyd was being pushed.  

Not feeling deliberately focused on defense, but really inferior. The relaxed expression and sweat flowing through the forehead proved it.  

But, Judith, who is driving opponents, was also not comfortable in mind and body.  

Somehow, my chest feels stuffy and my body feels heavy.  

It was as if wearing thick cotton clothes and wandering in the dark fog.  

Moisture that couldn't be blown away by flames seemed to permeate all over the body.  

'This kid, you wrote something.'  

Judith clenched it.  

I've been through something similar before.  

Aura management that restricts movement by scattering sticky auras like swamps. I remembered what I said to do something sloppy like a personality.  

But the current technique was simply not that much.  

It wasn't fog.  

It wasn't even moisture.  

At some point, Brat Lloyd's auras scattered around him began to change like blue water.  

Qawahahah-!  

It would not have been possible to actually hear the sound.  

But it was really heard in Judith's ears. I heard the sound of waves coming from everywhere.  

From the left, from the right, and from the back, Judith swung the sword of flames to clear the wave of auras.  

It was in vain. The current counterattack is that Brat's stacked piles of things from the beginning of the battle to the present day were exploded at once, and there was no way to stop it with a sudden swung sword.  

It was a sight as if the blocked embankment had burst on three sides at the same time. Judith made a warak impression.  

In the end, the road left for her is front.  

It was only to break through the side of Brat Lloyd, who was ready and waiting for him.  

Oops- Judith, who had a molar tooth, energized his foot and pushed it forward.  

No, it was a moment to do so.  

Fusup-!  

The waves of Aur, coming from three sides, lost their strength. The energy that collapsed after losing momentum was vainly scattered.  

But that wasn't what caught Judith's eyes.  

Brat Lloyd staggers with a fountain of blood.  

Judith, who saw it, threw his sword and ran quickly. And before he fell, he quickly supported him.  

She shouted, with Bratt's head lying on her knees.  

"what!"  

"Did you see it? My sword... … ."  

"No, fuck, what is this now. Why are you spewing blood all of a sudden!"  

Judith's face frowned. Brad laughed.  

She has always looked like that whenever she approached her recently, but her current appearance was completely different from him.  

Bratt thought quietly, seeing a lot of worries on his face.  

'It's not bad.'  

It is true that it is unreasonable to use technology.  

Aura is used that slowly and secretly sprinkles energy into the atmosphere, then forms it into an instant and presses the opponent like a wave.  

If only succeeded, the power would be sufficient, but it was still difficult to this extent with my own skills.  

This is why he hid his achievements from Judith.  

It was because I thought I didn't need to show it until I got it right.  

'Because it would be nicer to succeed perfectly... … .'  

However, after hearing Irene, Brad's thoughts changed a little.  

It is not important to be perfect or not.  

It looks cooler, it looks less cool, and that's a problem later on.  

When asked what is the most important thing for resolving conflicts and reconciliation, Irene said that the answer to him is'to fully convey one's sincerity.'  

That's why Brat Lloyd's unfinished technique was unreasonably attempted.  

It was because I thought that showing my sword was the best way to convey my sincerity.  

'Irene's means was a letter... … As expected, the prosecutor should speak with a sword. Letters are a little embarrassing.'  

Perhaps if he had written a letter, wouldn't Judith look at him like a madman?  

Thinking that way, I thought it would be fun as well.  

"The crazy guy, why are you laughing? Explain quickly. What happened?"  

"Ah… … Don't shake it. Hard."  

"Then explain quickly!"  

"okay okay."  

Upon hearing Judith's urging, Brat slowly explained his situation.  

Intermediate to medium cough was also mixed. More anxiety arose on Judith's face when he saw the blood splatter.  

When he saw it, he thought to himself.  

'You did a good job over it.'  

The inside was shaken, but in fact it wasn't very serious.  

However, I deliberately chewed my mouth as I thought it would be more effective to spit blood.  

Even after referring to Airn's advice, I wanted to get some tips from this side. That was Brat's way.  

Of course, Judith didn't know that.  

If I knew, she would have thrown her fists and kicks instead of supporting them, but at least her touch was full of delicacy.  

The face on top was ugly and cute.  

So it was.  

That's what Bratt said about his sincerity.  

"Judith."  

"Why."  

"I like you."  

"… … ?"  

Judith's face, with a blank expression for a moment, turned red.  
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Brad Lloyd.  

His best friend and at the same time the most annoying guy.  

When he heard the explanation of'Why did he bleed and fell?', the biggest emotion Judith felt was absurdity.  

'No, if it's like that, say it in words!'  

Why are you trying to show it yourself even if it's impossible?  

Of course, this is better for clearing up misunderstandings than spitting out words, but Judith thought that no matter how badly it was, it wasn't necessary to do this.  

It was a little, but it was also annoying. I think it's because of his narrow self.  

I didn't even like to feel upset about it. I feel like I'm becoming a narrower person.  

But those thoughts quickly disappeared because of the words that came out of Bratt's mouth.  

"I like you."  

"… … ?"  

Judith smiled.  

I didn't understand well.  

You like it?  

who?  

No way yourself?  

I had to accept that. Because there were only two around you, yourself and Brat.  

'No, no. You can talk differently.'  

Judith, who swallowed a gulp, turned the flow of thoughts.  

In my case, when my training doesn't go well, I mutter useless words.  

Sometimes I swear, I just pour out my thoughts, and sometimes I talk about the menu I want to eat.  

Probably like that.  

Because of the bad condition, other thoughts in my head unwittingly popped out... … .  

"I like it, Judith."  

"Ahhhhhhhhh!"  

Beep  

Quadang!  

"Oh, uh... … ."  

"uh! Ah! sorry… … No, uh... … !"  

Judith jumped up from his seat at Brat's words.  

Brat, who was cutting her knees, pounded her head on the floor and groaned. I felt a heartfelt pain.  

Judith, who was watching him, made a restless expression, then put on a knee pillow again.  

I thought I'd run away for a while, but it didn't seem like I was just leaving the guy injured because of him.  

And… … .  

I didn't even want to hear more of Brat's story.  

'No, what the hell are you thinking about this child?'  

Honestly, I didn't understand.  

Judith thought he had no rational attraction.  

Isn't it?  

His personality is the only thing he knows to do is swinging a sword and pickpocketing he learned when he was a child.  

I didn't think it was ugly, but it wasn't extraordinarily pretty like Ilya, and the origin is miserable.  

There is no reason to like Brat, a bocce among the brethren.  

'Is this kid, are you kidding me?'  

Rather, it seemed to be more likely this way.  

She opened her eyes and said in an angry voice.  

"Hey. Do you really like me? What is the reason."  

"… … ."  

"If you like it, there will be no reason to like it. Ji, really, just in case, but if you're kidding, tell me now. If you talk now, it won't hurt. … ."  

"It's not a joke."  

"Well, what is it?"  

Judith glared at Brat.  

He doesn't immediately answer his own question, but hesitates.  

I didn't like it.  

I couldn't think of something to say, so I was attributable to thinking that I was doing that, and even more so because I was a little disappointed by the fact that I was considered funny.  

However, Bratt's words that followed were enough to dispel her thoughts.  

"Please wait."  

"Hah, why? Because I can't remember what to say... … ."  

"It's not like that."  

"No… … ."  

"It's because I don't want to talk roughly."  

He raised his upper body up.  

Then, the eyes of the two were leveled, and Bratt's face was more visible in Judith's eyes.  

A slightly cheeky and sensitive appearance.  

However, objectively, the boy of the borcissist, who belongs to the handsome axis, looks at himself with a serious look.  

Then say.  

"Although I'm on the planned side in everything, today's confession wasn't in the plan. Just, I suddenly thought it was pretty... … ."  

"Wow!"  

"… … Words popped out without my knowledge. So I need time to organize my words."  

"No, now, ha… … ."  

"So wait a bit. I will ponder and say well so that you can know that it is not a joke, but a sincere word."  

"… … !"  

Judith's face rose even more red.  

Now I know for sure. I didn't even have to wait for Bratt's back.  

Although he is not a magician, he has no eyes to look into the hearts of people... … There was no way he couldn't recognize the feeling of water leaking out of the other's eyes.  

I wasn't kidding. Brad was sincere.  

That fact caused a great ripple in Judith's mind.  

"… … I will listen later!"  

Unable to bear this, she escaped from the field at a terrifying pace.  

"… … Hmm."  

Bratt stood up, looking in the direction of her disappearance.  

It was a mess. As I said earlier, he had no intention of confessing to Judith today.  

It was a long time ago that I even had a proper conversation, so I thought that it was just a sense of reconciliation.  

But when he woke up, something happened, and Judith left without hearing his answer.  

However… … .  

'Isn't that bad?'  

Brett decided to take today's work positively.  

The best result for confession is, of course, acceptance.  

So what is the worst result?  

It is rejection. The word "sorry" that flows out of your mouth with a compulsive smile for color or consideration.  

That would be the result that Brat should avoid most.  

Just by avoiding it, today's confession was not a failure.  

'If I was as embarrassed as me, it means that Judith was conscious enough of me.'  

"… … Rather good."  

Unscheduled confession.  

Unplanned rapid deployment.  

But it's not a bad atmosphere.  

Feeling it, he smiled and moved to his quarters.  

From tomorrow, I have to approach myself a little more proactively.  

Although his mouth was sore, he was Brad Lloyd, full of Judith thoughts, so that he could not feel the pain.  

* * *  

Four months have passed since Airn Pareira and the group entered the fortress of the Durkaly tribe.  

As the seasons changed, the cool breeze of early autumn was blowing.  

Of course, it wasn't just the seasons that changed. Most of the Airen and the group were also in a state of not small achievements.  

The person who grew up in the best balance was Brad Lloyd.  

Among the five spirits, he showed qualities in the energy of water, and showed amazing affinity not only with that but also with other spirits.  

From water to wood, from wood to fire, from fire to earth, from earth to metal.  

Finally, the process of making water from the metal and returning to the beginning.  

In other words, it took only a month to achieve the Circle, which could be said to be an extraordinary achievement even compared to the talented Orc warriors.  

Of course, the main spirit was still there.  

Brat continued the flow of the five elements, solidifying the inner chamber, and breathing out the energy of the water in a stable balance.  

In addition, he focused on grafting it with swordsmanship and aura.  

Gorha nodded with admiration when he saw it.  

"Because the center stood, I'll do well even if I don't look at it any more."  

However, the look at Judith was unpleasant.  

Unlike Brat, who cares about the five spirits evenly for balance, she only devoted herself to the fire spirits.  

"It's okay. Even if you don't dare to coexist with the five spirits. Even if I do it my way, it's enough to grow a fire."  

"However, if you do not accept the energy of other spirits and develop dissatisfaction, your balance will be broken, and the full fire will burn your body... … ."  

"That's okay too. I can bear it. No, in the first place, I can't even feel other spirits."  

It was true.  

Unlike the spirit of fire, which was familiar as if he had been in his heart from birth, Judith could not feel any of the other four spirits.  

I wouldn't know if there were no spirits and kites at all, in this case, even Gorha, the great spirits, was the first sight to see.  

In the end, there were two paths in front of Judith.  

You don't learn the five elements because you're afraid that your balance will be broken.  

Taking that risk and focusing only on the energy of fire.  

Her choice was, of course, the latter, and, at least so far, has been showing good results.  

'It's ridiculous. It's ridiculous, but it's actually happening right in front of you, so I can't stop it... … .'  

Gorha shook her head, looking at the unusual human woman.  

Of course, it wasn't just Judith that was unique.  

Although not as extreme as her, Irene Fareira was special enough.  

Fortunately, he was steadfast in following Gorha's words.  

"Not win-win, but sang-geuk?"  

"Yes. Unlike most people, your energy is flowing in the reverse direction, not in the forward direction."  

Most of those who learn the spirit of spirits or the Five Haengshin Gong ride the flow of win-win.  

It is to increase the cultivation of the spirits through the principle of generating and encouraging each other, so that a tree grows by absorbing water, or a fire that burns a tree is an example of win-win.  

However, in the case of Airn, it was exactly the opposite.  

He was in the flow of so-called "traditional", creating new energy to constrain and govern too strong energy.  

"It certainly is. Firearms were used to trim the taboo of iron stakes with a smooth sword... … ."  

"Well? Iron stakes? sword?"  

"Oh, no."  

"… … Looks like there is something. I won't be deeply buried, but... … It's a metaphor that feels okay even if you don't know. You are right. Firepower is required to trim the roughness of the iron stakes. Of course it doesn't end there. It's okay now, but if the fire energy gets bigger through the five elements, you need water to control the heat."  

"understand."  

Thus, the training of the five elements sanggeuk started smoothly.  

It wasn't as much as Brat, but Irene was also good at dealing with spirits.  

Of course, no matter how much we devoted ourselves to the five elements, we couldn't keep up with the energy of fire and iron built up through the memories of our previous lives, the beliefs of the flame, and the enlightenment.  

In order for the other three to become similar, they will eventually need another enlightenment.  

However, there was no doubt that I had laid the groundwork for me to go on my own.  

"Hmm… … ."  

"… … ."  

However.  

Unlike the three prosecutors, who showed amazing achievements, Ilya Lindsay did not achieve much growth.  

In fact, there was nothing strange.  

The Five Spirits and Spirits were crafted by orcs, a skill for orcs.  

It was natural for most humans to suffer. Just because you are a sword genius, there is no law that you will handle even the spirits well.  

However, as the three friends and rivals were so outstanding, it was inevitable that she felt disappointed in her own way.  

"So is that so?"  

"Huh? what?"  

"I said that there will be more to stay in Durkaly. Wasn't it because I was worried about Ilya to stay with you?"  

"Well."  

After hearing Brad Lloyd's words, Irene scratched his back.  

Although not mentioned for a while, the reason they traveled the continent was to grow as a prosecutor.  

More specifically, it was to achieve something deserving of being officially recognized as a graduate, freeing from the chrono swordsman's trainee status.  

'Ilia is an exception because she is no longer a trainee.'  

In that respect, they have already achieved their purpose.  

Irene ended his long wandering through the experiences he had accumulated through his travels and memories of his previous life.  

In his mind, there was a passionate conviction that never extinguished.  

Judith also overcame some of the feelings of inferiority and self-destruction that used to eat him.  

Although the method was bizarre, in any case, she has grown both externally and internally than before leaving the swordsmanship.  

And Brad... … .  

'… … Brat doesn't seem to be lacking already.'  

At least that's what Irene thinks. In the first place he felt like a man who didn't have to leave the continent for his graduation exams.  

Of course, that wasn't what matters now.  

Irene, who was worried for a moment, looked into Bratt's eyes and said.  

"If I don't worry about Ilya, I'll be lying, but it's not all about it."  

"okay?"  

"Huh. There is more to learn here. And even if that's not the case... … I have no intention of going back to the swordsman right away. because… … ."  

Before that, there is someone I want to meet.  

Brat Lloyd, who heard Iron Fareira's answer, looked puzzled.  

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble chapter 177
     |  ToC | 

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble 178

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble chapter 178
    60. Towards your own path  

Brad Lloyd looked puzzled.  

I can't say that I know everything about Irene Fareira, but I do not know what kind of disposition he is.  

Apart from his good personality, he wasn't extroverted, so he wouldn't have had a relationship with many.  

I was curious that there was someone he wanted to meet.  

'It's amazing that there is more to learn here.'  

Of course, if you continue training with the help of Tarakan and Khalifa, and Karakum, the best orc warrior, you will get a lot, but that was better with the Chrono Swordsman.  

Just as he gave enlightenment through geommu (劍舞) when he was a prospective trainee, Ian Kwan-ju will again give additional advice on the achievements they have achieved through their travels.  

Brad was already looking forward to that moment.  

But, there are things that are important enough to put it off?  

The question was soon resolved.  

"Well, that's right."  

What you see, hear, and feel. And the meaning that I have recently embraced.  

Irene seriously thought about this, and furthermore, he clearly realized in which direction it was important to him.  

His choice was the decision that resulted. After hearing all the stories, Brad had no choice but to nod.  

Of course, the conversation didn't end there.  

As if it was your turn, seeing Irene, who gave her gaze, Brat also told her story.  

"Well, you know well, but my goal is to become a good lord. From the first time you entered the swordsmanship until now."  

Which lord is a good lord?  

What kind of figure is truly aristocratic?  

What do you need to do for him?  

Bratt let go of the thoughts he had in his heart, and Irene led the story with his opinions, even though he had insufficient knowledge.  

The subject was not limited to each other's goals and dreams.  

Stories from travel, memories from pre-trainee days, stories from Ilya, stories from Judith, and other stories about each other's precious relationships that we don't know each other... … .  

Besides that, there were really many stories.  

They wandered the continent together for about a year, but it was the first time that the two had a long conversation.  

The reason was one.  

'Is it goodbye now?'  

As he tried to get that thought out of his mouth, Brat paused.  

It seemed like nothing to say as it is.  

Brat, who was worried for a moment, looked at Irene and added a word.  

"then… … Breaking up for a while."  

"Is it so?"  

Iron nodded.  

Even if we break up for a while, we will meet again.  

The two, who became inseparable for each other, continued the story a little more.  

* * *  

Five days after a long conversation between the two men.  

Judith and Brat Lloyd are ready to leave Durkaly.  

There were not a few people who met.  

Airn, Ilya Lindsay, Lulu, Cubar, plus Karakum, Tarakan, and Gurgar the ghost.  

"Are you really dead? You're not lying while you're alive, right?"  

"One day. Such regrettable words... … Just because of those words, my time to be in Lee Seung was shortened by about three days."  

"No, don't joke about that. Because I'm sorry."  

Judith frowned. However, it was not more tempered.  

Unlike others alive, today will be the last to see Gurgar, a dead body.  

She reached out. Then Gurgar also reached out. What number was used, even though it was a ghost, I felt the texture of my hand.  

She said.  

"Thank you. I'm fine."  

"If you can see it, see you next time."  

Until the end, Gurgar spoke confused whether he was joking or serious.  

Judith, looking at him smiling and slicking his tongue, approached Lulu this time.  

And, rather than shaking hands and hugging, he expressed deeper expressions to heal the regrets of the breakup.  

Tuk, Tuk Tak, Tuk Tak  

Judith's hands and Lulu's paws, tail, and head are busily bumping into each other.  

Everyone around them laughed as they watched them show off their gorgeous Hand Shake.  

It was quite worthy to see the smooth continuation as if it was a long hand and foot fit.  

But Brat was too much.  

"cute."  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

It was Brat who didn't hide his feelings for Judith at some point, and no one thought of him badly.  

Rather, it was the side where everyone was seriously supporting the relationship.  

However, I couldn't help but feel bloated when I spit out the burdensome words like now.  

Even Judith did it.  

At first, she didn't know what to do with Brat's offensive, but after a month or two, she became resistant.  

No, in the beginning, Brat's words felt not only expressing affection, but also gag greed and teasing little by little.  

Judith, frowning more than he faced Gurgar, looked at Ilya silently.  

A silver-haired prosecutor, who received attention, stepped forward and said to Brat.  

"****."  

It's hard to believe that the Lindsay family's maiden did it.  

It was a surprise, but no one was surprised.  

Everyone here knew that Ilya had learned abusive lectures from Judith over the past few months.  

It wasn't even the first time now. From a month ago, Judith had Ilya instead of him and cursed Brat.  

Of course, the young lady of the Lindsay Family struggled with this, but from a certain point, she even showed her enjoyment only with Brat.  

'How did you make it like that?'  

Irene was very curious, but there was no way to know.  

What the hell have you been talking about between the two women?  

Of course, I didn't think it was bad. Rather, Ilya, who was circling, became more friendly with the two.  

"What do you think?"  

"Ah."  

While in thought, Judith approached him.  

Irene smiled and crossed her hand. She, too, stretched out her hand with a bloody smile, and the two waved each other lightly.  

However, only the eyes were not light.  

Said Judith, who had been steamed for a while.  

"Do not be vigilant and practice hard. Next time I see you, I'll apply it to you or Ilya."  

"I have to go see you as soon as possible."  

"… … Or not. Good job at work. Healthy."  

"Nice."  

"Shut up, Brett. Do you have anything to say?"  

"Exactly. It won't be long anyway."  

After hearing Brat's words, Irene's party nodded at the same time.  

That was right. They are the ones who have a much stronger relationship than before, and they are the ones who have become much bigger than before.  

For them, the distance was not important. In the future, I would be able to meet whenever I wanted.  

Of course, even so, the moment of separation was inevitable, but... … .  

"Then, I'll go. Cubar, I'll come to play often."  

"Thank you for the various teachings. Mr. Karakum, Mr. Tarakan, Mr. Gurgar. And Cubar, next time, I'll bring some whiskey from the family."  

"good. I'll get them from good guys too."  

"then… … ."  

Brad Lloyd gave an aristocratic and stylish example.  

The same was true of Judith next to him. It was a lot more awkward than Brat, but I still got a lot of practice.  

Everyone, including Irene, watched their departure for a long time.  

"Good bye! Judith! Brad!"  

The breakup time was lengthened because of Lulu, who shouted goodbye every 10 seconds, but it could not prevent the breakup.  

Their appearance disappeared, and on the plains, they already started to feel the empty spaces of the two.  

"… … Branch."  

But forever, there was no time to be soaked with regrets.  

Karakum turned the new type, and the rest of the Orcs also turned along with him.  

Ilya held Lulu, who was still looking towards Judith and Brat, and Airn also turned to Durkaly Citadel.  

So, the time of goodbye, even more regrettable than the breakup 6 and a half years ago, has ended.  

* * *  

[Brat Lloyd's Side Story]  

At the point when Irene Fareira has not yet reached the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

Ahmed came to Brad Lloyd, who had been training hard swordsmanship.  

"You're working hard."  

"Oh, senior. Would you like to have a battle in a long time?"  

Ahmed shed bloody laughter as he saw a young junior mentioning Dalian in a stately atmosphere.  

There was absolutely no ridicule. Because I knew it well.  

How terrible talent this crazy guy is. Not only that, but how much patience and wickedness you have.  

'Ignet Cresencia and Ilya Lindsay are great, but this guy is also not behind him at all.'  

Maybe in the future, he will grow into a prosecutor who will remain in history.  

Of course, Ahmed didn't take those thoughts out of his mouth.  

He was a guy who was often oddly unlucky to admit it as soon as possible.  

It was better to cherish the words of praise and give them to Judith or Lance Peterson.  

Having cleared up his thoughts, he brought out the main topic.  

"No, I will do Dalian later. It's much more important than that."  

"If it's important… … ."  

"The governor called you."  

"… … I see roughly. I'll go right away."  

Brad Lloyd nodded. On his face as he headed for the shower, there was an expression of'The coming has come!'  

'Oh yea! It's a graduation exam! I'm the first! Did you see it, Brat? This older sister said first! Ha ha ha ha ha!'  

I remembered the provocation that Judith had done yesterday.  

She used to make fun of herself all day, saying, "Come to experience the world," said Gwan-ju Ian to her.  

At first glance, it sounds like nothing special, but in fact, this is the final gateway to graduation from the swordsman.  

After traveling around the world, finding out what is lacking in oneself and making up for it, returning to the chrono and receiving recognition from the cross-reference can finally become a formal graduate.  

Of course, just how important it would be to graduate first and then graduate late... … .  

'But if you hear something like that, you're angry.'  

Moreover, even more so if the opponent is Judith.  

Brat, who thought he was really fortunate, quickly washed himself and moved to the room of the drench.  

My mind was already filled with thoughts about the journey.  

Where can I go to grow up? Who should I meet? If it is, would it be better to go with Judith?  

However, those thoughts disappeared as soon as I listened to Ian.  

"Congratulations on graduation."  

"… … Is there no test?"  

"What test?"  

"You have to come after experiencing the world… … ."  

"That's right, it's only necessary for those who are lacking. In my opinion, you are already well qualified. I don't need a test. From this moment on, Brad Lloyd is not a trainee, but a graduate of the chrono swordsman."  

After speaking, the swordsman Ian looked at the lieutenant Keira Finn. She nodded and took out a metal plaque from her arms.  

A symbol plaque engraved with an elaborate magic pattern that is incomparable to that of a trainee.  

Above it was the name of'Brat Lloyd' inscribed in nice handwriting.  

"Reach out your hand. Do you need blood for imprinting."  

"… … ."  

Brat Lloyd stood up loud for a moment, speechless.  

Such a gwan-ju and a deputy gwan-ju looked at him with congratulatory expressions.  

I fully understood.  

Now he is 19 years old. Graduating the Chrono Swordsman at the age of less than twenty was an honor that even a genius could hardly think of.  

You probably never thought of it, and you were in a state of overflowing emotions.  

Both gave Brat plenty of time to rule himself.  

But after a while, the words from his mouth were completely different from what he expected.  

"I'm sorry, but can I postpone receiving the graduation emblem for later?"  

"Well?"  

"Afterwards… … I'll get it after Judith returns from his journey and passes the exam. No, I will come together."  

"Hmm."  

Ian and Keira Finn looked at each other.  

I was embarrassed. No one ever rejected the graduation plaque of the Chrono Swordsman.  

Strictly speaking, it was probation, not rejection, but it was that or that. Who dare to cope with the recognition of the continent's best prosecutors.  

'However… … .'  

'I think I know.'  

They laughed.  

It seemed he didn't know exactly yet. Why did you make that choice? What kind of emotion did you say you would go on a trip with?  

However, it was clearly visible in the eyes of the two who had accumulated long years of years.  

Said Ian.  

"It has changed a lot. He's a very different person from when he first became a prospective trainee. Oh, of course, that means good. Don't get me wrong."  

"… … ."  

"good. The graduation plaque will be postponed later. Please help Judith by your side."  

"It's your job to find an answer. I'm thinking of doing my own things next to me."  

Well, I could be nagging, but... … .  

Ian and Keira Finn smiled again as they watched Brad Lloyd blur the back.  

Judith was a secret that only three in the world did not know.  
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"Ah, the weather is nice! The sky is clear, and the wind is cool... … ."  

In the carriage leaving Durkaly fortress, Judith muttered, looking out the window.  

I didn't say it because the weather was really nice.  

The autumn sky without a single cloud was blue as if pouring paint, but the wind wasn't exactly cool.  

It was a bit cold because it was north of the continent.  

However… … .  

'If you don't say this, it's awkward and you're going to die.'  

Judith glanced at the scenery outside.  

Brad Lloyd's face, looking out like himself, caught my eye.  

Yes. They separated from the Irene party they had been with for about a year and became two again.  

Strictly speaking, thanks to Tarakan's consideration, the coachman accompanies him until he leaves the orc's realm, but he didn't feel like a party because he didn't intervene at all except playing the role of chores and coachman.  

In other words, it means that you have to spend three months on your way to the swordsmanship alone with this guy.  

'… … In the past, it wasn't okay.'  

Whoo, he exhaled a faint sigh that was inaudible to Brat.  

It's all because of Brad Lloyd.  

Had this ridiculous guy never said that to himself... … If so, I would not have been looking outside in this uncomfortable atmosphere.  

I would have discussed swordsmanship as usual, talked about things that happened during the trip, or even joked about it.  

But now I can't.  

No, it's not impossible, but... … Now it was difficult to look calmly in his eyes.  

Still, in Durkaly, I had time to practice alone, and when I met Brat, others were with me.  

As a result, even if he conveyed his heart boldly and sometimes smirkly to himself, he was able to take it comfortably.  

It was enough if I got angry or made Ilya swear instead.  

'Would you rather go separately?'  

Thought of this thought for a while, Judith shook his head immediately.  

I didn't want to. She also wanted to return to the swordsman with Brat.  

Before that, I didn't hate being with him.  

… … If you dare to choose one, it was a good one.  

Still, the reason why Judith was unable to make a decision and hesitated like this was because he had never seriously considered "love" while Judith had been living for 19 years.  

'Ah, my head hurts.'  

Judith, looking away from the window, closed her eyes tightly.  

It was difficult.  

Someone is unlucky, dislikes, and annoys. These feelings have never been confused.  

However, the feeling of liking others.  

Taking one step further, the feeling of rationally liking was still a burden for her.  

No, to be more precise... … .  

It was when she was thinking about the word "love," which makes you feel hot just by holding it in.  

slap  

"Hey!"  

A high-toned voice leaked out of Judith's mouth.  

It was because I felt the warmth from the side. Of course, the killer was Brad Lloyd.  

He was sitting across from him and suddenly moved to her side.  

Judith, who opened his eyes, jumped and shouted.  

"What, what! Why don't you stick next to me!"  

"Can't it?"  

"No! No, that's why, it's not impossible, but why do you have to leave a large space and come next to me?"  

"Are you curious about the reason?"  

Bratt asked with a calm expression.  

However, unlike him, the voice was significant.  

Judith looked at the other person as a parent because he couldn't remember what to say, and Brad quickly replied.  

"Because it's cold."  

"… … What?"  

"It's cold. It's probably because it's north of the continent, but it's only October, but it's chilly. So I sat next to it... … Why, is the answer different from what you thought?"  

"… … no? I didn't think about anything?"  

"Then, the door will close, so go out to the other side."  

"sorry. I came because I wanted to come by my side."  

"… … ."  

"I said honestly, can I be there now?"  

"… … Whether or not."  

Judith, looking at Brat with a red-green expression, replied, turning his head.  

In the past, I felt that if I had a fight, I felt a little pushed, but these days I really felt like I was being unilateral. Annoyance soared.  

Of course, she knew that Brad's actions and words weren't just to make fun of her.  

He is trying to express his feelings without hiding them, without burdening them.  

In short, it means that unacceptable and unfortunate speech was created as a result of a lot of troubles and tightrope walking.  

That is… … .  

"Irritable cub."  

Thank you.  

"It makes people mad."  

Thank you.  

Because she sincerely likes and loves herself, who has an unreasonable personality, who is undeserved of even making friends... … So it was good.  

Such feelings soon became irritable and burdensome, and grew little by little.  

Durkaly's coachman leaves, the closer to the Chrono Swordsman, the more.  

So it was.  

On a snowy winter day, Judith brought out his sincere heart.  

"I don't like you."  

"… … ."  

"To be more honest, I like you too. However… … Your heart... … I'm not sure about it, and I'm a little scared."  

To accept your heart.  

It was a small voice that was hardly heard, but Brat listened clearly.  

With a gulp, he stopped in the middle of his gaze and looked at Judith.  

Her words continued to flow.  

"I don't know if I can have this kind of relationship with someone who has lived with all sorts of dirty things at the bottom."  

"I don't know if I can keep such a relationship well, who knows nothing but a sword."  

"Are you, really... … Because of that, or whatever the reason, you and such a lover... … After this, if the relationship becomes worse than that again... … I don't know what to do at that time if I can't see you again. so… … Still, I think I need more time."  

"… … ."  

"sorry. That's a very selfish answer."  

Judith, after speaking, exhaled lightly.  

It was stuffy. I was annoyed. I felt like I was going crazy because I was so pathetic that I could only give this kind of answer to the heart of the person who had been brave enough.  

She closed her eyes and lowered her head slightly.  

I was scared to hear the next word.  

But that didn't mean I wanted this situation to continue.  

When I saw Ilya and felt deprived, I felt a completely different feeling of frustration than when I saw Irene and felt inferior.  

But that time wasn't longer than I thought.  

Snapping  

"uh?"  

Judith amazed and opened his eyes.  

Brad's hand grabbed his hand with power.  

It wasn't warm. However, there was a sense of stability that comes from rigidity.  

She looked at the blue-haired young man. He smiled and opened his mouth.  

"I'm glad. It's not because it wasn't rejected."  

"… … uh?"  

"Let's see. So… … It would be appropriate if it was a grace period."  

"on?"  

"is not it? I took it that way. Was it no way?"  

Judith shook his head.  

The sound of the wind is heard because of the strong stirring.  

Watching this, Brat smiled more intensely and said.  

"More than a friend, less than a lover. Will we compromise at this point for now?"  

"What?"  

"If you don't like it, don't. No, I don't like it. I can't give up more than this."  

"… … ."  

"There is no need to answer. I know that if I don't let go of my hand."  

Brat Lloyd walks forward after speaking confidently as if proclaiming.  

He still held his hand firmly.  

And Judith didn't let go of that hand.  

No, rather, as if trying to erase the opponent's cold, he gave stronger strength.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

For such a long time, the two prosecutors walk silently in the winter snow.  

But it's also for a while.  

An uninvited guest intervened in front of them.  

"Hey, it's the last days."  

"The young men from broad daylight, huh? If you stick around like that, would people like us live with regret?"  

"I mean. It hurt our hearts... … This, you have to put down your luggage and go?"  

A group of thieves holding in front of them with ugly blades.  

Judith, who saw this, made an absurd look. And it was the moment when I tried to raise my fists to punish the dogs.  

Poop!  

Damn-!  

Paaah!  

"Shall we go?"  

"… … ."  

The presence of more than a friend or less than a lover who stunned the thieves with a face far from the usual calm appearance.  

Judith, who saw Brat's face as if he was annoyed, said with a smile.  

"Hold your hand again. It's cold."  

* * *  

The year has changed.  

At the end of January, two prosecutors who arrived in Alcantra about fifteen days later than expected looked at the front door of the Chrono Swordsman with embarrassing faces.  

It is a comeback after a year and a half.  

It's not just a return. Both returned with great sense of accomplishment, enough to take pride in.  

In particular, Judith's heart was in a state of exploding.  

'If I look at myself now, what will the Kwan-ju say?'  

It did not go in a direction that fits perfectly with the advice of the swordsman.  

Ian wanted her to experience the continent and relax.  

The endless sparks of inferiority and self-destruction do not bother you.  

'I do not need.'  

However, instead of following his teacher's words, Judith pushed himself harder.  

Gorhamazer, the great spirits of Durkaly, returned with a flame hot enough to open his mouth and a fire that still painfully burns himself.  

But I never thought it was the wrong way.  

'Because if you hold on, it will stop. I can do that enough.'  

No matter how dog-like.  

No matter how angry, sad, and irritated you are. It doesn't matter if such a shameful heart goes along all your life and torments you.  

I will accept it all.  

I'll get through it somehow.  

And using this as a driving force, it will rise to a level that no one on the continent can keep up with.  

"Shall we go in?"  

"… … okay."  

Judith, looking up at Brat, nodded and replied.  

It was a lot of tense, but a higher anticipation made her float.  

By the way.  

"… … ?"  

In Judith's ears, he heard a familiar sound.  

"This… … ."  

It wasn't just she felt it.  

The same was true of Brad. With a slight frown, he thought, punctuating his ears.  

The sound of a sword and a sword colliding.  

However, it's not just the feeling of colliding between metals, it's much more brutal and intense than that... … A crash sound that is hard to hear.  

'… … Aura Sword! It is a fight between the master and the master!'  

"let's hurry!"  

Judith said urgently.  

Brat nodded. If it was a battle between masters, whoever it was, it was worth watching.  

The two moved quickly.  

Not surprisingly, regardless of the graduates and the trainees, everyone gathered in the battlefield and watched the two prosecutors' duel.  

And Brat and Judith were also forced to watch the fight between the two Swordmasters.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

Judith thought.  

How many great fights have you seen so far?  

In the swordsmanship, there were numerous battles of seniors, and in the land of proof, there were gladiators of Airn and Ilya.  

Even in Durkaly, he also experienced the Five Spirits of Karakum, the best orc warrior.  

Tarakan and Khalifa were absolutely not capable of going anywhere.  

But the confrontation unfolding in front of you right now.  

It was so enormous and magnificent that it completely covered all the emotions.  

And it was the same with Brad Lloyd.  

Chichit  

Chit-!  

Sometimes, like lightning passes by.  

Qawahang!  

Quan!  

Ahhhhhh!  

Sometimes, like a giant's mace collides.  

No, there was a shining time that couldn't be expressed even with such a rhetoric.  

Prosecutors, including Brat and Judith, could not swallow properly and watched the fight between them.  

They woke up when they took the sword as promised by the parties in the fight.  

"Shall we go all the way here? I don't think it will be final if I try more."  

"no. I will win unconditionally."  

"Huh huh, then should I do a little more?"  

"Shut up. The next time I come, I'll take it perfectly, so look forward to it."  

"I have to practice this harder."  

"Fuck. So, have you been rough until now?"  

"This, I can't win with words."  

"Sooner or later, the day will come when you will not be able to win with a sword. All right, and I've got to go out with Keira after a long time."  

"I'm sorry for being single… … ."  

The attitude of the swordsmanship was extremely gentle.  

But the opponent was different. The appearance of talking with abusive language in several places reminded me of Judith.  

Of course, the only thing that was similar was the way of speaking. The old man, who wore iron armor-like muscles, had no corners similar to her.  

Of course, none of that mattered.  

I realized it through the conversation with Ian and through the skills he showed during the confrontation.  

Bratt, who recognized the opponent's identity, shouted his name without knowing it.  

"Koon!"  

One of the three continents, one of the monsters, broke his long sleep and visited Chrono.  

"Hmm?"  

The old man's gaze, roaming and passing through the crowd like a tiger, turned to Brat.  

It was natural. He's called his name, but there are few who won't look back.  

With his eyes wide open, Kuhn strided toward the person who called his name imperiously.  

However, his steps changed direction from the middle.  

"… … ."  

A sharp energy like a beast.  

And his gaze worse than that.  

It was poured on Judith, not Brat Lloyd. The expressions of the prosecutors around him, including Brat, hardened in no time.  

But Judith did not give in.  

Wow-!  

Adds the spirit of the five elements to the extremely hot heart.  

Even with that, the part that is not enough is filled with evil and gang.  

In the midst of her legs trembling, she somehow opened her eyes, and Kuhn watched and looked at her for a long time.  

After a while.  

The words flowing out of his mouth contained enough content to astonish everyone who had gathered at the field.  

"You, be my disciple."  
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    60. Towards your own path (3)  

When the four members, including Irene Fareira, were concentrating on the five elements, Lulu, the cat magician, wasn't just playing.  

'It looks like there's a corner to help Irene.'  

Lulu thought as he looked at the necklace he picked from Durkaly's treasure house.  

There was no spiritual talent for being a spirit or a five elemental god.  

But there was a feeling.  

I think that if you make good use of the ancient relics that do not even have this record, you will be able to empower the future of Airn.  

Not only that, I felt like something good would happen to me.  

He nodded and turned with a yap sound.  

Paaahah-  

Ugh... … !  

Along with a bright beam of light, the limbs and legs become elongated, and horns and wings grow on the forehead and back.  

Lulu, who succeeded in transforming much more easily than when encountering Karakum, showed a satisfactory expression.  

"Good! After all, in the transformed state, I feel more powerful!"  

The magician who was looking at his appearance that became human-like quickly shook his head.  

And I strongly stared at the necklace that Irene had lent me.  

We don't know what this necklace really is. I really don't know.  

But it's okay.  

Originally, Lulu, who was proud of being a magician among ten fingers on the continent.  

It may not be enough if you compare your fighting skills, but how strong would the aspirations be if the cat could speak humans?  

But now that the power of the mind has grown stronger due to the effect of transformation, I was convinced that information about the necklace would naturally flow in just by giving strength to the eyes like this.  

"There were times when I thought so… … ."  

But, it wasn't.  

A week has passed, a month has passed, until the friendly Judith and Brat leave the Durkaly Citadel.  

Lulu failed to uncover the secret of the necklace.  

It was a pity, but I couldn't help it.  

Lulu, in a transformed state, possessed the intuition to see through the essence just by looking at objects, but the necklace did not give out information as easily as hiding herself.  

Of course, the black cat did not give up.  

Holding his paws open, he flew away with motivated eyes. And I asked Gorha, a spiritsa who wasn't very close.  

"Tell me some spirits."  

"… … Well?"  

"You don't have to tell me directly. I was just curious about the concept and knowledge of the spirits, the five elements, and these things. Can't you just introduce one of the spirits who are good at speaking?"  

"… … ."  

"I'll give you this instead."  

"You, you want to buy me for money now… … ."  

Hurry hurry-  

"… … ."  

Snapping  

"I know a good guy at last."  

Gorha, grasping Lulu's forefoot, nodded happily, and Lulu had the opportunity to learn about the spirits and five elements that the Durkaly tribe boasts, and the knowledge that touches the roots more than that.  

Five spirits made up of earth, metal, water, wood, and fire.  

The theories that existed earlier than that were thoughts (四象), samjae (三才), yin and yang (陰陽), and even the spirit of existence from the beginning.  

Lulu gradually learned the way the Orcs see the world, and in a short time of two months, the quack orcs wandering the continent became so knowledgeable about the spirits and all the knowledge.  

It was even better than Cubar, and it could be said that it was a great accomplishment, even considering he lacked theories compared to his actual battles.  

"You did a good job not to learn from me."  

"haha! Then am I also a spiritsman now?"  

"No, that's not it. What do you mean, you're a spirit man who can't handle spirits."  

"That's right."  

Lulu gently nodded and focused on the necklace again.  

It was a little, but I thought I knew. The fact that the power contained here is something more fundamental than the five spirits.  

Of course, it was just barely grasping the senses.  

Therefore, it was not annoying when Cubar talked to him and stopped his concentration.  

"Where is Irene? Are you still with your father and Tarakan?"  

"Well, it is. It was always like that."  

"Hmm. I see."  

Cubar nodded.  

Due to learning divination from Gurgar, he recently visited the fort once a week.  

Both the family and the child were important, but it was more important to make memories with the teacher who did not know when they would disappear.  

Of course, that didn't mean that I wasn't interested in Irene.  

Cubar muttered quietly, recalling his mind training that began two months ago.  

"It won't be easy."  

Currently, Irene is not practicing the five elements. That doesn't mean he polishes and polishes his sword.  

What he is focusing on is history.  

He was spending time contemplating and studying how he would have solved the numerous events, situations, and problems that existed in the Durkaly tribe.  

In other words, it was a more active and in-depth continuation of the worries he had in Alhad Sanchae.  

'Hagin, if you can get advice from your father and Tarakan, there aren't any better conditions.'  

Whichever choice should a leader make when faced with a difficult situation?  

Naturally, there is no correct answer.  

The great beings recorded in history are not always praised by the people of the future generations.  

When someone praises him as the ruler of the iron-blooded, others accuse him of being cold-blooded with no blood or tears, and even those who are evaluated as saints are criticized for being indecisive hypocrites.  

However… … .  

'It is the role of the chief to lead the crowd while enduring such pressure and burden.'  

In that sense, I thought that there was no teacher as good as Karakum and Tarakan for Airn.  

Although his path is not the King's path, it is no different in that he has to constantly make difficult and burdensome choices.  

Experience numerous events in history indirectly.  

By referring to the opinions of old and young leaders, they build their own beliefs, standards, and subjectivity.  

To make the best judgment when faced with a difficult situation for yourself.  

It couldn't be said that it was a mind training worthy of a hero.  

'In some ways, it's much more difficult than training the body. It's even more so because it's Airen.'  

With his eyes closed for a moment, Cubar recalled a human named Airn Pareira.  

A person who is better than anyone he has met.  

A being who wants to convey that good heart to as many people as possible, not just holding it alone.  

Yes. Despite knowing the impossible, Irene was dreaming of a world where everyone would be happy.  

Of course, reality is cruel.  

Now that there are countless unhappiness and hardships that cannot distinguish between good and evil, right and wrong, it can be said that it is a more difficult world to become a hero than in the past, where defeating the devil was the top priority.  

It is not that the body is overworked enough to make the whole body throb like in the past.  

It wasn't like he was swinging his sword enough to burst his heart.  

But it's never easy. No, it's rather more difficult.  

And even though he knows it, he does not ignore it and does the best he can.  

Even though he was proud of his appearance, Cubar couldn't let go of his worries about him.  

'I hope you don't carry heavy burdens that you can't handle… … .'  

That was the time to think about it.  

A beep, I heard the sound of opening the door. Cubar and Lulu opened their eyes and turned their heads. A familiar entity came into sight.  

Iron Fareira.  

A young wannabe hero who approaches with good eyes that are no different from usual.  

No, it wasn't.  

Thought Cubar.  

Can I add the word "inquirer" in front of the young man in front of him?  

"Lulu."  

"Huh."  

Lulu, who was called by Airn, flew in front of him. Big eyes looked into his face, his heart, and his convictions.  

Even if you are not a conjurer, your willingness is hot enough to know.  

"I remember? What Ignet said to me. Next time we meet, I will ask the same question to Iron Pareira, not the steel inside me. Even then, if you want to reject your offer, you'll have to work a lot more."  

"Yes, I remember."  

"How does it look to you?"  

"… … ."  

"Can I stand confidently in front of that person?"  

"Even if I don't say it, I think you already know it?"  

Lulu didn't dare answer.  

The same was true of Cubar.  

Looking at the young hero who has changed unknowingly in a few days, he said with a slight trembling voice.  

"It's been decided. Your next destination."  

* * *  

'What am I doing now?'  

When Irene Fareira is being taught by Karakum and Tarakan.  

Ilya Lindsay was also continuing her training in her own way.  

It wasn't that I was moving with confidence.  

It was because my head was so complicated that I couldn't wake up if I didn't do anything, and perhaps because of that, I couldn't achieve proper results in any field.  

The Five Haengshin Gong, who all showed achievements, was also sluggish, and the swordsmanship, which had increased steadily until last year, was completely stagnant.  

As a result, it was a situation that I couldn't even think of finding my own way.  

Ilya opened the note Gurgar gave her when her heart grew beyond control.  

A short sentence was written on the paper in smooth handwriting.  

'Go back to the beginning.'  

Content that is not so abstract.  

But Ilya knew right away.  

It wasn't necessarily limited to the first time.  

Even if she submerged into the past, focused on the present, or even moved on to the future, there would be an entity in her mind.  

'Ignet Cresencia.'  

Ilya, who remembered the name after a long time, crushed Gurgar's note.  

I didn't want to accept it.  

It wasn't simply because of the pretense of not wanting to listen to others.  

Now, she was struggling to walk her own path to escape from the gaze of others and to escape from the public's voice.  

'You don't have to stick to Ignet anymore.'  

Ilya nodded.  

I did. It really was.  

How deeply was the obsession and anxiety brought about by her useless obsession with her? How painfully did you burn yourself?  

Knowing this, it was absurd to pursue Ignet again. It was really stupid.  

Ilya, who thought so far, shed a bloody laugh.  

When I thought about it, it was a little ridiculous.  

Even if he said that he would not wander anymore, and said that he would walk his way without being shaken anymore, he was still the same.  

He was still swayed by the words of others and relied on the advice of others. So it wasn't good.  

No matter how great a fortune teller, it was a part to be avoided to change your mind quickly at the words of others.  

After organizing my thoughts like that, my heart became lighter. Ilya Lindsay smiled and closed her eyes.  

When she opened her eyes, who had been feeling the cool breeze for a while.  

"… … ."  

Parareira, the child of a different atmosphere, was speaking with a shining appearance.  

"I'm thinking of going to see Ignet Cresencia."  

"… … ."  

"I was a little scared to go alone, but… … Can you go with me?"  

It was a ridiculous word.  

I knew the moment I saw it. The current Irene was strong. I can paint my own color even in front of that great Ignet.  

It was so poorly shrunk that he couldn't even take it. It shined so brightly.  

By the way, I wasn't in a strange mood.  

Unlike Ignet, who approached like the sun and burned himself and his brother's confidence in an instant, the lights he emit... … I had a warm warmth.  

It was thanks to that.  

Ilya realized that she had been making poor excuses until now.  

'… … You were avoiding it.'  

I wasn't trying to escape from obsession.  

I just didn't have the confidence to face Ignet.  

He was afraid of falling apart from the fear that would come again, so he just avoided and ran away. Ilya finally realized this.  

Quickly, she bit the molars strongly.  

I finally got my mind.  

Gurgar's note had been crumpled a long time, but it was okay.  

Ilya Lindsay, smiling with both fists clenched, said to her dear friend, Irene Fareira.  

"Gladly."  

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble chapter 180
     |  ToC | 

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble 181

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble chapter 181
    60. Towards your own path (4)  

Before Irene Fareira, Ilya Lindsay, and Lulu left Durkaly, a small farewell party was held.  

In fact, the expression of being modest might not be appropriate.  

There are only six participants, but it was because the aspect was great.  

'It's natural for Kubar, but I didn't know that Tarakan, Karakum, and Gurgar would all participate... … .'  

When Judith and Brat left, I thought it was a little weird because they were the three they weren't engaged in.  

Of course, I didn't feel uncomfortable.  

Gurgarya is a very good ghost ghost, and Tarakan and Karakum have also become quite close over the past two months.  

I thought it might be a little awkward because Ilya is on the side of her face, but... … .  

Go-!  

"After all, a farewell party is alcohol."  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

"Are you going to drink all of this?"  

Seeing the enormous bottles of alcohol on the table, I thought it wouldn't matter.  

"I'm sorry I don't have Brat, but I do it one bottle at a time. Oh, do you need a cup? Wait a minute… … ."  

Even the three rich men and Gurgar didn't pour in the glass and drank strong liquor, but showed the meticulousness of not losing every taste.  

"Well, that's good too. The spicy scent and cherry scent fills my mouth."  

"I really like the fact that it smells lightly. Would you like another bottle for your father?"  

"Sounds of course. And if you have anything like this, take it out often."  

"Even a patriarch isn't rich enough to drink this often."  

"Kuvar, this Master is also a bottle. In my life, I thought about my health and adjusted it, but it's good when I'm dead."  

"… … That kind of joke is really hard to accept."  

"what! After hearing the explanation, I want to drink too!"  

The Orcs pour out all kinds of professional rhetoric each time they drink.  

As a result, a harsh cat enchantress jumped into the air and transformed, and Cubar, who gleefully watched, poured a drink.  

Surprisingly, Lulu drank three cups of light without a sign of reluctance.  

"Oh, turn around."  

Shroud  

Of course, it didn't last long. Immediately after returning as a cat, he fell asleep in the arms of Airn.  

"me too… … Until here... … ."  

"Huh huh, is it already over? Last time I saw it, I thought I was drinking quite a bit, but it looks weaker than I thought... … ."  

"****."  

"?"  

The next drunk person was Ilya Lindsay.  

Unlike Judith, she supported her drinking to some extent, but even so, she couldn't handle the four Orcs, who had a monster-like drink.  

"Good-bye."  

Ilya heads to the hostel with a gentle greeting, as if when she swears.  

Fortunately, there was no staggering appearance. Irene, who was looking at his friend's gap with a smile, drank a sip.  

Then, with slightly drunk eyes, he looked at Cubar.  

'If I hadn't met Kuvar, what kind of day would I be spending by now?'  

I didn't want to think much.  

To him, Cubar was truly a benefactor, beyond a teacher.  

It was Cubar who told me to cultivate the spark of my heart right away, and it was Cubar who advised me appropriately so that I could light various embers.  

Even the memory of the past life, which was a mystery of a lifetime, came to Durkaly and solved it, so it was safe to say that the virtues of this quack fortune teller were more than 80% that I had the confidence of now.  

Likewise, as I remembered the journey with him one by one, I felt a little bit blessed.  

I felt that I should somehow express my gratitude for feeling drunk with emotions rather than alcohol.  

But I couldn't.  

Likewise, Cubarga, who was staring at Airn, said Najik.  

"Thank you."  

"… … ."  

"When I first approached you, I had no idea. It was just coming. The loneliness accumulated while wandering around the world for nearly 20 years, and your aura, which is a little bit more unusual than others, only impelled me. There was a bit of pride that I should lead a younger young man as an adult."  

"Conceit, absolutely not. As Cubar said. Had it not been for Cubar, I would still have been wandering without knowing what my path was."  

"No, it is not. Even if I said it was what I said, I just threw a reasonable amount of words that anyone could say. Advice is nothing special. It's really great to digest it your way and put it into practice."  

"… … ."  

"Being helped, comforted, and stingy whipped… … Funny it was me, not you."  

With his eyes closed for a moment, Cubar recalled the journey one by one.  

The first time I felt Irene's extraordinary was in Alhad alive.  

He knew he was a good person, but he wasn't just holding his heart alone, he was thinking about how he could spread it to the world.  

His eyes were asking questions that might be ridiculed by someone and seeking the best direction.  

It wasn't the end there.  

As time passed, the iron became harder and hotter.  

When this young man met a monster called Ignet, he did not bend his will, and even with the champion of the land of proof in front of him, he carried out his will without any signs of burden.  

It didn't matter if it could be done or not.  

With a more upright heart than anyone else, and with the courage to put that heart into action... … The miracle is accomplished in the end.  

They don't run away because they're hard, and don't turn away because they're suffering.  

"My wandering, which has been going on for 17 years, ended my escape… … It was thanks to you."  

"… … ."  

"Before confirming the past life of the man, before you set up a passionate conviction… … I mean you were already a hero to me."  

Whoa, Cubar breathed a little when he finished talking. The scent of alcohol was felt on the tip of Iron's nose.  

But he wasn't drunk.  

Still with a clear mind, still with a serious look.  

As he sat back, he raised a big bow toward Airan Paraeira.  

"Oh, no… … ."  

The embarrassed Airn looked at Cubar with an expression that he didn't know what to do.  

But, that wasn't the end.  

"Thank you. Thank you so much."  

Fortune-telling Gurgar follows his disciple and bows.  

"Thank you for returning your brother's heart."  

Tarakan, the chieftain of Durkaly, follows.  

Lastly, even Karakum, the Orc Daejeonsa who had only been drinking alcohol throughout the farewell party, knelt and bowed.  

He said, more polite than ever.  

"Thank you, young hero."  

"… … ."  

"For allowing me to take my life off the burden, my son and… … Thank you very much for allowing me to meet you again."  

Tears pricking down the bowed head.  

It was not the tears of the former chieftain, nor the tears of the warriors, but the tears of the father.  

Irene, who felt that emotion was infested, also shed a drop of tears.  

He said, bowing face to face in the way of the Orc.  

"To become not only a Kubar hero, but a being that can be called a hero to everyone… … I will do my best."  

* * *  

The next day, Ayren Fareira and the group left Durkaly fort after an early lunch.  

Lulu and Ilya had some hangovers, but they were fine. This is because an Orc warrior did the chores for him.  

"That's it for me. Take a look."  

Of course, I couldn't expect such a service forever.  

The Orc warriors who had dropped off their party to the appropriate city dragged the wagon back to Durkaly, and they became three again.  

But it's also for a while.  

"Oh, nice to meet you! It's an honor to have your dear ones!"  

It was the party that immediately hired a new coachman.  

I had to do that. Until now, the housekeeping of the party has been run only by Cubar.  

In other words, it meant that Airn, Ilya, and Lulu couldn't go on a proper journey.  

'I'm talking about old women, don't try to do it yourself, just hire a person. That would be much better.'  

Both Airne, Ilya, and Lulu nodded softly.  

No matter how much thought it was impossible to continue the schedule of homelessness by themselves.  

As a result, the number of personnel became four again, and Airun and the group were able to continue the journey while enjoying the skill of the excellent coachman.  

But, they didn't know.  

In the atmosphere of flowing ears, the appearance that makes you feel young because you are not young, and how easy it is to be an employee who gives you plenty of tips.  

Also, how many villains in the world are targeting such easy people.  

'This is great.'  

Johnson, the coachman and head of the bandits, drove the carriage with a windfall.  

It wasn't until morning that I couldn't even think that outsiders who didn't know the world would appear in the northwest city where there was nothing to see.  

I didn't even think that those guys would be my targets.  

But all that luck fell on you, and now only the last step remains. It's over when you are preparing for homelessness near the hideout, but when your servants arrive at the appointed time.  

Since I am a compassionate person, I thought I would leave enough labor money to return.  

'If you think about the future, it's better to take care of it, but you're too young to do that... … .'  

No matter how cold-blooded Johnson, he wasn't merciless enough to step on the growing sprouts.  

This time, I thought to end with only the lesson of'the world is scary'.  

However, it was Johnson who did not know the world well.  

The abnormality occurred on a dark evening in the sky.  

Keying-  

Desperately!  

"Irene, can I use this kind of firewood?"  

"… … ?"  

A woman with a noble atmosphere who collected firewood to make a bonfire.  

But the process was very strange.  

Rather than picking up fallen branches on the floor, they turned a tree that would not fall even if struck with an ax blade into firewood in just a few cuts.  

But the surprise didn't end there.  

"It shouldn't be that thick. The raw trees don't burn well, so… … Throw one."  

"Huh."  

Whiic  

Cholalalalalala-!  

"Would it be better if you cut it thinly like this?"  

"I see."  

"… … ?"  

While landing from the air to the ground, Johnson wriggled his eyes as he saw the firewood chopped into 32 pieces.  

And right after that, the cat enchantress Lulu, who has been sleeping all the time in Airn's bag, is Yap! Threw a fireball with sound.  

Wow-!  

"saw? I also know how to use spirits now!"  

"That's not a spirit, it's a magic."  

"Hing. I also want to learn the spirits."  

"Don't you say you can't use spirits in the past?"  

"Huh. I did, but as I studied, it became fun. But I'm sorry I can't keep going... … ."  

"… … ."  

'What? Am I dreaming?'  

Johnson, the coachman and leader of the band of thieves, looked stupid.  

Even a young woman who cuts down a beautiful tree in an instant was a childish youth who turned firewood into dozens of pieces in the air.  

The most bizarre thing, though, was the cat, emitting flames from the soles of his feet, and talking to people.  

What the hell is it? What is this?  

The confusion burned Johnson's head. I couldn't tell if this was my dream or my life.  

But after a while, another thing to change happened.  

"Hehe, what is it? Such a luxury carriage on a quiet road... … ."  

"Hey. Are they nobles? The atmosphere is high... … I think there will be a lot of money for it."  

"Do you have any plans to share it with those of us who live poorly?"  

'… … No! No, these guys!'  

Johnson woke up.  

Absolutely not. If you steal against those who don't know whether this monster or a ghost, it's only ruin.  

The minimum is death, and the maximum is not known how far.  

That bizarre black cat could have cast a curse that neither dies nor lives.  

He threw the cooking ingredients and stood in front of the Hodadak servants. He screamed urgently, pulling the sword in his waist with a threat.  

"Get off right now! You motherfuckers!"  

"?"  

"?"  

The thieves looked stupid.  

I had to do that. The captain who brought his own prey suddenly said that. It was natural that the situation could not be grasped immediately.  

One thought Johnson was playing a joke.  

Hehe, laughed meanly, he said, stepping forward to match the beat.  

"Hey, brother. Great courage... … ."  

Wow!  

"What is courage! Fuck off!"  

"Tong, brother?"  

Wow!  

"Brother, when did you see me? Fuck the bullshit!"  

"No, wait a minute. zone… … ."  

Drench!  

Wow!  

I'm glad!  

"No... … ."  

"Aren't you off? Everyone want to get behind my hands?"  

Fan Johnson frustrated him until he stunned a bandit with swordsmanship and kicking.  

It was only then that Johnson came into the eyes of the thieves.  

His eyes are full of blood, and his face is distorted like a ghost.  

After confirming the captain's sincerity, they supported a colleague and disappeared.  

"Go away faster!"  

Disappeared quickly.  

"Hoh-oh-oh-oh-oh… … ."  

Johnson took a rough breath.  

It wasn't so much to be exhausting. But I felt like I was going to die.  

In fact, thinking that life could have ended, it felt like my heart was popping out of my mouth.  

Of course it wasn't over. Perhaps the employees who felt the situation were uncomfortable questioning themselves.  

No, it seemed like that was already decided.  

'Oh shit!'  

After exchanging eyes, the blonde and silver-haired prosecutors approach each other.  

Both had no expressions.  

As he watched the two prosecutors step by step, Johnson felt the illusion of a huge wall. His breath became even faster.  

Maybe, am I already dead?  

It immediately became apparent that it was a misunderstanding.  

"Thank you, Mr. Johnson."  

"Really. He was so courageous to stand in front of the thieves because he wasn't able to work as a coachman... … I've never seen such a person."  

Irene and Ilya said in a moving voice.  

In particular, Ilya's feelings were more intense.  

For her, who has been conscious of public ridicule and behind-the-scenes throughout her life, this pure and courageous courtesy has really been a long time since.  

At least Ilya thought so.  

"Thank you, Johnson! We ask well!"  

"… … ."  

With the addition of a black cat pouring treasure out of the air, Johnson couldn't wake up.  

Of course, such feelings were brief.  

As he looked at the three golden mice held in his hand, he said, wide open his eyes.  

"Lee Johnson, I will continue to serve my employers with great heart!"  
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The former head of the band of thieves, the incumbent and faithful coachman, Johnson recalled the past.  

I was drinking alcohol in the midst of excitement, but one of my subordinates said that.  

Swordmasters fought against each other in Eisenmarkt, a city famous for their gladiator, and surprisingly, they heard that they were only nineteen and twenty-two each.  

Of course I thought it was bullshit.  

Far from being a master, he was less than an expert, but he knows how great a master is.  

Even if they escape the continent, there are 100 people. A great title that even the innermost beings in the kingdom do not wish to reach.  

What in such a tremendous state? 19 years old?  

'It's not a kid, it's bloody, but I'm damn it when I hear such rumors!'  

'But, brother, did you think it was real? One is the famous Ilya Lindsay, and the other... … .'  

'It must have been inflated! Don't you know the people in your neighborhood are bluffing? Think with common sense!'  

Probably at the time, he struck a subordinate's forehead and asked him to talk about something else.  

I shouldn't have done that. At that time, I had to work harder and listen to the information of the two geniuses and find out.  

What you like and what you hate. What is your personality and so on.  

Because, it is the one who is holding his hair right now... … .  

Kwaang!  

bang  

Kwa-Aang-!  

This is because they were young swordmasters from the land of proof.  

'No, how do you pull out a sword like that to come at that age? Does this make sense?'  

Johnson was absurd.  

When I first split the firewood, I wasn't so embarrassed. I thought I could have that much.  

Whether it's a Chrono Swordsman or from the Five Western Kingdoms Because there wasn't a possibility that I would unfortunately encounter prospects who studied in such a great place.  

However, I learned from my third homeless time that they were not simply prospects.  

"Mr. Johnson, by any chance you say… … In places where people are scarce, we'll often be fighting, we'll."  

"Yes? Oh yeah! Make it easy!"  

"Yeah. I told you in advance that you might be surprised. then… … ."  

The shocking scene that had happened after that, was unlikely for Johnson to forget his whole life.  

'You haven't seen swordsmanship so far!'  

No, before that. Trying to steal these monsters!  

When I thought about it, sweat poured out like rain. I felt like I came back to my waist in the river heading to the underworld.  

It was okay though. Anyway, because he couldn't find his intentions.  

If you are good at the work of the coachman as hard as it is now, if you can get to the holy kingdom without disturbing the planting of those monsters, it will be a success.  

Always laugh, always be humble, and always be sincere.  

That was when Johnson thought that he was trying to do the dishes.  

"yap!"  

Wheein-!  

Kwa-a-a-ang!  

"Ah! I couldn't control my strength again."  

"… … ."  

"The direction has also gone tremendously. It's okay though. You can do well next time."  

An unidentified creature that reverts back to the form of a cat after firing out a fireball of enormous power with an insignificant face.  

That guy was the one who kept Johnson's nerves on the brink.  

Basically, the two Swordmasters were polite. He did not ignore himself for working as a coachman, and he always spoke smoothly.  

If it weren't for swordsmanship like a monster, it felt like a harmless creature like a cactus.  

However, it was impossible to know whether it was a cat or a human being.  

"no! Cats don't eat anything like this!"  

"But if you transform and eat, it's worth eating."  

"By the way, it's too hard to transform!"  

"But the more I do it, the more I feel like I'm getting more magical skills, so it feels rewarding."  

"But next time, I want to make a cat-only dish!"  

Johnson couldn't figure out how to match his feelings of going back and forth so much even at one meal.  

Still, the good news was that he made a few times good for a strange creature named Lulu, which made him a salty extra income.  

There were already 12 golden mice shining in his pocket.  

Of course, I couldn't let go of the tension until I finished this job safely.  

"I finished washing the dishes, and I prepared bed."  

"Thank you all the time."  

"thank you."  

"Thanks!"  

"It was nothing. This is my job. Then I will look around for a while and come."  

Johnson, with his head bowed down, walked for a walk and was on the lookout. Of course, it was useless considering their skills.  

However, I had to avoid the seat on purpose.  

'Because whenever I'm not there, I feel like I'm telling you something secret, so if you don't want to go against the planting, you have to step out of it.  

I listened to it a bit.  

I couldn't hear the names properly, but those three seemed to be on their way to meet someone in the Holy Kingdom.  

At the time, their expressions were very impressive. It was because he had a pretty tense expression.  

'I'm going to see who the hell do people who become swordmasters make that expression?'  

If those three come together, I think I can beat the real demon as well as the mine.  

Johnson, who had been worried for a moment, shook his head and shook his thoughts.  

There were times when it was medicine that I didn't know. Quickly noticed, he decided not to engage in their work any more.  

"Oh, it's cold. Shall we return soon?"  

Of course, just because you don't intervene doesn't mean you have to hang around without being able to sleep forever.  

About 3 to 40 minutes have already passed, so now I thought I could go back.  

Johnson deliberately walked out of the crowd and laughed.  

'No, the opponent is the Sword Master and the Cat... … Am I right? Anyway, it's like a cat, but what am I doing now?'  

If they were, it wouldn't matter if they made a loud noise or if they tried hard not to make it.  

You will have an incredibly sensitive sense.  

Thinking so, I approached the camp, and an unexpected sight was unfolding.  

The two Swordmasters were sitting side by side and holding hands.  

"I say once again, but don't worry too much. It must have felt so big for you as a child, but now it won't. When we meet, there will be nothing more than expected?"  

"… … Is it really so?"  

It seems to be giving and receiving comfort, a serious atmosphere.  

Johnson was embarrassed to see the two focusing on the conversation without knowing that they were back, and the cat, who had been curled up, stood up and said.  

"Is Johnson here?"  

"Ah, are you here?"  

"… … ."  

"uh? Ah! Yeah! came!"  

Johnson says he has returned with a stupid voice.  

Lulu nodded and fell asleep again, and Irene Fareira greeted him with a light smile.  

But it wasn't Ilya Lindsay.  

"… … I'll come after a short walk around."  

She stood up from her seat with an expressionless face, swung away and disappeared somewhere.  

Iron was embarrassed, and Lulu woke up again.  

He said.  

"Why do you suddenly do that?"  

"Well… … ."  

"Would you like to rest?"  

"I don't think that's it."  

Johnson sighed secretly, watching the conversation between the two without notice.  

'I think the woman side will have a hard time.'  

I really didn't notice it.  

Of course, I didn't intend to get involved. He thought, lying in bed quietly. In the future, I have to come back with a bigger proposition.  

* * *  

The year changed suddenly, and another month passed. The chilly breeze in early February passed through the Airin Pareira and the group.  

Of course, it wasn't just time that changed. The place where they are also has changed.  

Thanks to Johnson's dedication to driving the wagon, he arrived in the middle of the continent earlier than expected.  

Lulu, who was greatly pleased with this fact, pulled out a treasure from the magic space.  

"Good work. Please continue to work hard in the future!"  

"Thank you! Thank you!"  

Johnson, who received a lump of gold in the shape of a cat biting a fish, bowed his head as if touching the ground.  

He wasn't afraid of this cat magician anymore. It was so lovely.  

Is your personality weird?  

It didn't matter at all. Even if I said it was weird, it didn't hurt others, and even if I got angry sometimes, it was quickly resolved.  

Just by gently scraping the underside of the chin and the crown, everything was solved.  

Rather, the tricky side was the silver-haired woman, Ilya Lindsay.  

Johnson had to feel a chilling back every time she made eye contact with her waking up every night, as if suffering from something.  

Now I knew.  

Who the Lindsay family's talents are so conscious of?  

What is the reason for their heading to the Holy Kingdom?  

Of course, he never spoke his thoughts. He just did his job quietly.  

"Give me a salad and chicken, a pork or cow, a large, and thorny fish dish. Now, come this way!"  

Johnson takes a table after ordering food in no time. Two humans and a cat quietly followed his guidance.  

Lulu said with a smile, as if he was happy to have captured the last table.  

"I hope the fish here is delicious."  

"… … ?"  

At the moment, I felt some eyes pouring out, but Johnson didn't care.  

I've already been through it many times. He quietly waited for interest to pass, and others waited for food without saying anything.  

Fortunately, there weren't any other disputes.  

There were many people, and the inside was noisy, and some of the people who listened to Lulu thought they were wrong.  

First of all, there was a separate table for most people to focus on.  

A middle-aged mercenary with a sip of beer continued with a slightly excited voice.  

"Once again, this dungeon will be really awesome. Probably the greatest ever discovered in nearly 100 years? At least the days of the Dragon King, maybe even more past than that."  

"Ah, it can't be. Were not all dungeons explored 50 years ago?"  

"What, it's a dungeon story."  

Lulu, who was prying his ears, turned his head in a glance that he had cooled down.  

He used to be interested in dungeons and ancient ruins, but not now.  

I was to blame for this and that while traveling with Cubar.  

Above all, the man who asked the question was right.  

From 150 years ago, when the devil returned to the demon world, numerous dungeons have been attacked until now.  

The exploration was carried out on a national level to capture artifacts containing the hero's fate and relics containing the power of the gods, so now the remaining places were only small places at the level of an unknown wizard's hideout.  

Ilya and Johnson also knew this, so they showed similar attitudes to Lulu.  

But it wasn't Iron.  

Lulu asked a question as he looked at the drunken mercenary with an unusually serious eye.  

"Why is that, Irene?"  

"Just, persimmon… … ."  

"feeling?"  

"Huh. I think I'm going to tell you something important to me."  

"okay? Then you have to listen."  

Lulu, who listened to Airn's words, turned to the mercenary again, and Ilya, who had a deep expression, also brightened her eyes.  

Johnson was embarrassed.  

Can your attitude change like this with just the word'gam'? From the standpoint of not knowing the sense of a witch doctor, he had no choice but to think so.  

Whatever the case, the story continued to flow.  

The fact that Calben, the city-state, who grasped the size of the dungeon, was checked by neighboring kingdoms while trying to quickly start attacking, and that was on the verge of a dispute between the three countries.  

Finally, to mediate it, or to take a bite... … The fact that the knights were dispatched from the Holy Kingdom.  

"Probably, the Black Knight Commander, Ignet Cresencia will come directly."  

"Wow, Irene! I got it! You have become a great magician!"  

"… … ."  

Lulu praised Airn with admiration, and Ilya fell into her own thoughts with complex eyes.  

Johnson was blankly.  

Originally, I knew they were incomprehensible, but strangely, surprises kept happening.  

However, Irene wasn't very refreshed.  

He laughed moderately and pondered.  

'Is it Ignet I had in mind?'  

I do not know.  

Of course, it's true that the purpose of this journey is Egnet, and it's good to find out the relevant information here before going in vain... … .  

Strangely, my head was itchy.  

I thought there might be something deeper than the relationship with her.  

"… … ."  

But when I kept rolling my head, nothing came to my mind.  

He shook his head briefly and got up quietly.  

And he approached the middle-aged mercenary who was still excited to tell the story, and asked politely.  

"Excuse me, can I ask you a question?"  

"Well?"  

"Is there a way to participate in the dungeon exploration you just mentioned, as a mercenary?"  

The attention of the surroundings was drawn.  

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble chapter 182
     |  ToC | 

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble 183

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble chapter 183
    61. Ancient Dungeon (2)  

The eyes of all the guests sitting in the inn's hall turned to Iron Paraeira.  

It wasn't because I asked a strange question.  

A dungeon that may have been made in ancient times, which is qualitatively different from the unknown wizard's hideout!  

Isn't it exciting to hear just the story?  

Of course, if you are a mercenary or a wizard, you have no choice but to be interested, and if you had a little more courage, it was natural to ask if you could fit into it.  

However, the reaction of the people was tremendous.  

And Johnson knew why.  

'But there will be nothing special.'  

When he first worked as a coachman, he was the one who trembled like he was with a reaper, but now I know.  

That young man is not angular enough to make an argument with others.  

I just don't notice.  

'It would be nice if you showed off even half of your skills.'  

It was unavoidable. There have been too many recent incidents to Irene to carry on with the advice of his younger brother Kirill.  

Fortunately, the people in the store didn't laugh at him or mock him.  

He just looks at the middle-aged mercenary with a expressionless face.  

But, it wasn't just Airn who was interested in dungeon exploration.  

The sharp-eyed man, who had been drinking in the corner of his sleep until now, also took steps.  

As a result, there was tension in the eyes of the guests. Some even pulled a bunch of chairs towards the table to keep them from rubbing.  

Overall, the atmosphere is different from when Irene came out.  

In that, the man asked the same question.  

"I think the Calben side is saving people. Do you think I am right?"  

"… … You are right. You probably are. Because the power is insufficient compared to other countries."  

"Right. It's not too late, isn't it?"  

"That's it, I don't know. But, if a dull like me knows the news, isn't it quite a while? If there's anything you're looking for, move quickly."  

"Thank you for the advice."  

The sharp-eyed man who nodded, put two silver coins on the table and disappeared.  

The middle-aged mercenary, who had confirmed to the end that he disappeared outside the inn, said with a sigh.  

"Two silver coins don't make a difference. It's a look I don't want to face for a long time."  

"… … ."  

"Oh, if you are interested in dungeon exploration, go to Calben. As I just said, there must be mercenaries there. However, as the size of the dungeon is the scale, it would be impossible to predict the ability to tolerate it. Oh, of course, I didn't say what I said after looking at you, so don't get me wrong."  

"I didn't think so."  

Iron laughed at the words of his own consideration. A middle-aged man showed a unique look at his soft yet solid atmosphere.  

'I thought he was a child who doesn't know the world, but now I see it, it's not like that again... … .'  

You have the skills to open your mouth with confidence, is this?  

The middle-aged mercenary with a quick smile drank again.  

Of course, he was the only one who showed such a reaction. Most showed no interest in Irene.  

Rather, I only picked up stories about the person who had just left the inn.  

"Is it just that man, Bern?"  

"right. Recently, he defeated the mine's lair in the Kalen estate by himself."  

"Is it possible to participate in this expedition?"  

"I don't know. If you listen to him, it's a dungeon where three kingdoms, or even four, if you add up to the divine kingdom... … Could there be a single mercenary?"  

"It's still worth trying."  

"That's right."  

Some chatted and glanced at the child.  

His eyes were different from when he looked at a man named Bern. Even a blond young man who didn't notice it was enough to know that much.  

There was no need to care. He returned to his seat, said.  

"You don't have to go to the Holy Kingdom."  

"Are you going to Calben?"  

"Should be. He may not be all right, but once you get there, you'll be able to hear the correct information. If it were true, I would have to join the expedition unconditionally."  

"Good! I like it! It's an ancient dungeon, so I'm looking forward to it!"  

Lulu changes his posture 180 degrees because one more word'ancient' was added to the subject that had a slight reaction a little while ago.  

Of course, it was fully understood.  

Unlike recent dungeons, ancient dungeons that are hundreds of years old... … It's like a magic box where you don't know what's inside.  

'perhaps… … .'  

Irene, who recalled the existence of his previous life, shook his head.  

First of all, it was to arrive at Calben and get involved in the dungeon expedition.  

He put his thoughts together and said, looking ahead.  

"Johnson, thank you so far."  

"Ah… … Okay. That's it for me."  

Johnson nodded.  

It's not that far to Calben, and unlike the northern part of the continent, the roads are well maintained.  

He wouldn't need his own guidance.  

Thus, after carrying out his mission in the gap between the three monsters, he became a free body without being noticed that he was a member of the bandit.  

The next morning, Johnson, alone, thought, looking at the piles of gold in his pocket.  

"… … In the future, I have to live nicely."  

The quality that had been buried was not immediately changed to cleanliness.  

Nevertheless, the reason Johnson wanted to walk the path of the Gaegwa Cheonsun was also due to the increased funding situation... … .  

'There are too many monsters in the world.'  

It was because I realized at this opportunity that there are countless powerful people who have hidden their identity.  

He quietly closed his eyes and recalled his past journey.  

A young man in his twenties who pulls out a golden Aura sword with a kind face.  

A female prosecutor who worriesly cuts off a beautiful tree with an appearance that seems to sweep the social world with only a dress.  

And the monster cat.  

'cancer. Yes and not. It's a world where we have no choice but to live nicely.'  

Let's be a person who is not ashamed of even cats running around on the street.  

Johnson nodded, instead of heading to his northern hideout, he set himself on a journey to become a new person.  

* * *  

"I don't like it! I don't like it!"  

"Vice-manager, if you say one more time, it is the 1,000th time."  

"What to do if the situation is like a dog! Ahhhhhh! Fallange like trash, Rabat bastards!"  

The lieutenant who was watching Amira Shelton, the deputy leader of the 1st Knights of Calben, shook his head.  

As long as the mouth is shut, the good-looking yangban is relentlessly like that.  

Even in the back alleys, swear words that were dirty enough to frown were poured out like waterfalls toward the two countries.  

Of course, it wasn't that I didn't understand. He too was annoyed by Palanque and Rabat's treatment.  

'It's a land where only horses are abandoned. It's a dungeon from a place that is actually our territory. … .'  

The place where the dungeon was found was a wasteland between Palanque, Rabat, and Kalben, a trash-like land where only goblins and other moneyless monsters were crowded.  

However, the place where the messy monsters flocked was the nearest Calben, so the kingdom had no choice but to send the subjugation team periodically with the feeling of crying and eating mustard.  

The dungeon was discovered in the midst of it.  

Of course, Palanque and Rabat, who recognized this late, couldn't be still.  

The two greedy kingdoms claimed that the dungeons were found on land that no one owns, and that they also have rights.  

Of course, Calben ran wild as it was ridiculous, but when it turned out that the size of the dungeon was bigger than expected, he had no choice but to make a place.  

It was because they, who were only city-states, could not afford to attack large-scale dungeons while keeping the two countries in check.  

'In the process, even the guys of the Holy Kingdom intervened, saying that it might be an ancient temple, so it's a situation that deserves to turn around.'  

Of course, the participation of Abilius, the Holy Kingdom, wasn't just bad.  

Since they are advocating for the kingdom of God, they would somewhat prevent Palanque and Rabat from confiscating their faces and trying to fill their stomachs.  

Even so, it is essential to match the power to some extent.  

Like the two nations, even if you can't have a sword master and the best battle wizard in the central region... … It meant that you had to include the best possible talents in the expedition to buy noodles.  

"But where and what are all these mercenaries doing?  

Kwaang! bang! Kwa-Aang!  

Blaze, blaze-!  

Deputy General Manager Amira Shelton tapped the table in excitement. The wooden table was broken and cracked.  

In fact, when I first recruited mercenaries, I didn't know that I would be in a corner like this.  

I thought it would be enough to hire the Charlotte & Victor duo, who are famous in the central part of the continent.  

If he couldn't, I was thinking of selling some feet and bringing in Partizan's 101st prosecutor Jet Frost, or the rich Harrison Pinto and Ricardo Pinto.  

It was in vain.  

Charlotte and Victor, who were flickering about the world's small world, didn't even see any nose, and Jet Frost and the rich Pinto all went into closed-close training.  

All other usable mercenaries were doing other things as if they had made a promise.  

The only thing I didn't say was Bern, who defeated Karln's mine, but this guy alone wasn't enough.  

At least the expert advanced.  

I have to hire a top expert who is close to the Sword Master... … .  

It was when I was thinking about that. The report came up from below.  

Amira Shelton, who was in contact with the content, looked somewhat relaxed. Hmmm, she said to the lieutenant, who had cleared her throat.  

"Ah, ah. Am I okay, voice?"  

"It's okay, but you need to trim your hair too. It's sporadic."  

"Oh yeah? I just have to tie it up. Are you fine? Is it worth watching now?"  

"That's great. If you look at Shelton's noble figure, it's clear that any mercenary will look good."  

The lieutenant's words were sincere.  

His face sank, and his mouth, which had poured out abusive language, became calm.  

The hair that was sporadic as if hit by lightning was reborn as a neat ponytail.  

Looking at the exterior, it was inferior to the knight that could represent Calben.  

"Good. Go."  

Feeling good, Amira Shelton made her way to the gym outside the building.  

In my head, there was an expectation of'will you be okay this time?' and a feeling of'No, you shouldn't be disappointed after looking forward to it in advance!'  

Still, the good news was that the three mercenaries who will face him are not going to be.  

Because only the word "ancient dungeon" was severe, the nerds who came here would have already been filtered out.  

'But what if I ask for a stake in the dungeon loot instead of money? No, let's not think about it first. First check if you are skilled.'  

It was the right idea.  

These days, when manpower is exceptionally scarce, it was correct to think about compensation later.  

First of all, it was important to secure talented people.  

Amira Shelton prayed and prayed that the mercenaries standing in the martial arts would be idle, and those who were great enough to know just by hearing their names.  

But the moment I saw those who came into her sight.  

Suck  

Her reason was cut off.  

"Hey."  

"Yep! Vice-Chief! Let's start with the introduction, the blonde prosecutor on the left gets a silver plate from Alcantra... … ."  

"Hey, that's it. Go off."  

"Yeah?"  

"Get out of there!"  

The vice commander gets angry.  

The knight who was introducing the mercenaries stabbed and stepped back.  

Either that or not, Amira didn't care. Having erased her business smile, she drew a rough sword and said.  

"Where, let's see your skills first."  

There was a lot of day standing in the voice.  

I had to do that. What she hoped for was a talented person who would not be ashamed of Palanque and Rabat, at least above herself.  

But what is the condition of those in front of you?  

Not 30 years old, but 20 years old or not, two bloodballs were staring at them far away.  

'No fuck, didn't you say three in the first place? Can't these missing chicks even report the number of people properly?'  

I tried to see if one was in another place, but it wasn't.  

Even after washing his eyes, he looked at him, but in front of him was a blonde prosecutor, a silver-haired prosecutor, and a cat scratching his stomach.  

"Let's do it quickly."  

Said Amira Shelton, who took a pose. With a slightly more irritable voice.  

I knew it wasn't their fault. If there is something wrong, it's probably the problem with your own idiots.  

However, it seemed that she couldn't stand it without releasing her current irritation, so she looked forward to pulling out her sword.  

"Okay."  

It seems that it was only now that the atmosphere was grasped, and the silver-haired swordsman stepped forward and pulled the sword.  

The blonde prosecutor stepped back, holding the black cat in his arms. So in an instant, a one-on-one composition was prepared.  

Seeing that, Amira shook her head trying to say something.  

'Hagin, whether the two fight together or one by one, it will be the same.'  

Let's finish it quickly.  

Let's finish it quickly and crave the guys like nerds.  

Thinking so, she swung her sword with all her might.  

Wow!  

A sword attack that flies at a terrifying speed!  

Of course, there was no intention to hurt the other person. It was just the thought of defeating the opponent's weapon and neutralizing it.  

However, Amira couldn't achieve its purpose.  

That's it!  

"uh?"  

Kwa-Aang!  

"Wow!"  

Neat defense.  

After that, the successive streak.  

Amira Shelton had no choice but to miss the sword. The sword that flew far away made a whirling sound and was stuck on the floor as it rotated.  

That way, the two fights ended.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

There was silence.  

A silver-haired prosecutor, a blonde prosecutor, and his subordinates.  

Even the black cat, who was scratching his stomach, silently looked at Amira Shelton.  

As she endured the gaze pouring out of her stiff body, she started running somewhere with a red-hot face.  

He couldn't handle the situation and ran away.  

"… … ."  

"what. What happened to you?"  

"Well… … ."  

"Now, wait a minute, please wait a second! Sorry for the fact that our vice-president is a bit tricky! Sorry!"  

A knight who knew their identity desperately held them.  

Of course, there was no reason to leave because Irene and the group had a reason to participate.  

I was so embarrassed that even though I was treated as a lover, I didn't feel bad.  

After waiting for a few minutes, someone else appeared inside the building that had swallowed up the vice commander.  

The man, who introduced himself as a lieutenant, held an envelope decorated with delicate petals.  

"I want to open it."  

Lulu, who has escaped from Airn's arms, opens the envelope. There was a greeting card inside.  

[Congratulations! You have become an official member of the dungeon expedition under Calben!]  

"… … Sorry. Our vice president is a little like that."  

"… … ."  

"Can you forgive rudeness?"  

I didn't think it was particularly rude, but the three nodded at the same time.  
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    62. I'm embarrassed (1)  

Palanque and Rabat are the kingdoms that are recognized by the Central Continent.  

Although not boasting great national power like the Gerbera Kingdom, it could be said to be a sufficiently powerful country compared to the city-state Calben.  

Besides, there were outstanding characters each boasted of.  

'Swordmaster Sebion Brooks from Palanque, and Perry Martinez from Rabat.'  

Yes.  

These are the two reasons Amira Shelton was seeking such high-end power.  

Needless to say, it's Sebion Brooks. Isn't it literally a sword master?  

No one could ignore him, who had been on the stage for 10 years, which no prosecutor would wish for.  

But if you asked if Rabat's Perry Martinez was an easy person compared to him, he wasn't either.  

Rather, in the field of dungeon exploration, it was a high-ranking wizard who could outperform the Swordmaster.  

'In terms of combat power, it is known that it has comparable skills to the three states of Runtel, the Magic Kingdom... … .'  

That also meant that despite being a wizard, he had one of the few skills he could face against the master.  

I am not listening to the sound of the best wizard in the central region for nothing.  

Thinking so far, Amira Shelton sighed.  

Fortunately, though. Unlike in the past, when there was only a handful of power, now Calben also has power that will not be lacking.  

Although they are young prosecutors who are not even in their mid-20s, there are two Swordmasters.  

Perhaps the moment they saw their skills, Palanque, Rabat, and even Abilius would react with surprise.  

Apart from that, however, there were still concerns.  

'Ilia Lindsay... … I guess you participated in the dungeon exploration because of Ignet Cresensia, right?'  

The bad relationship between Lindsay and Ignet Cresencia is famous.  

It's not really someone's fault, but it's because it ended so badly.  

It was also an open secret that Ilya Lindsay had a strong obsession with Ignet.  

Of course, Ilya Lindsay said she would not bring her personal feelings to work, and she nailed herself not as a figure of the Lindsay family, but as a mercenary, but... … Still, I couldn't let go of my hand at all.  

'Huh huh, don't be too nervous. Leave this to the old man, and you can focus entirely on dungeon exploration. I will take care of the protests from Palanque and Rabat.'  

Fortunately, though, Gregory Griffin, the leader of the 1st Templar, told me that he would be in charge of complex affairs.  

He is not able to participate in the field directly because he is very old and is on the verge of retirement, but he is a far superior figure in politics and diplomacy than himself.  

He told me not to worry, so nothing big would happen.  

Amira Shelton, muttering in her heart, sighed again, picking up the needle and the fabric.  

And he began to work hard on cross-stitching.  

'I mean, I didn't do just this to organize my complex mind.'  

She has loved cross-stitching since childhood.  

The fun of completing the desired result by accumulating one sweat and one sweat gave a different sense of pleasure from the cool swing of the sword.  

Of course, it was a secret to the subordinates.  

The vice commander, who should be dignified and strong, flicks his crude hand and moves the needle.  

I couldn't see such a figure. Of course, there was no fear of being caught. It was because the visit was locked.  

However, he couldn't stop even the magical cat popping out of the air.  

Polo-!  

"Amira, what are you doing?"  

"… … ."  

"Ah, I know that! Cross-stitch? Is it cross-stitched?"  

I want to do that too. But I can't do this because my hands are like this... … .  

Lulu mumbles while looking down at her forefoot.  

Looking at him, Amira Shelton said in a light-hearted voice.  

"Lulu, you said you shouldn't just come in at any time."  

"uh? Why did you say no?"  

"I am a person with a private life. Outside, as a vice-manager, he maintains a cool and elegant appearance, but in a private place, he enjoys personal hobbies that he does not want to show others, and he wears comfortable clothes... … It's natural that you want to do that."  

"But wouldn't it be okay because I'm a cat?"  

Lulu said innocently.  

Hesitation arose at Amira Shelton's expression.  

Apart from being convincing and not, she liked cats.  

However, because the work was so busy, I wasn't afraid to keep pets.  

It was also for that reason being single, despite being in their mid-30s.  

'But, if a cat, who talks and covers urine, comes to play like this... … .'  

Wouldn't it be okay?  

In fact, it was Amira who recently spent a lot of time with Lulu with that thought.  

Because this magic cat liked herself for some reason.  

"Amira, can I be there? I like Amira because she looks a little like my favorite friend. So I want to be with you."  

"… … Do you resemble a lot?"  

"Not much, little? It's like when you're angry."  

"Is he a prosecutor too? How old are you?"  

"It's a prosecutor. And younger than Amira. Are you 20 years old now? Not yet? But fight incredibly well!"  

"Five… … ."  

Amira Shelton crossed her arms as she watched Lulu boasting like her own work.  

I couldn't help but want to be a young prospect recognized by a mysterious being called a cat magician. She said.  

"Would you please introduce him to me?"  

"Huh? Why?"  

"no. If it's a prosecutor, I'll tell you the sword, and I'm curious because I'm similar to me.  

"okay. I'll introduce you later!"  

"Really?"  

"Huh. But he's going to outnumber Amira."  

"… … ."  

"Why?"  

"no."  

Amira Shelton lowered her head.  

Again, Lulu waved his tail and watched him, who was passionate about cross-stitching.  

* * *  

Ten days after joining Calben's dungeon expedition.  

Irene Fareira and the group moved to Rabat with Amira Shelton and other personnel.  

There was nothing particularly annoying.  

There is a separate place to introduce myself formally, so I heard that it is okay to be comfortable until now.  

Of course, I didn't mean to do anything just because I was told to be comfortable.  

Ilya is according to Ilya and Lulu is according to Lulu.  

And Irene also prepared to meet Ignet Cressensia in her own way.  

At the corner of the training hall, under a tree, he fell into meditation.  

"Who… … ."  

Slow breathing, a cross-legged position in which hands and feet are exposed toward the sky.  

Although it was suitable for absorbing the spirits' energy that spread throughout the world, the current Airen was not operating the five elements.  

Just before meeting Ignet, I just had time to reflect on my own heart.  

While coming from the northwest to the central part of the continent, he had a lot of trouble.  

Why are you going to meet Ignet?  

Because of the suggestion she made?  

Because of the struggle for her?  

It wasn't wrong.  

Ignet at the time was a tremendous shock and resentment to Irene.  

Ignet, who pierced his own immaturity and indolence, was irresistibly irritated and envious.  

That is why I didn't even know that there was a lot of feeling that I didn't want to lose.  

However, when asked if such a heart was the center of all firework, Irene had no choice but to shook his head.  

What made him now.  

The reason why I was able to build my own sword from the man in my dreams and from the anger of the man when I was young is because it was not the fighting spirit but the goodwill toward the world.  

'Let's think about it. What I realized at the end of my previous life.'  

'At the end of the end, Yuji who left with regret and regret.'  

'Let's digest it in my own way, not in my own way, and continue.'  

'With Karakum's advice, let's cultivate with Tarakan's teachings and build my will.'  

Wow-!  

A flame rose in my heart.  

The fierce heat soon covered the steel left by the man in the previous life, turning it sharper and hotter.  

Iron grabbed it.  

It was different from the past when I was not able to confidently answer Ignet's admonition because he was busy being dragged by him rather than wielding his will.  

Now he was in a state of fully erecting his own sword.  

I realized it only then.  

The reason she wants to stand in front of her is not to beat her.  

It was to graduate completely from oneself in the past.  

'Because Ignet is also something that can be called my teacher in a sense.'  

Iron slowly nodded.  

When my thoughts were cleared up, I finally felt at ease.  

As a result, the prayer, which had been unstable for a while, also became stable. He opened his silently closed eyes.  

Then, a man in his 50s sitting in the same posture as himself came into view.  

Asked Irene.  

"How long are you going to watch?"  

"Did you know?"  

"… … ."  

"I tried to hide my appearance."  

"… … ."  

"When did you know?"  

He has a dry voice without a pitch, and his expression is not very dynamic.  

However, Irene knew that the middle-aged man's surprise was sincere.  

The problem was, he didn't want to be disturbed by his meditation.  

'How should I say it?'  

If I said it right away, it seemed that the other's interest would become stronger.  

After worrying for a moment, Irene decided to lie.  

"It's been about 20 minutes."  

"I have a good sense of it. I thought I wouldn't know until I opened my eyes."  

"… … ."  

Did I have to pretend I didn't know at all?  

I thought about it for a while, but it was decided that I didn't have to deal with it.  

The opponent's identity was roughly guessed.  

There are some information from Amira Shelton, and some of the other's prayers are unusual.  

If so, the position and influence would be great as well.  

But before that, he was a prosecutor. Just like yourself.  

'Because this person knows that it's rude for a prosecutor to watch the prosecutor's training closely and interfere with him... … .'  

It was the moment when Irene, who had finished thinking, tried to speak in a moderate manner so as not to go against courtesy.  

A middle-aged man sitting in the same posture woke up.  

Still blunt look.  

However, the tail of his mouth was raised very slightly.  

He said.  

"Sorry to disturb you. Every time I see a talented young man, it's hard for me to control my heart pounding."  

"… … Thank you."  

"Don't mind the old, keep doing what you're doing. Well then."  

After speaking, the middle-aged man quietly left.  

Airn, who was watching his back, exhaled slightly, then closed his eyes again.  

However, he couldn't continue his concentration.  

It was because the middle-aged prosecutor, who seemed to be leaving quickly, felt like returning again.  

"… … ."  

They don't sit face to face in front of themselves like they did before. He is standing far away and observing himself.  

He probably thought he didn't notice it. Another sigh leaked out of his mouth.  

It was okay though.  

It's not about staring at me in front of me.  

In fact, I thought about going into the room and continuing, but I thought it would be worse for my immersion to break while moving, so Irene decided to stick with it.  

But that thought flew away in less than a minute.  

Whoo woo woo-!  

Another uninvited guest.  

Unlike a middle-aged prosecutor, a strong momentum was revealed.  

It was very different from the prosecutor's mood, but I felt that he was also a great talent.  

Who the hell is it?  

There was no need to worry.  

Two middle-aged people heard the voices of the two middle-aged people.  

"perry. Don't bother the young man and get rid of it."  

"What are you talking about? I'm just watching. Rather, you talked to me and got in the way?"  

"This young man is sensitive enough to notice that I am hiding and approaching. Of course, if I go around pulling out the wizard's tea like you, I have no choice but to break my concentration."  

"Oh, is that so? I'm sorry about this. I didn't mean to do that."  

"… … Fine."  

Irene nodded reluctantly. His eyes were still closed.  

Of course, saying that he was okay didn't mean he could keep talking in the future.  

But the new wizard, Perry Martinez, wasn't as serious as Swordmaster Sebion Brooks.  

"It certainly looks like an extraordinary young man. Hearing my name, he kept his composure and continued meditation. I'm coveting it?"  

"Don't be bullshit. The sorcerer is looking at the prosecutor?"  

"Is there anything that can't be done? Unlike the magicians and the researcher in the closet, the battle wizard prefers to be well-developed in mind and body. It's natural to see someone who looks like me and who looks strong and has great concentration. Are you, do you want to get that young man as a disciple?"  

"… … ."  

"This, I just stabbed it. No way, the way you teach is so abstract and vague that it doesn't fit well with young people these days."  

"That's not something you're worried about. It's just a matter between me and that young man. And with that young man's talent, he will be able to fully understand my teachings. Maybe you can become a master sooner than me."  

"No, you use the expression between two? When did you get so close?"  

"I'm sorry, but the training is over, so I'll just go in."  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

She wakes up from her seat and politely greets her.  

He disappeared on the other side with neither slow nor fast pace, and the middle-aged swordmaster and high-ranking wizard stared blankly at it.  

Of course it wasn't forever. Perry Martinez, the talkative, spoke first.  

"I ran away because I was burdened with you."  

"… … Your guy left because he was noisy."  

"Well, then let's say yes. Anyway, I'm curious. I don't seem to be a young man in our kingdom... … ."  

"Neither of us."  

"Then it means that it's on the Calben side… … I have to find out."  

'I'll do it in my room tomorrow.'  

Use the practice area only when practicing swordsmanship.  

While listening to the reverberating conversation between the two middle-aged men, Irene Fareira made a pledge.  
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    62. I'm embarrassed (2)  

Palanque's best knight, Sebion Brooks, came out to the gym late in the evening and pulled out his sword.  

It was the morning that I arrived at Rabat's estate, and there were many other things to do.  

It was because of an unusual young man I met in the afternoon.  

'It was the first time that a young man looked deep into himself like that.'  

Meditation practice itself is nothing special.  

They were prosecutors who only focused on training the body and sharpening swordsmanship in the past, but they have changed since the priests and paladins of the Holy Kingdom exchanged with the Orcs.  

There were so many people in the countryside who were standing cross-legged without knowing anything.  

However, the look of the blond young man was not.  

Keep breathing constant and maintain an upright posture.  

In that state, I concentrated on my inner self for as many as two hours.  

This was something that couldn't be done with enough concentration.  

Even concentration wasn't just good.  

'View also... … The sense was also great.'  

Just contemplating yourself without being distracted deserves enough praise.  

But that wasn't the only thing. The young man left some spare capacity and used it to guard his surroundings.  

It was evidence that he realized that he had approached in 20 minutes, which was incredibly great considering his youthful appearance.  

'How was it when I was that age?'  

Pisik, Sebion Brooks laughed.  

There was nothing to say. Both were messed up.  

It was absolutely incomparable to the young man who had sharpened his senses without losing his concentration on meditation.  

Thinking so, I was really coveted.  

He is one who has risen to the level of expert in his late 20s.  

That means that the young man I met in the afternoon also reached the level of expert. It was truly one of the few talents on the continent.  

'I can't. It's not a moral act, but it's a good deal during this dungeon exploration period, so we'll have to embrace it.'  

If you listen to Perry Martinez, it's not Rabat's greeting. If so, he would have been from Calben.  

Perhaps it was secretly nurturing it, but it seemed that he was trying to gain experience through this expedition in which several powerful gatherings.  

Of course, I didn't mean to let it go.  

No matter how much I thought about it, it was a waste.  

Leaving a talented person like me in a place like Calben, in a small country with only three experts, was a damage to the continent as well as to an individual.  

'It's a vessel that can be handled by at least a master level.'  

Cancer, by the way.  

Sebion Brooks, muttering inside, burst into laughter again.  

It was too frivolous on his face, but it was still right. His ability was also good, but he was more suited to teaching himself.  

I thought that if you had raised four experts, you could be a little more confident.  

"Brooks, can I go in? I've been looking into what you said."  

"Hmm! Come in."  

The work I was instructed to do in time was also finished.  

It was the car that told me to find out the personal information of the expedition on the part of Calben, knowing the origin of the blond young man.  

After hearing Sebion Brooks' words, a subordinate politely handed over the package and left the room.  

Back on his own, he set aside familiar characters and rolled his eyes to find the young man in question.  

However, he had no choice but to stop flipping the pages before the desired one came out.  

"… … Ilya Lindsay."  

This is because Calben's side included a person he hadn't even thought of.  

'What happened to this?'  

I couldn't believe it.  

I couldn't understand.  

Why is the Sword Master of the West, not the Central Region, and the youngest Sword Master who vibrated the continent?  

Of course, such worries did not last long.  

This is because I remembered who was in charge of Abilius, the Holy Kingdom, who had not yet arrived.  

"Ignet Cresencia."  

It's been more than 10 years, but the incident that drove the entire continent into shock.  

The puzzle was finally settled when I thought of the evil relationship between Lindsay and the Black Knight Commander.  

Why did Ilya appear here?  

'It's a headache.'  

Sebion Brooks frowned.  

Perhaps it was an arbitrary decision for the Lindsay family girl to join Calben.  

Lindsay's owner Joshua Lindsay couldn't have allowed her daughter to do something politically complicated.  

But what's important is that things have already happened, and you have to make a thorough calculation of how this will affect your country.  

"It's true, just because you are a master doesn't mean you aren't spoiled. I'm too young."  

Despite being a matter that could be a problem diplomatically, he showed a behavior that prioritized his feelings.  

Would the defeat in the land of proof have an effect on her mind?  

I thought it could be.  

Hearing the news, he was also surprised, so I thought that Ilya Lindsay, the party, would have been even more shocked.  

'Instead of me, instead of coming to meet Ignet, I would have felt inadequate and entered the closed-close training... … awhile.'  

Sebion, who had been thinking so far, frowned.  

It was because the accident that was stopped only on Ilya and Ignet flowed in a different direction.  

To be precise, the continent's divinity that defeated Ilya from the land of proof.  

Recalling his age, appearance, mood, and everything he had heard rumors, he quickly rushed through the documents.  

Then he stopped at a certain page and laughed as if absurd.  

Iron Fareira.  

Sebion Brooks, belatedly realizing the identity of the blond young man, quietly closed his eyes and recalled the afternoon.  

'… … I'm going crazy.'  

He shook his head.  

I could see it now.  

The person who had no choice but to have because he was a younger person than himself.  

When we removed it and recalled the time with an objective eye, the image of Irene Paraeira, who was even greater than the original judgment, was drawn clearly like a painting.  

The composure that did not break even though he understood his predecessor.  

Breath that was restrained to goosebumps beyond just regularity.  

The footsteps, balance, and even the deeply sunken eyes I saw when I left.  

Either way, it was a level that Experts couldn't have.  

"… … Uncomfortable."  

Palanque's best knight, Sebion Brooks, woke up quietly, muttering quietly.  

I was embarrassed. It was a little, but I felt bad too. I didn't intend to, but it was because I couldn't erase my thoughts of being deceived.  

However, there was another emotion that blossomed more strongly than that.  

'I'm embarrassed.'  

Yes. Today, he was in a state of irrepressible redness.  

The fact that he couldn't properly grasp the opponent's skills while becoming a master gave him considerable shame.  

I don't even know even now when I noticed the identity of the young man. How much level he is up to.  

'Is he really a Sword Master?'  

'Probably that's true. Didn't you see it with my own eyes?'  

'If so, how much is it? Are you in the state of becoming a Swordmaster now?'  

'Or, do you have more than that?'  

Sebion Brooks, who had been contemplating for a moment, closed her eyes again.  

Political Variables Due to Ilya's Participation?  

Those things have already flown far away. Prior to being a high-ranking nobleman of Palanque, he was a definite knight and prosecutor.  

Iron Fareira.  

And Ilya Lindsay.  

His expression, anticipating the prowess of the two genius prosecutors, was extremely serious.  

* * *  

"Damn, what is this?"  

Not Rabat's proud battle wizard, Perry Martinez, he was frowning all day after hearing the news of lightning in the middle of the night.  

It was because Calben, who thought there was no need for checks, had two Swordmasters with him.  

Even one of the two was the grandest daughter of the Lindsay family, the youngest Swordmaster of all time, holding the honorable title.  

It meant that he was a young age, wondering whether he would be twenty or not, but his influence on the continent was never lower than that of himself.  

'Maybe the Lindsay family and the kingdom of Adan are also trying to put a spoonful into the dungeon!'  

No, Perry Mastine really thought so.  

I was convinced that the mischief between Lindsay and Ignet was just a cause, and that the real purpose was this way.  

'Huh huh, let's get it wrong. Ms. Ilya Lindsay's participation is a personal choice, and of course her rights are limited. She, and Irene Fareira, will participate in the expedition as mercenaries and receive only pre-negotiated rewards. And, of course, the cost will be covered by Calben's side.'  

'However… … .'  

'stop. If you don't want to say that our Calben is bad enough to be swung over by a family, let's just do that.'  

Of course, there was nothing we could do now.  

There was not much time left until exploration, and it was also because Gregory Griffin, Calvin's knights commander, was a weak figure.  

It would not be strange to retire when it comes to force alone, but he was a better man than himself.  

"Whew. There's nothing going as expected."  

In the end, the only thing Rabat can do is to keep an eye on whether Calben will do a bigger fuss, and to ask for more treasures by showing a big success in dungeon exploration. There were only these two.  

Fortunately, Rabat was unique in terms of magic power compared to the other three countries.  

'Nothing is as important as magic in dungeon exploration.'  

Unlike a swordsman, who can stably show off his power in any situation with a single sword, a wizard needs several preparations.  

This process is cumbersome and cumbersome, and requires a lot of tools.  

In other words, however, it means that if such an inconvenient and cumbersome preparation is done, the magical efficiency can be doubled or tripled.  

That is, it becomes the most suitable power for the ever-changing environment of a dungeon.  

'okay. It's still not bad.'  

Perry Martinez nodded.  

For this dungeon, we invited dungeon experts from the eastern part of the continent and created numerous exploration tools.  

Still, things were okay.  

After trying to comfort himself, he exhales and turns. The night air was full, so I was thinking about going for a walk and going back to my accommodation.  

But I couldn't.  

Whoo woo woo-!  

"… … ."  

An intense wave of magical power felt at a distance that is neither far nor near!  

The moment he felt it, Perry Martinez used his magic with all his might and flew himself toward the epicenter of his power.  

Shhh  

Shushok  

His new brother constantly flashed.  

The appearance of him moving in an instant as if erasing a distance of 1-20m was a remarkable sight to the wizard's eyes.  

Even high-level wizards in the East would not be able to use magic as quickly as this, successively.  

The irony was the fact that even the great Perry Mastine had a surprisingly strong magical movement within the territory.  

'Who the hell are you?'  

'Is it Palanque? Sebion, did the author save the wizard?'  

'But how? A wizard who can handle such a huge magic power... … .'  

'What is possible only when the three families of the Runtel Kingdom?'  

Countless questions emerged and disappeared over and over again. In the meantime, Perry constantly used magic.  

A sweet smell from my mouth before casting so fast that it was burdensome, but I couldn't stop the wizard from being curious.  

That way, he was able to arrive at the mysterious place in time and confirm the existence of the work.  

the problem is.  

It is that the being who handled the enormous magic power was beyond his imagination.  

"… … Dragon?"  

"Huh? I?"  

Hearing the voice of the middle-aged wizard turned his head.  

Lulu, a girl in a battle wizard costume with cute horns and wings.  

Tilting her head, she looked at Perry Martinez and added back words.  

"I'm not a dragon? It's a cat?"  
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    62. I'm embarrassed (3)  

The dragon is great.  

It's not just about physical ability.  

Of course, the body as large as the garden, and the tremendous force coming out of it, was also very good.  

However, the reason why dragons are said to be truly amazing is because they are known for their 'magic abilities' to be superior to those of Archmage.  

Humans deal with a tremendous amount of magical power that they can't even think of.  

Humans know a variety of magic that cannot be imitated.  

In addition, humans use magic quickly and efficiently beyond comparison.  

This was the general idea of ​​the dragon in legend.  

Of course, human wizards did not believe in the existence of dragons.  

There were no records of dragons left 150 years before the demon disappeared, or even 400 years before, even before him.  

At best, only the "Dark Dragon King", a demon in the form of a dragon, is all there is, and there has never been a creature who knows how to transform into a human form by using magic.  

So, it was actually ridiculous for an outstanding wizard, like Perry Martinez, to put "Dragon" in his mouth.  

He is more skeptical of his fantasy than anyone else, because he doesn't put such words in his mouth even as a joke.  

However… … .  

'If you see the way you deal with such enormous magical power, no one will be forced to think of a dragon!'  

That was the thought of Perry Martinez, who first saw Lulu.  

That was why it was even more absurd.  

He wears the costume of a battle wizard, has the horns of the forehead and bat wings behind his back, which are the most characteristic features of the dragon, and moves the magical power so enormous that even he, the best wizard of the central region, cannot handle.  

What are you saying on that subject, what?  

cat?  

"… … What do you mean by that."  

"Huh? what?"  

"A cat, I asked what it meant."  

Perry Martinez asked a question with a stiff face.  

I didn't use half words. Her appearance is no different from that of a girl, but it is not known how old she will be.  

No, it is a being that can never be treated carelessly with just the ability that it had in the first place.  

'It seems like he has a lot of playfulness, but if he comes out this seriously, he won't do that anymore.'  

I also had this kind of thought.  

But the girl with horns remained.  

"Of course I am a cat. Didn't you hear?"  

"… … Are you serious, not joking?"  

"Huh. It's not a joke, it's real. Why don't you trust cats."  

"… … ."  

"Oh. My name is Lulu! Nice to meet you!"  

"… … It's Perry Martinez."  

"I love being human because I can shake hands! The tongue is not very good, but."  

Looking at Lulu reaching out with a smile, Perry Martinez shook hands.  

Of course, doubts about the girl were still unsolved.  

He frowned as if he had encountered a monster he had seen for the first time in his life, and without delaying his vigilance, he hid his words and asked questions.  

Of course, the intention was obvious. It was the content that could tell me why it wasn't a dragon or why it was a cat.  

"This is true! All sorcerers are suspicious!"  

"… … ."  

"It's okay though. I've only been with prosecutors these days, so it's pretty fun to talk to wizards now. I'll hang out together!"  

Lulu was annoyed for a while at Perry Martinez's question.  

However, such feelings did not last long.  

Immediately, she took a look, pointing at herself with two thumbs as if to look closely, and then rotated three laps with a flashy gesture.  

Then, a brilliant light enveloped Lulu and performed a miracle.  

It has turned into a cat that has no choice but to admit it to anyone who sees it.  

"Now, have you seen it?"  

"… … ."  

"In the future, I hope that you do not doubt what others say, but trust you well. If you think about it one by one, life becomes tired."  

"… … Right. It was a witchcraft. I just remembered it."  

Perry Martinez muttered as he stared at the black cat looking at him with a dazzling look.  

I've heard of it.  

There is a conjurer who is always attached to the youngest Swordmaster, Ilya Lindsay, who beats Illia Lindsay.  

He knows how to speak and floats in the air is very impressive.  

Of course, I've never heard of a story about being able to transform.  

I've never heard more of a story about being able to deal with magic, not magic, after transformation.  

In fact, it was a story that didn't make any sense by the logic and common sense of the wizard.  

However, there was a miracle word that could explain all of that, so it was 'magic'.  

Because these crazy creators were tribes that couldn't be understood by their own minds.  

"Hmm."  

However, just knowing that Lulu was not a dragon but a cat enchantress did not mean that interest in him disappeared.  

Anyway, this guy was able to use his magical power.  

I don't know whether the power of witchcraft was replaced by magic, or whether he acquired the qualities of a wizard through witchcraft, but the important part was that Lulu could be of great help to Calben's "magic power".  

I thought I wouldn't be able to sleep comfortably until I figured it out.  

After worrying, Perry Martinez licked her lips and said in a rather thin tone.  

"Lulu."  

"Yes, Perry. Isn't it Perry? I forgot the last name because it was long."  

"Okay. By the way, I have a request... … ."  

"Like what?"  

"Can you show me what I was just before?"  

"Why?"  

"It was a very similar feeling to the power and magic that you use in your transformation state. I was wondering if I could use magic in that state... … ."  

"Ah, that's right."  

"Can you show me? If you show me, I'll serve you a special fish dish that you'll love."  

"Good!"  

Lulu nodded with an innocent look.  

Another miracle happened when the cat who had swallowed it spins three times in the air.  

In an instant, she transformed into a girl with horns and wings.  

Seeing this, Perry Martinez's expression hardened again.  

It was clear. Lulu in a transformed state had an atmosphere similar to that of the Archmage. He had been walking the magical path for many years, so I couldn't know.  

'It's not under me. perhaps… … .'  

It may be even greater than the head of the three families of Runtel Kingdom, famous for its magic!  

Lulu said in a confident voice to him, whose head was full with such thoughts.  

"Good. I've been practicing hard since a few days ago, and I'll show you in particular."  

Wow-!  

An unusual atmosphere subsided. Along with a slight vibration, the magical movement that only a wizard can feel was felt.  

Perry Martinez's face got even more serious. In the eyes of the old wizard looking at the sixties, a deep anticipation emerged.  

The horsepower raged. Agglomerated and spread. And it made a new change.  

A brilliant light burst out like a shining star in the night sky.  

Soon, Lulu's face, looking at the finished magic, was full of pride.  

She said.  

"Whew! It was hard. It's done! A picture drawn with magic lights!"  

"… … ."  

"The left is Irene, and the right is Ilya. The center is me when I look like a cat! Ah, Irene and Ilya are my friends, and they are both very nice, and they talk well with me... … ."  

A magical girl, no magical girl, who suddenly shows off her brag about Irene Fareira and Ilya Lindsay.  

Perry Martinez, who was watching her, looked at the picture.  

It was bizarre, as if a neighborhood naughty drew with a branch.  

The result was so insignificant that I could not think that I had hit a lot of magical power and felt cute.  

'Are you kidding? Or are you serious again this time?'  

I didn't know.  

"… … You have a good friend."  

He thought, who managed to say a word of praise.  

I'm saying I need to find out a little more about this strange magician.  

* * *  

Ten days passed after Airn's group arrived in Rabat's estate, and a banquet was held to relieve the tension before exploration of the dungeon.  

The personnel of the Holy Kingdom Avilius did not arrive, but the event proceeded as scheduled.  

There was also a little implied intention to fight the flag that you couldn't fit the opponent too much.  

Not surprisingly, Rabat and Palanque, who are holding back the Holy Kingdom, couldn't have seen it with fine eyes as Kalben.  

As if it were before, no one could ignore them, who had brought enormous power in an instant.  

'You're still not distracted today, Irene Parreira.'  

Fallange's best knight, Sebion Brooks, sharply observed Irene as he arrived at the banquet hall.  

I didn't do anything childish, such as letting go of energy.  

However, if you are a normal prosecutor, just by receiving your own glances will make you feel depressed or your actions will be unnatural.  

However, Irene Pareira did not shake. Still in his own form and at his own pace.  

'It feels more amazing than Ilya Lindsay, which the West boasts.'  

Despite greetings with various knights and wizards, his interest did not leave the blond young man.  

On the other hand, Perry Martinez was watching Lulu's every step of the way, who appeared in a bright dress, not Iron Fareira.  

'It's an unintelligible guy.'  

Originally, all of them were magicians, but Lulu was too much.  

Transformation gives off the atmosphere of a wizard, being able to deal with enormous magical power, and controlling magical power and extracting magic from such a theme for a long time.  

All in all, it was difficult to accept with his head.  

'… … And that magic.'  

Perry Martinez recalled what happened the day before yesterday.  

The fireball magic that Lulu showed for the first time only showed strange magic.  

Though the sophistication was ridiculously lacking, I thought of the magic that was terrible enough to change the landscape with only its power... … He swallowed.  

'Because we don't know when other abilities will also bloom, we need to keep an eye on it.'  

Likewise, Airn and Lulu were under unscrupulous checks from the best of Pallange and Rabat.  

However, there was one being under pressure more than them, it was Ilya Lindsay.  

I had to do that.  

It was because all the characters, except Sebion Brooks and Perry Martinez, were looking unpleasantly towards Ilya.  

"… … ."  

Irene Parreira looked at the side to make sure it wasn't smudged.  

He also knew. That the public opinion about Ilya is not good.  

Rabat and Palanque's aristocrats considered her to be a greedy politician, or a spoiler of thoughts.  

Putting a spoon on the dungeon with the prestige of the family on the back, or committing rudeness that doesn't care about the surroundings in order to solve private affairs with Ignet.  

In the end, it is one of the two to conclude in advance and look at Ilya.  

'Overdoing.'  

Strictly speaking, it is true that he participated for a personal connection.  

However, Ilya has already expressed her opinion on him.  

He is not interested in rewarding the dungeon under his name and honor, and he has spoken several times that he will not bother the expedition with work with Ignet.  

Nevertheless, the aristocrats who poured out glances and gossip, even though they were careful about each action rather than committing wrongdoings, were very uncomfortable.  

'It will be okay though.'  

Of course, I wasn't very concerned.  

Although Ilya is currently experiencing a time of wandering, she is a strong person.  

If I weren't strong, I wouldn't have come here to face Ignet.  

Sure enough, Ilya's expression wasn't that serious. As usual, he was in a calm state.  

Irene, who confirmed the appearance, turned to Lulu. It was when the two who met their eyes slightly nodded and smiled.  

"****."  

"… … ."  

"… … ?"  

Clear and fine voice.  

However, it is hard to believe that it came from such a voice.  

The attention of the left center was focused on one place. Sebion Brooks, Perry Martinez, Irene Fareira and Lulu all looked at Ilya Lindsay.  

However, her expression was still dull.  

The silver-haired prosecutor, who was watching the situation for a while, opened his noble mouth again and said.  

"****."  

Took  

Lulu dropped the magic stick he was holding.  
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    63. What Happened (1)  

Ilya Lindsay lived her whole life in the eyes of others.  

The background of the Lindsay family, the talent for swords, and the beauty that blossomed from childhood made it that way.  

At first, she thought it all right, but not after her brother Carl Lindsay's heart broke.  

'I couldn't get back to it in the end.'  

'I thought I was a genius to support the continent in the future.'  

'Ilia Lindsay? It's a great talent, but isn't it lacking... … .'  

'He also seemed to have a tender heart.'  

No good story came in.  

The friendly gaze was no longer visible.  

After the loss of her brother, all that came to Ilya's ears were nothing but voluntary talks about her family and herself.  

That is why her expression disappeared.  

The reason she tried to hide her feelings and show a polite and polite appearance in everything was to avoid showing a gap to the public waiting to bite her like a hyena.  

For Ilya, the words Judith uttered, whom he hadn't met after a long time, was a calm swearword.  

'Are you an idiot?'  

'What?'  

'It's like an idiot. What do you care about? Isn't it stuffy? How long will you live while noticing them?'  

'However… … .'  

'No, listen. In the first place, those people are the same no matter what you do? Even if you are not the best on the continent, but the best prosecutor in the universe, and you break the mountains and split the sea, the back words come out. You think not?'  

'… … .'  

I couldn't say no.  

That's why Judith taught him swear words.  

If you're the ones who will bite you no matter how you behave, don't try to look good.  

Instead, swear or swear. Refresh your mind.  

'Of course, I didn't want to do that... … .'  

In the atmosphere of a frozen banquet hall, Ilya thought of what happened at the time.  

Thanks to Judith's special training, his mouth was a lot worse than before.  

But the curse right now wasn't intended.  

If it were to a friend who wasn't as fragile as Brat or Judith, it was still too tightly locked to pour out his heart against an unspecified number of people.  

I thought so... … .  

It wasn't.  

It was embarrassing and unfamiliar. The eyes of people who were unconsciously protruding from the swear words and expressions were very burdensome.  

It felt like hot water vapor was spinning in my body.  

However, why is there a peculiar sense of pleasure in the meantime?  

'… … It's not bad.'  

That's why Ilya swears one more time.  

"****."  

Flinch.  

The reaction comes again.  

It's not downgrading, but it's obvious enough.  

All of the people who judged and tailored themselves couldn't hide their embarrassment and had a blank expression or coughing.  

Normally, it would have come as an unbearable pressure.  

But not now.  

Ilya, who looked at Airen Pareira and Lulu with a light smile, said in a clear voice.  

"Iren, should I sit down?"  

"uh? Uh... … ."  

"Lulu, I'll pick up a magic stick. It's been elaborate, but you shouldn't drop it."  

"Yeah, uh... … ."  

It wasn't just the nobles of Rabat and Palanque that were perplexed.  

The celebrities on the side of Calben, who are on the same side as them, even Iron and Lulu were showing quaint expressions.  

Amira Shelton, the head of the vice knight, was restless not knowing how to deal with this, and the knight commander just laughed.  

Of course, it wasn't like I had no thoughts.  

It's small, so it doesn't show off, but the eyes of Gregory Griffin, Chief of Knights of Calben, shone sharply.  

'It's true that it's embarrassing, but it's going to be a bigger burden on the other side than on us.'  

It was obvious that Ilya was swearing.  

Right now, she could hear sounds like this in her own ears, and she couldn't have heard them, who had reached the level of master.  

Perhaps Rabat and Palanque cannot deny this.  

How will that one come out?  

Will it go over without dispute?  

It's not bad. It's because he gained the upper hand in the flag fight that was just being pushed without any damage.  

Will it be questioned?  

It's annoying, but it's not bad either.  

Unless you dare to pretend that you don't know all of the rudeness you've shown against the Lindsay family's Ban Ok-yeop, even Swordmaster, we have something to say.  

Rather, if you deal with it well and relieve Ilya Lindsay's mood, she may be able to establish a good relationship with the Lindsay family.  

'However, a wife, who is known to be calm and mature, can say such harsh words... … I really didn't know.'  

When I finished thinking, the Knight Commander of Calben laughed again, saying Heo Heo.  

No one looked at him like that.  

Still, everyone's eyes are on the seated Ilya Lindsay.  

With a casual expression, she can't take her eyes off the silver-haired young lady who focuses on the conversation with the next seat, Irene Pareira.  

The sound of coughing intermittently in uncomfortable silence.  

After a while, Perry Martinez, with an expression that seemed to have been pushed out by the sound, walked toward Ilya.  

In the midst of the complex, intense glances struck her.  

The Lindsay family's maiden didn't even lose.  

Suddenly she turned her head and caught her gaze, and although she had the same expression as before, she felt even more chilly.  

The knight commander who was watching so far shed a good laugh, a polite person.  

And he looked to the side and said.  

"Amira, relax."  

"Yes! uh? No, what am I... … ."  

"Did you say I do this? Don't mind. I eat a little later. Eat now and pretend."  

"just… … Yes. Okay."  

Having calmed Amira Shelton with a few words, he quickly walked towards Ilya.  

No matter how much bigger mistakes came out, it wasn't good for Calben.  

What words should I deal with to get rid of that wizard guy?  

Gregory Griffin was turning his head fast.  

In the midst of the quiet banquet hall, an upset occurred.  

Oooh ooh ooh ooh-!  

A vibrating sound that draws everyone's attention.  

With him, the space where there was nothing was split vertically.  

Then, as if the dark tent was cut off with a sword, a brilliant golden color leaked out. Everyone opened their eyes wide at this amazing sight.  

The same was true of Iron Paraeira and Lulu.  

However, if there is something different from others, they have been through similar things once, so they can know what is going on behind them.  

Soon, as they expected, a golden portal that expanded into an oval began to pour out people.  

Cheolkeop, cheolkeop  

The sound of the iron boots coming into contact with the marble echoed in succession.  

It was a sound made by fully armed knights like those before the war.  

The black cloak and the mark near the heart told me. The fact that they are members of the Black Knights of Avilius, the Holy Kingdom.  

Only then the nobles, who were worried, let out a sigh of relief.  

Of course, interest in them did not fade.  

The three largest armed groups of Abilius, known as the most powerful nation on the continent.  

Because the chief appeared soon.  

Ignet Cressensia, a well-established figure from Goa to mercenary commander, and from mercenary commander to knight commander of a superpower.  

In anticipation of her appearance, everyone in the banquet hall stopped acting and kept watching the golden portal.  

Woowoong  

Huoung  

In the meantime, the Black Knights continued to appear.  

Five, ten, fifteen, twenty.  

Even though it was a fairly large space, it felt like it was full. Knights of the Three Kingdoms drooled.  

The seemingly hard prayers made their hearts frustrated.  

However, the characters who came out soon had a different appearance that would break such a cramped atmosphere.  

A girl with dark makeup and a black dress, not suitable for her age.  

People who saw it looked puzzled, and she spit out her words without worrying about it.  

"uh? I made a mistake. I was going to make a portal outside the banquet hall."  

"Because you save magic gold coins, you don't make mistakes. In the future, even if it's a waste, pay it properly."  

"If you can save it, you should save it!"  

"Let's not talk."  

A gray-haired knight who followed after such a girl.  

The three kingdoms' prosecutors who saw his drowsy face hardened their expressions.  

Unlike the dress girl, this one was a person he knew. Like Ignet, he was recognized for his skills and rose to the position of vice-president.  

'Georg Foive... … Did you say it was a master?'  

Perry Martinez narrowly narrowed his eyes to the appearance of a giant who had only 100 people on the continent, and the other powerful were also on the verge of being alert.  

I couldn't help it. Seongguk's power is a competitor to share the loot before being a cooperator.  

It was natural to measure their strength.  

sure.  

Wow-  

Spot  

Such a pointless power comparison ended completely when the portal spit out the last person and disappears.  

Third place in the ranks of the armed forces of the Holy Kingdom.  

Black Knight Commander Ignet Cresencia.  

In her gaze looking back at the left, most of them were forced to move their heads to the side or to the bottom.  

Hwaahah-!  

What kind of atmosphere does the strong show?  

Each will be different, but if you look at it, it will be divided into two categories.  

The one who is normal enough to not even notice it at a normal level, and the one who exudes intense prayer so that he feels pressure when he sees it.  

Ignet was absolutely the latter.  

The weak people couldn't even look at her properly, as if they were facing an intense light.  

"… … ."  

Of course not everyone did that.  

The strongest of the strongest.  

Among them, the one who has dedicated his life to the sword, for example, Sebion Brooks, the best knight of Palanque, showed a completely different reaction from the criminals.  

'You're trembling.'  

My heart was beating. Blood shining hotly expressed her feelings and excitement.  

He was really like the sun.  

A weak person can't even approach, but a person who lights fire in the heart of a strong person like himself.  

'I want to get together.'  

Jerk off  

Sebion Brooks, he stepped forward with a face that couldn't hide his emotions.  

I know I'm much younger than myself. Does not matter.  

I also know that he is a person of a far more powerful country than his own. Likewise, it doesn't matter.  

There is no such thing as an obstacle between the prosecutor and the prosecutor.  

At least now he thought so, and in order to carry out his thoughts, he did not stop and walked toward the Black Knights commander of the Holy Kingdom.  

But… … .  

"… … ."  

Ignet Cresencia's gaze was not directed towards Sebion Brooks.  

The same was true for the steps. She, who overlooked the best knight of Fallange, went to the corner of the banquet hall.  

Naturally, people's eyes followed.  

And they, once again, had to hold their breath.  

"It's been different since I didn't see it, a lot."  

"… … ."  

"Speak. Meantime… … What happened."  

Ignet Cresencia looks at herself with a hot gaze like the sun.  

Looking straight at her, Irene Fareira stood up from her seat.  
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    63. What Happened (2)  

Who is the strongest being on the continent?  

The answer to this question has not changed for a long time.  

Chrono Swordsmanship Ian, his rival Kun, and Julius Heul, the White Knights Commander of the Holy Kingdom, had been in high glory for nearly 30 years.  

So, who has the greatest talent on the continent?  

Regarding this question, there has been a recent discussion.  

It was because the honor of the youngest Swordmaster who thought it would never be broken was passed on to Ilya Lindsay at Ignet.  

The five kingdoms famous for their swords, as well as from the western continent, and some hurried people, said that the girl of the Lindsay family was the person with the greatest potential of all time.  

Of course not everyone's opinion.  

It was because there were so many achievements that the magnificent Ignet had built up so far for the public opinion to change in such an instant.  

The argument that it makes no sense to compare the same comparisons between orphans who had received systematic guidance from a young age in a prestigious family also gave strength to the Ignet side.  

Besides, at the end of last year.  

Julius Heul, a paladin whose respect everyone on the continent is revered, sparked this debate once more.  

'Ignet is a person who is only plastic surgery. This expression doesn't suit a person who reached the master's level at the age of 20, but the growth she shows now makes it possible.'  

It is said that Ignet's talent is only blooming right now, not in the past.  

After this shocking remark, the Ignet vs. Ilya debate has become a common snack on the continent.  

So, when Black Knight Commander Ignet Cresencia appeared.  

When I stepped into the corner of the banquet hall, ignoring Sebion Brooks of that great pallanche, everyone thought she had moved to deal with Ilya Lindsay.  

But it wasn't.  

A blonde young man slowly waking up from his seat.  

A black-haired sword-ear that looks at him with a burning gaze.  

Feeling the subtle atmosphere between the two, the left middleman swallowed a dry saliva.  

'why… … .'  

'Not to Ilya Lindsay, but to Irene Fareira?'  

'Are you acquainted with each other? You have changed a lot... … .'  

'What happened?'  

Iron Fareira.  

One of the best prosecutors produced by the Proving Land, he was also one of the hottest figures on the continent.  

When I said that I became a Swordmaster at the age of 22, it meant that I had a faster pace than the master of that great chrono.  

However, no matter how great he was, he lacked a sense of presence compared to the previous two characters.  

It was later than the two of them, and there were suspicions that he received the help of artifact-class weapons and magic in the championship match against Ilya.  

Ignet, which sprinkles intense heat, and Ilya, which creates a cool chill, is also a factor that underestimates Irene.  

But now.  

Whoowoo-!  

Ignet's momentum, which was still hot, added more heat.  

"… … ."  

The moment when I see such a blond young man who faces it face to face and never shows a shrunken appearance.  

The left came to realize.  

Irene Fareira, I mean, it wasn't a fluke that he defeated Ilya Lindsay.  

"I wasn't going to tell you."  

Under the heavier pressure, Ignet struck the opponent once again.  

The gaze flying from the three hundred eyes was bitter. Airn felt as if a skewered iron skewered on fire was stabbing him.  

However.  

'It's good enough to hold on to it.'  

It certainly was.  

At least when I met Ignet in Derinku, the artisan city, it was much easier than then.  

At the time, she was shaken by every single word and action she said.  

'I won't fall down.'  

It won't collapse.  

This was different from the desire to win.  

The other person's eyes were so stimulating that it heated her mind and turned the whole body's blood into lava, but now Irene consciously repressed the struggles rising in her heart.  

This was an inseparable feeling for the prosecutor, but I had to show something else here.  

Trust in yourself.  

Faith in your own way.  

Confidence toward one's sword and the will and conviction arising from it.  

The flames of Iron Paraira, which bloomed through a long wandering, spread out like exploding around the iron sword completed in the past and present lives.  

Poop-!  

Irene Fareira's eyes flashed with a concentrate.  

With him, his prayer, which seemed flat with him, changed 180 degrees. Some of them opened their eyes.  

Only the least expert, especially those who reached maturity, recognized the will of the blond young man. I could have a glimpse of him.  

And the one who faces the momentum of Airne and the eyes of her eyes from the nearest place.  

Ignet Cressensi was able to taste the opponent's will the most.  

that is.  

I can never think of it as the child's one who suffered a year and a half ago.  

It was a solid and enormous mind that only those who lead the flow of the times could have, not those who were swept away by the flow of the times.  

"… … ."  

Woowook Hoo  

Ignet, who stared at Airn with intense eyes, quickly gained momentum.  

Iron's expression did not change. Rather, the reaction came from a distance from him.  

Indirectly, Calvin's Knight Commander, Gregory Griffin, who had been exposed to the momentum of the Black Knight Commander, vomited violently coughing.  

 Amira Shelton supported him. Her complexion was also not good.  

Ignet, who looked at it, said politely, politely.  

"Dear Sir Gregory Griffin, Chief of Knights of Calben, I will politely apologize for disturbing the planting for my rudeness."  

"Cooluck, Kuab, huh… … Huh huh, even next time, please say something first. You don't need time to retreat?"  

"I will apologize to see you separately for the mistakes now, so please do away with my anger."  

"Huh huh, don't worry. It was nice to be able to feel the prayers of the Black Knights commander with great reputation."  

After Ignet expressed his courtesy again to the generous response of the Knights Commander Calben, he turned around and moved his body.  

At the end of her walk was Sebion Brooks, the best knight of Fallange, with a stiff face.  

"Likewise, please forgive rudeness. There was a person I hadn't thought of, so I couldn't think of the place and made a mistake."  

"… … It's okay."  

"I also apologize to the court wizard of Rabat. This stupid guy set the portal's coordinates incorrectly and showed me this cluttered look."  

"No, that's that much… … ."  

Perry Martinez stuttered.  

He had seen an Ignet once before.  

She, who had just risen to the position of commander of the Knights, was a character far from the dignified and noble appearance of her present day.  

Since the way he spoke, it reminded him of a city government gang.  

In contrast, the current Black Knight commander... … It looked like there was no gap.  

However, it wasn't because of that reason he was shrinking.  

'… … It's this way that has changed a lot since I didn't see it?'  

An intense yet fierce momentum that is not covered by the armor and mask of politeness.  

In the atmosphere of Ignet, which seemed to appear in the middle of the battlefield, Perry Martinez felt sweat oozing out of his hand.  

"I am amazed, but as soon as the mission was over, I moved straight away, so all of the Knights are in a distressed state. If the organizer is okay, it would be a nuisance to go back first and take a break... … ."  

"… … I didn't know that the schedule was so tight. Honey, bring the distinguished guests of the Holy Kingdom to your home."  

"Yes, Nari."  

Perry Martinez nodded, waiting for a while, and the servants who were waiting from a distance quickly, but with a gesture that would not irritate the other party, prepared to enlist the Black Knights.  

Not only Ignet, but each knight had an unusual atmosphere, so his hands trembled.  

"Yeing, no, I was hoping to eat party food!"  

The existence of a disparate girl among them was also sufficient to embarrass the servants.  

Fortunately, there was someone else to manage her.  

"… … Even in the dorm, you can eat delicious food as much as you want, so don't be embarrassed and stop using it."  

"Hate."  

"Even if you don't like it, be patient."  

"No. The kid can't stand it."  

"It's just… … ."  

Vice-command Georg Foive took charge of Anya, and the other Black Knights followed the servant's guidance and moved to their dwellings one by one.  

However, Ignet did not leave the banquet hall until the end.  

Her gaze was directed at Iron Fareira, who still looked at herself.  

"… … ."  

The flames are lighter than before.  

Still, Ignet, who had not lost its heat, sent a gaze like a burning charcoal, quietly whispered.  

It was a voice that was so small that you couldn't hear it unless you were an elf.  

However, just the shape of the mouth was enough. Irene could clearly see what she said.  

'I will watch a little more.'  

Ignet's interest still hasn't been turned off.  

After confirming this, Irene nodded and moved his mouth.  

'However much.'  

Silent conversation.  

After a brief exchange, Ignet soon turned the new model.  

Everyone in the banquet hall looked at her back, leaving a deep presence and disappearing.  

Of course, that gaze was not forever.  

On behalf of her, who has already left, the audience's interest turned to the vice commander of the Black Knights and the girl in an unknown black dress.  

But only one of them.  

Ilya Lindsay, who had been looking forward to this moment for a long time, had no choice but to watch the direction where Ignet disappeared forever.  

"… … ."  

Not even a word.  

A very brief glance.  

She disappeared in vain without showing no checks, no sympathy, no ridicule, no anger.  

Ilya couldn't even grasp what kind of feelings she should pour out about him.  

The silver-haired prosecutor, who reached this place with a hard heart, enduring bitter pain and fear, was looking down at a heart that even he could hardly grasp.  

Beep  

It was then.  

A small entity who had been watching the situation without saying anything so far jumped up from the seat.  

Then, without any restraint, he strides toward the center of the banquet hall.  

It was a stride, but it took quite a long time due to the narrow stride.  

"Well?"  

"Who is it? Are you coming to no?"  

But thanks to that, there was plenty of time to attract attention.  

When the girl arrived at her destination, not only the nobles, but also Georg and Anya were in the midst of completely captivating.  

"you."  

She, Lulu, pointed to Anya with a magic stick.  

"I?"  

"Yes, no you!"  

"You know no? I don't know you?"  

"Why don't you know me! you're stupid?"  

No, no, no, no, the magical girl who became Martha tilted her head.  

There was no possibility that I would have forgotten my own age, or even because I had never met my own cute peers like this.  

She took a step closer and looked closely at the girl with horns and wings.  

And after 3 seconds.  

"Ah!"  

"Now you know?"  

"AA AA AA! I miss you!"  

I tried to hug Lulu with a shocked expression.  

But I couldn't.  

Swish  

Lulu avoided the hug with a cool look.  

She said to Anya, looking at herself with an expression that she did not understand the English language.  

"You, Ignet and I were bothering me and the child."  

"uh?"  

"I decided to be friends with me. Then why did you do that?"  

"Huh? Well, that's the captain's order... … ."  

I don't know what to do with the overflowing blame.  

Lulu took her somewhere. Anya, who was holding her hand, was gently dragged away, and only Georg remained in the center of the banquet hall.  

"… … ."  

"Hey, can I guide you?"  

He looked down for a moment and nodded at the servant's words.  

The back of the vice-president leaving the banquet hall felt lonely.  
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    63. What Happened (3)  

The magical girl, No. Martha has no friends.  

This is because I have been following only Ignet since I awakened to witchcraft when I was very young.  

I never really wanted a friend.  

Speaking of the people she could meet, it was all the Black Knights and priests of the Holy Kingdom, but neither the former nor the latter were fun.  

He wasn't as good as Georg Poive, but he communicated with him, but he was also ambiguous to call him a friend.  

For her, the existence of Lulu, whom she met a year and a half ago, was inevitable.  

'cute!'  

Fluffy, fluffy, and warm. The act of doing is also cute.  

In addition, despite being a cat, he can even speak human words, and he is good at witchcraft to the extent that he is similar to himself.  

It was Lulu who couldn't help but treat it with love.  

'Good! I like it next to the boss!'  

That Lulu, this time, appeared even more surprising.  

He came to himself not in the form of a cat, but in the form of a human, even with cute horns and wings.  

As Anya, who didn't have any friends of the same age, she had no choice but to make a big smile.  

Of course, the joyful feeling disappeared far away the moment Lulu became angry.  

"Why did you do that! Why did you bother me and the child when you said they were friends!"  

"uh? not really! No, I've never bothered... … ."  

"You bothered the child with Ignet! He said he didn't want to go, but he was about to force him to go, and he knocked him out by hitting his stomach! I do not remember?"  

Some things I remember and some I didn't.  

In fact, I couldn't even remember that the captain struck Airn's stomach. Only the fact that I was told to join the Knights was left in my head.  

'But, isn't that really good, not bothering?'  

For Anya, Ignet was a better person than anyone, and a better person than anyone.  

He never told anyone else to keep his mouth shut, but he was the one who would rise to the position of king later on.  

You can be with such a great person, why is that bullying?  

That's what I thought, but Anya wasn't confident to explain her thoughts to Lulu in a coherent way.  

"Sorry. I won't do that in the future."  

"do not know!"  

"Captain, no, I'll tell you not to do that! Let's play with Noah again! Let's get along!"  

"do not know! I'm still mad!"  

"What should I do? How can I get rid of Lulu?"  

"… … I don't know it either! First of all, it won't be released today. Think carefully until next time we meet!"  

Finally, Lulu transformed into a cat and disappeared into the dark.  

Even in the midst of despair, she was able to feel relieved by the words 'until we meet next time' and returned to Georg's dorm, thinking, 'How can I relieve Lulu's feelings?'  

It was to seek advice from an adult.  

And, ignoring Georg's distressed and distressed proposals, he began preparing for reconciliation in his own way.  

It was to present a nice dress for the humanoid Lulu.  

"Lulu can wear clothes now, so if you give her a dress, she'll love it! I wish I could play with Noah in a white dress!"  

"… … If you were going to do this, why did you ask me."  

"It's because Georg just said that it wasn't helpful! It's really useless!"  

Anya, who yelled at the red spot, pulled out a magic sewing tool from the air.  

Next to it was a pile of magical cloth obtained by breaking a golden piggy bank.  

Of course, you can also summon a cute dress right away.  

Anya's Golden Pig was a universal piggy bank that would grant any wishes if the price was right.  

However, hoping for a finished product was not very efficient.  

Summoning materials and tools and making your own was a way to make better things compared to gold coins.  

"I have to make it pretty. I have to make it as pretty as my dress."  

Anya Marta starts making clothes while moving her little hands.  

Although it was cute, Georg looked at her and had no choice but to feel sad.  

The guy who spent only two gold coins as a gift for his birthday is making clothes out of cloth with 100 gold coins to free the cat's anger.  

'… … Let's think about something else.'  

Georg, feeling relative deprivation, quietly headed for bed.  

He turned to look back to Anya and recalled the child, Paraeira.  

'… … This is ridiculous.'  

I heard it through rumors. The fact that he has reached the level of master. At the time, I remember that I was incredibly surprised.  

It was because he had great willingness to hold on to the commander's momentum and lift the sword, but no matter how fast his growth was.  

But what he showed today was even greater than that.  

Georg, with his eyes closed, drew in his mind the iron Paraeira when he faced the general manager.  

"… … It's ridiculous."  

"Ah! Be quiet! It gets in the way of your work!"  

"Can I go to your room and do it?"  

"No. So be quiet."  

"… … okay."  

Georg sighed and thought again.  

As I went with Ignet and a magician with tremendous talent, he naturally improved his eyes to see people.  

Even such a self could not clearly grasp where the end of Irene was.  

Obviously, there were fewer than five people who responded as well as the general manager.  

'Julian Hull, Quincy Myers... … I haven't seen it, but Ian would have been the same.'  

As soon as I met him, he went back to his room and fell into meditation.  

It was the first among young people.  

Georg muttered quietly, thinking of Ignet, who looked fun like never before.  

"The exploration will be more fun than you think."  

"Georg! Twat! Don't keep making it hard!"  

"… … ."  

Georg put the blanket over his head.  

Without worrying about him who was depressed, Anya was busy moving her little hand.  

* * *  

That time.  

Iron Parreira, who came out of the banquet hall, was also immersed in meditation like Ignet.  

The meeting was only brief, but the feelings she left him were never small.  

Goodwill, joy, longing, longing, and many other thoughts scattered my mind like a storm.  

'But first of all, it would be true to be purely happy.'  

I remember Ignet when I first met him.  

Irene felt a deep sense of defeat for her, who did not see herself as herself, but only perceived it as a trace of her previous life.  

In a way, it could be said that the feelings of that time made the person who is now.  

Unlike before, Irene decided to honestly praise herself for receiving the eyes of Ignet from an equal standpoint with a confident attitude.  

Of course, getting her approval didn't mean that everything was over.  

Rather, it could be said that now is the real start.  

The child, who had thought so far, got up from his seat and looked around.  

Having confirmed that no one was there, he summoned a great sword and began to swing the sword.  

Wheeik-!  

Wheein!  

'I'm too lacking in ability to achieve my will.'  

It was not to be active in dungeon exploration.  

It wasn't even to rise to a higher level than Ignet Cresencia.  

The reason Airn pursued stronger power was to fully fulfill the will and conviction established by Durkaly.  

I still think often.  

If you lacked your abilities in Alhad alive, what result would have been waiting for you at the end?  

Had he been weaker than Grayson, whom he met at Eisenmarkt, would he have been able to travel happily with Lulu and Ilya as they do now?  

It would never have been.  

'… … It is important to have a solid will, conviction, and will.'  

However, if the strength to achieve this is insufficient, no matter how good the intention is, it will have no choice but to become in vain.  

Fareira, who brightened her eyes, swung her sword even stronger.  

Whooong!  

The strong will left by oneself in the past life is more firmly and hotly nurtured.  

Whoo-woong!  

Together with him, he develops physical strength.  

He constantly trains himself so that neither the heart nor the god is short.  

You have to devote yourself.  

You have to try constantly.  

A young man with a passionate heart like a flame sharpened his sword in the attitude of a hero.  

He stopped training at the time when the long darkness of winter had faded and the bright sun appeared.  

'… … Ilya.'  

Irene, looking at the brightened sky, suddenly thought of Ilya Lindsay.  

I knew.  

How much thought she had and how much courage she had to get to this place and to meet Ignet Cresencia.  

I knew very well how painful it would be when the person I met with such a hardship didn't give any reaction, really any interest.  

If Ignet had reacted the same way as before, he would have been greatly injured by his pride.  

'But there is nothing I can do.'  

You can walk next to a friend to encourage you, or you can hold your hand whenever she is struggling.  

But in the end, Ilya has to do it herself. That's what he can't do.  

"… … ."  

Irene Fareira, who was thinking more about her friend, glanced up from the sky.  

And swung the sword.  

Like yesterday, like always.  

In his moving eyes, there was much greater trust than worrying about his friends.  

* * *  

Two weeks have passed since the power of the Holy Kingdom Avilius came on.  

The dungeon exploration preparation seemed to go smoothly.  

However, it was only when viewed from an external perspective, and there were constant checks and fights under the water.  

But that too is now at the end.  

Beyond the areas close to the dungeon, Rabat, Palanque, and Calben, Ignet Cressencia, the general manager of Avilius, became the leader of the expedition.  

Of course, there were not a few uncomfortable characters.  

No matter how the continent's greatest power, Abilius, the cause was because there were three countries.  

Of course, he said that commanding the exploration and sharing the rewards of the dungeon were separate, but it was not Rabat and Palanque, who waited for the initiative to pass.  

However, instead of Georg, who was handling diplomatic affairs on the front line, after Ignet broke the brief closing and met the people in charge of the two countries.  

"Thank you for your consideration."  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

There was no longer any noise with regard to command.  

"Hoo, hoo."  

Of course, Irene Fareira didn't care about such politics at all.  

Wow!  

To bring the ideal into reality.  

Wow!  

In order not to leave dreams only as dreams.  

Wow!  

In order to keep up with the spirit that had grown up with a strong conviction, Airn's body continued to grow. It evolved every day.  

Thus, exactly 24 hours left from the time of departure.  

"Woo."  

After finally reaping the sword, Irene Fareira recalled the distant past.  

As a prospective trainee of the Chrono Swordsman, he quietly nodded, recalling his awakening just before the midterms.  

"Good."  
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    64. Trials of the Dungeon (1)  

The dungeon in the wasteland between Rabat, Palanque, and Kalben had two entrances, showing a strange characteristic that the door would not open unless attacked at the same time on both sides.  

Of course, breaking the door forcibly was a method, but in ancient dungeons, each action could lead to a variable, so no one welcomed this opinion.  

'Probably the most likely magical barrier?'  

Perry Martinez, who was in charge of the first expedition, thought quietly.  

There are usually three types of ancient dungeons.  

Hero's grave.  

Remains of God.  

And the magical barrier created by an unknown phenomenon.  

Among them, this characteristic often occurs in dungeons in the form of magical barriers.  

The hero's Yuji or God's will does not feel like this.  

This was the reason Rabat, who has superior magic power, is confident in this exploration.  

'… … Abilius can't help it, but I mean.'  

Perry Martinez made an impression, recalling the 2nd expedition, which consisted exclusively of members of the Holy Kingdom.  

Where does the right to claim compensation come from?  

Naturally, it comes from the performance in the dungeon.  

In that sense, Rabat had no choice but to like that one entrance was completely covered by the Holy Kingdom.  

However, Perry shook her head and shakes off that thought.  

The battle between Sebion Brooks and Ignet Cresencia that took place four days ago.  

When he recalled the black knight commander's power that he showed there, he changed his mind.  

'… … Let's admit it. Competition with the Holy Kingdom is unreasonable.'  

Yes. There may not even be a chance to go out if I go with the Black Knights led by Ignet for nothing.  

It would be better to show a remarkable activity between the relatively gentle Fallange and Calben, rather than chasing only the back of the Holy Kingdom and squeezing the finger to the side.  

"Hua, hoo, ha… … ."  

"Amira, calm down. What if I become a vice-manager and show such a nervous appearance?"  

Perry Martinez's gaze ran from place to place.  

There was no problem with Calben's lover and Gregory Griffin, who were weak in age and weak, although the sword was usable but lacked experience.  

Sebion Brooks was fine too.  

Originally, it was a tricky old, but now he was in a state that had not completely escaped from the shock of the battle he had with the Black Knight commander.  

The unilateral defeat he suffered for the first time since becoming a master would have come as a serious injury to him.  

If so, who do you have to worry about?  

'Irene Pareira, and Lulu.'  

The old wizard's gaze was at the blonde young man and the cat hanging from his shoulder.  

Both of them could never be vigilant.  

Especially Irene Fareira.  

The uncontrollable cat enchantress was literally just a possibility, but that young Swordmaster was certainly dangerous.  

In front of the momentum emanating from the Ignet, it was still good to my eyes that I had not shrunk by a single point.  

I can't believe it when I think of my younger age, but I thought I might already be stronger than Sebion Brooks.  

'I hope it goes well as I thought.'  

Perry took a deep breath, drawing attention from the two.  

It wasn't bad. If everything goes as I thought, I would be able to achieve good enough results.  

When I was thinking about that, a flare broke out on the other side of the entrance.  

He nodded and said, looking back at the first expedition.  

"Let's begin."  

"Yes!"  

Rabat's wizards showed their abilities with a screaming answer.  

The entrance to the dungeon, which was in contact with the magical power, was opened with a sound of a crackling stone.  

Phuong  

Perry Martinez sent a beam of lights to confirm.  

However, as if a pebble was dropped into the deep sea, the darkness had no sign of light.  

"Well, it's obvious. Let's enter."  

Perry Martinez, who spoke to Sebion Brooks, took the lead and headed into the dungeon.  

Invisible dignity flowed from the body of an old wizard armed with a robe with protective magic and a wand made of northern gyro wood.  

Seeing his reassuring back, the expeditioners entered the dungeon with a dignified gait.  

'We are with the best wizards in Rabat.'  

'Perry Martinez, the best wizard in the middle guides us!'  

'An ancient dungeon is not dangerous! Only Perry Martinez believes!'  

Feeling the gaze of the wizards under the command, Perry Martinez also raised confidence.  

Yes. He is the most outstanding combat wizard in the central part of the continent, and has extensive knowledge of dungeon exploration.  

Except for the three provinces of the Runtel Kingdom, it has the ability that is not lacking in comparison with anyone.  

Such confidence cannot be pushed by the knights of Palanque and the young mercenaries of Calben!  

It was when Bomu was beating the dungeon confidently with such thoughts.  

… … Suddenly, he looked back, feeling strange.  

"… … ."  

none.  

There was no one. Only a few seconds after falling into thoughts, the whole party disappeared as if it had evaporated.  

I didn't feel any change in horsepower or anything else. It really happened outside of one's own abilities.  

Perry Martinez laughed, realizing what this meant.  

"Huh huh huh... … ."  

'It should have been an ancient temple, not a magical barrier.'  

I recalled the knowledge he had gained through old books.  

A solitary ordeal that comes without being aware of neither wizards, magicians, nor any human beings.  

The action to be taken in a situation that comes so suddenly that it cannot be explained unless it is truly a "trial from God," was to walk on your own path confidently without being swept away by the suspicion and anxiety that constantly flows in the darkness.  

Perry Martinez, who had thought so far, tapped and kicked his tongue.  

I wasn't in trouble. I don't know if I'm in the middle of it, so there was no way a wizard who was confident enough to kneel in such an ordeal.  

Having more confidence in himself than anyone else, he decided on a direction and went through the darkness without any doubt.  

However, it was not unfortunate.  

If it's an ancient temple that isn't magical barriers, what a wizard can do is dramatically less.  

Of course, it wasn't the level of being a fool, but it was inferior to the Holy Kingdom made up of paladins and high-ranking priests.  

Compared to Palanque and Calben, it was also an affliction that the damage was relatively large.  

Likewise, several characters passed by in Perry Martinez's mind, who was in trouble.  

A wall that must be overcome.  

However, they still exist in the upper world who have not been able to overcome or even reach.  

'… … If the owners of Runtel, can they find a way under God's test?'  

The suspicion that came like a softly spreading fog made the old wizard's mind wet.  

He tried to turn it away. He shook his head vigorously and moved forward and forward with the increasing discomfort.  

* * *  

'… … Is it a divine ordeal.'  

Sebion Brooks immediately thought of seeing the scene unfolding before his eyes.  

Many people die and kill. He, too, wore blood-soaked clothes and held a sword drenched in human oil.  

Fortunately, I immediately realized that this was an illusion, not reality.  

'If I did something wrong, I almost got caught up in the past. Let's stay upright.'  

The Sword Master, who chose to breathe for a while, moved forward.  

The civil war ended 30 years ago. Neither you nor your home country will repeat the same mistakes anymore.  

Strongly grasped, he swung his sword without hesitation.  

The enemy troops approaching him disappeared like insignificant delusions.  

Through dozens of trials like that.  

Sebion Brooks, who finally found a shining spot in the distance, thought as he walked.  

'It must be a pretty difficult situation.'  

It is such a deep fantasy that even himself, who has reached the level of master, flinched for a moment.  

It would be okay to have some trustworthy subordinates, but if you look at the whole, it seemed that there would be quite a few who weren't.  

Of course, the worst would not have happened.  

The benevolent god pushes away or traps those who are not qualified, and there will be nothing to harm them.  

However, in the position to safely attack the dungeon, it was necessary to reduce the loss of power as much as possible.  

'Perry, I have to ask when he arrives.'  

He thought as he walked faster.  

I didn't think anyone else would have passed the ordeal first.  

It was Sebion Brooks who thought that Ignet would not know, or that he had a stronger heart and self-confidence than anyone else.  

I was surprised because he was such a man.  

"Oh, another person has come."  

"… … ."  

The light you saw was the flame that the cat magician played with.  

Even Lulu wasn't the only one who arrived first.  

Even Lindsay's genius, Ilya Lindsay, was looking at herself with a calm face.  

"… … There are a lot of passengers."  

Perry Martinez, who arrived one step later, was similarly shocked, and couldn't speak right away.  

His eyes, looking at Ilya Lindsay, were filled with feelings of unbelief.  

Wasn't it in the midst of suffering at the banquet hall?  

Still, did you say you broke through the ordeal so quickly?  

Even more than yourself, more than Sebion Brooks?  

There were many things I wanted to ask. It was the same with Palanque's best knight.  

However, the two with strong pride remained silent, and time passed in silence for a while.  

"Who, is it the end?"  

"Martines-sama!"  

"Brooks, you were here first."  

Afterwards, those who passed the ordeal joined one after another. Most of them belonged to Rabat and Palanque.  

Of course, on the part of Calben, several characters, including Amira Shelton and Gregory Griffin, escaped the darkness safely.  

But two hours later, so after an hour after the last passer-by, no one showed up, and the expedition was forced to make a decision.  

"I think it's hard to wait more."  

"Then should I find the altar?"  

"Perhaps… … But if I find it, I'm not sure if I can use it again."  

Perry Martinez said with a trembling expression.  

As it was an ordeal from a benevolent God, those who wandered in the dark would not have suffered much harm.  

Probably, finding an altar in the dungeon and offering a simple tribute along with prayer would allow you to meet them.  

However, considering whether the returned expeditioners were still feeling full, it was bound to be skeptical.  

'Although I have no choice but to go forward… … .'  

The old wizard with his tongue full turned his head.  

Then I saw a cat still cheerfully playing with fireworks, and Ilya Lindsay, who quietly closed her eyes and meditated.  

He asked a question, who was dissatisfied with the relaxed atmosphere.  

"Aren't there any opinions from the witch doctor and the great Lindsay family girl?"  

I didn't mean to ask for a solution.  

Just because he was a mercenary, he was just grumpy at the appearance that he did not bear any burden.  

It was a little, but it also contained the intention to check the superior magician and the sword master.  

But, unexpectedly, the answer came back immediately.  

Ilia Lindsay, awakened softly, said, staring at Perry Martinez.  

"I believe."  

"What?"  

"It means to wait with confidence."  

"What is that… … ."  

"I think it was the point of this trial to have the faith and trust to move forward from all kinds of doubts, anxiety, and disbelief."  

"… … ."  

"My opinion is that you need not only trust in yourself, but also trust in others."  

"… … Ms. Lindsay seems to believe in a coworker who hasn't arrived yet."  

As Perry Martinez said.  

While most of the predictions in advance passed the ordeal, Irene Fareiraman, who had reached the level of the master, was still not showing up.  

It was surprising, but it wasn't very unintelligible.  

Just because your sword is high doesn't mean that your heart will be strong. Or even a strong person sometimes gets weaker.  

Other than that, I honestly didn't even expect it.  

Those who still haven't passed the ordeal are those who lack discipline, and Rabat's court wizard thought so.  

"came."  

It was then.  

Ilya Lindsay and Lulu's gaze turned at the same time.  

The heads of Sebion Brooks, Perry Martinez, and the rest of the figures also pointed in one direction.  

And all the personnel in the three countries opened their mouths blankly.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

Warm and soft like firewood in a fireplace, and holding a great sword wrapped in bright light.  

Becoming a lamp for those who were almost falling behind, a presence walking in the lead with a subtle smile.  

Irene Fareira, who had walked with a holy and noble atmosphere, smiled at Ilya Lindsay and Lulu, and then approached Perry Martinez.  

"Sorry. It's a little late than I thought."  

"… … ."  

Irene Fareira, who returned 100 percent for the faith of the group, stood right in front of the old wizard with a dignified figure like a hero.  
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    64. Trials of the Dungeon (2)  

"Yes, at first that… … I didn't even know it was an illusion. I just couldn't even think about it, and I was just moving around because I was swept away by the sight in front of me... … ."  

A knight standing in front of Calvin's knight commander, Gregory Griffin, eagerly explained the situation just before.  

He was a character who came back with Iron Fareira, who would have been trapped in the ordeal of God if he had done something wrong.  

"I see, I see."  

After hearing all the stories, the knight commander posed the same question to others. A little bitterness blossomed in my mind.  

Among the three countries, the number of people is the smallest, and the number of people who almost fell behind.  

As I realized Calvin's weak national power, his expression naturally hardened.  

But even more intense than those emotions, it was the surprise of Irene Paraeira.  

'It's a strong presence enough to intervene in the ordeal of God.'  

All of Calben's knights told the same story.  

When he was struggling with frustration, and his anxious and distressed heart was filled with the gradually coming darkness, he found a flame in the distance.  

It was a very warm and reassuring feeling.  

Thanks to this, I heard that those who were almost fallen could not lose hope and were able to escape from God's ordeal safely.  

It seems that Irene's golden aura sword served as a lighthouse.  

'… … It seems to be not only a lighthouse, but also a bonfire.'  

Gregory Griffin looked at the young prosecutor's greatsword.  

A mysterious light that makes you feel comfortable the moment you put it in your eyes.  

I felt that the energy that I had not felt in any Swordmaster's aura was uplifting myself.  

In the case of Amira Shelton, she did not protect her face and was watching it closely.  

"Wow, whoa!"  

The reaction was like a spoiled girl.  

The knight commander shook his head as he approached her and said.  

"Thank you, think about your age and rank."  

"Ah? Ah! this… … ."  

Amira, feeling ashamed, stepped back.  

Lately, I tried to solidify my expression and show off my dignity as a vice-president, but I still felt like an old man because of my red face.  

Gregory, with his tongue tucked, looked toward the first expedition leader, Perry Martinez.  

'It looks uncomfortable to plant.'  

It was worth it.  

At least 90 percent of the magical barrier dungeons were thought to be ancient temples.  

That was not enough, and a young man who was less than half his age saved nearly twenty personnel with tremendous performance.  

Thanks to this, the center of the expedition has completely shifted to Iron Fareira.  

From his standpoint, his pride had to be hurt.  

'You shouldn't think that the ordeal just before was everything.'  

Gregory Griffin thought.  

It is known that the "God's Grace" that can be obtained from ancient temples truly grants humans unimaginable power and abilities.  

Still, there is not much information, because the difficulty to get it is very difficult.  

In such a situation, it was never a good thing that the commander's judgment was distorted and the atmosphere of the expedition was ruined.  

After contemplating, Gregory approached Perry Martinez.  

"Martines Ball."  

"… … Did you call it?"  

"Our Calben side will also take care of it. If the name of the expedition leader runs out, I will follow it as soon as possible."  

"Hmm."  

Perry Martinez's expression was slightly released at the remarks of Knight Commander Calben, who helped build up his role as a general commander.  

He said after struggling for a while.  

"Our sorcerers will advance first using detection magic. Sebion, you've picked up some of these swiftly and asked for an escort... … ."  

The cluttered atmosphere was cleared up.  

Those who had been deeply buried in the ordeal came to mind, and Perry opened her mouth, confirming that the turmoil caused by Irene had also calmed down.  

"Let's go this way."  

"okay."  

"I only believe in the ball of Martinez."  

Under the guidance of representatives of Rabat, Palanque, and Calben, the expeditions re-attack.  

Dark darkness caught up behind them as they walked down the long corridor.  

* * *  

In the dungeon, there is a guardian who protects the dungeon.  

Monsters affected by magical power may appear, and something mysterious conceived due to the maintenance of the hero may appear.  

The same goes for the temple.  

Sacred creatures guard the dungeon to prevent the wicked and the unqualified from taking power.  

However, even the guardians of the great Gods could not push the expedition under Perry's command.  

Kwaahang-!  

Kwa-Aang!  

Projectiles that bloomed in the air with the spell are made even larger by magic tools.  

Gray spheres shot at the gestures of the Archmage struck down golems made of an unknown mineral.  

"Haab!"  

Skan-!  

Sebion Brooks skillfully aiming for the gap destroyed the core of one golem.  

It was thanks to the wizard's detection magic.  

Immediately after turning the new type, he was fired toward the red dot marked on the body of another golem, and other knights also focused on dismantling the nucleus to prevent the golem from reconstructing the body.  

Thus, the fifth battle in the dungeon ended smoothly.  

There were no serious injuries even though it was a battle with an absolute opponent that took place over a short period of time.  

Even if he said, "Dungeon attack, cruising!", it was a situation that no one would refute.  

However, the atmosphere of the expedition could not be said empty words.  

"Tsu."  

"Truck? Did you do that to me?"  

"no. Don't mind."  

"Turn off your nerves, you definitely did it to me now. no?"  

"Hah, then, don't grab your ankles and move straight."  

"This child... … ."  

He pointed out mistakes that would have been moderately skipped in the first place, and was very angry with words that would normally be apologetic.  

"No… … With my skills now, I'm going to be bothering the expedition."  

"I would not have been a burden if I had been trapped in a trial... … ."  

"I will make a mistake next time. You will definitely make a mistake. You won't be lucky this way... … ."  

Even trivial things are greatly reduced and confidence is lost.  

In the midst of an ever-increasing anxiety, others also feel fear and fear.  

Perry Martinez was watching the situation with a stubborn face.  

The guardian guarding the temple wasn't important.  

An ordeal that has not yet ended, that was the part that the expedition had to end up with.  

"What should I do?"  

"Is there any way, Ball Martinez?"  

Sebion Brooks and Gregory Griffin, realizing the seriousness of the situation, visited the expedition leader.  

However, despite the gathering of three experienced veterans, a sharp solution did not come up.  

'The situation is much worse than I thought.'  

Perry Martinez stroked his beard as he watched the crew rest quietly under control.  

Not all of the expeditions were suffering from trials.  

Most of those who showed abnormal symptoms were those who were about to fall behind in the first ordeal, and the crew, except for them, were still showing a full of morale.  

The problem was that personnel immersed in anxiety and suspicion continued to adversely affect those of a healthy mind.  

If someone around you is constantly expressing dissatisfaction and irritation, and shows signs of helplessness and frustration.  

If it is not one-off, but continues, what will happen to the exposed person?  

Perhaps even those who were fine would have to be gradually dominated by negative emotions.  

That was the situation of the expedition now.  

As time goes on, the mass of loads that harm the whole party will increase.  

The increased burden will be borne by the rest of the people, and those who have not been able to withstand it will collapse one by one and transform into another lump of burden.  

'Maybe later... … The three mercenaries, me, Sebion, and Calben may have to carry them all. If you don't want to be that way, you have to abandon those who have bad influences.'  

The problem was that I couldn't dismiss people who weren't things so coldly.  

With a sigh, Perry Martinez brought up an old story.  

"I remember the story of one one-eyed and 99 blind people."  

Sebion Brooks and Gregory Griffin nodded at the same time.  

It was an anecdote they knew.  

Instead of killing 100 people captured during the war, it blinds 99 people and kills one eye.  

When the soldiers released in that state return, the enemy country is bound to consume considerable resources and strength to take care of the blind men who have become burdens.  

It is said that the ancient tyrant who heard of this method from the devil enjoyed using this method.  

It was ironic indeed.  

You have a personality that resembles the horrible demonic way and the trials given by a benevolent God.  

'God, why are you having such a harsh ordeal?'  

You can't abandon the underdogs.  

But you can't just carry it with you. The anxiety and suspicion that spread like an infectious disease was too strong to support with only faith and trust.  

It was then.  

Irene Fareira, a blond young man who has been quietly guarding his place so far, summoned a great sword.  

And he pulled out a polite golden aura sword.  

"Oh oh… … ."  

The expressions of the expeditioners are clearly brightening.  

Perry Martinez looked at the Auror of Airne, feeling unhappy and betrayal that he was fortunate.  

I don't know how it was in English, but the young man's energy certainly had the power to relieve the bad mood.  

However, it was not for that purpose that Irene created the Aurer Sword.  

He turned his head towards Perry Martinez.  

"I know the story of one one-eyed and 99 blind people."  

"… … ."  

"I also know the identity of the devil that fueled the ancient tyrant."  

"What do you mean suddenly?"  

Sebion Brooks asked a question, but Irene did not answer it.  

With his eyes closed, he continued to concentrate on his concentration.  

I thought it was weird.  

No matter how hard it was, this method was too cruel.  

This energy of pulling people down to the bottom of the bottom without minimal mercy was too dark to be called the will of God.  

And I realized.  

How was he able to conceal the disgusting and creepy musical instrument so well?  

It wasn't until Irene Fareira who recognized the opponent's identity that he clenched it.  

'Because you're the guy who's been hiding in a mask all your life, it's natural.'  

Oooh ooh ooh ooh-!  

Iron Fareira's sword radiated even more intense light.  

The appearance has also changed. The Aura Sword, which was in the form of a smooth blade, fluttered like a flame and began to burn the space.  

Chijik, chijijik... …  

The darkness is cut off.  

The shadows dotted with lies, deceit, and hypocrisy have diverged, and a new space has emerged.  

Everyone realized. That the entire dungeon they were walking through was nothing more than an illusion.  

Everything that I firmly believed was a trial of God was nothing more than a joke of Mine.  

'No, it's not mine!'  

Perry Martinez swallowed.  

On a stage made of human bones and flesh, someone in a fancy dress came into view.  

It was the cracked mask that could be used by clowns that attracted more attention than the dwarf body.  

The moment I met him, I felt intuition.  

It is not possible for me to bring such fear.  

It was a moment when he, with goose bumps all over his body, was trying to warn the expedition.  

Sara Rock-!  

The clown's hand moved.  

Then, fifteen crew members, who were in poor condition, were transferred onto the stage.  

Those who realized the situation they were in belatedly tried to scream, but the vines that had risen out of nowhere couldn't take any action.  

Looking at them, the devil clown holding a boat and laughing, looked back at the rest of the personnel and said.  

"Hehe, heh, heh, heh, heh, huh, huh, huh, clap!"  

Clap clap clap clap clap-!  

Only the applause of the devil rang out loud in the huge cavity. It was natural.  

None of the expeditioners went crazy to clap their hands in a situation where a colleague was kidnapped.  

A mixture of fear and anger poured out toward the demon on the stage.  

Then, the clown's laughter, who elicited a favorable response with pleasant movements, stopped.  

As if time had stopped, he looked down at the audience seats for a moment, and he snapped his finger and made a crackling noise.  

Then the head of a prisoner was sharply cut with a whisper and sound.  

"Come on, applause!"  

Clap clap clap clap clap-!  

A clown demon demanding applause again before the expedition even vomits anger.  

Anger was in people's faces.  

However, no one was running.  

Rather, some fearing the clown's follow-up action began to clap, and the cavity was filled with more colorful sounds than before.  

Lulu, who suddenly transformed into a magical girl, looked at her friend with an anxious expression.  

'What do we do? What do we do?'  

It was Lulu, who understood more than anyone else.  

So I could know. His current situation was the one he struggled the most.  

The moment in which damage is bound to occur no matter which one you choose.  

No matter what kind of judgment you make, the moment you have to leave scars.  

It was the Iron that would suffer more from this side than the fierce energy that the devil exudes, and the terrible power he possesses.  

For him, who is stronger than anyone but has a heart that is better than anyone else, no more difficult situation would exist.  

It was the moment I thought so.  

Paang-!  

Perry Martinez, the leader of the expedition.  

Palanque's best knight, Sebion Brooks.  

Even the clown demon was beaten up surprisingly quickly, and Iron Paraeira sharpened his teeth.  

The situation was different from the Battle of the Southern Subjugation, which was engulfed by the anger of the previous life and ran at will.  

With all his will, tears were flowing from his eyes, carrying the weight of choice and wielding his sword.  
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    65. Confront the past (1)  

About two years ago, the southern cave of the Gairn estate.  

There, Irene Pareira showed a tremendous performance.  

Mine, who kidnapped the main characters of the subjugation team, did not fall for the masterpiece, but immediately struck down and succeeded in subjugation without any damage.  

It was the same now.  

No one thought of moving.  

Some even clapped their hands at demonic intimidation and terrifying momentum.  

Even masters Sebion Brooks and Perry Martinez were stiff and hard-headed, and he was the only one who ran out to confront the clown demon with a quick judgment.  

If so, did you aim for the enemy with the same thoughts as the time of the subjugation of the southern part of the world?  

It wasn't.  

Tears were condensed around his eyes, shot with a distorted face.  

'This is the best!'  

Two years ago, Irene Pareira really had no idea.  

The life of a hostage?  

I wasn't interested.  

More damage to happen if you let mine go?  

I did not consider this either.  

He was just swept away by the man of his previous life, moving his body like a puppet, and swinging his sword.  

The sword of the time without any agony was sharp, but at the same time, it was infinitely light.  

But not now.  

Irene Fareira knew. That his actions endangered the lives of numerous expeditioners.  

The fact that this reckless behavior can remain indelible scars not only for them but also for their families and acquaintances.  

The fact that their anger and hatred may fly towards you.  

It was okay.  

No, it wasn't okay.  

However, without ignoring it, he had the power to endure it completely, the determination to take responsibility, and the current Iron Pareira.  

'Sorry.'  

I want a happy ending without any damage.  

However, you cannot fall into a bigger pit by turning away from reality. Deal with the devil is like that.  

The moment you follow his words, a ruinous future will come in any way.  

Of course, that said, it couldn't be said that it was the best solution to charge at will in the presence of hostages.  

A moment of choice when neither can be the best.  

Irene made his own judgment and moved.  

I didn't hesitate, scared, or run away from the pain of choice.  

The hero's sword, who was able to bear the heaviness, spewed out a golden aura and fell to the clown demon.  

Qaw ahhh!  

"Alas?"  

The demon hit by the sword flew away. It wasn't cut. It felt as hard and heavy as kicking a mountain range.  

Not surprisingly, the clown appeared through a cloud of dust without being hit hard.  

Even though he was wearing a mask, I felt he was embarrassed.  

I didn't care. Iron Fareira ran back again.  

Kwaang!  

Kwaang!  

Qawahang!  

A bang that falls three times in a row toward the crown!  

The clown blocked it with his bare hands. It wasn't easy this time.  

The first attack broke his left hand, and the second attack broke his right hand.  

The third time, with both arms crossed and blocked, the body was terriblely damaged.  

Still, the clown did not fight back.  

Spreading both poorly bent and shattered palms, the devil said as if to calm down.  

"Hey, hey! hang on! Where have we never met?"  

Wow!  

"Ooh!"  

Wow!  

"Wow-! is not it? Did you see it wrong? But why are you so familiar? Oh wait... … ."  

Poop-!  

Kwa-a-a-ang!  

After capturing the body of the tricked clown with his feet, he blew his head away with a full swing.  

Again, the clown was not cut. However, I felt the sensation of'woojik!'  

It was the moment when Irene, with a hardened expression, was about to shoot at the opponent again.  

Wow-!  

"… … !"  

"Let's see, let's see… … ."  

The darkness bloomed. As a result, the clown's body, which had been damaged here and there, became intact.  

It felt like I was in 100% condition except for the mask that had been cracked from the beginning.  

There was something more important than that.  

As soon as he saw the dark clouds forming over the heads of the hostages, Airn moved toward them, knowing that it would be late.  

However, no matter how much he was the master, he couldn't stop the clown's attack.  

Go-!  

"Wow?"  

However, the clown was also unable to achieve its purpose.  

"Irene! Don't mind and fight as much as you want!"  

Lulu, with her arms outstretched while holding a cute magic stick, wrapped tightly around the expeditioners who were captured by her power.  

The complexion seemed to be quite shocked, but the blue shield was holding the hostages without shaking despite the clown's ability.  

It was when the clown, who was again surprised by the appearance, was about to pour out the words.  

Ooh woo woo woo-!  

gulp  

Everyone's eyes gathered in one place.  

Unmatched size ever.  

Brightness that cannot be compared to before.  

The Aura Sword, which is larger than the 10-year swordmaster Sebion Brooks, bloomed like a flame.  

It was like a god's messenger who came down with the legendary holy sword.  

However, the clown demon facing him had a different idea.  

"This… … ."  

It wasn't a legend or myth.  

It wasn't even a god's henchman. It had nothing to do with the help of such a guy. He had been watching for a long time, and he knew.  

'The power of that guy is... … .'  

That guy's black.  

It was created with time and effort that would be impossible to cope with as a human being.  

He was conceived from an unbelievable being who kept his steadfast conviction despite his malice poured in for decades.  

At that time, the first time I felt fear for myself, who had lived for thousands of years. … .  

Ooh woo woo woo woo-!  

The clown's thoughts did not continue.  

A golden aura that has grown to the point that it covers his body.  

A golden energy leaked out from the eyes of a young guy who didn't know whether it was a sword or a flame.  

"Haha."  

Why?  

The moment he burst into laughter without knowing why he was doing this, the young hero's sword was crushed at a terrifying pace.  

Fuwook  

The moment I felt it plugged into the myeongchi, the clown devil thought.  

'I finally found it!'  

* * *  

Iron Fareira summons a greatsword. He didn't stop there, pulled out a sword to come, and ran into the devil with fierce momentum.  

Yes. It was obviously a "devil."  

Sebion Brooks saw the clown-like demon appearing in front of him, and for a moment he felt all kinds of thoughts passing by.  

'No way... … I can't.'  

The first thing I felt was collapse.  

I have an idea that I used to do sometimes.  

You can never take it out of your mouth, but Sebion Brooks hoped that some of the demons would remain in this era.  

The achievements and achievements of the Daemon Slayers, which have now become old stories!  

I didn't think it would be impossible just because I was myself.  

Someone said he was a great prosecutor at the top of the continent.  

Because he had such excellent skills that he couldn't be beaten by the mines.  

'Now I understand. How ridiculous that was.'  

Sebion Brooks looked at some of the knights. They were the guys who clapped their hands according to the clown's instructions.  

However, I never thought of scolding them.  

Right now, even myself was stiffened by the darkness of the clown demon.  

That's why it was even more surprising.  

The young Sword Master, who thought he was under him, stood alone in front of the devil.  

Kwaang!  

bang!  

Qawahang!  

'Awesome!'  

I am not saying the greatness of swordsmanship.  

The strong and smooth flow was impressive, but his swordsmanship wasn't enough.  

I am not talking about the greatness of Auror.  

Considering his age, he was incredibly powerful, but he didn't think he would be pushed back.  

What surprised Sebion Brooks wasn't what it looked like.  

It's something that you can't look into normally, but when you stand in front of the magic, it looks more brilliant than anything else.  

'Heart and will!'  

What is it that you, Perry Martinez, and others cannot stand in front of the clown?  

Are you held hostage?  

That could be a reason, but at least not for yourself.  

Because it takes a little sacrifice to defeat the devil.  

Yes. I couldn't make such excuses, so I was in a state of fear.  

He is instinctively afraid of going near the disgusting and terrifying darkness of the clown.  

That young man would have been the same.  

He would be afraid, tormented, and disliked just as he did. Nevertheless, it does not give in and moves forward.  

We don't hesitate to touch the body by reaching the source of evil in the end.  

How many worries, experiences, and thoughts must he have accumulated so far in order to build the heart and will to make it possible?  

'I and I, who were jealous of my younger juniors… … The fundamental itself will be different.'  

Kwaang!  

Kwa-Aang!  

That's it!  

The fight between Irene Fareira and the devil continued.  

In the meantime, Sebion Brooks' thoughts did not cease.  

Fear of the devil, admiration for Airn, self-doubt and other negative thoughts about yourself.  

Embarrassingly, as the young man faced the devil on his own, Sebion Brooks couldn't think of moving.  

So I was fortunate.  

When that blonde Swordmaster defeated the Clown Devil with an Auror Sword that suited him really well, Palanque's best knight sighed of relief without his knowledge.  

I prayed to God that I didn't have to go out.  

Then, I heard footsteps from behind.  

Surprised, he turned his head.  

"It's not over yet."  

"… … ."  

Even in the dark, Ilya Lindsay approached, scattering her bright silver hair.  

He was completely free from the energy of darkness.  

Still stiff in fear, he raised his surprised eyes.  

'Iron is also Irene, but even Ilya?'  

He couldn't understand how he overcame Ma sooner than himself.  

Of course, Ilya had no idea of ​​Sebion's thoughts.  

He simply said his thoughts with a cool face.  

"It's not over yet. Let us help together... … ."  

"found! found! I found it, this damn motherfucker-!"  

Poop-!  

It was before Ilya's words were over.  

There was a strong explosion. Everyone's eyes, including Irene, were focused on it.  

In their eyes, a clown demon bleeding a stalk of blood came into their eyes.  

"Wnrdlsek, wnrdlsek, wnrduqjflsek, Wlwrh, Tlqrh, wltdlrlrh, rkfdkqjflrh, wkfrmswkfrms, wkfrmswkfrms Tlqdjtj, rm snrneh dkfdkqhwl ahtgkrp, wnrdlsek… … ."  

A strange language that cannot be understood by humans.  

However, only the meaning was clearly conveyed. All the members of the expedition felt goosebumps.  

Some of the weaker wicks fell into fainting with blood bubbles, and even Gregory Griffin, an expert, sat down on the floor, vomiting a violent cough.  

Of course, it wasn't Iron Fareira.  

Ilya Lindsay didn't. A silver aura spewed out from his sword standing next to a friend.  

"… … Damn it!"  

"Woo."  

Sebion Brooks wakes up late. Perry Martinez stood next to them.  

Behind them, Lulu was striving to protect the expedition from the dark.  

Immediate situation.  

The dungeon was filled with a sense of tension that would burst immediately with a very small opportunity, and the three Swordmasters and one battle wizard looked at the clown demon with sharp eyes.  

No, one didn't.  

Ilya Lindsay, who felt strange in the eyes of Irene Fareira, turned to the side.  

"… … ."  

How have you not been caught yet?  

I didn't know.  

But this one was clear.  

Wow... …  

Go to that aura like a red marbled sword in the sword.  

Kee-ee-ing... … !  

The fact that Martha's magic is never going to be easy.  

"No, I used up everything I had collected for three years… … ."  

"Hey! Quiet!"  

"?"  

The clown demon, who heard Anya's voice, turned his head.  

I couldn't read the expression. Although it was cracked, the mask was still acting as a mask.  

But Irene knew.  

That guy, who hasn't lost time all the time, felt the crisis for the first time.  

"Go."  

Ignet Cresencia's voice resounded.  

Immediately afterwards, a red sphere hung at the end of the Vulcanus numbering sword was shot.  

It was so fast that no one except the master class could see it, and even the clown demon could not avoid it.  

Fook-  

Again, the clown demon, who had an attack on the myeongchi, lowered his head, then raised it again and muttered.  

"This crazy."  

Qaw ahhhhhhhhhhhh!  

Flames, bone fragments, and flesh scattered like firecrackers.  
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Tuduk.  

Poop.  

The dust that had risen penetrated through the darkness. Unpleasant pieces fell through the blinded vision.  

The flesh of the devil, just by touching it, was a terrible remnant that drove people into panic.  

Fortunately, no one was directly exposed to it. No one was caught up in the after-storm.  

Lulu, who transformed himself, was guarding the expedition team like a fierce one, but basically all the destructive power was concentrated only on the clown demon.  

It was a miracle made by Ignet Cresensia's amazing swordsmanship and Anya's 3 years of magical savings.  

'… … It makes me lose something to say.'  

Sebion Brooks and Perry Martinez came up with the same idea.  

In less than five minutes, I saw so many great things.  

There was a young man who performed better than themselves, the strongest in the continent, and there was a devil who was fine even though he was beaten several times by his golden aura sword.  

It was really beyond imagination. It was a level of strength different from that of Mine.  

However, a prosecutor who smashed such a powerful demon with a blow appeared.  

Her identity is none other than Ignet Cressensia, the Black Knight Commander of the Holy Kingdom.  

'Anyone who is still less than thirty… … .'  

'To use this powerful swordsmanship!'  

Ha, Sebion Brooks sighed and closed his eyes.  

The scene just before came vividly. But even though I looked with my eyes, I couldn't see Ignet's swordsmanship.  

I couldn't even understand it, let alone seeing it. Perhaps everyone here was feeling a similar feeling of deprivation.  

No, it wasn't.  

Iron Fareira.  

His eyes, still not reaping the golden aura, continued to pursue the sword of Ignet Cresensia.  

'It's awesome.'  

The devil, it's not an ordinary devil, but every great evil.  

The clown demon was a powerful and insignificant existence that appeared longer than the Devil King, who is used as a pronoun for the devil.  

However, even with such a monster in front, Airn had no choice but to turn his head.  

I had to turn my gaze and look at Ignet's sword, Ignet's body, and Ignet's Auror.  

Just like dozens or hundreds of muscles work in order to move the human body.  

The red sphere created by the continent's greatest genius was also made by the action of numerous auras.  

No, it was more than that.  

Such a miracle was caused by a complex and esoteric process that even Airen, with eyes to see Auras, could not immediately understand.  

even… … .  

'I think that what I see with my eyes is not everything.'  

With her eyes closed, Irene recalled Ignet's sword.  

I didn't just think of it, but slowly recalled it as if it had lengthened the time.  

Still, there was a part that didn't come in. I couldn't even'observe' rather than'understand'.  

Is it a state that is not allowed to you now?  

If not... … Is it a power combined with something other than Auror like the Five Haengshin Gong?  

Parareira, the child who thought so far, opened her eyes.  

It was the moment when his gaze filled with passionate aspirations focused on Ignet.  

"How could you first reach out to the devil?"  

"… … ."  

"Speak. All the members of the Black Knights, including myself, and the priests... … No one could reach the source of the devil so quickly."  

The complexion of Ignet, who speaks, was not very good. It was because he used his strength to the floor.  

No matter how much she was born with the talents from heaven, she couldn't have any spare time against the devil.  

It was right to take a break right now.  

But I couldn't.  

That guy in front of himself.  

In front of a monster that has grown inexplicably and has grown incomprehensible in just a year and a half, Ignet was feeling more than a sense of excitement after a long time.  

'It's weird.'  

I wasn't talking about the strength of swordsmanship.  

That kid's growth was obviously amazing even for himself, but that alone couldn't break his composure.  

No matter how fast Airn's speed is, he's just following the path he's been through.  

If so, you just have to move forward faster.  

If you do, this tickling feeling that you feel every time you see Airn.  

What is the heterogeneous atmosphere of the guy who constantly catches the eye, what is he saying to himself?  

'… … This is important.'  

Maybe as much as defeating the demons that appeared in 150 years.  

Is it because of that thought?  

Ignet's tone was more high-pressure than usual, and it was urgent.  

It was the same in the banquet hall. Even though I didn't intend to do that, the atmosphere was created as if I was interrogating.  

Knowing that, she pressed Airn with a sharper momentum.  

"… … ."  

Irene calmly organized his thoughts.  

Unlike Ignet, he could grasp the current situation.  

Just as she felt something from her, she must have felt something from herself.  

The intuition, which was more reliable than the various evidences, was telling me so.  

The problem was, I couldn't answer Ignet's question briefly.  

'How should I explain from where?'  

Should we start with the story of the man in the dream?  

What is the story of the clown demon that was entangled in the previous life?  

Can you explain it alone? Any more stories you need?  

No, shouldn't we have to solve this magi filled in the dungeon before that?  

It's okay if you and Ignet and other strong people are fine, but the case of Calben's knight commander and the wounded who are collocating there... … .  

"… … ."  

It was when my thoughts did not stop.  

Airn's head turned.  

Ignet's gaze turned to him not long after, followed by Ilya, Lulu, Anya, Georg, Sebion, and Perry.  

It wasn't the end.  

The blood that had been smeared on the floor gathered together.  

The created puddle eventually transformed into a human form and a clown, and in the blink of an eye, it formed a complete shape.  

No, there was only one difference compared to before.  

The cracked clown mask came off, and half of the face was exposed to the outside.  

"Uh. Ah oh."  

"Ah ah ah ah ah."  

"Uh, that? Geogeuk... … ."  

"Everyone turns their heads!"  

Ignet shouted quickly, and Lulu again enchanted to cut off Magi. Was lacking.  

The rotten me vibrated from the exposed face of the clown demon.  

In my eyes, hatred and anger that were hard to find even in the deepest depths of the abyss were swirling.  

He raised his arm.  

Irene and Ignet, who checked the mask on the half of the hand, were quickly shot forward. I couldn't reach one.  

Quazik-  

The mask broke and the darkness settled.  

Dark darkness that cannot even be compared to when entering the dungeon for the first time.  

In it.  

"… … ."  

Irene felt something inside him slipping away.  

* * *  

"… … ."  

It's all dark.  

Even when you open your eyes, it's no different from closing them.  

I can feel darkness coming not only through my eyes, but also through my ears and nose. I felt uncomfortable inside.  

It wasn't long after waking up that I got up and understood the situation.  

"I remembered it. I was after him."  

Yes.  

He came to this point to destroy the clown demon.  

For hope and happiness, not anger and hate.  

It wasn't pointing at herself, but carrying the wild flowers handed by the girl in her chest and chasing after him.  

"No one can stop me."  

I consciously opened my mouth once more.  

As I spit my thoughts out of my mouth, I felt a strong will.  

With confidence, I raised my old iron sword. And walked.  

The darkness that disturbed my senses was still there, but the power to overcome it clearly existed in my heart.  

You are no longer hurt by hatred.  

No more mourning for heartbreaking betrayal.  

It is not that it is not sad. I just realized something more important than that.  

What I have to keep.  

What I need to protect.  

As long as they are, I will never be broken and will follow you without stopping.  

"forever."  

* * *  

'okay. Wander so hard.'  

As he looked at the man, the clown demon laughed.  

I thought for a period of nearly a thousand years. How can I defeat the man?  

How can I protect myself from that terrible silver gray sword?  

Fortunately there was a way.  

To weaken the man's sword.  

In other words, to weaken the man's mind.  

That was the only way to win.  

'You can't just blame and hate, ridicule and deceive.'  

Most of the time, just one of those can easily break it like a marionette doll.  

But that man couldn't. In any distressing situation, in any unfair environment, he did not give up training.  

And finally, he found himself and struck his sword.  

The clown, who felt the throbbing wound at that time, muttered with laughter.  

"You don't have to show anything."  

Yes. That was the only answer.  

The flower he was handed to is erased from the world.  

The girl who awakened his heart is also erased from the world.  

Even the mother who stopped the girl.  

The village he was in, also the province.  

Even the knights and residents who pointed at him.  

It shows only an empty and empty world where nothing to be kept exists.  

That was the only way to defeat the steely will of the man.  

"OK. This is really good. Um, it's really okay."  

Despite the pain all over the body, the clown demon was relaxed.  

I was sick of it by guys like the thunderbolt, but it was okay.  

It is a barrier created by sacrificing half of the mask. Unlike those days when he was vigilant, there was little chance the man would find himself.  

Good good. very good.  

The clown muttered happily once again looked into the man's wanderings.  

It looks like it's still holding up as hard as steel.  

There is no one eternal. No matter how great a sword, rust is inevitable in the face of empty times.  

The devil raised his head as he sang a song he had composed.  

But it wasn't because of a man who was running through the darkness in all directions that he stopped riding the rhythm.  

Chijichi... … .  

"… … ."  

I thought it was an illusion.  

Isn't it?  

How could you have expected that a little boy who was only a vessel at best, only holding a man, would break his barriers and reach this place, and that would be possible?  

That was the decisive misjudgment.  

It wasn't just a bowl.  

It wasn't even a puppet.  

It is clear that those days also existed, but in a short experience and anguish, he conceived his will.  

He set his sword right.  

Although it was not achieved by myself, what is the importance of that?  

You don't have to be alone to stand alone.  

"profit… … ."  

The clown's expression was terribly distorted.  

Unlike before, there was no mask to cover it. Of course, it couldn't burn the darkness and prevent the light from leaking out.  

In time, another man who fully appeared.  

Irene Fareira opened her mouth.  

"Karen Winker."  

I wasn't calling the devil.  

In the place where Irene's gaze was directed, there was a man in a dream.  

While wandering in a desolate world with nothing, a brilliant light emanated out, and it was strange that it did not come.  

He asked.  

"How do you know my name?"  

"Just, I could see when I looked at it."  

"That's a strange young man."  

"Are you a compliment?"  

"That's a praise."  

"Thank you."  

Iron lowered his head.  

The man who had been thinking for a while asked a question again.  

"I think I know a lot, so I'm going to ask you one more thing. Long, really long... … I wandered the world, and there was nothing to see. The village I lived in, the city I saw in the city, and... … Gasko, my estate where I was born and raised."  

"… … ."  

"Can you explain what happened to this?"  

Iron quickly closed his eyes.  

I never thought the clown would attack.  

That guy can't go out now. Because the man's will has not yet been broken.  

The timid and clever guy would never be able to move in an unfavorable situation.  

Thanks to this, he was able to choose what he would say with ease, and he replied, looking at the man with clear eyes.  

"Your estate is no longer in the world. It disappeared hundreds of years ago. Your family, the young people, your descendants... … Probably not, now."  

"… … ."  

"But, there are still those to be kept."  

Hwaahah-!  

Irene Fareira opened her mind.  

Then everything he saw, heard, and felt so far was transferred to the man in no time.  

In a moment, the man from the previous life fully understood what he was trying to say.  

"Right. I am dead."  

"… … ."  

"But it will be okay. A person with the same meaning is such a wonderful young man."  

"… … ."  

"I want to rest a little. I ask for the back."  

That was the man's last word.  

With his sword on the floor, he quietly closed his eyes.  

A faint smile was formed on the face of the man who had finally laid down the heavy load, unlike before.  

Sararak, a light breeze blew.  

The man's body, turned into fine particles, permeated the sword of Airn Paraeira instead of flying away empty.  

Particles in the void made the greatsword harder and sharper.  

Ooh woo woo woo-!  

Irene Fareira looked at her sword.  

After confirming that not only the handle but also the sword blade was dyed golden, he pulled up the aur with all his might.  
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It is extremely difficult to create an Aura Sword.  

This is not just for ordinary prosecutors or experts.  

Even the Sword Masters, who are envied by everyone, have to work hard when putting auras on their swords.  

It was natural. It couldn't have been easier to care about the rejuvenation, strengthening, hardening, flowering, concentration, and manifestation at the same time.  

Right now, Irene Fareira had a hard time practicing swordsmanship with the aura sword created after the championship match against Ilya.  

'But now... … .'  

It was easy.  

Of course, the current Iron is absolutely not at the level of struggling with the Auror Sword.  

However, if I asked if it would be burdensome to implement and maintain it, I had to shake my head.  

But not now.  

It was much more comfortable, even though I was paying attention to all six of the aura operations. It was so natural and there was no difficulty.  

Why?  

The answer came right away.  

'It's not a sword, not a tool... … .'  

It seems to be part of one's own body.  

With that thought, Irene swung his sword.  

Wheein!  

Wheeik-!  

It really was.  

When a person walks or scratches his chin with his finger, he never thinks about 'how to move'.  

That's because it's unnecessarily natural, and because it's a familiar part.  

It was like that of Iron's sword now. It was the same with Airn's swordsmanship.  

As he swung his sword with a trance, he wrote the name of his previous life.  

"Karen Winker."  

Wow-!  

As if responding to a call, swordsmanship rang out.  

Irene laughed.  

I thought I knew. Why did this happen?  

'You have a strong sense of bond.'  

Although it has been said to have been around for nearly 10 years, it is relatively recent that Irene understood his past life.  

On the contrary, the former self, too, was wandering in the dark without realizing the present self.  

Not now.  

The man's Yuji, who had swung his sword in the past, reached the present.  

His past life, free from the devil's tricks, finally relieved his mind. And he admitted to himself.  

'Am I up to a higher level now?'  

I don't know up to that.  

But there was one thing for sure.  

At least, there is no confidence to be defeated by the clown demon, who is staring at himself with a stubborn expression right in front of his eyes.  

After thinking, he said, taking a combat stance.  

"You can start."  

"… … Right."  

The devil muttered.  

The expression was still uncomfortable.  

Hana, unlike when the man from the previous life came, I felt like I was maintaining a certain level of composure.  

In fact, the eyes that were shaking back and forth were relatively calm.  

Is it so?  

The voice filled with anxiety also found stability.  

Suggested by a clown showing both palms open.  

"Would you like to draw?"  

"… … What makes no sense."  

"Hey, hey hey hey! Listen to the end. Now you are misjudgement of the situation. It's a story that you don't lose either, so open your mind a little, a little more, listen, huh? Can't you listen to me with a generous attitude?"  

"The quality of the work… … ."  

"Six to 4."  

The devil clown said, making six and four in order with his fingers.  

"It's the odds if you and me fight. I will bet on my true name,'Geysi'. This is definitely the truth! Of course 6 is me. Uh huh! Really!"  

The clown jumped back as he watched Airen step forward.  

It was a very exaggerated movement, but Irene couldn't tell if it was due to the boy's original sexuality to make fun of himself.  

He still didn't loosen his posture and glared at the opponent.  

The clown, who felt the will to talk, laughed and made excuses by slapping him strongly on the cheek.  

slap!  

"Oh, I'm sorry. I just didn't laugh at you before. I sometimes have a disease where I can't stand laughter."  

"… … ."  

"Can you understand?"  

"Speak only the body."  

"Yes, yes! Main subject! I also like it. So, uh, how far did you say it? right! He even said that if we fight each other with full power, I have a 6 chance of winning, and a 4 chance of you winning. This is the truth. Even though I was a mop by the surprise attack of the crap that wasn't enough to eat it, the mask was broken, but this body is still strong. Suck, suck, suck!"  

Three times in a row, the clown, boasting fast muscles, immediately spoke.  

"By comparison, your guy is a lot weaker than that damn Karen Winker. Oh oh! Do not misunderstand! I wasn't saying you were terrible! It meant that it was weak compared to that ridiculously terrible guy. Don't get me wrong!"  

Iron's expression, looking at the clown, was still unchanged.  

However, I didn't think the other person was wrong.  

As he said, the present self was absurdly weaker than in the previous life.  

Of course, Karen Winker is not completely gone. Fully penetrating the sword, he still exudes a considerable presence.  

However, it was only Iron Fareira himself who dealt with this, and it was a fact that he had no choice but to admit that he lacked such skills.  

The clown was pointing at that point.  

"What do you think? Huh? Let's make a draw. Let's draw! I make a promise with my real name! If you let me go quietly like this, I will save your friends and all of your friends who are now trapped in the barrier! no no! Don't get me wrong again! I'll release it healthily without touching the tip of my hair, not just my life! I hate to risk 40%!"  

"… … ."  

"Think carefully! It's never a bad suggestion. Are you so young? I think I'm not even 30 years old, but if I do, I can be much stronger than now. Huh? it is not so? If so, you can get older, get stronger, and come with more colleagues to catch me. That side is a much more profitable business, don't you think so? Huh? Huh? Huh?"  

The clown demon's words gradually accelerated.  

At times, Irene sighed at the appearance of the guy who appealed for approval, sometimes raged like a devil, and sometimes gibberish and persuaded constantly.  

I didn't want to hear more. It was more than I imagined.  

The whispers of the devil, who have been deceived by humans for a thousand years, have made all the senses go beyond the pain of the ears.  

There was no lie. The sixth sense, which stood stronger than ever before, was seeing the truth and the lie.  

So I could know.  

But, just because I didn't tell a lie.  

Irene Fareira knew better than anyone how dangerous it was to just accept the conversation with the devil right away.  

"I know."  

"Huh?"  

"I'm not lying. But it's not even telling the whole truth. I know the reason why you turn off the time."  

"… … ."  

"Do you think the more you hold on, the better you will be?"  

The clown, who was constantly talking about it, was silent.  

It was the correct answer.  

It was right that I was struck by Ignet and became a manshin.  

It was also true that Irene was threatened, and that he did not want to take the risk of as much as 40 percent.  

But there was one thing I didn't say.  

A dark barrier created at the expense of a mask.  

The despair, anger, hatred, and fear of the expedition members suffering in him were constantly giving him strength.  

It was constantly raising the odds.  

That's why the clown turns off the time. He had no intention of doing anything like a thousand years ago, leaving a scourge.  

'By the way, why does he know that?'  

A question arose in the clown's eyes.  

It was a very tricky guy. That sharp gaze, as if looking into even the deepest part of himself, was irresistibly irritating.  

Even right now, I wanted to pluck my eyeballs and chew, spit, and beat me with my feet.  

But, why is such a keen guy behaving according to his intentions?  

Why the hell?  

Jeeing-!  

"… … !"  

The clown's accident, which was constantly expanding, stopped.  

A red wound came into his eyes, turning his head with a frightened expression. It was a fierce flame burning the darkness.  

Even that wasn't the end.  

Saaaak-  

"no!"  

A silver light that breaks through the darkness and leaks out.  

The radiant light like the moon in the night sky tingled the left face of the clown.  

With his eyes closed, he staggered and stepped back one after another.  

However, the light did not disappear, and in the end, I was forced to open my eyes and look at the newly appeared.  

Ignet Cressensia, the Black Knight Commander of the Holy Kingdom.  

Ilya Lindsay, the best member of the Lindsay family.  

It wasn't until he faced the two's dignified appearance that he finally realized it.  

Just as he believed in barriers, that young guy believed his colleagues to break through barriers.  

A groan struck by evil flowed from the teeth of the clown demon.  

"Benefit… … ."  

"How did you stand here?"  

Either that or not, Ignet didn't care.  

She looked towards Ilya.  

She frowned as if it was hard to believe, and once again recruited her opponent.  

"Ask again. How could you get through the darkness that even Georg, the vice commander of the Knights Templar, could not penetrate?"  

Wow-!  

Sparks fluttered in Ignet's eyes.  

I couldn't understand for her. Even though Airn is also Airn, Ilya was truly something he hadn't even thought of before.  

It's been a long time since I've forgotten about the past, and my current opponent wasn't interesting.  

For Ignet, who looked up further, even distracting her gaze was annoying.  

'But, I can't help but ask.'  

Ignet, who glanced at Irene, looked at Ilya again.  

In a short period of less than a month, what made this guy grow up?  

What on earth has led this child to here?  

The answer came straight away.  

"It's funny."  

"what?"  

"Of course you become, and of course not me? What dog does that sound like?"  

"… … ."  

Ignet made a bright expression.  

It was a shock that he was swearing, and that he was swearing.  

What's even more ridiculous was the fact that Irene, who was watching him, burst into laughter.  

"Haha, hahahaha… … ."  

"Why are you laughing?"  

"No, sorry. But you are right. Ignet, your question is wrong."  

"… … ."  

"How did you get here, Ilya is a friend who can stand here."  

After speaking, Irene looked at Ilya. Ilya also looked at Airn.  

The two who exchanged trust smiled brightly.  

Ignet, who was watching this, made a strange expression.  

A feeling that is difficult to describe in words, which seems to know something, does not want to know, is not bad but not bad.  

Eventually, giving up her thoughts, she shook her head and said.  

"I will ask later any questions. priority… … ."  

"Yes, first of all… … ."  

"I have to end that disgusting guy."  

Ignet Cresencia stepped forward with chloride.  

Even though we were exhausted, the feeling of pressure from the sword was great enough to remind us of the king of the country.  

Ilya Lindsay also posed. The moonlight that brightly colored the night sky quietly cleared the darkness.  

"Woo."  

Eventually, even Paraira, a child who took a light breath, raised his sword.  

With the sword of a past life that was not broken in the end.  

With the flames of the present life set up right now.  

He aimed at the clown with a golden Aura sword, said Najik.  

"Goes."  

"… … Uh, uh, uh, hee, hee, hee, hee, hee, hee, hee, hee,  

The clown demon suddenly laughed at the momentum of the three prosecutors.  

For him, he had no choice but to.  

It was absurd.  

It wasn't just ordinary sword masters who came to the sanctuary where they were hiding for injuries.  

It wasn't even in its prime now. Clowns gently closed their eyes and recalled their brilliant future.  

'Maybe, it will be even stronger.'  

With a strength that cannot be compared to now.  

With a shining appearance that can't even be compared to now.  

I will be loved and respected by many people as I do now, and I will live for a long time. Obviously it is.  

… … And taking away that possibility was the greatest joy for the devil.  

Fuuk-  

"… … !"  

"… … !"  

"what!"  

The demon clown raised his right hand and put it in his right face. The startled three looked at him with confused eyes.  

I didn't care.  

Kwa Duk Kwa Duk, with an unpleasant sound, the remaining half of the mask was ripped out of his face.  

Blood, flesh, and bones came together, and the devil in a messed up laughed and cried. We shed tears.  

The moment Irene realized that it was an expression of joy, he broke the mask.  

Kwa Duk-  

There was an explosion.  

There was no sound.  

No, I don't know if you heard it. But now I haven't heard it.  

A warm sensation was felt in both ears. It was because of the bleeding.  

Fortunately, the condition is relaxed enough to feel such an appreciation.  

And Ilya, who is standing next to her, is also in a similar shape.  

However, it was not without damage.  

"why?"  

Asked Irene Fareira. In their gaze, there was an Ignet Cresencia who fell to the floor as a man-in-the-middle.  

The moment the devil self-destructs, it moves forward faster than anyone else and blocks most of the shock with his body.  

"Why, what the hell… … ."  

Ilya Lindsay also asked questions in a trembling voice.  

Her confused feelings were deeply buried in the unfinished sentences.  

Ignet Cresencia, who managed to open her eyes, looked at the two alternately.  

She said with a bloody laugh.  

"I don't know, boys."  

After a long time, she lost her mind, returning to the tone of her mercenary days.  
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I can't see the front.  

Not only sight, but also hearing, smell, and other senses were not felt.  

It seems that the shock was much greater than expected.  

Well, that bad guy was as terrible as the great demons recorded in the history of the Holy Kingdom.  

'If it weren't for the breastplate you received, you might have died.'  

Yes. Even in a serious situation where even pain could not be tasted, Ignet Cresencia did not think that he was dead.  

So it wasn't good. Until the kingdom was established, he could never die.  

'Yes not. It's too bad for me to end up here.'  

It's better.  

He has been running for nearly 30 years without stopping for an hour, looking ahead.  

She decided to fully enjoy the rest that had come after a long absence and emptied all her thoughts.  

I emptied all my efforts to close my eyes and my thoughts of making me laugh.  

In a space of nothingness where nothing can be felt, Ignet only existed silently, blowing away all anxiety and worries.  

However, that time did not last long.  

In the familiar landscape that suddenly came, Ignet made a strange expression.  

'Is it a kaleidoscope?'  

After seeing herself floating like a ghost, she looked ahead.  

When I was young, I saw my own face. I also saw friends who weren't there anymore.  

In the ruined house of a slum going down, a 10-year-old Ignet was proudly proclaiming.  

'Good! I got a job from Grandpa Jack, and he told me about it in Uncle Luke's smithy. In the future, your earnings will be much better.'  

'Then can I eat two meals a day now?'  

'Sure. I'll make sure you can eat even three meals.'  

'Wow! Ignet is the best!'  

'I like your sister! If I'm a little bigger, I'll help you!'  

Five children who respond with joy to their rants.  

At a time in the past, which I had forgotten for a long time, I felt a faint longing, but Ignet did not laugh.  

I was just looking at the past with an expressionless face.  

After a while, the landscape changed.  

Now I saw more than ten children. I could see the sloppy tears in their eyes.  

However, 13-year-old Ignet did not cry.  

With a determined expression, he opened his mouth.  

'Wait for a year. I'll get stronger in an instant and I'll come back. If you use it sparingly, you will be able to withstand it for a while.'  

'Can I not go?'  

'No. I'll be back soon.'  

'… … .'  

I turned to say goodbye.  

In the arms of a young Ignet with a determined expression, a letter of recommendation from a chrono swordsman from an unknown prosecutor was finely seated.  

I didn't want to leave. She also wanted to be with her friends and younger siblings.  

But things weren't very good.  

In the continuing civil war, the work that children could do was gradually falling apart.  

I couldn't even send it out to beg. All you can get in a desolate atmosphere is not just a few Coopers, but a kick.  

I was still able to earn money, but it was now impossible to take care of everyone on my own.  

That was why Ignet headed for the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

'I don't even need a full-time trainee. I'm getting stronger in a year and I'm coming back.'  

In the chaotic Macan kingdom, there is nothing for the children to do.  

But if you become a competent prosecutor, the story will change. You can earn big enough money to feed them all.  

Ignet last looked around the abandoned house. The faces of the still crying children caught my eyes.  

'It will be fine. I have enough money to last a year.'  

I left all the money I had saved, but I didn't think it was a waste.  

13-year-old Ignet forced a step that didn't fall off.  

* * *  

Again, time has passed.  

Now, Ignet couldn't distinguish between himself in the present and himself in the past.  

A wholly 14-year-old Ignet, she quickly found her hometown.  

Unlike before, her face was full of confidence.  

Even if he thought, his surprising talent led Ignet to the level of Sword Expert.  

I thought that with this level of skill, not ten, but twenty and thirty children could be responsible.  

However, no one existed in the abandoned house that came back after a year.  

'… … .'  

My head went blank for a moment. Bad thoughts and even worse thoughts continued to bloom and tormented Ignet.  

Of course, I wasn't completely indulged in thoughts.  

She made up her mind in an instant, inquired for the news, and was able to hear the children's news even later.  

And again, I had to make a firm expression.  

'… … .'  

Some are dead, some are alive.  

However, even the living children were not what they knew.  

Someone who didn't steal even though they would beg has become a new member of the Thieves Guild.  

Someone who was beaten, but who didn't hit others, was kicking old brothers and extorting money from their noses.  

Even in those younger siblings, the innocence it used to be could not be found.  

After long agony, Ignet eventually gave up meeting her old relationship and headed west and west.  

And he reached out a new hand to the common people he met at the Chrono Swordsmanship, who had been eliminated due to lack of talent.  

'I will make a mercenary.'  

I didn't think my old friends were just as bad.  

If they had started in a better place, they would not have been crooked if they had lived in a more ordinary environment.  

Yes. A painful life that they could not bear was driving them to hell. She thought so.  

You just need to make a better world.  

Punish the greedy guys and get rid of the trash guys.  

So, if we made a world worth living, the same thing would not happen anymore.  

The mercenary he would make was a mercenary for this.  

'Good.'  

'Ignet, of course, if you have your skills, you should be together.'  

'Haha, are you looking forward to it already? Are we not becoming so famous?'  

Most of the motives joined. Besides them, good guys gathered.  

I'm sorry, but they were far more capable than their old friends. 14-year-old Ignet's heart filled with anticipation.  

With them, we can make the world a better place.  

It wasn't until 10 years later that I realized it was an illusion.  

* * *  

'I'm not going.'  

'… … .'  

'What are you going to do in a place where you have no rights and are full of duties? honor? I don't need anything like that. I like it the way it is now.'  

'I also.'  

'So do i.'  

'Captain, congratulations. But we'll just stay in the mercenary. It seems impossible for us to become a member of the Knights Templar or the Templars of the Holy Kingdom as well.'  

'Well, if you lose your boss, you won't earn as good as in the past, but you're already good enough to eat.'  

At the age of 24, it was a request from Ignet, who became a swordmaster with only 100 people on the continent, but it was a calm refusal to return.  

But she wasn't disappointed. Maybe I didn't even expect it.  

Likewise, Ignet, who quietly nodded, replied:  

'Eat well and live well.'  

I knew that the direction had changed from some time.  

The amount of money was more important than the nature of the request. It was much more sensitive to safety and safety than the mercenary's initial goal.  

For them, who have lived for many years as if they were mercenaries from their birth, Ignet's beliefs and intentions were bound to be a distant country.  

But it was okay.  

Ignet, who left the mercenary he had created, thought quietly.  

'I thought it would be like this.'  

I didn't resent the perversions of my childhood relationships.  

I didn't resent the co-workers who had been with me for 10 years to settle in the present life.  

Even though he is young, he is young enough to be embarrassed, but he has already realized it.  

There weren't many people in the world who had great ideals and those who had the ability to match them.  

It didn't matter though.  

Wow, seeing the intense light of the Aura Sword spreading out in red, she made a pledge.  

'I just need to be good at it.'  

There was no need to lean on others.  

Because he alone had the power to change the world.  

There was no need to persuade others.  

It's enough to stay up all alone.  

What was needed was not trust and persuasion as a companion, but orders and instructions as a king.  

'Let's go together, captain.'  

'Neither me nor me!'  

'Well?'  

'Why, can't we go together?'  

'Sure. Do whatever you feel like.'  

'No, I always think about the boss and follow me... … Why is it so chilly... … .'  

'I like the cold boss! Hurray!'  

That's why I wasn't very pleased with Georg's words.  

That's why I didn't laugh at Noah's laughter.  

I was with myself now, but I don't know what to do later.  

There's nothing more tiring than focusing on a being that you don't know when you'll get tired and fall.  

It was for this reason that 24-year-old Ignet, or Ignet Cresencia, was able to run without hesitation.  

Then, a terrible darkness spread and an unpleasant voice echoed in my head.  

'What is left after running so hard?'  

'… … .'  

'it is not so? Admit it, you're great. To create a country where everyone is respected without unnecessary civil war, greedy tyranny, and ridiculous persecution! I even have the skills to achieve it, so even I, who is already dead, can't stop admiring.'  

Ignet looked at the clown demon with an expressionless face.  

Your eyes can't feel anything.  

That's why he looked cooler, but the clown who became a corpse continued to say his words without worrying about it.  

'But, what's left of you by doing that? loneliness? loneliness? Huh! My friend, I bet. There will be no one left by your side forever. Cancer, by the way. There are dozens of chariots chasing your crotch while following you, and that's the way it is. is not it?'  

Ignet Cresencia was not denied.  

The same was true of my childhood friends and my mercenary companions.  

He nodded only on the outside, but no one sympathized with his ideals.  

It was a common practice to lag far behind, saying that it was nonsense, and that it was impossible to even pursue him in his own eyes.  

Probably the Black Knights would also.  

Maybe Georg or No.  

When I woke up, the thought that I might have to walk on a difficult road again, a stranger or alone, came to my mind.  

However, Ignet did not suffer.  

She shed a bloody smile and raised Auror. Suddenly, the sword in my hand cut the clown demon.  

'Kreuk… … .'  

Ignet thought as he looked at the roaring demon's body.  

'I don't have time to spare.'  

I was okay with myself.  

No matter how strong the devil's post-mortem curse was, he wasn't so weak that he couldn't overcome it.  

But others were different.  

Reminiscent of the clown's last malice, she became impatient.  

'Maybe more than half are already stained with darkness... … .'  

You have to get up quickly.  

You need to wake up and recover your body as soon as possible.  

Thus, you must clear the darkness that must have been gathering deeper and escape from the dungeon.  

It is absolutely impossible without his own strength, the commander of the knights of the Holy Kingdom. Ignet forced her mind to awaken herself.  

Meanwhile, another thought came up.  

Even knowing that you are the only one who will rescue the expedition... … .  

'Why did I step forward on their behalf?'  

So it wasn't good.  

Rather, he should have acted in the opposite direction. Even if they used them as shields, they had to preserve their own strength. I should have... … .  

"… … !"  

Vision is back.  

Ignet Cresencia, looking left and right, tried to get up. But I couldn't.  

She, frowning, gave her upper body strength again.  

No, Martha and Georg Foive dried her.  

"No, boss! Rest more!"  

"You can't move now. Master, please lie down a little longer."  

"No… … ."  

"What can't! Stay still, Captain!"  

"Wake up… … If not me, the curse of the devil would commit others... … ."  

"I know what you're thinking. But it's okay. It's okay, so take a moment to calm down... … Let's take a look around."  

"what… … ."  

"The situation is not as bad as you are concerned."  

"… … ?"  

Ignet frowned.  

No, were you frowning?  

It wasn't in good condition to even know it. She sighed, grasping her condition objectively.  

'You can't do anything in the current state anyway.'  

Then, as Georg said, it was right to focus on rest.  

Of course, I didn't mean to stay still. Knowing the state of the expedition was just as important as knowing your own.  

The sense of responsibility as king awakened Ignet's senses.  

Her sensitive ears and eyes quickly glanced at the people in the dungeon and all over the place.  

"… … ."  

Surprisingly, the situation was much better than I thought.  

Some people control their minds with meditation.  

Someone wields a sword and tries to escape from anguish.  

The same was true of others.  

The members of the expedition gathered together to work on something, and their faces weren't as dark as Ignet thought.  

No, it wasn't just the face.  

The dungeon itself was not dark. It was thanks to the light.  

Intense yet not bitter, the golden energy that warms the surroundings.  

Ignette Cressencia thought, feeling the pale aura flowing from the body of Iron Parareira.  

'… … I think I know.'  

The reason you threw yourself.  

She realized this belatedly and closed her eyes again.  

Georg and Anya nodded as they watched the manager fall asleep with warmth.  
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    66. I guess (2)  

Demons are terrible beings.  

He harbors endless malice towards humans, and possesses a terrifying power that surpasses even a Sword Master.  

Unlike monsters, they are highly intelligent and cunning, so it's not easy to denounce them, even after killing them.  

posthumous curse.  

An ugly and disgusting ability possessed by all high-ranking demons that destroyed the minds of countless people in the past and gnawed at their bodies.  

That was the reason the expedition could not get out of the dungeon.  

The barrier left behind by the death of the clown demon surrounded them layer by layer, constantly emitting magical energy.  

Negative emotions, incomparable to the doubts, anxiety, and delusions that struck at the beginning of the attack, floated in the air like ghosts.  

'It's wide, it's thick, it's awful.'  

Ignet Crescentia, who swung her hand to disperse the mental attack, frowned.  

It was sincere. No matter how badly injured he was, he was the leader of the Knights of Avilius the Great.  

If even he was a strong magi that irritated him, it was normal for ordinary expedition members to go crazy or lose their minds in an instant.  

However, it was not.  

Lying on the simple bed, she gave strength to her body. It was painful enough to groan, but I endured it.  

Anya, who was waiting next to her, put her hands on her waist and said.  

"Leader! I told you not to overdo it!"  

"Okay. to this extent."  

"Ugh, stubborn!"  

"Did you not know? I am stubborn by nature."  

After a short reply, Ignet finally stood up completely.  

In the finally widened field of vision, she looked at the scenery of the dungeon here and there.  

"What is it, Amira? I knew you were good at it, but was it this much?"  

"No, don't say it so loudly… … ."  

"Why? If you have this kind of skill, isn't it right to show off around the neighborhood? Ummm, but I think the reason that cross-stitching skills are better than swordsmanship is negligence... … ."  

"Hey, it's not like that! This is, after all, as part of mental training... … ."  

Amira Shelton who is devoted to cross-stitching, and Gregory Griffin who makes fun of her.  

"Wow! do it again! Do it again!"  

"No, it's too much physical stamina to continue… … ."  

"Then I will give you this. Show me one more time."  

"Hey, but if you're tired like this, you should get rid of the title of the best wizard in the central part."  

Lulu, the cat, who gives an amount he can't refuse, Perry Martinez, who is defeated by capital, shows off his welcome magic again.  

In addition, those scattered throughout the world were resisting the curse in their own way.  

Whether it's playing silly jokes, swinging a sword, or doing simple hobbies.  

Doing your best to somehow seize the spirit of sinking into the abyss.  

Of course, that was absurd.  

The direction was correct, but the curse of the devil wasn't easy enough to stop it with this kind of response.  

Wasn't it at the level of the expedition team that it had to suffer even with a much weaker trap right now?  

However, the existence that transforms the impossible into possible stands tall at the center of the barrier.  

'… … Irene Pareira.'  

A young swordmaster who is spreading golden energy.  

Ignet's expression looking at him became even more serious.  

In fact, there was nothing strange to think about now.  

now i know Why did you throw yourself at the demon's self-destruct attack?  

All because I trusted him.  

It was because he had an intuition that he could lead this situation, and that he had the ability to protect the expedition from the devil's curse.  

Unsurprisingly, Irene was exerting his influence in such a way that even the stingy himself had no choice but to nod his head.  

'Auror's Appearance. And the spread of the will… … That's amazing. It's crazy at the same time.'  

Ignet closed her eyes. And I remembered Irene Pareira from the past.  

It certainly wasn't like that.  

The guy I met only a year and a half ago was wandering here and there, swept away by the iron will of an unknown being, without even having any proper subjectivity.  

Yes.  

Being a master is no surprise at all. I know that I have a talent for swordsmanship because I knew it the moment I tried it.  

However, not only was he freed from the never-ending iron block, but he also had a deep and profound meaning to exert influence on others beyond himself… … I never imagined that it would grow in such a short time.  

"… … ."  

After finishing the recollection, Ignet looked at Irene again.  

Iirn wasn't the only one watching.  

Suddenly, I caught a cat in a strange pose, approaching him, and Ilya Lindsay's face, muttering something next to him.  

Come to think of it, those guys also caught my eye at some point.  

Because of the ability that was much better than expected?  

Of course, there is no reason for that.  

But Ignet's focus was on the other side.  

Her sharp eyes looked closely at two humans and a cat.  

Instead of separating them from each other, I put the three together and grasped them.  

I felt several things.  

strong trust in each other.  

Positive energy from belief.  

The complex and surprising changes that even a discerning igniter can't fully comprehend.  

The greatest talent of this era was constantly watching them. I tried to dig, analyze, and understand.  

This habit was the biggest advantage that brought Ignet to where it is today.  

The owner of Chrono, the commander of the White Knights of the Kingdom, and other powerful people had quite a few things stolen by her.  

"… … ."  

However, this time it was a little different.  

Time passed. As a result, Ignet's sharp eyes lost strength little by little.  

It wasn't because I had achieved what I wanted. It wasn't because the pain of the injury had disturbed his mental powers.  

Suddenly the past came to mind.  

It was a time when I had a hard time living day by day without having a grand dream or a hard sword.  

A time roaming the slums with old friends who now do not even know if they are alive took over her mind.  

He seemed quite happy to see him running to somewhere together instead of alone.  

… … The memories of that time are enjoyable, with the thought that maybe the three of them are smiling at each other.  

The black-haired swordsman who had reached the end of his twenties stared at Airun and the others for a long time without hesitation.  

* * *  

"Georg! Georg!"  

"Why!"  

"Dry the boss!"  

"Can I say dry? And how long will you call me Captain? Now you are the boss."  

"do not know! The captain is the captain!"  

Georg shook his head, looking at Anya with a frown on his face.  

Of course he knew. The current manager's condition is the worst.  

If it was a simple trauma, it could have been resolved immediately with the power of the priest, but it was difficult to properly treat it here because of the direct exposure to the demon's magic.  

'Because you're the captain, you're holding on to your life, and if it were no one else, you wouldn't have survived a day.'  

Georg, who had thought this far, glanced at Ignet.  

The problem was that, even in such a serious situation, she didn't want to rest properly.  

Of course, he did not force himself to get up from the bed or swing his sword.  

He was just sitting upright and watching the expedition team, especially Irene and the others.  

However, it was also true that it was an act of concern.  

Even if he slept 24 hours a day, he kept trying to stay awake in the yard, so he could understand Aya's worries to some extent.  

However… … .  

'At a time like this, the manager should never have interfered.'  

Georg recalled the events of the past.  

It was the same with Ignet back then.  

After spending a few days as if possessed by something like now, he settles in his own room. Or quietly disappear somewhere.  

A few more days passed like that, and a new manager would show incredible growth.  

It probably still was.  

I can't even imagine what he's thinking, what he sees and gets inspired by, but... … Georg trusted Ignet.  

Even if the manager did not believe in himself, he believed in the manager.  

she will overcome  

A wound that even the priest's holy magic doesn't work?  

It didn't matter. I would be able to overcome it myself.  

He will rise up from his wounds as if he is proud, and like a miracle the barrier will be shattered.  

He was as fierce as the great demons who made his mark in history, but even the curse of such a being will not be able to stop Ignet Cresencia.  

Georg Phoebe nodded and looked at the general manager again.  

Seeing her staring at him before he knew it, he smiled shyly.  

Ignet said.  

"Why are you laughing?"  

"Just."  

"Did you even have a dirty thought?"  

"What are you saying? I was thinking about the boss."  

"You mean you had filthy thoughts about me?"  

"No, that's an unacceptable joke… … ."  

"Are you saying that I can't be filled with sex? You have great ambitions."  

"… … You have recovered a lot."  

Georg Phoebe said with a serious expression.  

It wasn't empty words. Although it was still in the form of a goal-goal, at least in his voice, he felt relaxed.  

Perhaps because of his mood, his complexion also felt better than before. It was a much, much faster recovery than I expected.  

'And something… … .'  

It was a little bit, but I also thought that my eyes were getting warmer.  

Of course, I know that the manager is not a blunt person.  

Due to the influence of his mercenary days, he often throws silly jokes and plays pranks on his subordinates.  

However, it is only for the sake of the atmosphere of the organization.  

It felt like there was always a line, a wall that was hard to overcome even by myself, who I've been with for over 10 years... … .  

"Yeah, that's pretty good."  

"Oh, I'm glad. I'm really happy."  

thought was broken. Hearing the words of the leader, Georg showed a sincere smile.  

Things weren't bad.  

There was no shortage of food, too, and Anya was making up for it with her magic piggy bank, which she earned from hard chores.  

Irene is also Irene, but surprisingly, Amira Shelton's cross-stitch did a great job.  

In the corner of the dungeon, there were piles of colorful works made by dozens of men.  

'Just like this a little longer… … No, isn't it a little bit? Anyway, if you persevere, the leader will somehow recover your body, and then you will be able to escape. Enough is possible.'  

A faint smile appeared on Georg's lips.  

There is a lot of trust in Ignet even in the eyes that others seem drowsy.  

Again, even if the manager didn't trust others, he trusted the manager.  

However, surprising words came out of her mouth.  

"… … Are you going to leave the escape to someone else?"  

"okay. It's a bit overwhelming in my current state. I need help."  

Georg put on a bewildered expression.  

Anya Marta, who was with them, and the Black Knights who worked hard in cross-stitching from a distance showed a similar reaction.  

I had no choice but to do so. It was because the person who asked for help from someone was not a person who trusted anyone.  

You can't trust anyone because you're better than anyone else.  

A person who can only get out of character if he takes the lead in everything.  

'Such a leader... … .'  

'You're leaving the escape to someone else?'  

'how?'  

'Is there anyone other than the leader who can break through this barrier?'  

Doubts rose in the eyes of the Black Knights.  

It wasn't just them. So did the other expedition members.  

When even the second most powerful paladin, Georg Phoebe, is not enough, who the hell can break through the afterlife curse of the clown demon?  

Sevion Brooks?  

Perry Martinez?  

Irene Pareira?  

Ilya Lindsay?  

No one thought it was possible.  

It is true that they are a strong force that no one can ignore, but the fact that they cannot handle the divine power in breaking the curse of the devil is a huge minus.  

"It's okay if you don't have divine power. In the first place, you can't teach outsiders carelessly."  

"… … ."  

"But as long as it's completely mine, there will be no problem."  

Did you read the thoughts of the left?  

Ignet Crescentia, who got up from her seat, muttered softly.  

Whoa, she exhaled once and drew her sword. and swung  

Whoops-!  

A movement that cannot be compared to when it is in normal condition and is not properly applied.  

But the strong felt it. Ignet's sword has some special power.  

And remembered at the same time.  

Although she was the youngest sword master, she came from a humble background, and the reason why she was able to receive the Count of Avilius at once.  

Whoops!  

"Even before God's grace was with me, my sword was able to cut through the darkness."  

Ignet Crescentia swung her sword once more and looked at Irene Pareira. Then I looked at Ilya Lindsay.  

The gaze of the two of them looking at them with a firm posture as if they were nailed was not bad. A little, but a laugh.  

After resting for a while, she looked at the rest of the strong men once, and then continued.  

"My swordsmanship, let me know if you want."  

"… … ."  

The arcane swordsmanship of Ignet Crescentia, which embraces the root of destroying evil.  

A hot flame flashed in the eyes of the prosecutors who heard the unexpected proposal.  
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    67. Sword of the Mind (1)  

What is the most effective power against demons and demons?  

The answer to that is fixed. Of course it is divine power.  

Unlike the devil, who has endless malice toward humans, God bestows infinite grace on the creatures of the continent.  

The paladins of Avilius, the holy kingdom boasting a thousand-year history, were the ones who destroyed the most evil.  

But, does being incapable of dealing with divine powers mean just being vulnerable to demons?  

Not like that.  

Rather, in history, there are not a few people who performed better than the Paladins.  

This was the case with Dion Lindsay, who subjugated the Demon Dragon King 400 years ago, and Jacob, the first ruler of the Chrono Swordsmanship.  

Even though all of them could not handle the divine power, they cut down a number of demons and knelt down.  

The people of later generations did not hesitate to call such people 'heroes', and their swordsmanship was also called 'hero's sword' and showed great respect.  

And… … .  

'Ignet in front of him is also known to have been born with the sword of a hero.'  

gulp.  

Sevion Brooks swallowed.  

It was a famous story.  

An anecdote that the leader of the White Knights, who saw Ignet's swordsmanship as a mercenary, strongly recommended her, and the high-ranking priests who had a suspicious look unanimously agreed to her recruitment.  

It was not simply because she possessed an overwhelming talent for swords, but because she was born with the energy to subdue Manma (萬魔).  

By the way… … .  

'Are you going to teach me that swordsmanship?'  

No, before that. Is it possible to teach it to someone?  

As Sevion Brooks, he had no choice but to be suspicious.  

The sword of a hero cannot be taught or taught by anyone. At least he knew that.  

If that were possible, the world would be full of heroes, and the devil would have been exterminated long before that, not 150 years ago.  

A good test can be made with hard work.  

But heroes aren't like that. Heroes must be born. The top knight of Palanque thought so.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

It wasn't just his thoughts.  

So did the other prosecutors. Rather, they were worse.  

No matter how much the words of the Black Knight Commander who shook the continent, or her teachings, they did not think that they would be able to acquire the power of a hero.  

However… … .  

'Even if you have no intention of aiming for the hero's sword or the hero's energy, which is fatal to the devil… … .'  

'Isn't it a great opportunity to just learn a sword from Ignet?'  

It was.  

It was for this reason that the skeptical prosecutors, none of them refute Ignet's words.  

A sword that is poisonous against demons and demons?  

Of course it was good.  

But more than that, just the fact that she learned her swordsmanship itself aroused great aspirations in them.  

So was Sevion Brooks.  

No, he was the most desperate.  

Because the person who has competed knows how great Ignet's skills are than anyone else.  

'Until the greed to learn the sword of a hero and break through the curse of the devil… … .'  

'I don't expect such a result. However… … .'  

'If only I could learn the sword. If only I could learn a sword from the continent's strongest swordsman in the future!'  

The eyes of the prosecutors blazed. The atmosphere of the dungeon, which had subsided little by little, was filled with vitality in an instant.  

There was no anxiety. It was because Ignet was worried that his swordsmanship would be passed on to only a few strong people.  

"It seems that there are many who want it."  

"… … ."  

"Don't allow everyone."  

"… … !"  

"It would be better to keep the possibilities wide open. I would be glad if anyone could obtain my vision and lift this disgusting dark barrier... … ."  

"Thank you aaaah!"  

It was before Ignet had finished speaking.  

Amira Shelton, the vice-captain of Calben, who had a blank expression on her face from afar, bowed at a right angle to express her gratitude.  

She boasted of skills that could not be compared to anyone in her country, but she knew.  

Even if you broaden your horizons to neighboring countries rather than the entire continent, you are full of talented people like you.  

That there are countless people in the world who have reached a level that they cannot reach no matter how hard they try.  

It was just this time.  

Irene Pareira, Ilya Lindsay.  

Two geniuses who are more than 10 years younger than themselves, but nevertheless saved the expedition team from crisis with incomparable skills.  

'I can't compare them to them.'  

That's natural. It's so natural that I don't even need to get it out of my mouth.  

However, because I am like this myself, the opportunity I have now was more desperate and precious.  

"I will do my best!"  

Amira Shelton once again bows to Ignet, and Gregory Griffin looks at her with a happy expression.  

That was the beginning.  

The knights of the three countries, who had only been paying attention so far, began to show their respects to you and me.  

"Thank you!"  

"Thank you!"  

"I'll do my best!"  

"… … I do my best too. Please teach me."  

Even Sevion Brooks, the sword master and the best knight of the Falanque, bowed his head.  

Perry Martinez looked at him curiously.  

'That proud Sevion bows his head.'  

It wasn't that I couldn't understand it considering Ignet's prestige, but I couldn't help but feel strange.  

However, there was another person who was more interesting.  

Perry turned his gaze away from his keeper and rival, Sevion, and looked at a person.  

A young swordsman who stands tall and confronts the evils of the past.  

Ilya Lindsay.  

'What choice will you make?'  

Will you reject Ignet's teachings to protect your self-esteem?  

Or will you be angry and bow your head to her?  

Everyone's attention was focused, including Perry Martinez. Airen and Lulu looked at Ilya's face.  

Compared to her amazing swordsmanship skills, she was vulnerable to public pressure, so she couldn't help but worry.  

By the way… … .  

"Thanks. I will learn well."  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

"Why?"  

Ilya Lindsay speaks again with a very calm face.  

At her reaction, Georg, Anya, and the other expedition members who were paying attention to the two also had a blank expression on their faces.  

For a moment, Ignet's expression also hardened.  

However, he was not angry. She smiled and nodded her head.  

"Do whatever you want."  

"Thanks."  

"Irenee, what are you going to do?"  

This time, everyone's eyes turned to Airun.  

A completely different look from when he looked at Ilia, his eyes filled with only anticipation.  

Even Ignat was the same.  

Even sharper eyes than when they met again at the banquet hall were running over Irene's face.  

Of course, there was nothing to discourage him from.  

turn up  

Irene held up the sword that had been stuck on the floor, which was now completely golden in color until the very day.  

After preparing the example of the swordsman, Irene said.  

"I will do my best to break the curse."  

* * *  

It's been a week since the expedition members stayed in the dungeon.  

Usually, if you spend a long time in a place full of curses, you have no choice but to twist your body in agony, but now the atmosphere in the dungeon is better than ever.  

This was especially the case with prosecutors.  

Perry Martinez said, looking at the people gathered around Ignet.  

"I envy you."  

It was sincere.  

For the sake of a higher state, it is the swordsmen who enter the fires of hell without hesitation.  

For them, the teachings of Ignet Crescentia must have been a superior gift than the rewards of the dungeons they had originally thought of.  

Of course, these tendencies were no different from being a wizard.  

If the three lords of the Runtel Kingdom gave free teaching, the figures in Rabat must have been the same.  

In that sense, the reaction of the Black Knights, including Georg Phoebe, was unexpected.  

Because no one paid any attention to Ignet.  

'Since you can wield the divine power, you mean there is no need to covet the hero's sword? However… … .'  

"Well."  

While examining the Black Knights, their eyes met with the Vice-Captain of the Black Knights. Perry turned her head and sighed.  

Georg also turned his head slightly and looked at the general manager again.  

Basic lectures on demons were being conducted.  

'Can I do an introductory course?'  

Everyone has some misconceptions. Ignet is not a person who regrets giving her swordsmanship to others.  

In other words, the current woman has not made any special resolutions.  

That was the case with myself right now. When I was a mercenary, even when I wasn't very close, I was taught the sword of a hero right away.  

result?  

'Failure. How do you follow it?'  

I understood even the basics. He materialized his power and even succeeded in looking into others.  

A year and a half ago, it was for that reason that I found out that Irene had an iron sword in her heart.  

But refine it in the form of a sword and further complete it in the form of swordsmanship?  

Georg thought this far and shook his head.  

'still… … Maybe one, maybe two.'  

Irene, and Ignet.  

Georg, who watched the two of them for a moment, still had a look on his face that he did not understand.  

'Still, it seems faster for the leader to recover and leave than to learn the hero's sword.'  

What the hell is the manager thinking?  

Do you really think they can master a hero's sword so quickly?  

Or for the atmosphere of the dungeon?  

If so, it was successful. A much brighter atmosphere than before, which was quite good, was swirling among the prosecutors.  

In an instant, it felt like the darkness of the barrier was fading away.  

However, this behavior was a little different from the usual Ignet.  

So Georg had no choice but to feel a little confused.  

'Maybe you've learned something... … .'  

Just like that, while Georg was immersed in thoughts, Ignet continued to explain the hero's sword.  

"First of all, what kind of existence is the devil? No, let's turn to a more specific question. What kind of character do demons use?"  

It wasn't a difficult question. everyone knew  

just evil.  

Destroys, kills, tramples, taunts, and terrorizes humans... … .  

In fact, everything close to darkness was the essence of Magi that made humans feel suffering.  

That's why many people don't even kill demons, they're tired of their terrifying magic and can't even show their proper skills.  

However, there was an opposite power that swallowed up this energy, and that was the divine power.  

"The divine power, on the contrary, consists of endless love for man. A strong belief in God shines brilliantly in itself, and it is the opposite of demons."  

"… … ."  

"And the human will, too, can substitute the grace of God."  

Whoops!  

Turning back for a moment, an unknown energy flowed from Ignet's body.  

It wasn't an auror. It felt much deeper than that.  

flame. There was no warm and nostalgic feeling unlike Irenee's, but just standing behind it gave me a sense of reassurance that I could be protected from anything.  

People looked at Ignet's back without even knowing that her mouth was open.  

Whoops... …  

"Heo Eok, Hook, Whoo… … This is the realization of my inner 'will to protect' with energy, which was created to defeat the devil's 'desire for destruction' from the front."  

"That means… … ."  

"You can think of it as an outward form of the invisible power of the mind."  

"… … ."  

"Just like training the body to increase the apparent muscles, and training the Auror to express the Auror Sword to the outside… … ."  

Whoops-!  

"… … So, the power of the mind… … Among them, the guardian's will to protect the world, which is contrary to the will of the devil, is felt on the surface. … ."  

Whoo-wook-  

"It means you can train, refine, and lead them into the realm of swordsmanship."  

"… … ."  

Everyone was speechless.  

It wasn't that I didn't understand Ignat's words.  

Nor was it to underestimate the power of the mind as abstract.  

Didn't you feel it when you entered the dungeon right away?  

Those who lacked the strength of their hearts almost fell behind, and those who had strong faith in themselves managed to break through the first trial without difficulty.  

But how do you turn this into materialized energy?  

Furthermore, like the Auror Sword, it was made in the form of a sword and developed into the realm of swordsmanship.  

Is that really possible?  

Before that, is this an area where it is possible to learn and teach?  

That was then.  

Whoops-!  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

The sound of air exploding resounded in front of me. People nearby made expressions like, 'What?'  

That rumor was it.  

Irene Pareira carefully looked at the newly awakened power.  

'No, it's not a new awakening.'  

heart sword?  

was already using  

When receiving the final evaluation from Chrono Swordsman, when slashing demons in the southern subjugation, when making palm prints on iron stakes in front of Ignet, when pulling out the Auror Sword against Ilya Lindsay, confirming the past life and believing in the flames when achieved.  

He was always wielding a sword to protect and utilize the power of his mind.  

Whether it is the man's will or his own will.  

So I knew it the moment I heard it. Could.  

The moment when a rather abstract concept is concretely entered into your head... … .  

Whoops-!  

A third power that spreads throughout the body.  

As we tried to put it into the sword, the golden Auror Sword emitted a more intense light.  

bubbling  

Irene Pareira, who achieved the hero's sword, asked while looking at the temporary teacher.  

"Is this the sword of a hero?"  

"right. However… … ."  

Ignet Crescentia, who had been awake once, said.  

"I prefer to call it the sword of the mind."  
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    67. Sword of the Mind (2)  

Before he killed the clown demon, when he first encountered Karen Winker in his previous life.  

Feeling his power seeping through the sword, Irene Pareira realized that she was a little different than before.  

No bones or muscles have changed.  

It wasn't that the Auror had grown rapidly, nor that knowledge about its operation was permeated.  

I felt the memories of my previous life sporadically, but in the first place, I was far below myself in terms of sword technology.  

Still, he was full of confidence.  

Still, it felt full of energy.  

That mighty, ugly demon who might have lived for years was in front of me, but I wasn't scared at all.  

It felt like something stronger than the Auror was enveloping him and his sword.  

And now.  

"… … ."  

As soon as he hears an overview of the sword of the hero, or the sword of the heart, from Ignet Crescentia, Irene becomes convinced that the power of that time is the true energy of himself and the man in his previous life. became  

Whoops-!  

Irene swung his sword.  

It was a bit awkward as usual. It was as if he had never trained a sword in his life.  

To add a little more exaggeration, it was such a crude movement that did not move the body itself.  

It was natural.  

Just like a person who uses muscles for the first time in their life cannot take proper action.  

A person who felt Auror for the first time in their life cannot use the 6 concept of Auror operation smoothly.  

The current Irene wielding the sword of the heart was also lacking and inexhaustible.  

But no one could laugh at it.  

Those who had risen to the expert level, especially those who had reached the master level, were even more so.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

"… … It's absurd."  

Learned the Hero's Sword.  

I just listened to the concept and learned it.  

Of course, I was guessing to some extent.  

Seeing the first ordeal and what followed, Sevion Brooks had in his head the idea that this young man had lived a life of solidarity with good intentions toward the world.  

He was also convinced that if he could really learn the sword of a hero, it would be that young man in the first place.  

However, the moment you hear it, you will awaken your power... … .  

hooo  

woo woo  

Whoops-!  

While the people still couldn't hide their surprised expression, Irene continued to swing his sword.  

It was difficult. It required unimaginable concentration to tune even the sword of the mind while paying attention to the movements of the muscles and Aurors.  

Perhaps the lack of technical skills is also a problem. There must have been tips and know-hows to avoid wasting mental energy.  

Irene, who had thought this far, stopped swinging his sword.  

He said looking at Ignet with a burning gaze.  

"Let's move on to the next one."  

"All right, what's next? Aah!"  

Startle.  

Irene looked back in surprise. I saw the figure of Amira Shelton, the deputy commander of Calben. He had a very excited face.  

It wasn't just her.  

The people who woke up late opened their eyes one by one towards Irene.  

Their eyes were filled with jealousy, frustration, and a little bit of anger that could not be hidden.  

'… … Did I make a mistake?'  

I was a little disappointed.  

It seemed right to go too far without looking around.  

It reminded me of the time when I was interacting with myself in my previous life in my dreams, constantly peeking at his will, learning magic from Lulu, and honing my mental strength day and night.  

Unlike themselves, they wouldn't have been like that.  

The concept itself that Ignet said was unfamiliar, so he probably wasn't prepared for anything.  

Scratching his head, he retrieved one of his outstretched feet.  

And quietly waited for Ignet's next words among the people.  

However, a strange thing happened.  

"Irene, come out."  

"Yes?"  

"It would be better to subtract the intensity separately."  

"However… … ."  

Irene looked around. Once again, I could feel people's sharp gazes on me.  

It was as if they were saying, 'Because of you, we've become cold-eaters!' Among them were the pupils of Ilya Lindsay.  

Fortunately, there was another person who could teach the basics of the hero's sword.  

"Then let me explain the basic concept."  

Georg Phoebe.  

A deputy commander of the Black Knights of the Holy Kingdom and equipped with the skills of a sword master, no one on the continent can ignore him.  

There was no one to complain about when he went out.  

but.  

woo woo woo... …  

"… … I can't handle this smoothly enough to use it in real life either. The mind is the fuel for action. Converting it into real energy requires as much effort and talent as moving the body."  

"… … ."  

"And not only to maintain it, but to incorporate it into swordsmanship… … We need more talent. Unfortunately, I lacked the talent. It may have been a lack of effort. Most likely it was both."  

Those who heard Georg's next words remained silent.  

I had no choice but to do so. A being who had risen to the Sword Master before reaching 40 degrees, said that he lacked talent. There is also a lack of effort.  

If so, what do they become, even as experts, who barely climbed up?  

Twisted emotions rushed to the bottom of their chin, but in the end they couldn't say anything.  

When you think about it, it was quite natural.  

If the sword of a hero was easy enough for anyone to learn, it would not have been a sword of a hero.  

The prosecutors were forced to rule their hearts. The same was true of Sevion Brooks, the same sword master.  

"First of all, the mind that goes against the devil's magic… … Let's start by thinking strongly of 'will to protect'."  

"Wow, Georg speaks well."  

"Yeah. you're good."  

Anya and Lulu looked at them as if it was not their job.  

It was the same with Irene and Ignet. But he soon turned his attention away from it.  

The black knight commander with a sly smile said while looking at Irene.  

"Then shall we begin?"  

"Please."  

"Good. However, don't think that it's easy just because you achieved the heart sword right away."  

"… … ."  

"To tune the mind, body, and Auror at the same time to create a useful swordsmanship… … It wasn't easy for me either."  

"I know."  

Irene nodded her head.  

Yes. I already knew.  

It wasn't just the mind. Raising the body and handling Aurors. There was nothing easy about getting here.  

However, that never made me want to give up.  

Rather, Irene had bigger ambitions than Ignet had expected.  

'Five Elements God.'  

If I could add to the spirit power I learned from the great warrior Karakum... … .  

'You will have more choices to protect the world.'  

Whoa-!  

There was a very weak vibration. It was Irene's heart.  

It was not intentionally smoked to awaken the sword of the hero, but was a good intention towards the world he had originally had.  

Ignet recognized this and burst out laughing.  

However, he did not send envy like the others.  

'Because I have gained enough.'  

"good. I will begin."  

With those words, Ignet entered a special training for only one person. The lectures she and Georg were reciting made the entire dungeon noisy.  

and in between.  

"… … ."  

A silver-haired swordsman who keeps all Georg's words in his head, but also contains his friends and enemies with his eyes.  

A weak vibration echoed in her heart.  

* * *  

Three weeks have passed.  

It was long enough to make people go crazy, but the situation was still good.  

Anya's flame-like errands were turned into magic gold coins, and then into emergency food and small items. Material abundance brought peace of mind.  

But apart from that, there was a gloomy existence.  

It was Sir Sevion Brooks, the highest knight of the Falanque.  

He sat leaning against a common stone wall and watched the two young swordsmen diligently practice their swords.  

It was. He and everyone else had given up on learning Ignet's swordsmanship.  

'It doesn't make any sense to teach or learn something like that.'  

Does the desire to protect someone materialize into energy?  

It was easy to say, but the delicacy needed to make it happen was beyond his imagination.  

Just as the expert swordsman couldn't imitate the master's auror operation, he hit a huge wall.  

Still, it was a bit of a bummer.  

Sevion Brooks, who changed the resentment and anger he felt during the civil war into a spirit of peace and stability, succeeded in materializing the heart sword somehow with the help of Ignet and Georg.  

But that was the limit.  

The moment he put the sword of the heart on the Auror Sword, the thought that he could not move even a single step dominated his whole body.  

'… … It was not an area for me to cross.'  

It was for that reason that Sevion gave up the hero's sword neatly.  

Naturally, there was no mention of other prosecutors who lacked talent.  

Except for Amira Shelton, who still wields a sword and glows, the two swordsmen who are being taught directly by Ignet over there are the true masters of the hero's sword.  

Surprisingly, Ilya's achievement was faster than that of Irene, who first awakened the sword.  

'How do you do that so easily?'  

As much as I thought it would be, Ilya Lindsay's achievements were quick.  

It's not over when we turn our will to protect, to turn our good will toward the world into real energy.  

Just as the operation is more important than feeling the aura, handling the deep sword was even more important.  

And Ilya showed an overwhelming talent in that area. Roughly speaking, the growth rate was twice that of Irene.  

sure… … .  

"You idiot. Isn't that one thing you can't do right?"  

"Heh heh, heh… … If it doesn't work, we'll do it until we can.  

The most surprising thing was Ignet Crescentia, who was teaching the Hero's Sword.  

Since he didn't hide his sword, everyone in the cave could pick up and listen to her teachings.  

So I knew How difficult it is to explain the abstract and ambiguous swordsmanship of the highest rise in words.  

What a high level of understanding about her sword.  

"haha."  

Sevion Brooks laughed. Thinking about the past, his face warmed.  

You don't even know the subject and you're thinking of breaking the ignet.  

Truly, it was like a one-day dog ​​attacking without knowing that it was scary.  

'Let's not worry about it.'  

Sevion Brooks closed his eyes. And to get rid of the creeping feeling of inferiority, I meditated to clear my mind.  

It's a different world anyway. He had to stare at him, only his neck hurt, and nothing helped.  

However, in the heart of the old swordsman, there was still an obsession with Ignet's sword.  

It was a normal emotion with no problems in its current state, but it was a dangerous emotion with a high possibility of turning into darkness even in the slightest mistake.  

However, there was no way that it would turn into a demon.  

Wow!  

Whoa-!  

"uh?"  

"This sound… … ."  

"what? What's up?"  

The expedition members, who were concentrating on their respective tasks, stood up in surprise. Then he turned his head towards the source of the sound.  

At that moment, the sound continued to reverberate. And it was getting bigger and bigger.  

blah blah!  

Wow!  

Wow-!  

blah blah blah blah… …  

Aww!  

The sound of hitting something hard.  

And the sound of cracks caused by it.  

There was a blush on the people's faces. The faces of the Black Knights were brighter.  

It was because they immediately remembered who were breaking the barrier of darkness.  

It was the same with Ignite. Although the injury still did not heal, she remained as upright as possible, waiting for the barrier to break.  

Irene and Ilya, who were being instructed, and Lulu, who had already approached them, watched this with a serious expression.  

Eventually, the darkness fell.  

Aaaaaa-!  

A passage created with a rough sound.  

Brilliant light poured down through the huge hole. It was no ordinary sunlight. It was the divine magic of the high priests who were blessed by God.  

However, it wasn't them that caught Ayrene's eyes.  

A white armor that was pure as if there was no dust on it.  

The moment he saw the old paladin whose white beard felt noble, Irene could feel his whole body tinged with tension.  

"… … ."  

So was Ilya.  

But it was not enough to be concerned.  

Ten paladins approaching from a few steps behind.  

She realized it instinctively. Not all of them belong to him, but it's been many years since they became Sword Masters.  

'Eleven Swordmasters? Even though Avilius is the continent's greatest power, how can so many people... … .'  

Ilya Lindsay's head got complicated. It was the same with Irene Pareira.  

But after a while, even more emotions began to rise in his heart.  

"Ignet Crescentia, you are alive."  

"I'm sorry for showing you how ugly I am, manager."  

It was important to find out the identity of Whitebeard.  

But more importantly, none of the 11 Swordmasters was paying attention to him.  

All of them looked intensely at her, as if they didn't care about anyone other than Ignet Crescentia.  

bubbly  

And it reminded me of something I had forgotten for a while.  

why you are here.  

Irene Pareira, who remembered it again, grabbed the handle of the sword strongly.  
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    68. It's too much for you (1)  

The curse of the clown demon is over.  

No matter how high the demons were, they could not withstand the reinforcements of the Holy Kingdom Avilius.  

The barrier was shattered under the guidance of Julius Hul, the strongest paladin on the continent, and the magic was quickly purified.  

In addition, various measures, such as collecting information and understanding the situation, were carried out in an instant.  

Thus, the total conclusion reached.  

Dungeon exploration total 127 people, 1 dead, no injuries.  

However, the problem was that there was no reward obtained at all.  

As the result was far below expectations, Rabat's general manager, Perry Martinez, sighed again and again.  

'I thought it was a very high win rate gamble... … .'  

Yes. Dungeon exploration is basically a gamble.  

When I went to the deepest part, there were a lot of undead monsters, or the artifacts I barely discovered were contaminated with magical powers.  

However, that is the story of a dungeon that was created within 100 years or a small scale.  

A magic barrier type dungeon, even an ancient dungeon estimated to be at least several hundred years ago, is something you can't help but look forward to.  

But the result was crap.  

The dungeon that they spent a considerable amount of time and money attacking was actually the den of the great devil, and everything that was found inside was stained with a curse.  

What was even more annoying was that he couldn't even get the honor of killing an ancient demon.  

'I can't help but understand... … .'  

Demons are born in the Demon Realm. There are no exceptions.  

Even the ones that appeared hundreds of years ago just crossed through the dimensional rift that was created through the chaos of the continent.  

That is why the Holy Kingdom was forcibly preventing wars between nations.  

Only by reducing the chaos of the continent to a minimum would the gap between the closed dimensions not open, and the demons would never appear again.  

For the same reason, it was also necessary to thoroughly hide the news that the devil has appeared after 150 years!  

In the end, the Rabat Kingdom was unable to obtain any honor or material rewards, even though it had put a lot of effort into it.  

"Whoa."  

Perry Martinez sighed again.  

Fortunately, the general manager of the reinforcements, the White Knights Commander Julius Hul, promised a consolation money.  

Of course, we don't know how much it will cost. If there is a lot, it is good, but just because it is small cannot be counted.  

It is not enough to be the continent's greatest power, who dares to do that to the Holy Kingdom, which holds its own cause?  

'Besides… … .'  

The old wizard slowly closed his eyes. And I remembered the moment of rescue.  

The strongest paladin on the continent, Julius Hul, appeared with a white halo on his back.  

His majesty was truly great. Because he himself, who had lived his whole life with pride, was also hardened.  

But that wasn't what surprised him. Because no one knew that Julius Hul was an excellent knight.  

Rather, he looked more at the people standing behind him. Because I knew some of them.  

'… … I thought he was definitely dead.'  

Among them, Perry Martinez shook her head, recalling the old man who exuded a particularly snarky atmosphere.  

Negotiation is probably impossible.  

Mumbling quietly, he wrote a letter to the king of Rabat.  

* * *  

It's been a week since I escaped from the nest of the clown demon.  

Fortunately, nothing happened.  

There were some people whose hearts were falling apart, but the high priests dispatched from the capital of the Holy Kingdom boasted tremendous divine power.  

After completing the purification of the mind and healing of the body in an instant, they immediately began to investigate the devil's den, and the expedition was able to escape from their duties and return to a peaceful daily life.  

With a warning never to divulge this.  

'Everyone seemed dissatisfied.'  

Irene Pareira nodded, thinking of a request that was close to the threat of the Holy Kingdom.  

I understood enough.  

Those who would have spent a lot of resources on dungeon exploration were in a situation where they could not even get honor, so it was natural to feel unfair.  

Of course, Irene didn't care.  

The reason he was fighting the devil, he raised his golden sword, because it wasn't to get anything.  

'Even I have gained a lot.'  

First, he defeated the clown demon, the enemy of his previous life.  

Peace on the continent was also peaceful, but I felt at ease in that my personal revenge was over.  

The growth of force was also achieved.  

Through the bond with the man in his previous life, the magic sword became more powerful, and through the teachings of Ignet Cresencia, he laid the foundation for a higher realm.  

'In retrospect, it's like you got a much bigger thing than the dungeon's Artifact stake was settled.'  

After finishing contemplating with hoot and exhalation, Irene Pareira opened her eyes.  

I saw the figure of Ilya Lindsay diligently practicing the sword. It wasn't flashy and sharp.  

On the contrary, people who didn't know well would scold them for being sloppy and lousy.  

However, it was different in his eyes as an excellent swordsman and magician.  

Hero's Sword.  

No, seeing her melting the sword of her heart into her body, Irene also swung her sword.  

Whoo!  

Whoops!  

I thought about it last time, but making the sword of the mind completely my own was really proud of the terrible difficulty.  

It was as if a person who had never moved in their entire life due to a disability was performing a difficult movement.  

Just as a swordsman who has barely felt an auror can't focus on strengthening, hardening, flowering, concentration, and expression at the same time, Irene Pareira continued his training step by step to become familiar with the sword.  

Whoo!  

Set your heart on one sword.  

Whoops!  

It seeks harmony with the body with two swords.  

Whoops!  

Add Auror to it, and add the energy of the Five Elements.  

As hot fire is added to the completed taboo, Irene's sword is gradually smoothed and sharpened.  

However, as time passed, his expression darkened.  

The tip of the sword, which had lost concentration, began to shake little by little, and his breathing and posture, which had been stable, were also subtle but cracked.  

I knew why.  

Irene, who had collected his sword, sat down on the bench and looked back at his heart.  

'I came here to see Ignet.'  

Yes.  

The reason he came to the middle of the continent was to meet Ignet Crescentia.  

I still remember what she said a year and a half ago in Derinku.  

'A kid with a piece of steel he can't handle properly.'  

That was correct.  

So I was upset. I got even more angry.  

The moment I completed the sword through my previous life, Ignet's face immediately came to mind, to the extent that I felt like I had to go show my growth.  

Irene had strong feelings for her.  

Of course, when you say, 'Did you show anything?', it's not.  

Unlike before, he was not swayed by iron stakes. He proudly showed the sword he had raised.  

Unlike before, he did not hesitate in front of her. He fully showed what he meant.  

Seeing Ignet's surprised face, I thought it was a little refreshing, and I was able to gain confidence as well as a sense of exhilaration.  

Until you enter the dungeon.  

'… … Not long enough.'  

Irene closed her eyes.  

Then, what had happened in the dungeon came to mind as if it had just happened.  

The energy of the swordsmanship that gave a powerful blow to the clown demon.  

The strong figure that alone prevented his terrifying self-destruction.  

In spite of the fatal injuries that ordinary people can't even happen, the image of her who gave the sword of her heart without losing her dignity even in the midst of such pain did not leave my mind.  

"… … ."  

I know it's a meaningless feeling.  

Didn't Brett tell you? Heroes have no rank. Whether you are strong or weak, just walking that path is worth it.  

… … I do not know. I don't know now.  

Recalling the gazes of the paladins that only poured on Ignet Crescentia, Irene opened his eyes.  

Then he saw a familiar figure standing in front of him.  

"Mr. Georg."  

"It's been a while, Irene."  

"… … ."  

"No, isn't it strange to say that it's been a while? But it's the first greeting after reunion... … I don't think that's very wrong."  

Georg Phoebe politely extended his hand. Irene Pareira, who had been contemplating for a moment, reached out to face her.  

After exchanging a strong handshake, he asked if he could sit next to him, and Irene nodded.  

Ilya stopped her sword and looked at them quietly.  

Georg opened his mouth when about a minute had passed.  

"Can I ask you a favor?"  

"… … What kind of request?"  

"I want to ask you about what happened during the year and a half since we broke up."  

"… … ."  

"I know this may be an rude question. But I couldn't stand it because I was curious."  

It was sincere.  

When we first met at the banquet hall, it wasn't like this.  

He became very strong, and his heart seemed to be hardened.  

Even the picky manager has changed remarkably, but it was for another reason that the intense curiosity that it is now bloomed.  

"The manager has changed."  

"… … ."  

"A very small amount, but it has definitely changed. maybe… … It's probably because of Irene Pareira. But I don't know."  

"What do you mean?"  

"I don't know what Irene Pareira-san had an influence on the general manager."  

"… … ."  

"The general manager was a consistent person, from the moment we first met until now."  

Georg recalled the past.  

Ten years ago, when I grabbed myself, who was unaware of how high I was in the sky, even now, as the commander of the Knights of the Holy Kingdom, I am still using old-fashioned tones. Ignite was the same.  

Like a person who was completed from the beginning, he did not waver, did not change, and quickly ran only the path he had set.  

The manager, who had been that way, has changed a bit.  

His confident expression and confident behavior were still there.  

However, something strange was added between those atmospheres. Georg could feel it.  

Ignet didn't look at him, but for the past 10 years, he didn't look away for even a moment, just looking at the manager.  

So I was a little annoyed. It was also bittersweet.  

I didn't like the fact that it was neither myself nor Anya, but someone who had passed me by for a while had an effect on Ignet.  

However… … .  

'I can't deny that it's thanks to this friend that the manager's heart is slowly opening up.'  

It was for this reason that Georg came to him.  

He is inferior to the leader. Not only the skills, but also the eyes.  

He couldn't feel what she felt right away, so in order to understand it, he had to visit the person and listen to the story.  

If I didn't do that, I couldn't really follow the leader who was running far away.  

"… … It is for this reason that I have come to you."  

Georg frankly confided his feelings.  

Irene watched him for a moment and looked up at the sky.  

There was nothing I couldn't do.  

It wasn't a good relationship, but most of the uncomfortable feelings at the time had already disappeared.  

He could see just how big his heart was for Ignet, so Irene decided to tell his story as he wished.  

But before that, I have something to ask.  

He looked at the opponent through the eyes of a magician and opened his mouth.  

"I will tell you."  

"thank… … ."  

"If only I could tell you what you're hiding first."  

"… … ."  

"About Ignet, about the devil… … Are you hiding something?"  

A gleam gleamed in Irene Pareira's eyes.  

An intuition stronger than ever, a sharp sixth sense, scoured Georg's insides.  

The deputy commander of the Black Knights shed a streak of sweat as the eyes shot with conviction.  

… … couldn't say  

But I couldn't help but say it.  

It was as if he knew everything from the beginning. Asking a question seemed to be just a process for confirmation.  

Finally, with a sigh, Georg Phoebe opened his mouth.  

"It's very likely that the clown is still alive… … This is the idea of ​​the Holy Kingdom."  

* * *  

gully  

The door to the conference room opened. There was little anger on the faces of some paladins.  

It is a gathering place for big players that even the black knight commander of the kingdom should keep an eye on. To enter such a place without permission.  

However, those who opened the door were proud.  

Two young swordsmen who can't see 30 degrees and a flying cat.  

Among them, the blonde young man said.  

"I have heard that the clown demon is not dead."  

"… … ."  

"In addition, I have heard that not a few demons can be hidden all over the continent, and that a subjugation team will be formed to punish those demons."  

"so?"  

"I will say it outright. Please put us in the subjugation squad as well."  

"Why?"  

It wasn't a friendly voice.  

It was natural. It looked like he came in without permission and was swarming, so there was no way he felt good.  

Irene continued to look at the bald old man as he answered his words.  

'Strong.'  

The status of a prosecutor cannot be judged only by the total amount of Aurors.  

However, it is true that it is the most objective indicator, so Irene was able to grasp the aurors of all the conference halls with the eyes of an auror.  

Surprisingly, that old man had more Auras than anyone except Julius Hul.  

'Who is it?'  

An appearance that does not overlap with any of the top 10 swordsmen on the continent.  

However, the atmosphere is not formidable enough to rival that of Daejeonsa Karakum.  

he got up from his seat.  

and said  

"come out."  

"Yes?"  

"You seem confident in your skills, come out and show it."  

"… … ."  

"Do you have that kind of courage?"  

A cold gaze that neither ignores nor respects himself.  

Irene Pareira, who received the gaze of the bald old man, nodded.  

"There is."  
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A group of people leaving the conference hall and heading to the rehearsal hall.  

The bald old man who made the proposal was at the forefront, followed by Irene and his party, and finally Julius Hul and Ignet Crescentia and the rest followed.  

I felt weird.  

After Irene Pareira came out on the continent, I thought that I would go through quite a few things like this.  

'It's a proof of skill... … .'  

He remembered the old days.  

When measuring magic tools to receive a mercenary plaque.  

When I went to Partizan and competed against the Hiram Cross and Jet Frost.  

When he fought many gladiators in the land of Eisenmarkt proof.  

Other than that, there were a lot of little things. There were times when it wasn't, but most of those situations started with people's ignorance.  

It was because he was the type of person who was less talented on the outside. Perhaps her relatively young appearance also played a part.  

'These people are different.'  

However, the characters of the Holy Kingdom heading to the theater now were different.  

The characters behind him did not have high expectations of himself.  

However, he did not show any disrespectful eyes.  

No matter what he had heard before, he could see the idea of ​​excluding all uncertain information and checking his skills himself.  

So was the bald old man walking ahead.  

It didn't feel like I was just going out with the idea of ​​breaking a child's courage.  

An attitude to seriously judge one's abilities and respond accordingly.  

Irene thought that the old man in front of him was a formidable existence.  

'Who the hell are you?'  

"Do you know that grandfather?"  

"… … I do not know."  

Lulu and Ilya Lindsay had the same question.  

He didn't pull out his sword, but he could tell from the outward prayer.  

I felt like that person, a talented person similar to my father.  

You are as strong as the continent's 10 greatest swordsmen!  

For a moment, I thought it was the Red Knight Commander Rigoberto Clark, but then he shook his head.  

As Ilya knew, he wasn't bald.  

No, at least the characters who were supposed to be the Sword Masters who were following her in the first place were also people she didn't know.  

'Son, the power of the Holy Kingdom is far greater than most people think.'  

Suddenly, I remembered a conversation my father and brother had in the past.  

It was when I was young, but I remember it vividly.  

As the Holy Kingdom's intervention in the entire continent gradually grew stronger, it was an atmosphere in which several people complained.  

His brother, Carl Lindsay, also responded that he did not understand.  

Even if Avilius was the most powerful nation, he didn't think he had that much power.  

Just looking at the number of Sword Masters right now. The average number of sword masters in the 5 Western Kingdoms is 5. On the other hand, Avilius had fewer than 10 people.  

Of course, other powers, including the priest, were great, but it was true that the knights were lacking compared to the Five Kingdoms Union.  

'But my father didn't think so.'  

invisible power.  

Recalling her father, Joshua Lindsay, who reacted as if she was convinced of him, Ilya gulped.  

It really was. The power of the Holy Kingdom that she did not know was beyond her imagination.  

Even that Ignet Crescentia couldn't seem to stand out.  

"Are you going to do it here?"  

Said the bald old man in the middle of the auditorium. Not a single ant could be seen except for them, perhaps because of their bites.  

Irene Pareira asked, looking at the person who was looking at her with neither cold nor hot eyes.  

"Before we begin, can I hear your respect?"  

The bald old man looked back. It felt like asking for Julius Hull's consent.  

The commander of the White Knights thought for a moment and then nodded, and then he turned his head again and opened his mouth.  

"It's Quincy Myers."  

"… … ."  

"I'm telling you this because you think your mouth will be heavy, so don't divulge it anywhere else."  

"… … Yes."  

Irene Pareira nodded and said. His expression was still stiff.  

So was Ilya Lindsay, standing behind him.  

Luluman looked at his twinkling bald head with a bewildered expression and asked next to him.  

"Anyone you know?"  

"… … I am the squadron commander of the Red Knights."  

"okay? But why?"  

"I heard that he passed away 10 years ago… … Now I know."  

Ilya nodded her head.  

now I get it. Who are the ten sword masters who suddenly appeared? How come they all look old?  

They were all Paladins from the previous generation, known to have already turned their backs on the world.  

She looked at them with serious eyes, then turned her gaze to Irene.  

'Cheer up, Irene.'  

Of course, the current Irene did not feel the feelings of a friend. I didn't even hear Lulu's upbringing support.  

so focused. Not only Quincy Myers, the former Red Knight commander, but also all the Holy Kingdom personnel who were watching him.  

'amazing.'  

There was nothing else to say but that.  

As his skills improved, his eyesight improved, and his eyes for seeing Aurors became more sophisticated.  

In the past, you could only see the total amount of Aurors, but when your concentration is maximized like now, you can feel the flow of Aurors even if the opponent is not doing anything.  

It was not smooth.  

It wasn't that soft.  

Even so, it felt like a powerful force like a tsunami would come crashing down if I set my mind.  

At that moment, Irene Pareira realized.  

It means that his skills are far below the standards of the subjugation squad that the Holy Kingdom thinks of.  

"Don't give up on your first move."  

Quincy Myers drew her sword. A giant sword, just like Airen. A force as heavy as his strong physique radiated from his whole body.  

That alone made a drop of sweat run down his forehead.  

Yes, after a short answer, Irene summoned the Greatsword.  

"Hmm."  

"Oh oh."  

"That… … ."  

A sword shining in golden color from the handle to the blade.  

Perhaps it was a feeling of unusualness, among the Paladins, a faint groan erupted.  

However, the present Irene did not pay attention to them. He wasn't even looking at his opponent, Quincy Myers.  

Ignet Crescentia.  

Still radiating a sun-like atmosphere.  

Seeing her standing proudly without being pushed even among the powerful and great Paladins, Irene realized what she had been mistaken about.  

"this guy… … ."  

Woo-woo-woo!  

It was a moment when Quincy Myers frowned. Auror Sword suddenly erupted from Irene's sword.  

Aura of golden color just like a sword.  

Seeing that dazzling appearance, the commander of the squadron of the Red Knights, who was trying to slap him for not focusing on him, shut his mouth.  

No words were needed.  

Although it is a body that worships a god, there is not a lot of time devoted to the sword.  

To feel the will to be transmitted through the sword, Quincy Myers took a firm pause.  

"Whoa."  

Looking at him like that with deep eyes, Irene caught his breath.  

It was a huge advantage to be conceded in advance.  

Even skills that are difficult to deal with in practice can be demonstrated with sufficient preparation time.  

Recalling his first battle with the 101st swordsman, Jet Frost, he concentrated his mind.  

flesh.  

come.  

the heart of a previous life.  

present-day mind.  

The resulting steel and sparks.  

And another flame that will make the flame even hotter.  

Irene Pareira, who remembered all that, finally raised her sword.  

* * *  

Woo-woo-woo!  

"Ugh."  

"That's great."  

"Did I say I'm 23 now? exactly… … ."  

"You deserve confidence."  

The moment the auror sword rose from the sword of the blonde young man, the 10 cleanup knights nodded their heads.  

Most of those who have retired from public office spend the rest of their lives in prayer or go on a journey to spread the will of God.  

However, some articles were a little different. Leaving the world and quietly practicing swords, or wandering the continent while hiding their identity, destroying evil.  

Officially they were supposed to be dead, so they went on to lead a second life without even obeying the Holy King's orders.  

The only event that can bring them together.  

the devil's call.  

That was the reason why the 10 Sword Masters, the Holy Kingdom 'Purification Team', appeared here, and it was the reason why I was less surprised by Irene Pareira's talent.  

It was because the years and experience they had accumulated over the years were making them calm.  

Of course, that didn't mean they weren't without inspiration.  

For a young age of 23, the body is surprisingly well-trained.  

Even more impressive than such a body, an aura that is good enough to feel the warmth of it.  

Smiles spread across the faces of the Jeonghwadan members.  

It was because he realized that the young man did not apply for the subjugation team simply for honor or self-interest, but really spoke out with a mind in mind for the continent.  

'If we grow steadily like this, it will be a great help to the continent.'  

'excellent. It makes me want to join the kingdom.'  

'If such a child could be active as the sword of God and support Ignet, then he would be able to return to God's arms with confidence.'  

I felt a happy heart. A smile came not only from the mouth, but also from the eyes. Of course, he didn't lose his concentration.  

They were still watching Irene with their eyes wide open, eagerly anticipating the sword attack that was about to explode.  

But, it's not over yet.  

Irene Pareira's sword, equipped with enough time, was far greater than they thought.  

Whoops-!  

"… … !"  

"… … !"  

A strong energy erupted along with the sound of something exploding.  

A mysterious power that ordinary people cannot see with the naked eye gently permeated the golden aura.  

Recognizing that it was the hero's sword, one of the purifiers looked at Ignet.  

She said.  

"Have you ever said that you have taught me?"  

"… … Didn't I say three weeks?"  

"That's right."  

"then… … ."  

Ji-ying-!  

Conversation was cut off. The old man who was asking the question hurriedly turned his head and opened his eyes even wider.  

It wasn't just that. Some, with their full-fledged impressions, rolled their heads to find out what the energy was once again overlaid on the Auror Sword and the Hero's Sword.  

At that time, Julius Hull, the commander of the White Knights, who had been silent until now, opened his mouth.  

"Five Elements."  

"Oh Goddess? Ah… … ."  

"You are right, I think. Spirit's energy... … Among them, the energy of iron and the energy of fire reside. The taboo has already been completed."  

"… … ."  

After saying those words, Julius Hul kept his mouth shut.  

His eyes, staring at the blond young man, were also tinged with surprise, just like everyone else.  

But it was still.  

It wasn't over yet.  

The members of the Jeonghwa Team, Quincy Myers in front of him, and Julius Hul, the commander of the White Knights.  

Irene Pareira, who had erased all but one person from sight, opened her eyes.  

Where his gaze was directed, there was Ignet Crescentia, who still had a confident expression on her face.  

Through the training of his previous life, he built a will of steel.  

Through the journey of the present life, he embraced the belief of the flame. His will to protect the world and his good intentions were the source that made Irene move forward.  

However… … .  

'Only the path of a hero, I cannot explain all human beings!'  

Whoops-!  

Another flame bloomed in Irene's heart.  

No, it wasn't new. A small embers that must have existed from the beginning ate his heart and gradually increased in size.  

You don't need to compare yourself to others to walk the path of a hero.  

That was correct. Anyone could walk the path of a hero, and anyone could move for the world.  

Competing with others was unnecessary in walking the right path.  

But Irene wasn't just a hero.  

It was.  

Unlike before, he genuinely likes and loves swords and is full of will to advance to a higher realm… … .  

He was truly a 'real inspector'.  

Whoops-!  

The prosecutor's mind was speaking.  

I don't want to be left behind.  

I want to stand in the same position. I also want to participate in the subjugation squad that Ignet joined. It wasn't just that.  

I want to achieve a level that will surprise even her someday and win after a proper fight.  

The desire to compete as a prosecutor.  

A heart that was as hot as a hero's beliefs, breathed new vitality into Irene's sword.  

Whoops-!  

There was an explosion. Quincy Myers frowned.  

The rushing heat was unbearable. However, he did not close his eyes. For that, the sword held by the young man in front of him felt so beautiful.  

finished steel.  

finished flame.  

No, seeing Irene Pareira wrapped in flames beyond perfection, the squadron commander of the Red Knights paused for a moment.  

A situation in which an attack is likely to start even with the slightest chance.  

He said this with a calm face.  

"lost."  

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble chapter 200
     |  ToC | 

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble 201

Reformation of the Deadbeat Noble chapter 201
    68. It's too much for you (3)  

"… … ?"  

Irene Parreira, who heard the words of Quincy Myers, the squadron commander of the Red Knights, gave a bewildered look.  

Of course, he prepared a blow that he could never ignore.  

He drew 200% of his power as he had infinite preparation time, which could never be used in actual combat.  

However, if it was to the extent that the opponent mentioned defeat, that was absolutely not the case.  

'… … In terms of swordsmanship alone, it feels stronger than Karakum.'  

As I stood face to face, I knew right away.  

It wasn't just the total amount of Aurors that was great.  

Auror that is in perfect operation according to his experience and years of experience, a spirit that shines like a star in the sky, a body that has been trained to the extreme despite the passage of time.  

In addition to that, an unprecedented power presumed to be divine power was protecting the whole body.  

'Is such a person declaring surrender to this extent?'  

I couldn't understand.  

Did you read the eyes of Irene like that?  

Quincy Myers put down her sword and explained why.  

"Just in case you get injured."  

"… … What do you mean?"  

"No, of course I am."  

"… … ?"  

"Your attack, I can't take it. However… … Don't be honest. Much stronger than I thought. No matter how much you focus on defense, you will not be able to avoid getting hurt. Of course, if I just block it, I'll win, but... … ."  

After a brief pause, Quincy Myers continued.  

"If you get injured while building your self-esteem needlessly, wouldn't it be a hindrance to carrying out God's orders?"  

"… … i See. Okay."  

Irene nodded her head.  

It was a little, but I felt ashamed.  

While he was swept away by personal greed and never thought about the future, Quincy Myers prioritized subjugating the devil and peace on the continent.  

However, I didn't regret it.  

finally realized  

You don't have to follow only one path.  

You can walk the path of a hero and at the same time walk the path of a swordsman.  

Rather, the thought that such greed would lead him to a higher place was firmly established at this moment.  

Of course, Quincy Myers wasn't interested in his thoughts.  

Looking back, he looked at the other sword masters, Julius Hul, and the members of the Jeonghwa Team and said.  

"What do you think? This is a lot better than I thought."  

"Not at a good level."  

"Were you 23? what is this... … What was I doing at that age?"  

"I don't even remember. Almost 100 years ago."  

"Even though I am older, I am not as good as you. I remember."  

"I am sorry to say that we are all growing old together… … ."  

"No, these inspirations just leak into useless stories."  

In an instant, it became a noisy atmosphere like a dungeon. If it was good, it was a friendly feeling, if it was bad, it looked sullen.  

The appearance of a dignified paladin was not thought of at all.  

Of course I couldn't intervene. Airen, Lulu, and Ilya kept their mouths shut, waiting for the Jeonghwa Team's meeting to end.  

However, there were those who did not.  

A person who is tens of years younger than them, or close to 100 years younger, but has been recognized for his skills by everyone.  

The current Black Knight commander, Ignet Crescentia, quietly intervened in their conversation.  

"Isn't it too early to make a decision yet?"  

"Well? what is that... … ."  

"Irene Pareira is not the only one who has found this place."  

I looked at a place in Ignet.  

Accordingly, Jeonghwadan's gaze also looked at the same place. Then, the forgotten person caught my eye.  

Ilya Lindsay.  

The Black Knight Commander pointed a finger at her, who was standing quietly, and said:  

"If Irene Pareira is qualified, then Ilya Lindsay should be qualified as well."  

"… … ."  

"That is my opinion."  

Whoops!  

Intense attention was focused. Irene felt as if a strong wind had passed by, even though it wasn't pouring on him.  

The eyes of the paladins were so deep and fierce.  

An unexpected recommendation from Ignet.  

An unexpected change of atmosphere.  

Despite this, Ilya Lindsay's expression did not change.  

"… … ."  

No, it wasn't.  

Outwardly, not much had changed.  

However, Irene and Lulu, who had been watching her for a long time, knew.  

The hardened expression on her face, the many emotions swirling inside her.  

"for a bit."  

Ilya Lindsay turned her back.  

And it disappeared faster than usual, or a little faster than that.  

The expression on his face remained unbroken. But some keen eyes could sense a subtle atmosphere through her eyes.  

"What? Why are you there?"  

"What did we do wrong?"  

"It's because I'm staring at you too closely… … ."  

"Oh, I see. That girl, that… … ."  

"uh? Ah, right."  

Jeonghwadan became noisy again.  

However, this time I quickly came to a conclusion. It was thanks to the belated recollection of the entanglement between Ignet and the Lindsay family.  

In a way, it can be said that it is a bad relationship.  

What kind of emotions will arise when you receive his approval and favor?  

"It's complicated, it's complicated."  

"That's it."  

Paladins shaking their heads one by one.  

Irene Pareira and Lulu did not look at them like that.  

I kept looking at Ilya's back, who was disappearing somewhere in the distance.  

He was a magician who could look into his heart, but he couldn't read everything.  

Recently, Ilya has changed so much that even they can't understand it.  

'… … He was solid as if he were someone else.'  

It exudes a dignified atmosphere as if all worries, anxieties and worries before reaching Rabat were blown away.  

He showed a proud attitude to the gossips of the nobles, and poured out everything he had to say with an innocent face in front of Ignet.  

Seeing that scene, Irene and Lulu thought.  

Worrying about Ilya was nothing more than a fluke. Without realizing it, they shook off and woke up.  

… … I just found out  

The reason Ilya looked okay wasn't because she wasn't really okay.  

Like the expression on the verge of collapsing that she showed before leaving her seat, it was because she was barely blocking the waves crashing inside.  

"Come back to the point."  

Irene Pareira's thoughts were cut off. The chaotic atmosphere caused by the chattering of the old men of the Jeonghwadan was also cleared up in an instant.  

Everyone's attention was focused on the short words of Julius Hul, the strongest of the Holy Kingdom.  

Irene swallowed his saliva with an unbelievable strength for an eighty-year-old old man.  

After a while, a low-pitched voice came out of his mouth.  

"Participation in subjugation is not permitted. The reason is lack of skill."  

"… … ."  

"The possibilities are plenty. However, the subjugation squad is not a place that can only be entered with possibility."  

Are you happy if you are happy?  

Julius Hul, instead of turning Irene back with short words, spoke his thoughts with a relatively sincere heart.  

It was unusual for him to think of him, who usually speaks less.  

His judgment was as follows.  

The fact that the devil's call spreads across the continent itself will cause great confusion, and that may lead to a new rift in the demon realm.  

In order to prevent that, the subjugation squad should be organized with as few people as possible.  

And since he was included in the small number of people, Irene's skills were far inferior.  

Quincy Meyers took over the words in place of Julius Hull, which has been described so far.  

"That's right. Even if they increase the number of people or receive support, there is no need to go back to the fourth turn. Karakum in the northwest, the 5 major swordsmiths in the west, and the 3 lords of the Runtel Kingdom… … It makes sense to recruit them."  

"… … ."  

"How are you? Can you understand?"  

I just had to understand.  

he was strong  

He was a member of the only 100 Sword Masters in the world, and he awakened numerous abilities, including the Five Elements Gods.  

He had the will to become stronger and never to be broken.  

If it had been to subdue demons or monsters, he would have been able to work in any place.  

But if you ask me if I can do it against the Great Demon.  

When he thought of people who were more suitable than him one by one, he could never hold his head up proudly.  

… … At least for now.  

"If only I could get stronger."  

"… … ."  

"If only I could be stronger than I am now. If the clown demon or the evil power of other demons nurtured the strength enough to not be defeated... … ."  

Whoops, Irene took a deep breath and spit out the next words.  

"At that time, will you accept me as a member of the subjugation squad?"  

"Our goal is to finish the job before you grow to that level."  

Whoops-!  

Julius Hull said. A prayer that was so firm and tight enough that a needle could not even go through with him tightened Irene's body.  

The pressure on Lulu's body next to him was enough to make him goosebumps.  

The young hero did not back down.  

Jeong Jeong-dan kept silence while watching Irene looking at the strongest swordsman in the Holy Kingdom with his intense gaze and eyes heavier than a thousand words, and Ignet smiled strangely.  

1 minute to do that.  

Julius Hul said to Irene Pareira, who was sweating as if it had been struck by lightning for a moment.  

"Kun."  

"… … ."  

"Find Kun. If he gets his approval... … Then I will think again."  

* * *  

fast. faster.  

In the end, Ilya Lindsay, who was getting farther and farther away while running instead of walking, stopped in an unfamiliar vacant lot.  

Reason?  

nothing to say  

Recalling the words of Ignet Crescentia, she recalled an earlier event at the banquet hall.  

'… … He didn't pay any attention.'  

I still have vivid memories of that time.  

Her gaze, which came out of the golden portal, still spraying hot energy like the sun, was always directed towards Irene Pareira.  

As if he didn't even exist, as if only Irene, who was by his side, was his only adversary.  

I felt it watching it.  

The fact that the anger, anxiety, jealousy and obsession that he had harbored were one-sided emotions.  

It was from then.  

Ilya Lindsay decided to erase the Ignet Crescentia that she had cherished all her life from her heart.  

'you can do it. It would be much more convenient. Is this right.'  

I remembered a time when I sweared at other nobles in the banquet hall.  

Nothing I was worried about happened. Rather, the emotions that I endured were discharged, and I felt a cool and refreshing feeling.  

and realized The freedom that came when you were not conscious of others, that sense of freedom.  

The moment you let go of all your feelings for Ignet, the thrill will come to you once again.  

Surely it will.  

By the way… … .  

'After all, I couldn't.'  

haha.  

Breathing became heavy.  

It was difficult for me to stay still. Ilya looked around and drew out her sword.  

And I started swinging around.  

Whoo!  

knew  

I said I would be free from Ignet, but in reality I couldn't.  

Whoops!  

Breaking through the first ordeal of the dungeon and breaking through the barrier that came the second time.  

It was because they were all aware of Ignet.  

I did everything I could to make sure she didn't ignore him anymore and somehow made her look back on herself.  

The gentle yet intense flame that came for a while led to more power than usual.  

Whoops-!  

Still, I tried my best not to show off.  

As if you were nothing to yourself, you got rid of your expression and the trembling of your voice.  

I tried my best not to show any respect, gaze, or anything directed towards Ignet. Come to think of it now, it was.  

I knew the truth.  

Ilya knew that it was all because she couldn't erase her feelings.  

Woo-woo-woo!  

let's forget let's all forget have to forget  

Ilya, who shook her head vigorously, unleashed a deep sword. He tried to ignore the idea that it was an ability he had learned from Ignet.  

Just thinking like that makes her conscious. He just made a choice that would help his future.  

No, in fact, it was hard to see the ability that I got with the help of Ignet.  

Because the sword of her heart was the sword of Irene Pareira.  

He didn't have a grand heart to protect the world, but the desire to protect his precious friend was enough to awaken his abilities.  

Yes, this was a sword made with the help of Irene, not Ignet.  

However, such thoughts could not completely erase Ilya's defilements.  

'After all, am I a being who can only be swayed by someone?'  

'Are you out of the sight of others? You're still conscious of Ignet. You're still only getting help from Irene.'  

'Can't I walk my own path? Is that so? Just like in the past, like now, and in the future, we have no choice but to live a life of dependence on someone... … Am I that kind of person?'  

Whoops-!  

Ilya Lindsay's sword grew fiercer. The thoughts that flowed from the sword created winds and storms.  

As a result, the sword of the heart, which had melted into the auror, was also shaken here and there.  

The chaos that could not be controlled even with a natural talent for swords corroded the surroundings.  

As if it were a reaction to what he had endured for a long time, an uncontrollable feeling was tearing apart the air and scratching the earth.  

What made her stop was the voice of a man.  

"Ilya."  

haven't heard in a long time.  

But above all else, a familiar, warm, and warm voice.  

Ilya's emotions subsided. It sank so quickly that even he himself was surprised.  

Turning her head, she confirmed the main character of the voice.  

and said  

"Dad."  

"Yes, my daughter."  

Fierce and cold impression.  

However, a middle-aged man with a smile soft enough to cover his teeth.  

The best swordsman in the Kingdom of Adan, Joshua Lindsay, appeared in front of her daughter.  
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Joshua Lindsay.  

The current head of the Lindsay family, and among the many swordsmen on the continent, he is so strong that he can be counted among his ten fingers.  

And Ilya Lindsay's father.  

The daughter, who saw him like that, had no choice but to make a blank expression for a moment.  

Where are you?  

It is the realm of Rabat Kingdom in the middle of the continent.  

It was impossible for a father who should be in the Kingdom of Adan, one of the five Western Kingdoms, to be here.  

Of course, that thought did not last long.  

father. own dad.  

The moment he saw Joshua Lindsay's face, expression, and eyes, which he had not seen for two years, Ilya Lindsay couldn't help but feel a deeper blood and blood than longing.  

However, the complex emotions that rose again blocked her.  

'What do I look like now?'  

Two years ago, when he said he was leaving the practice, he remembered his father's face.  

I first found out Among the masters of the 5 major swordsmanship families, the coolest and calmest person known to be able to make such an expression.  

But it was not visible at the time.  

Only Ignet Crescentia's face caught my eye and popped into my head.  

He left the family without looking back. And he continued to practice to show others.  

No, not anymore.  

Ilya's head became more complicated.  

I know that my past self was wrong.  

He is well aware that obsession with the Internet destroys himself, and that obsession with the gaze of others destroys him.  

Now is the time to take a different path.  

But he is not like that now.  

'Still swayed, still entangled.'  

It was weak and uncomfortable. To the extent that a single word of recognition from Ignet breaks the embankment of emotions... … Right now, he was unstable.  

I could see Ilya Lindsay herself, who collapsed in an instant, to the extent that I thought that I might have been stronger mentally in the land of proof.  

Then, what was the meaning of the training for the past two years, the time of asceticism that continued to the point of ignoring the disapproval of my parents?  

Thoughts followed and followed. A wave of emotions raged again.  

Unable to raise her sword or look into the eyes of her father whom she had not seen in a long time, Ilya shook her head helplessly.  

I couldn't dare utter any words.  

It didn't matter.  

"OK."  

Father's voice, softer and warmer than ever.  

no. Not like that.  

My father was always the same.  

Although the leader of the sword family is cold-hearted to others, Joshua Lindsay was the most merciful and gentle to her daughter herself.  

It wasn't that his father wasn't warm, it wasn't that he didn't feel warm.  

Joshua approached her, who only realized it after a very long time.  

The father, who hugged his daughter with all his might, offered her consolation once more.  

"Okay. Everything is fine."  

"… … ."  

"There is nothing to worry about. I'm serious. I'm not just saying that."  

The girl, tired of the long voyage, stepped on the earth.  

Ilya Lindsay wept for a long time in the arms of her father, who was hard, wide, and warm.  

Poured everything out and emptied it. It's like starting all over again.  

So little time passed.  

Joshua Lindsay, who was staring intently at her sleeping daughter, said to Emma Garcia, the city escort, who was behind her.  

"I'm begging you for my daughter."  

"I take orders, my lord."  

"It must have been very difficult. I will take good care of you."  

"… … It's a shameful thing to say, but I think the girl she is now is much better than the girl she was two years ago."  

Emma Garcia said without expression. Joshua Lindsay paused for a moment upon hearing that, then gave an ambiguous smile.  

he replied  

"Good or bad, it's a very vague word."  

"I mean it in a good way. You will get better in the future."  

"… … ."  

"Sorry for going off topic."  

"no. I'm not that narrow-minded. You're the one who watched your daughter closest, you're right."  

The father who had left his daughter looked at a place.  

Suddenly, the warm atmosphere disappeared, and it returned to its usual cold appearance.  

Recalling the information he had obtained by oppressing Perry Martinez, he moved his body after speaking the last word.  

"Please."  

"Yes, my lord."  

* * *  

"Get Kuhn's approval. If you do that, I will acknowledge your joining as well."  

"… … ."  

"Maybe, you don't know who Khun is, right?"  

"Of course I do."  

Irene Pareira nodded her head.  

If it was when he had just left the territory, he is now in a state full of common sense thanks to Kuvar.  

There was no reason to not know a famous swordsman like Kuhn.  

The reason he stayed still without saying a word was because Julius Hul's words were surprising.  

Irene thought with a serious expression.  

'Kun, what the hell... … .'  

Where can I go to meet you?  

Yes. That was the most important thing.  

The condition of 'Get Kuhn's approval' was understandable.  

It's nothing else, it's a matter of determining your qualifications to join the demon subjugation squad.  

Naturally, I thought that the name of the top 10 swordsmen on the continent would come out.  

But among them, I thought that there was only one reason to mention Khun, whose place of residence was unclear.  

'You don't want to put me in the subjugation squad.'  

Was it because the complaints were exposed?  

Julius Hul looked at Irene with a solemn expression. and said  

"It is clear what you are thinking. But you have no intention of thinking at all. than that... … Are you confident?"  

"… … ."  

"He's a lot more absurd than I thought. I know the name Kuhn, but I don't think you really know what kind of person Kuhn is."  

As soon as he heard these words, Irene felt a surge of consciousness.  

Raising his head, he looked at the members of the Jeonghwadan one by one.  

I didn't just look at it, I used my eyes and five senses to look at the aurors meticulously.  

A look that could be said to be somewhat rude.  

But thanks to that, I realized it again.  

Among those participating in the subjugation, there is no one weaker than himself.  

"Kun is not a good person. He has stricter standards than anyone else, and he has more demanding eyes than anyone else."  

"… … ."  

"It means that even a few years of effort is not enough for you now."  

Words close to admonition.  

However, Irene did not respond.  

Maybe a little excited.  

As he encountered himself in his previous life, learned the sword of the mind from Ignet, and balanced the taboo and fire, it seems that he was filled with pride without realizing it.  

'Wake.'  

Irene remembered the figure of the clown demon. I also remembered the appearance of other demons.  

I remembered their terrible and powerful powers from Karakum and Tarakan.  

I had to get stronger and stronger.  

I had to be much stronger than I am now.  

The will of the flame that rose again made Irene burn.  

His burning heart became his breath and came out of his mouth, and his eyes became the light of his eyes and flowed out.  

An atmosphere that no one could ignore emanated from the young hero's whole body.  

But no one was watching him.  

Feeling the atmosphere becoming strange, Irene turned to the place where his gaze was directed.  

And I was surprised.  

"… … !"  

A middle-aged man with a cold impression.  

A person, as if carved out of ice, was seated in the dance hall as if they had been together from the beginning.  

It was an appearance without a sound or a sign, as if a breeze had permeated it.  

However, he could not avoid his eyes looking at the Auror.  

Irenee, who unconsciously checked the opponent's power, made a more surprised expression.  

'It's almost like the squadron commander of the Red Knights!'  

Considering that he's much younger than that, he's an amazing auror.  

At that moment, Irene half-knowing who the opponent was.  

There must be only one silver-haired swordsman in the world who has a skill comparable to that of Quincy Myers.  

'Ilya's father! how do you think... … .'  

"I heard you are going to do this in secret."  

Irene's thoughts didn't go any further. Joshua Lindsay's voice, as cold as her appearance, resounded around her.  

Then, the elderly people of the Jeonghwadan, who seemed unlikely to see anyone, avoided their gaze. This too was a shock.  

'How are things going?'  

Irene rolled her eyes.  

The faces of Julius Hull and Quincy Myers, Ignet Crescentia and Joshua Lindsay entered his gaze.  

Nothing was expected even an inch ahead.  

What kind of action will he take after suddenly appearing in Rabat?  

Are you going to solve the problem with a bad relationship you haven't seen in a while?  

Do you already know about the devil? So are you here?  

If so, should we put aside our personal feelings and talk about them first?  

It was neither.  

Joshua Lindsay, who rested for a while, looked intently at Julius Hul and said:  

"There are many things I want to ask you, but let's do it later."  

"I do."  

"Besides, can I take this young man with me for a while?"  

"Take it easy. I've done it all."  

"Okay. Follow me."  

'uh?'  

Joshua Lindsay turned the new model. Seeing him walking around, Irene put on a bewildered expression on her face.  

Then Julius Hul bruised him.  

"What? Not going fast."  

"Ah yes!"  

"uh? Come with me, Irene!"  

Irene, who answered without knowing it, followed the head of the Lindsay family.  

Lulu, who could not keep up with the atmosphere and was dazed, also followed after him.  

Quincy Myers said as the three quickly moved away.  

"It got difficult."  

"Well."  

Julius Hul nodded his head.  

Judging by the atmosphere, it seemed that he had heard most of the stories from Perry Martinez.  

The fact that his daughter had become entangled with a powerful demon, and that he was going to arbitrarily go on a demon hunt while controlling information.  

The bad relationship between Ignet and him was also a factor that made the situation uncomfortable.  

Julius Hul sighed as he remembered the conversation with Joshua Lindsay that would follow.  

"Well, that's good."  

"What do you mean, old man?"  

"Did that young guy distract the state of California?"  

"Ugh."  

Seriously, he's a yangban famous for his daughter's fool, so he's probably most concerned about men.  

Julius Hul, who muttered softly, shook his head.  

It was incomprehensible to him, who had been single all his life.  

* * *  

'Awesome!'  

Following in Joshua Lindsay's footsteps, Irene Parreira recalled what had just happened.  

At first, I had no idea because things were moving so quickly, but now that I think back on it, it was a wonderful sight.  

'How can you subdue paladins who are not formidable even if they face each other individually with just your eyes!'  

I thought he was the head of the Lindsay family.  

At the same time, the desire to fight a sword with him also rose.  

What has been the driving force that has made you stronger so far?  

Of course, the biggest thing is the relationship with the previous life, but the fact that he constantly met and competed with the strong and received stimulation and instruction from it also occupied a significant proportion.  

Therefore, Irene's eyes looking at Joshua's back were full of admiration and envy.  

The head of the Lindsay Swordsman, who is said to be the best among the five great swordsmen!  

How great is his swordsmanship?  

Much better than what Ilya showed, right?  

I want to compete with the finished sky sword!  

A lot of thoughts were running through my mind.  

Perhaps it was because of Julius Hul's words that you are far short of what you are now, that thought grew stronger as time passed.  

"Irene Pareira."  

However, Joshua Lindsay, who turned the new model in another unmanned gymnasium.  

"I heard that you are very close to my daughter."  

"Yeah? Oh, yes."  

"That's right?"  

"… … ?"  

When he started to push himself in a strangely sharp tone.  

"I heard that the four of us are traveling together, but now I see you are alone."  

"… … ?"  

"Did you mean it?"  

"Yeah?"  

"I mean, on purpose, did you and my daughter go all out to get together?"  

"Yeah?"  

"Eh? no! me too! I also!"  

Flutter, flutter!  

Lulu heard Joshua Lindsay's words and jumped in front of him.  

He seemed to be insisting that he was also a member of the party and not to ignore him.  

However, he didn't care.  

Even if you can talk, a cat is just a cat.  

Joshua, with a much more bitter expression than usual, asked Irene again.  

"Did you do any tricks?"  

"Oh, no. It's a masterpiece, what... … ."  

"Didn't you do a trick?"  

"Did not! Really!"  

"… … okay?"  

"Yes!"  

Irene replied desperately.  

Without knowing what the hell he was making excuses for, he nodded in order to live. The thought of what it should be was strong in my head.  

But Joshua Lindsay wasn't happy.  

After a moment's hesitation, he opened his mouth.  

"Is my daughter so bad that I don't even think about making a fuss?"  

"Yeah? what is that... … ."  

"I can't. Pick up your sword."  

sulleung-  

The sound of the sword coming out of the scabbard resounded.  

Irene swallowed his saliva.  

He saw Joshua Lindsay's face, staring at him with a serious expression on his face.  

he said again  

"Hold up your sword."  

"… … ."  

"If you don't, I can't take responsibility."  

Shuuk-  

Turn up!  

Irene hastily summoned the sword. Joshua Lindsay rushed towards him.  

The sky sword of Gaju, whom I had so wanted to experience, was smashed with a ferocious force.  

Of course I don't want to see you now.  

Irene Pareira, who had changed her mind 180 degrees from before, swung her sword to survive.  

A completely different fear from when he confronted the devil came over his whole body.  
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👌👌👌👌👌👌👌  

The sword flies, at a terrifying speed.  

It wasn't just about being fast.  

An auror with a more ferocious energy than anything he had ever seen was approaching with a vicious sound.  

'If you can't stop it, it's over!'  

There was no more time to think. Irene Pareira hurriedly took a stance.  

It was not at the level that I could accept from a standing posture. Remembering that the best defense is attack, he swung his sword in front of him.  

Aww!  

"Wow!"  

"… … ."  

A moan emanated from his teeth. Irene took three steps back and frowned.  

My hands and wrists were tingling.  

It wasn't just being pushed out of power. The moment they collided, I felt that the hitting point was strangely disturbed.  

Perhaps it was the opponent's skill.  

'Indeed, the head of the 5 major swordsmanship masters… … .'  

Fortunately, Joshua Lindsay didn't immediately continue the attack.  

However, that thought changed immediately.  

He looked at Irene for a moment and then turned his gaze to his sword.  

Gaju, who had been silently silent, muttered to herself.  

"I didn't know you could stop it, but… … ."  

"… … ."  

Was it an unacceptable attack, now?  

With such an absurd expression on her face, Joshua Lindsay smiled and spoke to her.  

"It's a joke. I just wanted to see your skills. If you don't go out strong enough, you won't be able to see your true abilities."  

"… … i See."  

"okay. So let's do a little bit more. Thinking that it is a map competition, feel free to… … ."  

taat-  

Before he could finish speaking, Joshua Lindsay moved.  

Irene, who still had an absurd expression on his face, swung his sword across.  

It wasn't weird.  

He had been subjected to numerous map battles until now, but he had never seen a case where someone superior to him attacked first.  

Thanks to everyone conceding to the players, it was Irene who showed off his swordsmanship with a comfortable mind.  

'This is not a map competition. They are definitely attacking you with emotion!'  

Irenee, who understood the situation, gently grinded his teeth.  

I still didn't know what had happened.  

However, I realized that if I didn't use the power of breastfeeding, it would be a big deal.  

With his mind flashing, he raised the Auror with all his might, and fought back using the energy of gold among the Five Elements.  

Then, Irene's sword, which was originally heavy, added even more weight.  

Quang!  

bang!  

Aww!  

Left, right, back right, left.  

Joshua's attacks poured from side to side.  

Irene countered with swords before the opponent's power was fully applied, and gave a lot of strength to his core and lower body in order not to lose his territory.  

Jijik, Jijikjik, the ground where the feet were touching was dug like a furrow. Still, thanks to the hard work, I didn't get pushed too far.  

Joshua's eyes widened at the sight, and he took a deep breath.  

Woo-woo-woo-woo!  

A stronger energy was concentrated on the sword that went up to the highest point. It was wind and typhoon.  

Irene felt the hairs of his head stand tall at the force of the sky sword that was raging with the force that would grind everything.  

I can't stop this!  

Irene, who sensed the crisis, gave up his stubbornness and stepped back.  

Thanks to the judgment without any regrets, there were no frills in his actions. That saved him.  

Suddenly, Joshua Lindsay's sky sword fell and swallowed the place where Irene was standing.  

Kwokwokwwwwwwwwwwwhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!  

Terrible sight!  

Airun swallowed his saliva at the power of the sky sword, which seemed to grind the ground.  

Did you believe in yourself and didn't control your power? Or did you mean it doesn't matter?  

I thought it would be the former, but it was true that I was reluctant.  

He lifted his head and looked at Joshua Lindsay.  

He said with a faint smile.  

"Yeah, that should be enough to qualify me to go with my daughter."  

"Sleep, wait… … ."  

"Wait what! I have a lot of time!"  

Aww!  

Joshua dismissed Irene's words and swung his sword again. Then, a terrifying energy flew through the distance.  

Auror's manifestation.  

It is not an ordinary auror, but contains the energy of a storm.  

Irene, who had been staggering to and fro as if she had encountered a natural disaster, opened her eyes and bit her lower lip.  

'Wake!'  

Feeling the bitter taste of blood, he cleared his mind.  

I don't know the exact heart of Joshua Lindsay.  

However, it was clear that his sword had the character of a map.  

It was tougher and more threatening than Durkali's great warrior, Karakum, but rather, that aspect was awakening him more strongly.  

blood boils The fire burning in his heart made his whole body hot and sharpened his senses.  

The iron will, which was once hard, also met fire and changed its shape sharply and stylishly.  

sword blade.  

No, Irene, equipped with more elegant steel wings, began to move forward through the typhoon.  

faan-  

Paaang-!  

"… … !"  

As he watched the young man approaching him in a golden aura, Joshua Lindsay made the first expression of surprise.  

It is not simply that he is destroying his wishes by force. His eyes followed the past 400 years ago, not Irene.  

The figure of King Seonjo, who did not lose himself in the fierce wind blown by the Demon Dragon King, and continued his path as firmly as a steel butterfly!  

This was the vision of the Lindsays. It was a mistake made only by the sky sword.  

The fact that he's using it... … .  

'Ilya! You even gave that guy a sky sword!'  

Wow-!  

Joshua Lindsay's prayer grew stronger. A daunting and intense force spread as if it would dominate the atmosphere of the theater.  

The Lindsay family doesn't stop interacting with others. How stagnant water rots.  

If the other swordsman acquires the true meaning of the Sky Sword while gaining something through discussions, argumentative swords, and battles, there is no way to stop that.  

This was the will of the first homeowner, Dion Lindsay, so Joshua Lindsay did not intend to blame Irene either.  

No, it wasn't.  

It was the will of the ancestors, it was Nabal, and I wanted to blame it.  

The father, with his eyes full of anger, went forward with a hot cry.  

"Ahhhhh!"  

"… … !"  

Power entered Irene's eyes.  

The hand holding the sword, the core, and the feet. In fact, all the power he was able to exert was exerted to the best of his ability.  

The sword of the body, the Auras, the Five Elements, and the mind, even if immaturely aware of it.  

Irenee, who had all of these things coordinated in an instant, swung her sword with her mouth shut as if her molars were about to break.  

Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa-!  

With a huge metallic sound that shook the surrounding landscape, it went out and fell.  

Only then did Joshua Lindsay, who returned to the opposite sex, breathe in vain.  

"… … this."  

A look of regret appeared on his face.  

I thought I was holding up pretty well, so I was increasing my strength, but I felt that my relationship with my daughter was closer than I thought, so I used my hands excessively.  

It would have been a really big deal if I hadn't put my hands down at the end.  

Of course, it still felt like the situation was not taken lightly. Joshua looked at where Irene flew with a hardened expression.  

Then, a familiar voice came from behind.  

"Irene!"  

"… … daughter?"  

Joshua was surprised.  

Ilya, who I thought might have gone to rest with Emma, ​​appears here.  

However, more important than that was the part where she called Irene's name and ran to him instead of herself.  

"Irene, are you okay? Wake."  

"Uh… … ."  

Irene Pareira groaned as if she had not completely lost consciousness.  

But Joshua Lindsay didn't feel lucky. I just send hot eyes towards him who wakes up slowly.  

To such a father, Ilya put on an absurd expression.  

"Dad? Weren't you fighting a map?"  

"That's right… … ."  

"No, why are you like this in Dalian? … No, for now, Emma!"  

Ilia Lindsay, who urgently calls the escort, as if her father is not very important in the current situation.  

Emma Garcia at her call passed Joshua Lindsay quietly.  

"Don't pour oil on the fire because you said something strange for nothing, and stay quiet."  

"… … ."  

Joshua had to keep his mouth shut like a honey-eaten dumbass until Emma Garcia finally helped Ayren after first aid.  

His daughter's face, stained with worry, caught her eye.  

It was a more serious atmosphere than when I saw myself after two years.  

"Irene, are you okay?"  

"OK. Really."  

"However… … ."  

"Even the driver doesn't have to support you. I can walk alone."  

Irene Pareira got up after sitting down a couple of times as if it was really okay.  

He turned to Joshua Lindsay after he gave Ilya a friendly look.  

He looked at him with a dazzling gaze, and bowed his head politely.  

"Thank you. It was a lot of competition I learned."  

"… … ."  

"I'm sorry, but maybe… … Can you do a map match next time?"  

"… … ."  

"I have a reason to be strong. Please do this."  

Irene Pareira once again bowed her head modestly.  

Suddenly, Ilya, who approached him next to him, spoke with a mouth.  

'Tell me you found out, Dad.'  

Joshua Lindsay, who paused for a moment, answered with a shaky expression on her face.  

"… … do it Every day at 7pm, come here."  

"Thank you. Thank you!"  

"… … goodbye was done Emma."  

"Yes."  

"I need to rest. Please my daughter."  

With those words, Joshua turned around.  

His face hardened even more than when he first met Irene Pareira.  

And his burning eyes.  

The father thought, leaving behind his lovely daughter.  

'I thought we were close, but… … .'  

In fact, Joshua Lindsay wasn't the only one who hated Irene Pareira.  

I heard from Emma Garcia. Thanks to that, my daughter's condition has improved a lot.  

Ilya Lindsay, who was always anxious, anxious, and obsessed, was able to smile brightly thanks to that young man.  

That's a good thing. Obviously that's a good thing.  

However.  

'Being more than a good friend… … It's another matter.'  

cancer. not like that  

Joshua Lindsay nodded and looked back.  

A daughter, who still seems to be on good terms with, and a gnome-pang caught my eye.  

'Are you asking for a map match in the future?'  

Good.  

do whatever you want  

But, don't regret it. It's going to be a lot tighter than I thought.  

'I'll show you hell.'  

His father's anger, hotter than anyone else's, burned his whole body.  

Firmly determined, he clenched his fists to crush it.  

* * *  

that time.  

Located in the deepest forest in the southern part of the continent, it is a dark place.  

The clown demon, waking up in a new body that had slept there, scratched the mask with his finger.  

In front of him stood a man in a pure priestly robe that did not match the surroundings at all.  

said the man  

"I need help."  
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Demons are divided into two main categories. One is the type who does not take care of their body and destroys, rips, and destroys everything.  

The other is the type who has a hobby of making fun of and deceiving humans, and is more sensitive to self-security than the former.  

The clown demon was, of course, behind.  

For over two thousand years, the reason he was able to remain in the human world without falling down or escaping to the demon realm was because he had a ferocious sacramentalism.  

'… … I might really die this time.'  

Thought the clown demon waking up in the southern bourgeoisie.  

He loved the human world. I loved you so much.  

He was a true devil who was more than happy to see humans despairing and frustrated by their gestures.  

That's why he didn't return to the Demon Realm despite a major injury.  

I wanted to somehow recover from my injuries in the human world and continue my days in the human world. And I thought that dream would come true soon.  

However, it was not.  

He suffered great damage again because of the heroes who accidentally entered the hideout, and he had no choice but to take refuge in a dummy after throwing away the main body.  

The problem was that it didn't look like this would end the situation on its own.  

'The dark-haired woman... … He must have been a guy from the Holy Kingdom.'  

still have a chill in my spine  

When the aurora and divine power shot from that woman's sword pierced her body, how shocked she was.  

If he was that great, he might have survived his own attack.  

No, even if she did not survive, it would be difficult if other humans reported the news to the Holy Kingdom.  

The paladin army, which became much more powerful than before, would search the continent and destroy the piles he had scattered everywhere one by one.  

'The best thing to do is to recover the dummy before the Paladins move to restore their strength… … That's probably very unlikely.'  

The clown demon looked at himself.  

Since it was a body made from the corpse of a fellow demon that I had played with 1,500 years ago, there were many bruises here and there.  

With such a body, he could not gather his strength while traveling around the continent. There was a much higher chance of being discovered before that and met with a 'real death'.  

In that case, it would have been better to completely free the dummy and let them run wild.  

If you do, great chaos will occur on the continent, which will open a dimensional gap that has been tightly closed.  

'If you go back to the Demon Realm through that gap, it will be enough to save your life. I can't recover the magic, but... … .'  

The troubles of the clown devil deepened.  

know. I know it very well.  

Giving up power rationally, leaving the human world and returning to the demon world is the right choice.  

However, the special memories he tasted here, his instinct as a demon made his choice difficult.  

Even as a clown demon, he could not tolerate the fact that he had endured a thousand years for a moment of joy, and returned to his hometown without being able to solve it properly.  

"I need help."  

"… … ."  

Then, suddenly, a human appeared.  

It wasn't just a human either.  

Because the pure white priest's robe and the ornaments hanging around his neck were symbols of the gods of humans.  

However, the clown demon could not possibly think of this mysterious priest as a human being.  

He watched and observed the man for a long time.  

Sometimes he spewed out terrifying magic, and sometimes he poked his head as if he was going to bite him at any moment, spinning round and round around him.  

Then, when I woke up, I realized that I was juggling in a pretty comfortable atmosphere.  

The clown demon nodded and trudged back to his seat and sat down.  

He said.  

"Right. You were a devil too."  

"That's right."  

"I thought there would be a few more left besides me, but I never thought I would see you in a place like this. Yeah, uh huh. By the way, as you can see, I'm not very good. My back hurts, my shoulder hurts, my chest hurts. Huh? Of course my head hurts too! Maybe that's why my senses got weird. Isn't that funny? He's a demon that doesn't even recognize his people. Hehe, heh heh... … ."  

"… … ."  

"Isn't it funny? I thought it was funny."  

"I'm not the type to laugh a lot."  

"Well, it seems like that. good though At least I don't think you came here to harm me!"  

The clown demon jumped out of the chair and embraced his fellow demon violently. Still, the priest did not take any action.  

Man, are you really here to ask for help?  

The clown demon who was thinking behind the mask said with a smile.  

"What are you asking for help?"  

"Don't go back to the Demon Realm."  

"What?"  

"Your situation is difficult because you were discovered. Soon, the Holy Kingdom will shake up the continent, and I will be swept away by it, and I will suffer damage."  

"… … ."  

"Shouldn't he have to clean up the shit he bought? don't go back Whether you sow demons or go out yourself, please attract the attention of the Holy Kingdom. Until my work is done."  

"Ha, indeed, me!"  

The clown devil burst out laughing. He was so absurd, he put his forehead on his forehead and fell backwards.  

Then, instead of dust, a star-shaped effect exploded. Kwadang! Exaggerated sound effects were a bonus.  

anger? petulance?  

I didn't even feel that way.  

It was thanks to the fact that the other person continued to speak so confidently that he naturally developed curiosity.  

With a grin, the clown got up.  

Looking straight into the eyes of the priest demon, he asked a question.  

"I will be honest. I can draw attention. As you said, I was going to play big anyway. I also sprinkled the contracted demons from time to time, and the piles planted here and there."  

"Fortunately, the."  

"When a dimensional rift opens in that gap, I run away to the Demon Realm."  

"That's bad. Actually, I have one more thing to ask for help."  

"Are there any more? Does that have anything to do with what you do?"  

"Yes. We are raising a human."  

"Ha… … ."  

The clown devil shook his head.  

Of course, no demon is better at training people than him. Except for Karen Winker, a man from a thousand years ago, he had never experienced a single failure.  

The reason he burst out laughing is because the aspirations of the Priest Demon are far less than what he expected.  

However.  

"Of course, that's not the end."  

"Well?"  

"Through the flowers bloomed with your help, I will make this place like your home."  

"… … ."  

After listening to the following Priest Demon's words, the Clown Demon had to completely change his mind.  

"Hey, you're not even human, but you have paranoia."  

He turned with his finger, pointing to the side of his head.  

Just as there are myths and legends of heroes in human society, there are stories that have been handed down from long ago among demons.  

It is possible to confuse the human world, but it is they who can never destroy it.  

This is not a nonsensical story that is floating around like a legend, it is the undeniable truth.  

Humans can destroy the continent, but the devil cannot destroy the continent.  

That was the fate that a being who was not born here had to accept.  

'Those who rejected their fate met a tragic end without exception.'  

There were a few before he entered the hiding place, and he remembers how many there were after. A typical example was the Dragon King.  

As if not to tolerate excessive greed, the heavens sent down the hero, and the devil collapsed without fulfilling his ambition.  

And the clown demon had no intention of being like that.  

He probably didn't even know about it.  

So it was even more absurd.  

I understand if it is at the level of destroying a couple of kingdoms in moderation, or causing a war between humans.  

But are you going to turn the human world into a demon realm?  

I frowned at the absurd story. The clown, who had lost interest, clicked his tongue.  

No, that was the moment.  

A black line flowed from the priest's body and entered the clown's mask.  

"… … ."  

It didn't contain much.  

As dark as he was, the Priest Demon kept everything secret and revealed only one fact.  

However, that was enough.  

The clown demon, who smiled brightly, nodded and muttered.  

"Right. So that was it. It wasn't that my senses were broken, it was that you were special. I should have noticed when I heard it's your hometown... … ."  

"… … ."  

"A demon not born in the demon world… … . I didn't know this very precious guest! Uh-huh."  

The clown devil has lost his taste.  

As he rubbed his hands like a mosquito and rolled his feet, he felt the excitement of a child.  

Seeing this, the priest nodded. He smiled for the first time and asked for a handshake like a human.  

"Hehehe."  

snap  

The clown demon, who shed an innocent smile, reached out to face each other.  

* * *  

A week has passed.  

The weather was still chilly, but Irene Pareira was having such a hot day that he couldn't feel the cold.  

This is no ordinary Sword Master.  

A swordsman who is ranked among the top ten on the continent is competing with himself every day for a map.  

In fact, it was a very rough and ferocious atmosphere for a map competition, but Irene was learning a lot from it anyway.  

So I couldn't help but try.  

'It's the wind… … .'  

Heading to the meeting point with Joshua Lindsay, Irene Parreira recalled his sword.  

The Sky Sword was truly unique. It was truly a swordsmanship that he had never experienced before.  

Although her friend Ilya Lindsay's swordsmanship was fierce and fierce like a storm, it was because she wasn't as good at handling the wind as Joshua.  

'How can I last longer?'  

I never dared to think of defeating him.  

There is nothing to say if you ask me if I can take it in before the fight, but Joshua's sword was that strong.  

At close range, the tenacious wind disturbs the posture and hitting point, and at a distance, the mind is completely blown away by the fierce sword wind.  

Irene was able to wield a sword all day long, but when he battled with Joshua, he found himself exhausted in less than 30 minutes.  

Of course, I didn't mean to do that today.  

'Let's hold out for more than an hour this time!'  

After exhaling, Irene raised her head and looked ahead.  

As I continued to ponder, it was the promised place.  

Thinking of Joshua Lindsay, who would be standing in the center of the arena just like yesterday, he summoned the greatsword.  

However, that was all. I couldn't get close to him.  

"… … ."  

there was a sailor  

Ignet Crescentia.  

She soon recovered from her injury.  

The greatest genius on the continent who put Carl Lindsay into frustration.  

He swung his ferocious sword at Joshua Lindsay, who was called the greatest genius of all generations.  
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Ignet Crescentia.  

She is known as the most talented swordsman on the continent, but to be precise, until a year ago, she was a swordsman, not a swordsman.  

It was because he used the sword as his weapon, not the sword.  

However, it wasn't because Ignet couldn't handle the sword well, but because the sword was the best weapon she had.  

Of course not now.  

No matter how good the Vulcanus Numbering Sword is, it cannot be compared to the holy sword that the Holy King himself issued.  

Ignet quickly adapted to the sword, and, on the contrary, surprised those around him with a greater skill than before.  

And now.  

In the secluded dance hall of Rabat's estate, her all-out attack was flying towards Joshua Lindsay.  

👌👌👌👌👌👌👌  

Ignet's swordsmanship was unique.  

obviously stabbing  

However, it didn't feel like being stabbed in a straight line, but it gave the feeling of being swung in a circle like a slash attack and picked only at the end.  

Cutting was also not easy.  

To be precise, the skill was so great that it was hard to tell whether it was stabbing or cutting until the moment the sword touched.  

Still, the speed was terrifying, and the power was also enormous. It was a movement that couldn't even be imitated by the current Irene.  

Whoops  

Of course, Joshua Lindsay wasn't that embarrassed.  

Put on the auror and wind the wind. Eventually, it spews out a strong force as if it had become the incarnation of a typhoon.  

With a more serious expression on his face, he calmly removed Ignet's sword.  

Blocked, blocked, blocked again. A similar pattern continued for a while.  

Surprisingly, Ignet's offensive was gaining more momentum.  

Quang!  

Aww!  

Aww-!  

He stretched out his sword nonstop and moved his feet at a speed that was hard to follow. It doesn't stop there.  

Pulling out even greater power, he tapped and pressed Joshua Lindsay from all sides.  

It was like dozens of eagles dipping a tortoise curled up on the ground and pressing it down.  

A terrifying beam of light flashed in her eyes, which were on fire. Irene swallowed saliva without realizing it.  

At that moment, an unbelievable energy erupted from Joshua's whole body, which he had only suffered from.  

"… … !"  

Jijik-  

Paah!  

Ignet's smile disappeared. The frantic pouring of swords and the steps that had been digging inside as they turned came to a halt at once.  

With a serious expression on her face, she retreated with terrifying speed. It was faster than ever.  

It was right after that Joshua's sword was swung.  

Kwakwawkwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwww-!  

It was like a rubber ball that had been crushed to the floor.  

As if the wind that had been compressed to the limit of the limit burst, the sword of Gaju swept away everything around it.  

There was really nothing left.  

Neither Ignet, nor Ignet's attack, nor the momentum of Ignet, which had been burning fiercely as if it would cover the world, disappeared as if washed away in front of a strong wind.  

"Taaaaap!"  

Joshua's counterattack didn't end there.  

He swung his sword five times in an instant and was shot forward at the speed of a gale.  

Ignet frantically swung her sword towards the maid who was crushed by the sword wind.  

It was like a wildfire that spread faster as the strong wind blew.  

Irene nodded at her response to not backing down and strongly igniting the fire.  

power versus power.  

Strike vs Strike.  

The surrounding landscape was shattered and smashed by the two swords that collided head-on.  

The floor of the gymnasium explodes, the stone fragments scattered in all directions, and the roar that vibrates the heavens and the earth.  

The battle between the two giants quickly turned the surroundings into ruins.  

And Irene Pareira, who was located at the end of it, without even blinking an eye, kept the sights they were creating in her mind.  

'What is this feeling?'  

Watching swordsmen fight, especially those who are stronger than themselves, is very helpful.  

Swordsmanship, gait, breathing, Auror operation, and other things that can be seen, learned, and digested as one's own are too numerous to count.  

If it was a confrontation between Lindsay Gaju and the Black Knight Commander, there would be a hundred prosecutors who would like to see even if they had to sacrifice their fortunes.  

However, it was not their swordsmanship that Irene was looking at.  

Neither Joshua's hurricane attack nor Ignet's sun-hot counterattack could attract his attention.  

I don't know why, but it was. Irene looked at the two with his heart, not his head, in a strange mood.  

Of course, that couldn't always be the case.  

Aww!  

It ended with a deafening roar. It was a win for Joshua Lindsay.  

As the dust settled, the figure of Ignet, fully stretched out in the broken gymnasium, was revealed.  

As I stared at him, Joshua Lindsay, who had a cold expression as usual, opened his mouth.  

"Did you get anything?"  

"Heh heh, heh… … Unfortunately, not really. Thank you though."  

"Thank you, come back. Because I want to lose more."  

"If you want, I'll give you… … Whoa, I don't care if you beat it to your heart's content."  

Irene nodded her head.  

It was a short conversation, but it was understandable.  

Ignet applied for a match with Joshua for the realization of swordsmanship, and Gaju accepted it, so it seems that the current situation has occurred.  

'What are you thinking?'  

The atmosphere was eerie.  

Irene knew better than anyone what had happened between the Lindsays and Ignet, but he couldn't even imagine how his father, not Ilya, would feel.  

In fact, I didn't even understand exactly why he accepted Dalian.  

Was it because he didn't like the feeling of running away?  

If not, was it because he really wanted to bang Ignet?  

My head was complicated.  

No one has clearly done anything wrong. Still, a great tragedy occurred. It was a heavy and frustrating reality.  

There was nothing the third person could say in it.  

Irene continued to remain silent, and Gaju glanced at him, then strode towards Ignet.  

'Are you really going to hit me more?'  

Irene had a puzzled expression on her face.  

The Joshua he identified was a serious man in everything he did. He was also a father who loved his children more than anyone.  

There was a possibility that he would not take Ignet's joke as a joke.  

dump  

Fortunately, Gaju did not harm the exhausted Ignat.  

He didn't stare at him with bloody eyes, nor did he ask what he was thinking about that time.  

Surprisingly, he sat down near her and looked up at the sky as he recounted his own story.  

"… … ."  

Joshua Lindsay's story was nothing special.  

The sorrow of a father who lost his son, which anyone can easily imagine, poured out calmly.  

However, the weight of the emotions contained there was great. Despite the unusual words and the insignificant description, I felt a deep sadness.  

"The funny thing is, I couldn't think of anyone else I could confide in, but you."  

Perhaps it was really funny, Joshua, who was always expressionless, raised one corner of his mouth.  

However, his eyes looking at Ignet were still the same.  

He looked at Jigsi Ignet Crescentia.  

No, I looked at Ignet. I looked at the young girl before she was enrolled in the Holy Kingdom Avilius.  

"Do you have anything to say?"  

"… … ."  

Silence passed.  

It wasn't that long. Ignet, who was panting from exhaustion, was able to breathe evenly. It was probably less than a minute.  

However, as Irene watching her, she had no choice but to feel a much longer time than that.  

what to say  

There was nothing to guess at all. To be more precise, my thoughts leaned toward the fact that she had nothing to say.  

The Ignet he knew was such a person. A being who has no interest in anyone other than to go their own way.  

It never occurred to me that his feelings for the person he trampled over 10 years ago would remain.  

Irene's judgment was right.  

Ignet did not open her mouth for a long time as he continued to think.  

He was just lying in the gym and staring blankly at the sky. Little by little, Joshua Lindsay's fingernails dug into the palm of his hand.  

So it was surprising.  

In a complex atmosphere heavy and dark, hot and cold.  

Ignette brought up his own story, not the story of Carl Lindsay.  

"When I was young, there was a time when I lived in an abandoned house with my friends and younger brothers."  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

Both Irene and Joshua looked at Ignet with somewhat startled eyes.  

Even so, it is because what she is saying is not a story that is commonly spread across the continent, but a deep story that she has experienced and felt throughout her life.  

Why the hell?  

No one questioned that.  

They just became listeners and quietly listened to Ignet.  

I listened to the meanings and thoughts that Ignet had seen, heard, and experienced.  

30 minutes passed.  

never a lot of content.  

However, there was no mention of Carl Lindsay in it.  

Then, why did Ignet bring up this story?  

At the moment when doubts arose about him, her mouth opened again.  

"I will be honest. I have never thought much about the son of California, Carl Lindsay. And it will always be the same."  

"… … ."  

"However, what kind of person the son of Gaju was dealing with, what he thought and lived, and what purpose he would live with… … I thought I should tell you about this."  

I stared at Ignet Joshua Lindsay, who was sitting in her seat.  

No, it wasn't Ignet.  

Today, she is not a 17-year-old commoner Ignet, but an Ignet Crescentia who has grown and developed while living for 12 more years.  

Realizing this, Joshua clenched his fists even stronger.  

A small amount of blood was oozing from the fingernails that had been digging into the flesh.  

However, that was the end.  

After releasing the strength in his hands, he sighed.  

After being silent for a long time as if thinking about something, he suddenly turned to Irene and said:  

"If you have something to say, do it too."  

"Yes?"  

"I watched fights for free and heard other people's personal stories for free, so wouldn't it be appropriate for you to release something too."  

"… … ."  

Irene, who was confused for a moment, nodded her head.  

Rather than saying Joshua Lindsay was right, he, too, felt the urge to tell his own story.  

at the same time realized  

Why couldn't he immerse himself in the two swordsmanship?  

Because I felt it instinctively.  

To understand the art of swordsmanship and how to use the Auror.  

Even more important than that, is the fact that you are interacting with the two giants.  

'It always has been.'  

Irene remembered the events up to now.  

Dalian, nonsword, spectating. I can't say that these things didn't help.  

But when I think about when I really grew up, most of the time I looked into other people's minds rather than external things.  

When I was a prospective trainee, I heard Ilya Lindsay's new promise and realized her sense of improvement.  

A year and a half ago, Ignet Crescentia ignited a fighting spirit through her aspirations.  

The anguish, anguish, and realization that he had in his previous life was also of great help.  

If he hadn't been able to communicate with him, he would have made up his mind after wandering for a much longer time than he is now.  

'The same goes for Brett and Judith. I… … Through exchanges, we have grown together, not alone.'  

Irene Pareira looked at Joshua Lindsay and Ignet Crescentia.  

The thoughts, feelings, and hearts of giants that cannot even be compared with themselves flow in.  

Even if not immediately, it would serve as a great inspiration and help him grow.  

"What are you doing? Without speaking quickly."  

"… … ."  

Joshua's push.  

And Ignet's subtle gaze.  

Irene resisted the laughter that was about to burst out. I felt very good.  

There was enough to say. It wasn't difficult to sort out. Isn't this a story we've talked about many times while meeting our friends?  

The only difference from that time was that the two in front of him were not very close to him.  

Another part was that he was a senior prosecutor with much stronger skills than himself and had a lot of experience.  

Rather, it was better.  

Two giants who have attained an objectively superior level than themselves are waiting for their story.  

First, show interest in yourself and try to look inside yourself. They are reaching out for exchanges.  

That fact gave Irenee a great sense of satisfaction. brought new joy.  

"I am… … ."  

He shared his story one by one in the most pleasant mood he's had in recent days.  

Naturally, it was not the story of Irene alone, but the story of Irenee and his friends.  

It was the story of what I experienced and felt as I went along with Lulu and Karakum, Ilya and Judith, and Bratt.  

Whoops-!  

It was when Irene had just finished telling his story.  

Suddenly there was the sound of burning fire. Joshua and Irene turned their heads in surprise.  

Then I saw the figure of Ignet Crescentia, whose whole body was burning with an aura of fire.  

"This… … ."  

It felt reverent and mysterious to see her eyes closed while being engulfed in fire.  

It was clear that the moment of enlightenment had arrived. It was the first sight I had ever seen, but I knew it immediately.  

Irene looked at her with blank eyes for a moment, then made a serious expression.  

The gladness that his story had an impact on Ignet.  

However, it is inconvenient that the significant gap has widened further.  

Irene Pareira's heart, with two opposing emotions, was also spreading like Ignet Cresencia's body.  

"… … ."  

Then Joshua Lindsay looked at him with an unknown expression.  
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What do you need to do to be strong?  

It is easy to answer this question. In particular, the newer you learn the sword, the easier it is.  

As in most fields, the more beginners, the greater the scope of growth.  

Running increases your stamina, and lifting something heavy increases your strength.  

Since there are people who are better than you everywhere, it is easy to seek instruction, and just following them with your head empty will improve your swordsmanship.  

A novice swordsman who has fun with improving his skills gradually grows into a skilled swordsman.  

However, such pleasures do not last forever.  

The amount of training required to develop stamina and strength increases exponentially from some day.  

No matter how many repetitions, there are many movements that do not stick to the hand.  

The auror, who had been growing like bamboo, met a stagnation, and dealing with it is even more painful. It hurts as if your head is going to split.  

Everyone is the same.  

It is the same with Dunjae, so is the criminal, and so is the genius.  

There is only a difference in timing and level, but the true identity inevitably follows the swordsman like the ordeal that comes to the hero.  

despair.  

vanity.  

frustration.  

No matter how hard I try, it doesn't get better, and no matter what I try, it doesn't get better.  

Even if you keep thinking about the sword all day long with suffering, no answer comes out, and the swordsmen get tired one by one.  

So some settle down and some give up.  

As with those who have reached their 'limit', they end their long journey and turn to other things that they can do in their position.  

Whoops-!  

Ignet Crescentia did not.  

Although she possessed more talent than anyone else, an inevitable moment of stagnation came to her.  

It was a solid wall that did not break through even after swiping the sword tens of thousands of times, even after decades of deliberation. It was the first limitation she encountered.  

But he didn't give up. Ignet didn't stop.  

As if not facing the wall, he continued his practice every day.  

I found the number of every possible case and went through it one by one, laying the groundwork for a leap forward.  

If only she had been a little lazy.  

If he hadn't felt his shortcomings for a long time, he would not have attained any realization even if he heard the story of Irene Pareira.  

woo woo woo-  

Of course, Ignet wasn't like that.  

The story of the growth of a character named Irene slowly permeated into her head, or even in her heart.  

It was not the story of her alone, but the story of trust with precious people, which made her narrow horizons wider.  

The self-righteous thinking has changed.  

The accident that had been stained with distrust has also changed.  

Watching Irene break through a wall that he could never overcome alone with the strength of his comrades, he realized what he lacked.  

He also remembered who he had been ignoring.  

Georg Phoebe.  

No, Martha.  

The moment he remembered the two who were always with him, the flames surrounding Ignet's body also changed.  

Woo woo woo woo-woo  

strength is still  

Just as it was impossible to look into the king's face, the light emanating from her was as intense as the sun.  

However, that wasn't the only thing.  

As time passed, the ruthlessness that burned everything faded away, and a warm and splendid majesty entered its place.  

It was an energy closer to a leader than a warrior, to enrich everyone below.  

"… … ."  

Irene watched Ignet like that in awe.  

He didn't know what situation she was in, or what realization she had attained.  

It was all I could infer that he had influenced something.  

That alone made me feel a little bit of pride in my heart.  

However, a flame thicker than that, hotter than that covering Ignet's body, raged in his heart.  

didn't want to lose  

I didn't want to be left behind.  

It didn't matter if it was a belief, a will, or a hero's path.  

It was a thought and a commitment I had fully embraced as a 'swordsman', Irene Pareira.  

'Someday… … .'  

Shuuk-  

Irene Pareira, who had summoned a new sword that she did not know, gave strength to her hand. It also gave strength to the eyes.  

A deep breath escaped from his mouth, after watching Ignet Cresencia's 'target' for a long time, eating darkness.  

"… … ."  

Joshua Lindsay also looked at Ignette without saying a word.  

It was amazing. It is not easy to see a swordmaster-class swordsman breaking the wall after attaining enlightenment.  

If not as much as her, Joshua is also in a state of inspiration.  

Perhaps tomorrow he might appear in the world as a stronger swordsman.  

However, I didn't think about him right now.  

Not the prosecutor's eyes, but the eyes of the governor.  

No, the eyes of a father.  

It looked at Ignet Crescentia, and looked at Ayren Pareira. Rather, I looked into the latter for a long time.  

A deep and long silence lingered around him and the three of them.  

Not a lot of time passed like that.  

"… … ."  

Eventually, Ignet Crescentia opened her eyes.  

The flame that had wrapped around her body had already faded.  

However, the red light that bloomed in his eyes spoke up.  

The fact that she was a completely different being before and after enlightenment.  

Joshua Lindsay, who knows this better than anyone, spoke up.  

"leader."  

"Say it, my lord."  

"Congratulations on your achievement."  

"Thank you."  

Dry congratulations and brief thanksgivings followed. It was unavoidable.  

The two were still awkward, and they probably wouldn't ever be close.  

Ignet turned her head. Then, Irene's figure caught my eye.  

with blazing eyes.  

With a firm grip on the large sword that he did not know when he took it out, he looked at himself without even thinking of hiding his heart and feelings.  

Ignet, who was suddenly happy, burst into laughter, haha.  

Still with a smile on her lips, she looked straight at Irene and said.  

"Irene."  

"… … ."  

"Join the subjugation squad within three years."  

"… … ."  

"Why don't you say anything? I'm not sure... … ."  

"1 year."  

Irene stopped talking. It was a disrespectful attitude that should not be shown to the commander of the knights of Avilius, the strongest country on the continent.  

However, Ignet did not hold the book.  

Irene Pareira once again urged her to smile to her, who was smiling uncontrollably.  

"In one year, I will return with Kuhn's approval."  

* * *  

rattle-  

dump  

A little past midnight.  

Returning to his room, the head of the Lindsay family, Joshua Lindsay, sat quietly on a chair in the dark room.  

There was no need to turn on the light. Closing his eyes, he remembered what had happened today.  

A battle with Ignet Cresencia, which was unexpected.  

Her skills and interests were even better than I thought… … But in the end, she had no choice but to fall in love with her story.  

Another story of Irene Pareira.  

And the subsequent awakening of Ignet.  

"Whew… … ."  

In the end, Joshua, unable to hold back, sighed.  

My heart was tired.  

As a senior prosecutor, it is a pleasure to watch the growth of the juniors who will leave their mark in history.  

At least it was his sword.  

However, he was not a prosecutor himself, who was in the exercise room just before.  

He was a father who had lost a son.  

He was just a weak and lacking family head who wanted to somehow find a way to flirt with someone he couldn't even blame.  

Because he was like that... … I couldn't be happier to see Ignet growing so fast that I couldn't even express my surprise.  

The problem is, there is not one such genius.  

'Irene Pareira.'  

At first I thought it was awesome.  

At the age of only 23, he achieved the status of being a Sword Master, or even more.  

Right now, he was higher than Sebion Brooks, the highest knight of the Falanque, so he couldn't be called the beginning of the Master any more.  

However… … .  

'He was a much bigger guy than I thought.'  

It reminded me of something more than 10 years ago.  

It was a shock to see Ignet, who challenged the Lindsay family at the age of less than twenty.  

Who will be able to stand up to her, who has made her so confident in herself that even her son can't recover?  

At least in her generation, I thought there would be no rival.  

However, it was not.  

His memories this time traced Irene.  

Even in the heavy atmosphere of the Jeonghwadan, he did not hesitate.  

He does not yield to his fierce pressure, but rather burns his will even more fervently.  

Seeing a young man exerting such a powerful influence even to awaken Ignet Crescentia, whom he had considered completed from an early age, Joshua Lindsay had no choice but to worry about his daughter.  

"… … ."  

Carl Lindsay was blocked by a wall of genius called Ignet. And I couldn't go any further.  

Ilya Lindsay was still in front of Ignet. No, there was Ignet Crescentia stronger than at the time.  

Even that wasn't enough, there was Irene Pareira, who had the talent, tenacity, and passion that rivaled her.  

are you okay?  

Is it really okay?  

Joshua Lindsay's lips were distorted.  

Cracks appeared on his face, which had never been so stiff, and a little bit of moisture formed around his eyes.  

I haven't seen her for the past two years, but before that, I've been watching Ilya closer than anyone else.  

Every time I saw my daughter carrying an unbearable weight and losing her smile, I couldn't help thinking of her broken and broken son.  

What should I do?  

I asked, but no answer came. Joshua Lindsay was an experienced prosecutor, but not an experienced father.  

Amid the storm of intense emotions, strength entered his fists again.  

Blood dripped from his palms and dripped onto the floor.  

It was then that the sound came.  

smart  

I could only hear a knock, but I knew it right away. It was my daughter's visit.  

Joshua Lindsay, who quickly wiped the blood from the floor and hands, took care of her expression.  

When I was young, I remembered the face of my father, who watched over me more strongly than anyone else. and followed  

He thought, looking in the mirror.  

'This should be enough.'  

"Come in."  

Disguised as calm and relaxed, he raised his voice, and Ilya Lindsay entered the room.  

Gaju saw her figure and felt emotions rising.  

'… … different.'  

It was different.  

with my daughter from 2 years ago.  

No, she was very different from her daughter a week ago.  

"I want to consult with you about your concerns."  

He still looked confused. Ilya was still wandering in the dark.  

However, the steps he took during that time were by no means meaningless.  

Although it was clumsy, slow, and lost, it did not collapse like it used to be.  

He was finding his way with a courageous attitude.  

"… … It's like that."  

Before long, all the worries flowed out of Ilia's mouth.  

thoughts about my brother.  

Thoughts on ignit.  

thoughts about the views and words of others.  

Thoughts about swords and thoughts about friends. Thoughts on Irene.  

Thoughts about yourself that feel a bit shabby in it.  

Hearing all that, Joshua closed his eyes again.  

Mouth was dry.  

As a novice father, listening to his daughter's concerns and giving advice to him after many years was the most nerve-wracking thing.  

Fortunately, I had something to say.  

He drank a glass of water and opened his mouth with a more caring and reassuring figure than ever before.  
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Ilya Lindsay has been on a long road of wandering.  

The defeat and disappearance of her brother, Carl Lindsay, robbed her of the chance to live her life. More than 10 years have passed like that.  

After meeting Irene Pareira and other friends, not much has changed.  

Of course, I realized that I had gone in the wrong direction so far.  

However, so what do you mean?  

Just acknowledging the mistake did not solve the problem. She still didn't know the answer, she didn't know her way.  

As Ignet Cresencia moved forward confidently, Ilya was still in place when her really good friend, Irene Pareira, found her sword.  

A person who would not have come this far if it hadn't been for Irenee's extended hand.  

A person whose embankment of emotions has collapsed at the words of recognition thrown by Ignet.  

A person who cannot walk on his own path and is swayed here and there.  

A person who has not been able to take a step forward since he was swept in the public eye.  

'Is this right?'  

Because she was such a person, she had no choice but to hesitate to knock on the door.  

Can I ask my father for help like a child once again on the subject of dreaming of being able to go out on my own?  

The thought of whether this would really be the case lingered in my head all the way through the long hallway.  

But, Ilya Lindsay knocked on the door.  

'It's the same anyway.'  

Yes. After all, he was the one who made the same mistakes over and over again.  

He knew that he was not complete, and that he still lacked a lot.  

If there is one thing that has changed from being in the land of proof, it must have been this.  

Let's admit it.  

I need help right now.  

Thinking about it that way made me feel more comfortable.  

Ilya, who had brushed off her anger, appeared in front of Joshua Lindsay as a daughter after a really, really long time.  

"… … I want to consult with you."  

immediately regretted it.  

I wondered why he hadn't come a little earlier.  

'It's good.'  

I was relieved  

I couldn't feel at ease the whole time I was talking.  

A being who looks at himself with eyes full of kindness and warmth.  

In the absolute trust that other people can't feel, that can be seen because it's a family, Ilya slowly confided her concerns.  

After such a short time passed.  

"You are mistaking something."  

Joshua Lindsay, who opened her mouth after deliberation, pointed in a direction she hadn't thought of at all because of her narrow vision.  

"When you walk your own path, why do you think you have to be alone?"  

"Yes?"  

"Isn't it? Humans are essentially creatures of interaction with others. Neither the beggars of the slums, nor the royal roads of noble places, nor men, nor women, nor nobles, nor commoners, nor the elderly, nor children… … Everyone is like that. No one can live alone."  

"However… … ."  

Ilya's confusion grew stronger.  

Didn't Irene do that? If you can't live your own life being swayed by the words and gazes of others, what's the meaning of that life?  

Is it really the right way to blindly follow Ignet?  

However, the father brings up the opposite story.  

Humans are beings who interact with others.  

that they influence each other.  

It was when Ilya, who had a bewildered expression on her face, was about to say something.  

"The important thing here is that the subject of interaction with others is 'myself'."  

Joshua Lindsay, who smiled brightly, continued the story.  

As before, he emphasized that man cannot stand alone.  

Sharing emotions, sharing ideas, sharing talents. Just like that, we can lead a better life by filling in each other's shortcomings.  

Of course, this is not to say that we depend on others from start to finish.  

It doesn't mean you have to listen to everyone passing by.  

"I heard the story from Perry Martinez. You said you were swearing at the nobles who gossip about you?"  

"that's… … ."  

"I don't mean to offend. Rather, I would like to commend you. Good job, really good job."  

"… … ?"  

"Isn't it? Did they say that for you?"  

"no."  

"If not, would you have learned anything from their comments?"  

"… … no."  

"right. In the end, it was just a useless word to you. It is right to ignore that."  

Joshua smiled and nodded and continued speaking.  

"But there are some stories that should never be ignored. your friend... … That's what Airon said."  

Ilya pondered for a moment, then nodded her head.  

That was correct.  

The Rabat nobles and Irene Pareira were different.  

His words were for himself.  

It wasn't something he thought was wrong. It was enough words to make me look back and grow.  

Without him, I would not have been able to ask my father for help as frankly as I do now.  

Ilya, thinking up to this point, made eye contact with Joshua.  

Now it seemed What do you want your father to say?  

"finally… … It didn't matter if I got along with others or not."  

"right."  

Joshua smiled even louder and continued.  

"From now on, the words, gazes, and actions of countless people will pass you by. will shake you But it is not right to close your eyes and ears for fear of all that. It's not going your way, it's just squatting in isolation from the world."  

"… … ."  

"Accept what you will receive, and let what you will let go. If your judgment is useless, spit out a swear word like in a banquet hall, then brush it off. Well then, let's talk again. What is the most important thing to make this judgment right?"  

"… … Focus on yourself first, not on others."  

"Accurate."  

The father, who stroked the daughter's hair, said vigorously.  

"There is no need to focus on each and every word of others. As long as you understand yourself and not others, then all your problems will be solved."  

In that moment, Ilya Lindsay felt her head clear.  

what kind of person are you  

What do you like and what do you dislike? Which is the path for you, and which is the path that makes you crouch?  

If it is clear.  

If you think about it first. Instead of reacting blindly to the words and actions of others, if you can become the subject and make your own choices.  

Then, there was no need to be afraid of the gaze of others.  

There was no need to be bothered by the words of others.  

'It's the same with Ignet.'  

Ilya closed her eyes and thought of Ignet Crescentia.  

The swordsmanship she showed, the courage she showed, and the words of recognition she gave her.  

There wasn't any problem with that.  

Because he clearly understood his feelings. He hated her and hated her, but... … didn't hate  

Rather, I admired it a little bit.  

And I realized that those feelings were driving my own growth.  

'Let's make a clear distinction.'  

Incidents caused by ignit.  

Sadness due to ignet.  

Rumors caused by Ignet, and the voices of comparison and sarcasm.  

You don't need these. You don't need to listen to it, you don't need to keep it in your heart.  

But even so, it is not necessary to ignore and turn away from the recognition of an outstanding prosecutor.  

Ilya was genuinely delighted with her compliment and decided to accept it.  

I decided to take it as my own nourishment and move forward through it.  

However… … .  

"Dad."  

"Yes, daughter."  

"Thank you very much for your words. I'm sorry, but I'll be back for a while."  

"Huh? where... … ."  

The moment you focus on your own mind.  

She quickly left her father's room, realizing that there was something far more important than Ignet.  

And he moved his body with all his might.  

I felt a little sorry for my father.  

But I couldn't stand it. I couldn't stand it.  

finally realized  

The moment she focused on herself, Ilya sprinted towards the gym to see him approaching with a greater presence than anything else.  

How do you know you are there?  

just found out  

The feeling of a magician that comes very rarely in life came down to her.  

Ilya is a precious friend who appeared in front of her as if it was only natural.  

No, looking at the one he loved, Irene Pareira, he exhaled.  

"haha… … ."  

"Ilia?"  

"… … ."  

"What's up?"  

Irene's voice is heard.  

Even in the Chrono Swordsmanship, in the Land of Proof, the face of his who gave him great power can be seen here.  

I could feel the slightly worried eyes and the faint smell of sweat.  

All of that was good.  

Ilya Lindsay, who has been completely focused on herself after a few years and fully realizing her feelings, opened her mouth to speak out.  

"… … ."  

However, I was never able to do that.  

It was unavoidable.  

As she lived her whole life focusing on the reactions, gazes, and actions of others other than herself, it was not clear what she was like now.  

It lowered her confidence to the floor.  

'What am I like now?'  

'Isn't it strange that he suddenly ran out and looked at me?'  

'I don't think it's a little bit to say in a situation like this… … .'  

'No, Irene would only think of me as a friend… … .'  

Among the dozens of thoughts that came to mind even in the blink of an eye, few were positive.  

Then, Ilya realized once more.  

Realizing who you are.  

The fact that there is something more important than that, or even more than that.  

'… … to love me.'  

"Ilya, are you okay?"  

"… … ."  

"Ilia? Ilya?"  

Irene Pareira approached. With his sword removed, with a worried expression on his face.  

Ilya was very grateful for that.  

Knowing how he was wielding his sword at every moment, he felt even deeper emotions as he cared for him even when he stopped.  

Of course that was all.  

I got to know myself better than before, but... … It still took time to love yourself more.  

It was difficult, but Ilya decided to endure a little more.  

'Let's save me a little more.'  

until you feel confident.  

Until you can like yourself.  

Until Irene becomes attractive enough to like him.  

Until then, let's hide this feeling. Let's hide a little bit more.  

instead… … .  

"Irene."  

"Huh?"  

"I just came to see you."  

"… … uh?"  

"Literally. You haven't seen each other lately, have you?"  

"That's right."  

"So I came. I want to see."  

"… … ."  

"Would you like to try Dalian after a while?"  

"Well… … Is that so?"  

Irene nodded her head.  

Ilia looked at him and smiled brightly. Irene was slightly surprised to see that.  

Because it was much brighter than usual.  

However, there was nothing strange about Ilya.  

He likes Irene.  

I like to spend time with Irene.  

Although I am not confident in revealing the former, I felt there was no need to hide the latter.  

We will gradually reduce the act of cheating our emotions  

I will stop hiding my feelings now.  

Be more confident and express yourself honestly. Don't hide your 'self' for fear of unnecessary reactions.  

Then... … .  

'Someday, I will be able to become a person attractive enough to express this feeling.'  

Looking at Irene Pareira's face, Ilya Lindsay smiled brighter.  

Only the moon in the night sky was quietly looking down at the two busily dividing their swords.  
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In mid-March, the morning and evening are still chilly.  

The members of the purification corps, including Julius Hul, went out of the castle to leave Rabat.  

There were not many to see off.  

Very few people know of their existence, and what they have to deal with is also top secret.  

Therefore, only a few high-ranking officials from the dungeon expedition team, Joshua Lindsay, and Ayrene and others watched their finale.  

'… … It's amazing.'  

The court wizard of Rabat, Perry Martinez, burst out in admiration.  

He already knew that the power of the Holy Kingdom was greater than it appeared on the surface.  

However, I never dreamed it would be like this.  

The squadron's strong men, including the squadron commander of the Red Knights, Quincy Myers, were bustling with the continent.  

So the belief was gone.  

With this kind of power, even that terrible clown demon would not be able to withstand it.  

If any other demons lurk, they will not harm them.  

Showing a sign of relief, he turned his gaze to the other side this time.  

Ignet Crescentia, the youngest member of the Demon Subjugation Team, and the Black Knight Commander who is a stranger on the continent.  

And Irene Pareira, Lulu, and Ilya Lindsay standing proudly in front of her.  

A deeper emotion bloomed in Perry Martinez's heart.  

'Talents who will leave their mark in history have flocked to one generation.'  

Not to mention Ignet Crescentia.  

At the age of less than 30, he had the ability to easily defeat his evil villain, Sevion Brooks.  

Even now, the atmosphere she exudes was even greater than before she faced the devil.  

It was clear that some realization had come.  

It was the same with Irene Pareira and Lulu.  

I still remember The activity, courage, and composure they showed in the dungeon.  

Even as experienced wizards themselves, when they were trembling in fear, they showed their best judgment and actions, regardless of Magi.  

Without them, more damage would have occurred.  

'But what's even more surprising is… … .'  

It was Ilya Lindsay.  

Of course, she did a great job in the dungeon too.  

It was one of the three that broke through the second barrier of the clown demon, and everyone was able to easily learn even the daunting hero's sword.  

However, compared to the others, it was also true that he looked somewhat anxious and seemed to be overworked.  

But not now.  

I don't know for sure because I don't have a tendency to openly show energy like Ignet.  

But his intuition as an archmage was telling him. she grew up That too a lot.  

'Even in the eyes looking at Ignet, I can feel something relaxed… … what What the hell happened?'  

couldn't figure it out  

What was clear was that the Lindsay maiden was ready to fly higher and higher despite the defeat of the Proof Land.  

It would be nice if there were talents like that in Rabat.  

Perry Martinez, who mumbled softly, was nauseous and had a dry mouth. And I looked to the side.  

I could see Joshua Lindsay, a father watching his daughter with an uncomfortable expression for some reason.  

'Why is that yangban like that? My daughter is showing her dignified appearance even in front of Ignet.'  

No, are you looking at the child, not the daughter?  

I do not know. Actually, I didn't even want to understand. I just went on to say that the yangban also has some pretty unusual corners.  

Of course, Irene couldn't get past that.  

"Irene, Irene."  

"Huh."  

"Ilya's father is staring at you."  

"I know."  

"Have you done anything wrong? Did you secretly steal and eat something?"  

"… … I didn't."  

Whoops, Irene sighed.  

I vaguely noticed it, but now I know for sure. Joshua Lindsay was misunderstanding something.  

I couldn't figure out how to solve it.  

Of course, it wasn't something to worry about now.  

Ignet, one step closer to her, opened her mouth.  

"Irene Pareira."  

"You tell me."  

"As I said before, three years. Let's definitely raise our skills in it."  

"Like I said before, I will join you unconditionally within a year."  

"I am overconfident. Kuhn is not that kind of person."  

"Have you met Kuhn?"  

"We haven't met. But I heard a lot."  

"… … ."  

"Let me tell you one thing."  

In an instant, Ignet hooked and narrowed the distance.  

The head comes close enough to touch the nose, then bends towards the left ear.  

Whispering something in Irene's ear, she quickly took two steps back.  

It was because I felt a dense life.  

With a bright smile, she asked Ilya, the owner of the place to live.  

"Do you have anything to say?"  

"… … ."  

Ilya Lindsay was silent for a moment.  

It seemed to calm the excitement and seemed to choose what to say.  

After about 30 seconds passed, she opened her mouth.  

"… … See you next time."  

"When do you see it?"  

"Let's do a dagger at least once."  

Unlike before, Ilya uses honorifics.  

However, this one was more difficult to ignore.  

Compared to the past, when it seemed like it was forcibly squeezed out, I felt much more relaxed in the present figure.  

Ignet, confused for a moment, picked it up and smiled. She nodded and stretched out her hand.  

"I know. See you next time."  

"A little handshake."  

"Oh yeah."  

"Then come with me."  

"Didn't you hate me too?"  

"It's a little bit better now. It's enough to shake hands."  

In place of Ilya, who vehemently refused, Lulu stretched out her front paws. Ignet's index and thumb grabbed it and gently shook it.  

it's slick  

She muttered inwardly and smiled more deeply. Some of the old knights of the Jeonghwa Team looked at it with envy.  

'You're doing well.'  

Julius Hul also looked at Irene, Ilya, Lulu, and Ignet.  

Of course, he had a different opinion than the other old knights who were blamed.  

What he saw was not just the present moment, but a brilliant and bright future.  

'I hope they can continue to have a positive impact on each other for a long time to come.'  

Through him, I hope that we can grow into a stronger and more upright being.  

The paladin who devoted his life to the peace of the continent, closed his eyes and prayed to God.  

and at the same time.  

In the middle of the great forest located in the southern part of the continent, an energy dotted with malice shot towards the young hero.  

* * *  

[Aside Story - Joshua Lindsay]  

"Sir Emma. How long do you have left?"  

"At the current rate, it will take a week or so."  

"Right."  

"Shall we speed up more?"  

"no. Don't overdo it. It doesn't seem like that's going to happen."  

After speaking, Joshua Lindsay closed her eyes. A sigh escaped from his mouth.  

After the disappearance of her son Carl Lindsay, Joshua Lindsay was forced to become more sensitive to Ilya Lindsay's safety.  

It was for this reason that he prevented the training of his daughter, who became as many as an expert.  

Of course, he could not break his stubbornness, and the result of the compromise was the magic map he had in his hands.  

An object that can determine the location of the object engraved with blood, and emits a strong red color when the subject is subjected to an unbearable mental or physical shock.  

It was an item that was not affected by any magical interference, and was much more expensive than magic tools.  

However, something went wrong with that magic map.  

It was because the dots on the map, which should normally be emitting green, were black instead of red.  

'There is nothing wrong with the map.'  

'if so?'  

'There are a few things to expect, but… … If it's the highest probability, something darker than magic... … For example, if you enter a space filled with magic... … This could happen.'  

Joshua Lindsay, who recalled the words of the cartographer, sharpened his teeth.  

It wouldn't be a big deal. I thought so until two weeks ago.  

No matter how terrible the devil's den, he cannot put his daughter, who has become a Sword Master, in danger.  

Even in the words of the bodyguard Emma Garcia, didn't the other three companions also have excellent skills?  

'I even said that one of them broke my daughter. He said he is a cat, but there are also excellent magicians... … .'  

With that much power, it's right to put down your worries, even if it's Joshua, who's in trouble.  

However, when the black dot on the map did not return to green no matter how much time passed, another possibility began to bloom in Gaju's head.  

perhaps.  

The existence the daughter is facing right now is even more terrifying than the demon.  

Maybe it's an ancient demon that is said to have disappeared 150 years ago... … .  

That was the moment I thought about it.  

pot-  

"D, I'm in. Did the light come on?"  

"What?"  

Joshua Lindsay opened her eyes. Then he looked at the map in his hand.  

really lighted up. It was also green, not red.  

daughter is alive  

Even in healthy condition!  

With a sigh of relief, he hugged the escort and the cartographer in the carriage.  

The strong Emma Garcia was fine, but the cartographer, a magician, felt a lot of pain at the touch of the continent's top ten swordsman.  

"Go, my lord! for a bit… … ."  

"Oh, yes! Please check your daughter's condition right now. Hurry up!"  

"… … ."  

"Why?"  

"No, no. Okay."  

The old magician nodded.  

It was heartbreaking to see that the life or death of his beloved daughter was confirmed. He couldn't care less about his own pain.  

He was slightly hurt by his timid personality, but he did his part.  

The ability to see an object and its surroundings when ingesting a part of someone's body.  

To do this, the magician put a strand of Ilya Lindsay's hair into her mouth.  

With his eyes closed, his expression was very serious. Joshua Lindsay and Emma Garcia quietly waited for his powers to manifest.  

After a while, various pieces of information flowed out of the magician's mouth.  

"First… … The lady is unharmed. There seems to be no problem."  

"Whoa, that's right! Also, can you see anything else?"  

Joshua let out another sigh of relief.  

It was fortunate. I was really happy.  

He still doesn't know exactly what happened, but the fact that his daughter was okay made him feel like he had the whole world.  

Of course, it didn't end here. He hurried the magician, who stuttered out what he saw.  

Combat troops flocking to the wasteland.  

The old knights wearing pure white armor were completely different from those who had a twist.  

Behind them is the wreckage of the collapsed dungeon.  

"… … It seems like something big has happened."  

"It seems so."  

Joshua Lindsay and Emma Garcia looked serious.  

From the circumstances, it seemed certain that it had something to do with the devil. It was not just a demon, but it felt like something connected with a real demon had exploded.  

How could your daughter be involved in such a terrible thing!  

A vein spurted in Joshua's fist.  

What the hell are these guys doing... … .  

At that moment, another piece of information came out of the magician's mouth.  

"And… … There are two beings that seem close to your daughter."  

"two?"  

"Yes. One is a cat, which acts as if it understands people, and even flies... … ."  

"Wait, two including the cat?"  

"Yes? Yes."  

The magician answered in confusion. He couldn't understand why the state focused on the number of people.  

However, Joshua had to be sensitive.  

'Is it possible that the party where the four of us were together is torn apart and the two of us are traveling together?'  

Gaju's face hardened.  

When I first got Emma Garcia's report, I didn't like it.  

It's a party with men, what the hell is this!  

However, there were other women at the party, and now that I have come to worry about it, I can only hear the sound of bulging arms, so I remember nodding my head boldly.  

At least it was then.  

However, the two are different stories.  

Swallowed, Joshua Lindsay asked the magician.  

He didn't notice, but his voice was a little shaky.  

"Well, then who is the other one? Are you a woman? red hair... … ."  

"Isn't it?"  

"What?"  

"He is a blonde man. pretty handsome... … ."  

"coachman! Speed ​​up!"  

"Eh?"  

"uh?"  

Emma Garcia put on a bewildered expression as she saw Joshua Lindsay's sudden runaway.  

Even the magician was startled and his abilities were cut off. Despite his pounding hair, he was also looking at Gaju with an absurd look.  

"Hurry up, can't we go any faster!"  

Whether it was or not, he didn't care.  

It didn't even end with an order.  

He stopped the carriage and handed two horses to another vassal. And said to Emma Garcia.  

"I can't. Let's go first. That would be faster."  

"… … ."  

"Why but?"  

"no. I will obey your orders."  

Emma Garcia quickly controlled her expression.  

The two of them drove to the estate of Rabat in an instant, and were able to advance the schedule by two days than the expected time.  

However… … .  

'It seems that the daughter has already passed on to him.'  

Whoa, Joshua Lindsay sighed as she recalled the journey before arrival.  

Of course, it was not incomprehensible.  

Irene Pareira, a pretty decent young man.  

He has a good appearance and has a strong physique. His swordsmanship skills are even better.  

Except for Ignet, there is no rival among prosecutors in their 20s. He was a genius incomparable to his younger days.  

Even the character was good.  

There was no one who believed only in his talents and neglected his efforts, and he never showed any ignoring others because of his own abilities. He was also kind to his daughter.  

The problem was that no healthy young man could come to his father's eyes.  

"I can't. Starting tomorrow in Dalian, I have to push harder."  

"… … ."  

Emma Garcia was silent.  

Ga-joo said he was too upset and asked me to have a drink with him, so I was dealing with him… … .  

To be honest, it was a little hard to bear.  

She also really likes young girls, but her love for this eight-year-old daughter was too much.  

Of course, Emma wasn't strong enough to point this out.  

After thinking for a moment, she opened her mouth.  

"Your judgment is right."  

"Yes, yes. One more drink."  

Joshua continued to drink strong whiskey after that, and went to bed worried.  

Emma Garcia, who had been her assistant to the end, thought as she left the room.  

'Take care, Irene Pareira.'  
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As Ignet and Julius and others of the Purification Team left, Rabat's estate became much quieter than before.  

Of course, this is not to say that the people of the Holy Kingdom have been noisy.  

However, as the Black Knights, who were officially Rabat's guests, and the greetings of Faranke and Kalven, returned to their home countries at once, it only felt more sluggish.  

However, even in the midst of it, there was a place where a loud sound reverberated over and over again, and it was the dance hall.  

Following the final battle for the champion in the land of proof, Irene Pareira, who made a strong impression on the powerful in the continent with the battle against the clown demon.  

Joshua Lindsay, a swordsman who is known as the best talent of the previous generation, and is considered to be stronger than the other five major swordsmiths despite his relatively young age.  

The battle between the two was still hot and rough before and after the Jeonghwa Team left.  

Aww!  

"Ugh… … ."  

"Should I just lose my balance like this?"  

No, it got even more intense.  

The reason was clear. Because Joshua Lindsay decided to do it.  

The events of a few days ago came to mind in Ga-ju's head, who was driving Irene wildly.  

A lovely daughter who came to see her after a few years and asked her for advice.  

For such Ilya Lindsay, he did his best and gave advice with all his heart.  

Using all the experience, years, and wisdom accumulated over 50 years of life, she came up with an answer that she could think of, and since that day, her daughter has been living each day with a much brighter image than before.  

If you think about it up to this point, it's a really good thing and I'm proud of it. There is no reason to be as angry as I am now.  

However… … .  

'The reason you ran outside as soon as you heard my story was to meet that guy!'  

Ilya hates having anyone meddle in her private life. Even the father is the same.  

But at that time, I couldn't contain my curiosity, so I quietly followed her daughter, and as if it was natural for Ilia to arrive, there was a young boy.  

I still remember it clearly.  

The figure of her daughter giving her a much brighter smile than she showed herself.  

What was even more annoying was that he reacted very lukewarmly to his daughter's attitude.  

'Young man, did you like the sword that much!'  

Of course I knew. Confronting the devil, facing Ignet, and talking with Julius Hul, one of the strongest people on the continent.  

There was even a homework assignment to get the approval of another strongest person, Kuhn.  

If he had abandoned his water lilies in that yard and was just spending time with his daughter, he would have been very angry.  

However.  

However… … .  

'I can't forgive you for putting your daughter completely behind the scenes!'  

Aww-!  

After thinking, Joshua Lindsay gave strength to her hand.  

Power surged along with the boiling emotions.  

The Auror Sword, refined through the vision of the Sky Sword, became a sharp wind rather than an ordinary blade.  

The sword wind, which was split into seven fragments in an instant, flew toward Irene in sequence.  

tuong  

Whoops-!  

Whoops!  

"Ugh!"  

Irene let out a moan.  

Each wind felt different.  

Some put heavy pressure on him, while others gave him a sense of emptiness, making him futile.  

The wind that blew at the same time through the loss of balance made my hands busy. Still, I managed to block it.  

However, there was no time to rest. Joshua Lindsay, who had already taken control of the rear, took his sword and slashed at him this time.  

Irene hurriedly turned the new weapon and swung his sword from the lower right to the upper left.  

The terrifying power seemed to blow away even the typhoon.  

snuggle  

However, the sword of Gaju had turned into a butterfly of steel.  

After cutting the wind sharply to make a gap, he moved leisurely. He said as he lowered the sword around Irene's neck.  

"Can't you just do this?"  

"no!"  

"Your voice is still not bad. You can roll it harder."  

"Please!"  

Irene Pareira bowed her head deeply, then set herself up again.  

breathing was rough. Muscles that had been overworked to the limit screamed, and the always-full Auror was on the verge of exhaustion.  

However, only the senses shone sharply.  

Joshua Lindsay's sword and Aurre, and even the unfamiliar feelings towards him, could clearly be felt by Irene.  

However, he did not correct Gaju's misunderstanding.  

In fact, it was close to impossible to correct. Because it was Joshua Lindsay who couldn't say anything about Ilya Lindsay.  

However, thanks to such feelings, Irene was able to train more intensely, and to compete closer to real life.  

It's like a ferocity similar to what Karakum showed toward himself, who was so daring when he decided to walk the path of a hero.  

I liked the harsh pressure.  

I liked the gloomy atmosphere.  

Other than that, I thought that it would be difficult to catch up with Ignet Crescentia, who ran away.  

'It's rare to have an opportunity like this.'  

Feeling the sword of Gaju slamming into him again, Irene's senses blossomed.  

He calculated the optimal movement with both hot and cold reason.  

Joshua didn't just wield his sword to torment him.  

Although it was more intense than that, it had enough of the character of a map battle.  

It presents trials that can only be overcome by making appropriate judgments.  

It gives you difficulties that can only be overcome by choosing the best option.  

If you fail, repeat until you succeed.  

Instead of telling them explicitly, they add hints little by little through the sword, so that they can think for themselves and grow up.  

Aww!  

'The atmosphere itself is bloody and ruthless, but the teaching method itself is very kind and considerate.'  

Irene Pareira smiled.  

He was still a good person. It was natural. Wasn't it Ilya Lindsay's father who wasn't anyone else?  

He started a counterattack by scraping all the remaining strength on the floor, and Joshua Lindsay's eyes lit up at him.  

he's definitely a good guy  

But that doesn't mean you can't watch it!  

Gaju, who shouted "Hap," blew a stronger blow. It was an attack that could never be stopped by Airun until now.  

However, somehow, I had faith that I could stop it this time.  

It wasn't. In fact, it wasn't.  

If you can't accept it, there's nothing you can do. You'll get better soon with treatment.  

Between boldness and irritability, between the two opposing emotions, Joshua swung his sword in a way that allowed it to happen.  

At that moment, a clear voice resounded from behind.  

"Dad."  

Boo woo woo-!  

The moment she heard her daughter's voice, Joshua turned on the sword. Seeing the sword passing by, Irene sighed in relief.  

One move a while ago would never have been able to stop it. Across Gaju's back, Ilya's face was seen with a bright smile.  

However, that expression is only temporary.  

Ilya frowned at Joshua and said in a sharp voice.  

"Aren't you being too harsh?"  

"No, this is… … Yes, I wish Irene would make me this strong."  

"really?"  

"Because it is. Right, Irene?"  

"… … Yes."  

"You seem a little dazed?"  

"… … Irene is very tired and it seems difficult to answer right away. Let's rest for a while now."  

"Okay."  

"Ugh."  

Joshua looks at Irene and his daughter as they sit on the floor.  

And Ilia looking at them alternately.  

After a moment of silence, Ilya, who moved closer to Irene, sat down next to him.  

"… … ."  

Joshua's expression hardened for a moment, but he didn't show any more.  

Let's be kind in front of our daughter anytime, anywhere.  

Gaju, who murmured in her heart again, set the mood to show a mature attitude.  

However, at the words of his daughter who came out after a while, he had no choice but to raise his face and let out a startled voice.  

"Irenee, would you like to come to my family?"  

"uh?"  

"What!"  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

The atmosphere became cheap.  

That's how loud Joshua Lindsay's voice was.  

His expression was also a sight to behold. His usual dignified appearance was nowhere to be found, and his mouth that was open as if his chin was going to fall out gave him a stupid feeling.  

Looking at her father like that, Ilya sighed a little.  

The reaction drove another nail into Joshua's chest, but she didn't care.  

Ilya turned her head and said to Irene.  

"Dad and I are going back to the family soon. Because I can't stay here forever."  

"Oh, yes."  

Irene nodded her head.  

It was said that they were going to secretly subdue demons, but only a small number of Purification Team members could search the entire continent.  

Support from high-level officials in each country is necessary, and Joshua Lindsay is one of them.  

This means that you cannot be tied to Rabat forever.  

Besides, Ilya had no reason to attend training anymore.  

A few days ago she said  

It seems that the long wandering has finally come to an end. Now that I've found my own path, I'll just have to make an effort to move forward.  

'Well, from now on, it would be better to train in the family.'  

Thinking like that, my heart became heavy again.  

It was the same when he broke up with Brat, Judith, and Karacum, but his breakup with Ilya also gave Ayre a deep disappointment.  

Except for my family, I was the closest to anyone else.  

'No, wait, but you said we'd go together, didn't we?'  

Irene looked at Ilya.  

Ilya also looked at Irene. with a smile.  

You laugh often these days, he thought. It was nice to see her brighter than before.  

However, there was something more important than that.  

Irene continued his gaze as if hoping for an answer, and Ilya answered.  

"Anyway, in order to keep the promise I made with Ignet, I would only train for the whole year. it is not so?"  

"right."  

"How about a match with Dad? Doesn't that help a lot?"  

"… … right."  

"Then you can stay in our family and continue your training."  

"uh… … ."  

"no?"  

Whoops-!  

Irene's eyes moved quickly.  

Contrary to the caring expression on his face, Joshua Lindsay's face that felt alive was visible. Goosebumps came up on my back.  

A momentum worthy of the continent's 10 greatest swordsman.  

However, with one word from Ilia, the mood changed in an instant.  

"Dad, stop."  

"… … ."  

Shu Wook  

The headdresser is smiling warmly as if he ever did.  

He put on a slightly bewildered expression on his face, but this time I felt a soft energy from Ilya's side.  

The expression of an unknown feeling, as if he was caring for himself, as if he was being pressured.  

Ilya asked Irene again.  

"What do you think?"  

"… … ."  

"Is that bad?"  

"No, it's not like that… … ."  

"Then, are you going together?"  

woo woo... …  

Ilya Lindsay's momentum grew little by little.  

Now I knew. It was clear pressure. Irene Pareira swallowed a gulp at the gaze of her friend who asked to accompany her.  

It was the moment when he had chosen to speak for a moment and opened his mouth.  

"It can't be."  

a voice from afar.  

The three heads turned at the same time.  

Then, a woman with beautiful blonde hair that seemed to have been made from a cat magician and sunlight caught my eye.  

I don't know why, but Lulu looked a little dazed.  

'Who is it?'  

'Who is it?'  

At the same time, a suspicious feeling appeared in Lindsay's eyes.  

But it wasn't Irene Pareira. He jumped up from his seat and called her name in a surprised, welcoming voice.  

"Cyril!"  
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Irene Pareira's younger sister, Kirill Pareira, appeared in the dance hall.  

Of course, Lindsay and her daughters did not know that she was Irene's sister.  

Joshua Lindsay was a little startled to see the young woman who appeared, hiding her presence from her, then nodded as she looked at her outfit.  

'It is often seen in the eastern part of the continent… … It must be a wizard or a sorcerer.'  

Even a master with a superior sense than ordinary people could miss the presence of a sorcerer who uses extraordinary abilities or a wizard full of magic tools.  

So, his thought flow went in a different direction.  

'Besides Ilya… … Is there another woman? A woman who is so polarized as to come all the way here?'  

Ilya Lindsay had a similar idea.  

Her beautiful hair, cute appearance, and slightly raised eyebrows gave her a strong feeling rather than fierce.  

In a bad way, he seemed to live on his own good taste, and in a good way, he seemed to have great self-confidence.  

So I was more concerned. This is because self-esteem was the most important aspect for Ilya today.  

With those thoughts in mind, a blonde woman who had been walking around suddenly hugged Irene.  

In an instant, Lindsay's expression changed.  

Irene saw this and made excuses while being hugged by Kirill. I don't even know why I'm making excuses.  

"I, he, my brother, my brother. Ilya, you said it once before."  

"okay? Oh right. I remember."  

"Um, that's right."  

"Yeah. Cyril, how are you... … No, let's start with the introduction."  

"Aren't you glad you met your brother after almost two years?"  

"… … ."  

As soon as he heard the voice in his ear, Irene knew that Kirill was not in a good mood.  

Swallowing his saliva, he removed his brother for once.  

I tried to organize my thoughts, but my head didn't go well.  

Putting him aside, Kirill Parreira politely greeted the Lindsay girls.  

"Good morning. My name is Cyril Pareira, the daughter of the Pareira family. He's Airon's younger brother."  

"Hmm, nice to meet you. My name is Joshua Lindsay."  

"This is Ilya Lindsay. Nice to meet you."  

"Yes, nice to meet you."  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

There was silence.  

It was strange.  

It could be because of her mild personality compared to Airen and Ilya's status and swordsmanship skills, but even Joshua Lindsay was paying attention to Kirill Pareira.  

To that extent, there was a strange corner in her atmosphere.  

Kirill's eyes, looking at the three in turn, stopped at Joshua Lindsay.  

She said with a faint smile.  

"I just saw… … Did you treat your brother badly?"  

"… … ."  

Joshua shut his mouth.  

In fact, he pushed Irene wildly. Much stronger than usual, stronger than the character of the map battle, and fierce.  

However, it was not without excuses.  

After thinking for a moment, he said.  

"That… … Airun-kun's skills are so good, he has no choice but to increase the intensity of his instruction a bit to give proper instruction... … And it's not usually like this. How come it was a little harsh today... … ."  

"Luru, really?"  

"… … It was always the same."  

Lulu, who saw Joshua's gaze slightly, spoke to Kirill.  

It was unavoidable. It wasn't that Joshua really hated it, but he couldn't lie to Kirill's question.  

After finishing answering, Lulu hid behind Irene and held out his eyes, but when their gazes met, he completely disappeared.  

"Is that so?"  

"… … ."  

"Cyril, that's too rude to start with… … ."  

"Stay still."  

Irene tried to dry his brother, but there was no jaw.  

Kirill, who woke up his brother with a single glance, continued talking to Joshua.  

"I, and Lulu, are also magicians, so I can roughly understand it. It's not that the headmaster doesn't have a bad feeling for his brother. But I also know that there are definitely some people who treat them a little harsher than others."  

"… … ."  

"Rough training is essential for anyone who walks the path of the sword, but since I was worried about becoming a younger brother, I also spoke a little emotionally. I am sorry for that."  

"No, no. It could be enough. Sorry for making you worry."  

Joshua Lindsay waving his hand to admit he was wrong.  

It was a sight that Irene had never thought of before.  

However, Kirill accepted Gaju's apology too easily.  

It didn't end here.  

Kirill Pareira's gaze turned this time to Ilya Lindsay. Sharp eyes stared at her.  

Ilya was stunned for a moment, but soon hardened her expression and sent her eyes away as well.  

Unlike his father, he hadn't really made any mistakes.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

A snowball fight started suddenly.  

Again, the atmosphere became gloomy.  

Joshua and Irene did not even dare to intervene and looked at them blankly, and time passed without a hitch.  

One minute, two minutes, and more than that.  

It was Ilya Lindsay who lowered her tail first.  

A swordsman who has attained mastery is defeated in a snowball fight!  

It was hard to believe, but it actually happened.  

Kirill smiled and said to Ilya, who slightly avoided her gaze to the side.  

"sister."  

"Huh? uh? Yeah?"  

"You're one year older than me, so you're right. speak comfortably. You can just call me Cyril."  

"uh… … Really?"  

"Yeah. Can you call me, my name?"  

"… … Key, Lil?"  

"thanks sister. May I call you Ilya, too?"  

"Uh, uh… … ."  

Cyril, who took the initiative in the conversation in an instant, smiled more brightly.  

If you take a picture of it with a magic camera and look at it separately, it's an expression that makes you feel refreshed.  

However, the atmosphere of this place was not so.  

Under strange pressure, Cyril called for Ilya separately.  

"Ilya's sister."  

"Huh?"  

"Wait, I have something to tell you… … Can I talk over there for a moment?"  

"Yeah, yes."  

"Luru is here."  

"Yes, Cyril. I will be quiet."  

Lulu, behind Irene's back, answered, and Ilya and Kirill moved away.  

Joshua and Irene looked at the women as they walked away without saying a word. Both were half-hearted.  

Of course, it didn't continue.  

It was Joshua Lindsay who woke up first.  

he asked, looking at Irene.  

"Are you going to follow me through the family?"  

"I would have thought about it in the first place, but… … ."  

Whoops-!  

Joshua Lindsay's momentum is strong.  

The energy is not spread widely, but is concentrated only on Irene. It was clearly a treatment that saw Cyril Pareira's eyes.  

Irenee, who had been sweating a drop, continued talking right away.  

"… … It will probably be difficult. I have somewhere else to go."  

"Hmm. Does it have anything to do with what Ignet said?"  

"That's right, whoa."  

As the momentum decreased, breathing became easier.  

Irene told Joshua a whisper Ignet had told him a few days ago, just before he left.  

'According to information from the Holy Kingdom, Kun is now in the Chrono Swordsmanship Hall.'  

With those words, Irene's next destination was decided.  

In fact, I originally had the intention of going to the Swordsmanship Museum.  

I had to show Gwanju Ian his sword too, and although we had just broken up, I wanted to see Judith too.  

There was no reason not to go, as Khun was also there.  

'Even if I can't get Kuhn's approval right now, I have to hold on to the promise to prove my qualifications even a year later.'  

If you don't, you may end up wasting a lot of time looking for Khun, even though you've actually achieved it. That was not what I was hoping for.  

Irene explained this to Joshua Lindsay, and Gaju nodded.  

His expression was odd. Even while he was relieved, he felt that he was dissatisfied with something, but the dull Irene did not understand the reason.  

There was no room for that in the first place. Kirill, who had already joined with Ilya, asked Irene.  

"You're going to the Chrono Swordsman?"  

"… … Huh. I think it should be."  

"It's been almost two years since you left home? Aren't you going to go back to your family?"  

After Joshua and Ilya, this time Irene was also speechless.  

Until he wandered the continent with Karakum, he had sent a letter through a mercenary agency once a month.  

However, after entering the territory of the Orc, there were so many things that he neglected his family.  

To be honest, I forgot for a moment.  

Considering that he was where he is today thanks to the support and love of his family, he was truly committing an absurd disobedience. I also felt sorry for my brother.  

… … However, he could not give up his career as a swordsman.  

because of the devil.  

due to ignit.  

There was no way to stop the heart set on fire due to the Purification Party Paladins, including Quincy Myers.  

Having made the decision, Irene decided to be stubborn.  

"Okay."  

"Huh?"  

"Let's go, swordsman."  

Before Irene could open his mouth, Kirill first nodded. Confused, Irene asked.  

Even to that question, the younger brother only calmly answered.  

As if reading his thoughts, Irene felt a little goosebumps.  

'Have you become more adept at witchcraft?'  

There are things like that, but it seemed to have gotten better because it was something related to me.  

She said.  

"It's a little sad, but it's not bad. It's amazing that there's something I want to do to the point where my brother is so stubborn, and I can stop by quickly if I ride my griffin."  

"right. Cyril is right!"  

"Luru, you have become very kind."  

"Huh! I'm the kindest cat ever! Please continue to trust and love Lulu from now on!"  

"Okay."  

Kirill smiled and patted Lulu's head.  

Lulu enjoyed her touch more than ever with a more docile figure, and Ilya, who saw it for the first time, had no choice but to panic again.  

Either way, Cyril didn't care.  

She looked at the Lindsay girls and spoke politely.  

"I'm sorry for suddenly appearing and pouring out all sorts of stories. Because of my brother I haven't seen in a very long time, I'm not in a hurry.  

"I understand."  

"I understand, Cyril."  

"Thank you, my lord. thanks sister. I'm sorry, but there are a lot of delayed stories... … Is it okay if I monopolize my brother today?"  

It was the words of the one who ruled the current atmosphere.  

The Lindsays nodded their heads at the same time, and Kirill, who had a bright smile, greeted them nicely.  

"Thank you. I hope to see you often before you leave. Then, excuse me."  

At the end of those words, Kirill Pareira leads Irene and Lulu.  

Joshua and Ilya looked at them without a word as they moved away.  

The silence was broken when the three new models were obscured by the building and disappeared.  

the father said  

"Ilya."  

"Yes, Dad."  

"Can you tell me what you talked about with Miss Parreira?"  

"I'm sorry."  

"… … okay."  

The maid gave a slightly depressed expression.  

* * *  

A week has passed.  

During that time, Irene had a lot of conversations with Cyril. He also told stories about the devil.  

I didn't want to cause concern, but it was inevitable because Lulu couldn't lie to Kirill.  

Fortunately, Cyril didn't jump as much as he thought.  

The younger brother, who was looking at him, said briefly.  

"I believe. So do well."  

"… … I'll work hard. so as not to cause concern."  

Kirill also had quite a few meetings with Lindsay and his wife.  

I don't know what the hell they're talking about, but Ilya and Kirill became friends very quickly.  

Gaju also made a lot of friends, if not as much as Ilya, but seeing him with a completely different attitude from his own, Irene felt a little embarrassed.  

"Irene."  

"Huh?"  

"You can't compare it to Cyril."  

"… … okay."  

Of course, after hearing Lulu's words, he immediately agreed.  

Every day goes by so crazy.  

Finally, the time for parting came.  

The Lindsay family and their family are to the west of the Kingdom of Adan.  

Irene Pareira and his party went east to the Chrono Swordsman.  

Standing outside the Rabat estate, they said their final goodbyes.  

"Irene."  

"Yes, my lord."  

However, in the case of Joshua, it was not just a greeting.  

Advice on swordsmanship.  

No, it's more of a mindset advice.  

Irenee was momentarily shocked by the words she had never thought of, but then nodded her head to express her gratitude to Gaju.  

"Thank you very much. I will read it."  

"Ugh."  

With a short nod, Joshua Lindsay stepped back.  

He was still a guy with a cross between love and hate, but he couldn't just hate a prosecutor who worked so hard like that.  

The last person to approach Irene was Ilya Lindsay.  

A much brighter expression than when I first came to Rabat.  

And she, who showed a much clearer smile, put her face up to her nose and turned it into her ear, just like Ignet did.  

A soft whisper was heard.  

"My family, please come and play within a year."  

"… … ."  

"If you don't come this time… … I will come to you directly and torture you immensely.  
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[Gaiden - The Lindsay House]  

little by little  

The wagons of the Lindsay family made their way along the straight road. The speed was not fast.  

If it was a time when Ilya Lindsay's life or death was unclear, there was no need to overdo it, even though it was not an emergency.  

'No, it's an emergency... … .'  

As he looked out at the scenery outside the carriage, the Lindsay Housewives were lost in thought.  

I thought so. For 150 years, or even longer, a demon that had not appeared for a long time appeared.  

It was also not a joke. According to the Black Knight Commander Ignet Crescentia, the level is not inferior to being called the Great Demon.  

I've even heard that there are quite a few demons lurking besides him.  

As a descendant of a hero and one of the few strong people on the continent, he was in a situation where he had no choice but to be nervous.  

However, it was not the well-being of the continent that weighed heavily on his heart right now.  

Joshua Lindsay, who quietly closed her eyes, remembered Carl Lindsay, who had long since disappeared.  

'son… … .'  

His son, who was not proud of his position as the eldest son of a famous family, but had a weak heart that did not match his talent.  

It was strongly speculated that the devil might have intervened in his disappearance.  

Without that level of existence, the defense of the family cannot be penetrated. Joshua's suspicions grew stronger.  

What is your son's condition?  

would he have died already or are you alive  

If you were alive, would you have a painful day? Could it be that he is living a hellish time as a test subject of the devil?  

perhaps… … .  

woo woo woo woo... …  

Momentum erupted from Joshua Lindsay's body.  

Although it did not spread widely, a fearful energy that had no choice but to feel fear rose like a haze.  

Ilya Lindsay opened her mouth, just before that momentum was not enough to fill the wagon and spread outside.  

"Dad."  

"… … Yes, daughter."  

slurp... …  

Joshua Lindsay, who had gained energy, showed a caring smile.  

It was a mistake. You can't even control your own heart in front of your daughter. It was a disqualification as a father.  

Thinking of my son, I felt like my teeth would be grinding and tears of blood would come out, but there was nothing I could do right now.  

With the Continental Union, including the Holy Kingdom, all he could do was to narrow the search network slowly, but without leaks.  

If so, what can you do now?  

It was to focus on Ilya Lindsay, who was right in front of her, on her lovely daughter.  

'It's not just bad things. I have a good job.'  

As he continued small chats with his daughter, the father came up with a bright idea unlike a while ago.  

There was no need to force any effort.  

Much brighter than before, and much brighter than immediately after the disappearance of her son, it brought laughter to the eyes of her daughter.  

no more anxious.  

I was no longer obsessed.  

There seemed to be no compulsiveness or nervousness.  

Seeing Ilya looking at her with her hard and soft eyes, Joshua's eyes were also curved like the old moon.  

It made me feel even better to think that my advice played a big role in my daughter's growth.  

'… … It hurts a little that I ran out to see him before the consultation was over.'  

Joshua Lindsay's eyes trembled slightly as she remembered that time.  

As a father, he said something really cool, and the atmosphere that was wonderful enough to make me want to take a picture of the current scene with a magic tool and show it to my wife was shattered by that guy.  

it was disappointing It was very, very disappointing.  

But when asked if his feelings for Ayrene Pareira were only negative, Joshua had no choice but to sigh and shake his head.  

'My role was important, but Irene played a bigger role than that… … It must be him.'  

I realized it when I first arrived in Rabat.  

that a lot has changed It still looks difficult, but it's completely different from 2 years ago, when I followed Ignet without knowing why.  

Now, I think my words and my heart will be able to reach my daughter enough.  

If Irene was the one who led such a change, it was understandable that her daughter fell for him.  

And… … .  

'Honestly, since Irene is not enough to be a son-in-law.'  

At the moment of parting, that was the reason I gave Irene advice.  

To help you grow into a better inspector.  

To help you grow into a better hero.  

So, one day, I hope that I can be reborn as a great man and a great son-in-law who can meet even my strict standards.  

… … Of course, no one knew when that day would come.  

"Daddy daddy?"  

"Huh? Ah, sorry. Another thought for a moment... … I'm sorry. I'm really sorry."  

Joshua apologized over and over for his mistakes.  

It's a common occurrence, but it's been years since I've had a conversation with my daughter comfortably like this.  

Each and every situation had to be cautious.  

Of course, Ilya did not react sensitively.  

Rather, he made an unexpected suggestion after passing it over as if he had thought about his father's heart.  

"Do you want to have a light drink in the evening instead of just eating? Dad?"  

"Operation?"  

"Yeah. I actually have a bottle of good wine."  

Ilya took a bottle of wine from her backpack.  

When Joshua saw the name Ragbulan 16 years, he was startled. It was a precious drink, and it was his favorite drink.  

Also, it was a drink with a unique taste that could make you frown if you didn't set foot in whiskey.  

"Durkhali… … It was a gift from a friend in the Orc Territory. It tasted good."  

"… … You learned to drink."  

"Yeah. My mom doesn't like alcohol very much. I also wanted to drink with my dad, so I learned a little bit."  

'Did you learn a little bit?'  

Seeing her daughter talking so casually about alcohol, Joshua was skeptical.  

Your daughter is learning to drink. As a father, I was both happy and sad. I felt weird.  

Of course, I couldn't make such a tea at this moment.  

Seeing the daughter who offered a drink for him, the father smiled broadly.  

"Haha, you're already old enough to know alcohol… … Thank you. Good! So how about a light drink in the evening?"  

"good."  

"okay. But who told you about alcohol? That… … Irene?"  

"no. Irene doesn't like alcohol very much."  

"okay? then… … ."  

"I have a friend called Brat Lloyd who I was traveling with."  

"Ah, that's right. Brett, Brett... … ."  

'You're a man again… … .'  

Forcefully suppressing the thoughts that were blooming inside, Gaju smiled.  

A lot of that happened, but anyway, Joshua Lindsay was the happiest Joshua Lindsay in recent years.  

[Aside Story - Ilya Lindsay]  

A month and a half had passed since the departure, and the Lindsay family returned to their estate safely.  

Numerous people, including hostess Olivia Lindsay, congratulated Ilya Lindsay on her return.  

"Thank you, everyone. really."  

She replied with a smile.  

In the past, Ilya would have been locked up in her own world despite such hospitality. But now it wasn't.  

accepted goodwill as goodwill. He didn't even care about the malice that might have been mixed in.  

I thought it was too much to waste my heart on such a thing.  

'Thank you, Dad. Thanks, Irene.'  

Two beings that made me who I am today.  

Ilya remembered their faces and walked around the garden.  

'A lot of flowers have bloomed.'  

Since it was a warm May in May, many flowers were blooming.  

I didn't know the name.  

There was a time when she was interested in her for a while when she was young, but after the age of 7, she lived a life solely for the sake of swords.  

She silently walked along the promenade, immersed in memories.  

The older brother who stroked his hair with a reassuring smile.  

Ignet, who stood in front of such an older brother with a strong look.  

Swords and swords intertwined, an instant bond, the hardened face of his father and the embarrassment of his vassals, and 16-year-old Carl Lindsay, who did not know what to do between them.  

The self as a girl who was much younger than that, and the yellow ascites plant (Adonis) in her hand.  

"… … Then I saw that there was none."  

Ilya looked around the garden and murmured.  

After the day Carl Lindsay was defeated, Vengeance disappeared from the Lindsay Street.  

I remember thinking about planting it again when I came back from the Chrono Swordsman, but I couldn't do it again because of my brother's disappearance.  

In a way, to her, revenge was an ominous flower that remained only as a bad memory.  

"… … ."  

It wasn't.  

Ilya closed her eyes.  

brother too.  

ignet too.  

Neither their fight nor the bad mood that emerged after their fight.  

I erased everything else from my mind one by one.  

As I erased them one by one, only one thought remained and I asked her.  

Do you like this flower?  

Ilya Lindsay pondered for a moment, then nodded her head.  

"… … I must have been holding it because I liked it."  

In the clear thought, she burst into laughter.  

It was nothing. It really was nothing.  

Tomorrow I'll have to tell my dad to buy me some ascites.  

After a short mutter, she went to her room after a short walk. On the way, a cool breeze blew from behind.  

It was a fresh and cool wind blowing to the frustrated Lindsay family.  

* * *  

Airen, Kirill, and Lulu looked at the wagons of the Lindsay family that disappeared in the distance.  

No, it wasn't. Even though his eyes were directed there, Irene's nerves were all focused on what had just happened.  

'Please come and play.'  

'If you don't come this time… … I'll come to you in person and torture you a lot.'  

'Appointment.'  

'Okay, I promised. Hi-Hi.'  

Ilya Lindsay disappeared with a slightly light, Lulu-like smile.  

Her last appearance will be remembered for a long time.  

At the same time, the sensations I had experienced several times before were blooming.  

When I saw Brett and Judith.  

Or the tickling feeling I felt when my eyes met Ilya.  

"… … ."  

Irene didn't pay much attention to it.  

I was also a dull person in this direction, and I also felt that I was afraid of something.  

He looked at his younger brother, Kirill, after feeling evasive for a really long time. Then, the tingling sensation quickly subsided.  

'Somehow, I ended up traveling with my younger brother.'  

I felt weird.  

The younger brother in his memory was mostly young.  

And at that time, Cyril was a tomboy and stubborn who could not stop anyone except her mother.  

Is it possible to avoid accidents while traveling with a younger brother like that?  

Of course, he seems to have become a lot more mature than before, but... … .  

"brother."  

"Huh?"  

"Who cares about whom? Don't think it's weird."  

"… … ."  

Are you really reading your whole mind?  

Irenee, who had a terrifying thought, turned away.  

"By the way, can we ride the Griffin together?"  

He remembered the past.  

The griffins created by Kirill when he was 11 years old by magic were cute and adorable rather than brave.  

It's not that big, so it felt cramped for two adults.  

Of course, I didn't ask because I was very worried. Since he must have grown a lot since then, Griffin must have grown in size as well.  

However, the words that came out of Kirill's mouth were completely unexpected.  

"Aren't you going to ride Griffin?"  

"Huh?"  

"I'm going to take it easy. It's a memorable first trip with my brother."  

"… … ."  

"Why don't you like it?"  

"no no! Good."  

"I was a little late in replying."  

"Uh, that's… … ."  

"I like Irene so much, it's because I'm so moved! So I guess I'm late to reply! Huh! That's it!"  

"… … ."  

"Irene, right?"  

"Ugh, that's right."  

Irene looked at Lulu and nodded quickly.  

Lulu nodded as well.  

Kirill, who had been staring at him expressionlessly, burst into laughter and said,  

"Good! Believe me. Then, let's get going!"  

"Let's go!"  

Kirill Pareira, who even Bomu confidently moves forward, Lulu, who follows him with the same gait.  

Irene Pareira, who had been dazed for a moment, followed them behind.  

The sun was shining brightly from the clear sky.  
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During the nearly two-year journey, when was Irene Pareira most comfortable?  

There was nothing to worry about. That was when he was coming from Durkali to the central part of the continent.  

When I first went on the journey, I was nervous because everything was new, and after Judith and Bratt joined, it was fun, but a lot of crazy stuff.  

Even though Kuvar took care of many conveniences.  

On the other hand, when Ilya and Lulu were only the three of us, there was no fuss, and since Irene had gained quite a bit of experience, there was no inconvenience.  

Why do you think this way?  

'naturally… … .'  

Irene glanced to the side.  

smiling slightly.  

However, a being who could not comprehend feelings or thoughts just by that alone was walking along the stride with himself.  

'I'm terribly nervous.'  

He made eye contact with his brother and smiled.  

It was strange. When I went with Ilia, the atmosphere was not the same as it is now.  

It was much more comfortable and relaxing. Apart from the fact that she was wandering because of Ignet.  

However, even though they were walking in the same way, now with Kirill, they looked strangely attentive.  

I think we need to adjust the mood more and bring up the topic first.  

"… … ."  

Lulu, who was playing the role of a mood maker, was also quietly chasing after her with her mouth shut.  

Of course I understood. Considering the work of the Magic Barrier and the character of his younger brother, Lulu would have been better off acting cautiously for a while.  

But in that case, it is entirely up to you to loosen the somewhat rigid atmosphere right now... … .  

"brother."  

"Huh?"  

"Did the necklace change?"  

"Mom, a necklace? Ah!"  

Embarrassed by the sudden question, Irene quickly took the necklace out of her backpack.  

It was the necklace that Kirill gave to him before the subjugation of the mines.  

However, it was not as good as before. The moment he faced the clown demon, he couldn't stand the strong magic and was smashed.  

Because of this, the present Irene was wearing the necklace of the Five Elements that he received from Chief Tarakan instead.  

"Hmm, that's right."  

"sorry. It was given to you as a gift, but you treated it harshly... … ."  

"no. Nothing else, it's because of the devil. rather fortunate I just need my brother to be healthy."  

"Thank you, Kirill."  

"I'm sorry though. I wish I had told you first."  

"… … ."  

"Actually, since I first came to Rabat, I wanted to ask, but I waited once. I think it would have been better if he had told me first."  

Irene, who was noticing, tried to take off the necklace of the five elements. Somehow it seemed like it had to be.  

However, Kirill shook his head and stopped him.  

"No, it's fine. OK."  

"uh? Ah… … ."  

"It's not just a word. I like the unusual design, and I feel like it will be helpful to my brother more than anything else."  

"That's right?"  

"Yeah, really."  

"like that."  

Irene nodded her head.  

Lulu and his younger brother also say the same thing. If the two magicians spoke together, there must have been something.  

Once again, the necklace felt more mysterious.  

However, I couldn't stay immersed in that thought for a long time.  

Shoo-wook-  

Wow!  

"Cyril?"  

"uh? griffin? Why?"  

Seeing the younger brother who suddenly summoned Griffin, Lulu and Irene looked perplexed.  

It was only a day ago that I asked them to go leisurely to commemorate their first sibling trip.  

Even the city really catches my eye. There was no reason to come and summon a mount now.  

It was clear that it would only draw people's attention for nothing.  

However, Cyril's subsequent words far exceeded Irene's thoughts.  

"Even if you go leisurely when moving, you should go as glamorous as possible when entering the city."  

"uh? Why?"  

"He is a man with this kind of ability! You have to show that people don't treat you rudely. Avoid unnecessary arguing."  

"… … ."  

"Why? no?"  

"That, that, Cyril."  

Irene desperately dissuaded his younger brother.  

you'll do well  

Now he himself is a veteran mercenary and traveler. I'll take care of myself so that I won't be bothered by it, and I'll try to find a good restaurant with a good atmosphere.  

It won't happen, but if there's an argument in the process, I'm confident I'll handle it well.  

"Um, okay?"  

Shoo-wook-  

Kirill, who had listened to his brother with a strict expression on his face, immediately reverse-summoned Griffin.  

A younger brother who moves forward with the words, "I will only trust you."  

Looking at her back, Irene sighed. Lulu patted his shoulder.  

'You're really different from me.'  

Still, it wasn't that I didn't like it. Rather, it was a different fun than when I went with my fellow swordsmen.  

Irenee, holding Lulu in her arms, quickly followed Kirill.  

* * *  

'I don't like it.'  

Kirill Pareira, a disciple of the great magician Skina Keaton and one of the first prospects in the Duchy of Cesar, was uncomfortable to plant.  

The reason, of course, was my brother.  

Of course, it wasn't a big deal.  

Perhaps it was not a bluff to become a veteran traveler, Irene led the party much more smoothly than she had expected.  

However, the little things in the middle were a problem.  

First, apologize to the guy who bumps his shoulder while looking elsewhere and frowns.  

Even though the menu has changed due to a mistake on the part of the store, it goes on without saying much.  

Of course I know. That such a kind personality is an older brother's strength.  

However, from Cyril's point of view.  

As a woman who had only seen her brother suffer since she was young, the current situation could only be very annoying.  

'No, my personality has been devastated?'  

Just because you're capable and strong doesn't mean you have to pressure others with it.  

It's just that the other guys should show off their unpleasant behavior in moderation.  

It was like that when my brother went on his first trip, and he asked for a new faith before he came to the city.  

Looking at the eldest son of the Pareira family, who did not change, though, I was relieved by the familiar feeling, but my stomach was boiling.  

'Hold on, though.'  

Cyril Parreira forced herself to control her expression.  

Know.  

It's not easy to change your natural personality, and that your brother is doing his best.  

Most of all, he is doing his best to match his mood.  

In such a situation, it is impossible to say that you are a little uncomfortable. Unlike before, now he is an adult.  

However.  

"Can I join you?"  

"… … ."  

As soon as one of the vulgar gnomes sat down at the table without permission, Kirill felt as if something in her head was cut off.  

"I didn't tell you to sit down."  

"Haha, sorry. But there is no other place... … ."  

"I have a companion. I went to the bathroom."  

"Isn't it okay to have one seat though?"  

"It's over there."  

"Uh? Words are a little shorter. But it is also attractive. Lady, may I know your name? Ah, I... … ."  

With a cool smile, the white-skinned man introduced himself. No, he introduced his family.  

Kirill looked at him like that with an expressionless face.  

'I had to come in on a Griffin too.'  

I remember when Cyril was in the Duchy of Cesar.  

If the older brother was ignored because of the trauma of the past, he was restrained here and there because he was a disciple without a base from a small country.  

Despite the presence of a great teacher, pressure and ridicule continued to pour in, but Cyril persevered through it all and concentrated on magic.  

In order to get my brother out of the barrier, I couldn't afford to lose my heart to such trashy guys.  

'But not now.'  

Two years ago, my brother broke out of the barrier on his own.  

Not only that, but he was reborn as a more reliable figure than anyone else. The swordsmanship that had grown to the point where he could press down on the magic was a bonus.  

It was bittersweet that he had not been of any help, but an even greater sense of joy and openness awakened Kirill into a new being.  

I didn't have to wait any longer.  

There was no need to look any further.  

It doesn't matter if you get kicked out I'll pay you back what you've endured up to now, even with interest!  

As soon as she returned to the Duchy of Cesar, she smashed all the prospects who had insulted her, and Skina Keaton liked her even more and embraced her until the end.  

Time has passed, and now I am an adult.  

There was no one who could flirt in front of Cyril Pareira, at least in the Duchy of Cesar.  

'I've endured this much, but it's still not turning off?'  

squishy  

The corner of the wooden chair ripped open. It was thanks to Cyril's grip that was strengthened by magic.  

The irritability and anger I had endured all day made my mind stronger. Lulu's eyes fluttered as if an earthquake had occurred.  

"Hey! Run away quickly!"  

"uh? cat speaks... … ."  

Lulu, who had become contemplative, warned.  

However, the man didn't notice.  

Rather, I was intrigued by the fact that cats could talk, and I felt the cuteness of a blonde woman who seemed angry but kept holding back.  

He was probably in a situation where he could not do this or that after hearing his background. The atmosphere was so good.  

A coercive force that only those who have it can enjoy!  

A thrill that only those on top can enjoy!  

It was the moment when the drunken man raised his hand to order a drink.  

Turn up!  

"uh?"  

Shoo-!  

A blonde young man appeared from nowhere and grabbed the man's hand. And quickly left the store. It was lightning fast.  

"Huh?"  

"Does that bastard dare take the master away?"  

The escorts who were standing a little further away made their way out of the store. Some who knew the man's background clicked their tongues and shook their heads.  

The nuanced story of that idiot having an accident today resounded all over the place.  

However, after a while, the master came into the store with a rather naive attitude and uttered completely different words from the customers.  

"Sorry!"  

"… … ."  

"I won't bother you any more. I will disappear."  

"Sorry!"  

"Sorry!"  

The white-skinned man and his escorts disappear at the end of those words.  

In a moment of silence, Irenee, who returned to the table belatedly, looked at Kirill and said:  

"Sorry. It could have been done sooner, but I hesitated for a moment and then stopped... … ."  

"… … ."  

"I said it well though, so there's nothing to bother me more… … uh? Cyril?"  

"… … I'll go out for a while."  

"He, there… … ."  

"I'm not chasing after them, so don't worry. Just to get some air."  

After speaking with an expressionless face, Kirill Parreira leaves the store.  

Irene, who was watching her, asked Lulu.  

"What am I doing wrong? Should I have come sooner?"  

"Well… … ."  

The black cat shook her head. Even Lulu, an excellent magician, could not read Kirill's mood.  

Irene sighed.  

Because he knew well what kind of personality his brother was.  

Also, apart from that, I didn't like the man's behavior, so it gave off quite a bit of momentum. To the extent that it cannot be compared to usual.  

However, it was only his thoughts, and it may not have been in Cyril's mind.  

It was the moment when Irene, worried, was about to get up from the table.  

"For now, I'll follow you."  

"Are you okay, alone?"  

"Huh. I like Irene and I like Cyril. So I hate fighting. So I'll take a good look and come back to relieve Cyril's mood!"  

After finishing her words, Lulu walked out of the store with a dignified gait. Then I quickly walked towards the alleyway where I could smell the Cyrillic scent.  

However, as we got closer to our destination, our gait slowed down.  

Cyril Parreira is the one I really like, but also very, very terrifying.  

Before turning the corner of the alley, Lulu put her front feet on her chest and took a deep breath to strengthen her will.  

OK, now let's go.  

That was the moment I made up my mind.  

Whoops!  

Kirill, who suddenly approached me, hugged Lulu as if hugging a doll and said.  

"Luru."  

"uh? Huh? uh?"  

"Why didn't you tell me?"  

"Wow, what?"  

"I mean my brother."  

Whoa, after taking a deep breath, Kirill burst out a smile she had been struggling with and continued.  

"Why didn't you tell me that you're so cool?"  

"… … ."  

"uh? Really, really, huh? Why didn't you tell me! Lulu!"  

Lulu opened his mouth blankly.  

He was a cat with a face shape completely different from that of a human, so his expression was hard to show, but for now, anyone can see that he is absurd.  

But Kirill didn't care.  

Recalling what her older brother had shown her just before, she recalled the events of the past.  

'I really didn't know it would be the same as it is now.'  

The older brother in Cyril's memory is kind and good.  

But more than that, he was in deep depression and emptiness, and he was just something he had to protect.  

Of course, he showed a different appearance each time he returned from the swordsmanship and escaped from the barrier, but it was the first time he had felt the change like it is now.  

Ha, she exhaled and hugged Lulu even more strongly.  

"Luru, Lulu, Lulu! Tell me about the things that happened while you were traveling! today!"  

"Kek, Kekek, relax a little bit, Kirill… … ."  

"Okay. okay? Can you tell me everything later tonight?"  

"Didn't I tell you everything last time?"  

"Tell me again. It seems like there are a lot of stories I haven't heard, without missing a single one, huh? okay?"  

"Ah Okay."  

Lulu nodded impatiently.  

It was a much better development than I had expected, but aside from that, I thought I was going to be pretty tired tonight.  

* * *  

"Whoa."  

After dinner with my younger brother who looks more blunt than usual, after taking a walk at night.  

Irene Pareira entered her room and quietly fell into contemplation.  

I wasn't worried about my brother. Because Lulu said it was okay. It looked like he was hiding something, but it didn't seem like he had to worry too much about it.  

"Whoa."  

Irene exhaled again and closed her eyes.  

Then, at the moment of parting, he remembered the advice Joshua Lindsay had given him.  

'Be careful not to get caught up in the flames of Ignet.'  

That's right.  

Irene, who muttered quietly, recalled the rumors circulating about her.  

Ignet Crescentia's sun-like momentum makes those who are not in the right place bow their heads, and spreads fire in the hearts of those who think they are equal.  

And the moment that illusion is broken, you realize it. The fact that the flames that spread all over his body are making him suffer.  

'After all, it means that there is no talent comparable to Ignet on the continent.'  

I don't agree with that.  

I'm not talking about myself.  

Ilia, and Brad, and Judith. I think everyone who has been with her has enough talent to reach her.  

However, he knew what Joshua meant when he said that.  

Haven't you seen it already?  

The image of Ilya, who was engulfed in the flames of impatience and impatience while chasing after Ignet's very strong presence, was almost destroyed.  

'… … Perhaps my brother, Carl Lindsay, was similar.'  

After a moment of bitter thoughts, Irene shook her head.  

And focus on yourself.  

'How am I now?'  

hotter than before  

The spirit of improvement, struggle, and conviction that had suddenly blossomed made his heart burn.  

When asked if this was bad, Irene had no choice but to shake her head.  

Comparing the days when I was a prospective trainee when I was a pre-trainee wielding a sword like a puppet with a cold heart, now is much better.  

'However… … It is also true that the fire is getting too hot.'  

Irene recalled some of the relationships he had passed.  

Charlotte, Victor, Grayson.  

Not all of them would have been like that in the first place. He would have developed himself through a healthy game and a healthy flame.  

However, at some point, there was a high possibility that the flame of impatience ate it up, and feelings of anger and self-destruction destroyed him.  

After all, a decent spark isn't a bad thing.  

As if the energy of gold is too strong to be a problem.  

The energy of fire that is too strong is also a problem.  

This is the really important part.  

In other words, what you need to pursue right now is so that the fire in your heart does not spread out of control... … .  

'It's about taking good care of yourself.'  

If so, how do you control the fire?  

How can I catch the fire that destroys myself? How to restore balance and nurture a healthy flame.  

I don't know if it was before, but I know now.  

"Water."  

Irene Pareira, who muttered softly, followed the teachings of the God of the Five Elements.  
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The difference between the operation of humans and the operation of orcs of auras was not limited to only the spirits.  

Contrary to the basic human way of moving the body, it is also about focusing on the left side and focusing on only a few points inside rather than using the entire body as a vessel for Aurors.  

Even now, Irene Pareira's mind was filled with the knowledge she had learned from Durcali.  

But, I forgot all about it.  

I realized this while practicing.  

It's not that subtle craftsmanship is important.  

Even before he knew everything he had learned from Karakum and Gorha, he was able to manipulate the energy of metal.  

He was nurturing the energy of the flame himself.  

Of course, it is true that growth has gained momentum thanks to the theoretical knowledge of the Five Elements, but in the end, the most important thing is the mind… … Irene had not forgotten.  

"Whoa."  

Irene took a short deep breath and looked inside.  

In an instant, the darkness disappeared and the world of images appeared.  

Although it had been a long time, there was no awkwardness at all. A smile crept across his face.  

Of course, that's only for a short time.  

Irene sharpened her concentration.  

Suddenly, he had forgotten that he was smiling and that he was sitting on the floor, and he quietly contemplated his heart.  

'… … It's also different from before.'  

The first thing you see is an iron stake in the center.  

No, it could no longer be called an iron stake. The shape that was sharpened by meeting the flame took the form of a complete sword.  

It wasn't just a sword, it looked exactly like the golden sword that he summoned through magic.  

That wasn't all.  

A blazing flame surrounding the sword.  

The fire that warms the heart just by looking at it is spread farther and farther than before.  

Irene gave a serious expression as he watched the embers spread beyond the horizon, far beyond the size of his expanded mind.  

'Definitely overkill.'  

Will you be reborn as a new self through the flames?  

Or will you be engulfed by the flames and have painful days?  

Of course, what Irene wanted was the former.  

Neither Charlotte, nor Victor, nor Grayson, nor the appearance of Ilya Lindsay, whom she met in the Land of Proof, was what she wanted.  

He nodded his head and began to move the water energy according to the teachings of the Five Elements of God and the sound flowing through his heart.  

Chi profit... … !  

It suppresses the strong fire that seems to melt because it cannot be sharpened.  

Water is spilled on the fires that are blooming all over the wide field. We do our best not to spread the warm warmth into bitter lacerations.  

However, the effect was not great.  

Aww-!  

Water vapor that disappears as soon as it is sprayed.  

In some places, the fires even grew stronger.  

It was the same logic as not being able to extinguish a forest fire with a single bowl of water. Of course, I couldn't give up right away.  

However, there was no sign of calming down no matter how much effort was put into the effort, no sharp number could come to mind, even if it was Airun in the world.  

He finished meditating without any particular results, and looking at his sweaty body, he had no choice but to put on a bitter expression.  

'I thought it wouldn't be easy.'  

I remembered when Irene met Kuvar at a tavern about two years ago. And I remembered the advice he had given me.  

What is in his heart is a block of iron, and what governs it is a hot flame.  

'I explained it with spirits so that even I, who lacked experience, could easily understand.'  

However, knowing that fact did not mean that change came immediately.  

Realizing the spirit of improvement in Alhad Wildlife.  

He meets Ignet and realizes his fighting spirit through meeting with Ilya in the past.  

Significant growth could be achieved only after establishing a will through countless experiences, worries, and considerations after that.  

The same goes for the energy of water.  

If it had been resolved simply by learning the Five Elements Gods and being able to handle Aurors and Water Spirits together, it would not have been possible to have such a large spark in the first place.  

'In the end, it is the mind, not the spirit, that matters. The heart of water.'  

The problem was that he didn't have a mentor by his side right now to advise him.  

It was different when he wandered the continent with Kuvar. Even if he wasn't actively doing anything, he gave me direction in time.  

Irene, thinking this far, burst out laughing haha.  

When I remembered the orc spirits with a warm smile after a long time, my depressed mood improved a little.  

'And… … If you think about it, it shouldn't be a big deal.'  

It is true that there is no clue right now.  

It is also true that he does not have a mentor by his side right now.  

But where are you headed?  

This is the Chrono Swordsman.  

There is some controversy as to whether he is the strongest swordsman on the continent, but there is an undisputed existence waiting for him as the continent's best teacher.  

That fact alone gave Irene comfort. I was able to cool my anxious mind.  

sure… … .  

'You can't just rely on that.'  

After thinking about it, Irene wiped the sweat with a towel.  

Then I went back to meditation.  

Still hot flames.  

Still a weak stream.  

But Irene did not give up. I continued to work hard to keep my heart in check even though I was struggling.  

Today, the next day, and a week later.  

Of course, the effect was not great.  

No, it is correct to think that there is no. Irene's heart was still as full of heat as the first time.  

The problem was that Irene felt impatient again in this situation.  

"Whoa."  

There was a time when no matter how much sparks were poured on the iron stakes in my heart, no matter how much I continued forging with the hammer of my will, there was no progress.  

At that time, Irene simply silently continued his work.  

I didn't expect much, and I wasn't very disappointed. I endured each day with a heart as heavy as steel.  

But now it wasn't.  

Unaware, he had a much hotter flame than his peers, and he nurtured an unprecedented passion, but lost some of his old patience.  

Even though he treated water with a heart of fire, he was not aware of it. That made Irene suffer.  

And ride that pain... … .  

The malice that started from the southern forests gradually appeared.  

slurp... …  

The malice was insidious.  

And it was dark.  

It was more stealthy than a deserted alleyway on a winter night, and more cautious than a thief avoiding the guard's gaze.  

It was the moment when the quiet darkness was about to seep into the back of Irene, who was engulfed in his own suffering.  

smart  

"brother. I have something to tell you, so please open the door."  

"… … Wait a moment."  

Hearing Kirill's knock, Irene woke up from his meditation.  

As a result, the senses that had been sleeping were awakened again. The malice was terrified and disappeared into the shadows.  

And he kept his mouth shut as if nothing had happened.  

Irene didn't know this.  

So was Cyril. All her nerves went to her brother.  

She nags with her slightly raised eyes.  

There were many stories, but the most central part was the content of 'Isn't it because I've been neglecting myself because I've been concentrating too much on training these days?'  

Irene made no excuses.  

Just quietly nod your head and answer quietly.  

Kirill, who looked at his brother with displeasure, slammed the door shut and left. Irene looked at the door that his brother had closed with a calm face.  

Then, after a while, Lulu appeared in the room with gentle steps.  

"Irenee, understand even if Kirill is nervous. Because that's not what I meant."  

"… … ."  

"Recently, Irene, you've seen a lot of atmosphere where training isn't going well. so yes Cyril told me It won't work if you stick to it when it doesn't work, so it would be much better to put it down for a while and think about something else, and then change your mind and do that. He is like that."  

"Yeah, you know."  

"right? Do you even know Irene?"  

Irene nodded her head.  

Cyril was originally like that. He was the kind of person who couldn't speak frankly in front of him.  

My brother himself could not have known that 'don't neglect yourself' means 'don't suffer because of your practice and take it easy'.  

He turned his head and looked at the side of the bed.  

All sorts of things were lined up.  

An animal circus doll that performs tricks by stroking its head, a snowman doll that sings an exciting song by tapping twice, a magic frame that shows beautiful scenery every moment… … .  

'He's a younger brother who always leaves a present every time he comes to his room, so there's no way I'm misunderstanding him.  

Recalling his younger brother's face and his gloomy expression, Irene smiled softly.  

He did not know, but the flames that had spread widely were showing a weaker momentum than before.  

* * *  

It was April.  

It was still chilly in the morning, but the weather was much more pleasant than when I faced the clown demon.  

Irene Pareira looked up at the midday sky and smiled. One of the most beautiful skies I've ever seen spread out before my eyes.  

"You have just arrived."  

"Wow, Alcantra! Cyril, you know what? How many of my friends are here?"  

The sky was not the only thing unfolding before my eyes. Alcantra, the city where the Chrono Swordsman was located, was also boasting a magnificent figure.  

Irenee, Kirill, and Lulu, who made eye contact with each other, burst out laughing and headed for the city.  

"Ugh… … Oh, Irene Pareira!"  

"Why?"  

"Oh, no. That… … Excuse me, may I ask you to sign my gauntlet?"  

"Yeah?"  

"What is it, brother, have you been successful?"  

"You're on your way, you're on your way!"  

"Ugh! talking cat... … Are you, Lou, Lulu-sama?"  

"Huh! right! I am Lulu!"  

"Hey there! If it's okay with you, Lulu-sama will also sign... … No, can't you put some ink on your front paw and take a picture here?"  

"Huh! Good!"  

For the first time in her life, Irene Pareira was perplexed.  

This is because, although he has attracted attention several times at city checkpoints, he has never received so much attention.  

However, this was natural.  

Among the most famous young swordsmen on the continent today, the first was Ignet Crescentia, the second was Ilya Lindsay, and the third was Irene Pareira.  

For him, Alcantra was the hometown of the sword, so it was not at all strange that the checkers were making a fuss.  

"I feel weird."  

"Why is it strange? I am good."  

"Yes, brother. think good If you become a Master, your interest will inevitably follow."  

After hearing his brother's words, Irene nodded.  

Of course, I didn't really agree with it, but I thought it was definitely something that could not be ignored.  

Perhaps even greater hospitality awaits him when he returns to the Hale Kingdom, especially his family.  

When I thought about it, I already felt ashamed, but I decided to put that thought aside for now.  

Irene looked up at the Chrono Swordsman, which had suddenly appeared, and swallowed his saliva.  

'The original purpose was… … I wanted to know where Kuhn was.'  

Yes.  

The biggest reason he came to Chrono Swordsman was Khun's whereabouts, and the second reason was because he wanted to prove his will and his sword to Ian.  

But not now.  

How to catch fire.  

In other words, how to embrace the energy of water and the mind of water.  

To ask for his advice, Irene walked into the Swordsman Hall with big steps, and, as usual, was the first to meet his comrades who were training.  

And after a while.  

I couldn't help but look startled at the news I heard from them.  

"What? Judith became Kuhn's apprentice?"  

Irene wasn't the only one surprised.  

Cyril was also surprised.  

Although she is not a swordsman, she knows what kind of person Khun is, so she did not understand the fact that he, who had only wielded a sword for himself all his life, had recruited a student.  

However, I couldn't ask any questions about him.  

To be precise, before asking this question, the motive's question popped up first.  

"You said that you went with Judith and Brad during the trip?"  

"Huh. Why?"  

"Hey, what the hell happened to the two of you during the trip?"  

"That's right! Don't be the only one to know, let us know soon!"  

"uh? huh?"  

Irene Pareira's expression turned to embarrassment.  
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Even when she entered the swordsmanship right away, Irene Pareira was filled with thoughts of meeting the master of the sword.  

I'm sorry, but Judith was second.  

However, after hearing the stories of the motives pouring in, it was different.  

Are you Kuhn's disciple?  

To break Ian, he did not have children and was half separated from his wife to continue his training, but the fact that he was teaching someone came as a great shock.  

Besides, to say that he became a disciple doesn't mean that Judith also agreed.  

'I didn't have to come out of Chrono Swordsman, but… … Was it necessary to go under Kuhn anyway?'  

I didn't understand.  

So I wanted to ask more.  

what the hell happened Did something special happen while he wasn't there?  

But it couldn't.  

The excited motives' attention was rather focused on the romance between Judith and Bratt rather than that part.  

"Quickly! Say it quickly!"  

"Oh, it's frustrating! Can't you just say something? We were really surprised!"  

"So. The two of us fighting every day are like that... … ha! Surely there must have been signs before that. Irene, you must know something. uh?"  

"Uh… … ."  

there is  

Irene remembered what had happened in Durkali.  

Judith, who seemed to hate Bratt's courageous confession and aggressive behavior, but left room for it.  

After that, only the two of them returned to the swordsmanship, so there was a high possibility that there was something else in between.  

Having gathered his thoughts up to this point, he slowly unraveled what he had seen and heard.  

There was a concern about whether it was okay to tell other people's stories as I wanted, but it was quickly dismissed because all the swordsmen seemed to know the relationship between the two.  

'No, I guess I'm the only one who doesn't know? What happened after that?'  

Looking into the twinkling eyes of the motives.  

Seeing his younger brother whose eyes were shining for some reason, interest in the two of them was growing rapidly in Irene's mind.  

As before, Brett expresses his feelings in a moderately playful, half-sincere manner, and Judith in a moderately impressive manner… … It didn't feel like I was just showing off.  

There is something more!  

Irene nodded and asked her comrades.  

"I told you everything I know, now it's your turn."  

"Us?"  

"What happened when you two arrived? Kuhn and between the two of them. I'm curious too, so please tell me."  

"Five… … ."  

"Oh oh… … ."  

His motives reacted astonished to hear him.  

Airun with a question mark in his head asked again.  

"what? What's your reaction?"  

"no."  

"We are… … ."  

The comrades looked at each other. As if confirming that they are of the same opinion.  

As Irene felt a strange feeling in response, one of the two opened his mouth.  

"I thought you weren't interested in this kind of thing."  

"uh?"  

"That's right. We don't have anything to say about the subject of wielding only one hundred and one thousand swords, but you have a strong feeling that you only know swords... … ."  

"It's a little strange to see that you are interested in other people's love stories."  

"Well, you are older than us. Now is the time to be interested."  

"… … ."  

Irene looked around.  

Even the brothers and sisters and Lulu were nodding their heads with similar expressions.  

He had nothing to say, and after being silent for a while, he urged them, thinking that he would not even be able to find the real thing if he had to make excuses.  

"… … So what happened?"  

"Ugh. So, where do I start... … ."  

* * *  

Before Irene Pareira's party arrived at the Swordsman's House.  

In the empty lot at night, Judith continued to ponder with a serious expression on her face.  

I didn't mean to turn down Kuhn's offer.  

Of course, it was sudden.  

I had only heard a lot of rumors, but Judith had never had a relationship with him. Ian, the best teacher on the continent, had to go under him, and there was no lack of anxiety.  

No, to be honest, it was a lot.  

However… … .  

'Those eyes.'  

Judith recalled the look in Kuhn's eyes.  

I remembered the voice that came out of him, the scorching atmosphere, and the image of myself that had goosebumps all over my body stimulated by all that.  

It was the same as back then.  

The day your future changed.  

The moment when a prosecutor who saw him living like garbage in a slum for the first time in his life took him away, and felt that the same shock he felt at that time hit him. Judith made up her mind.  

Although he is still a swordsman of Chrono.  

At the same time, he will become a disciple of Kuhn. so decided  

So what's disturbing Judith right now?  

Of course, they were the ties of the Chrono Swordsman.  

Unlike in the past when she couldn't have a good relationship with anyone, she now has so many good people.  

The respectable Parsis-senpai who brought me to Chrono, and I can't express my gratitude every day.  

Ian Gwanju, who I think would have felt like this if there was a grandfather, and Keira Finn, who is stricter than anyone but caring more than anyone else.  

The other seniors who gave me a lot of teaching, and the hard-working motives who do not give up despite being beaten all the time.  

Irene Pareira, a naive bastard who gets angry like a dog, but can't just hate it.  

Illya Lindsay's first impression wasn't very good, but Ilia Lindsay became close enough to open her heart.  

And… … .  

"Bret Lloyd."  

Judith, muttering a man's name, kicked the stone on the floor with a depressed expression.  

Yes. Actually, the people in the front are pretty good. No, it's not that good, but... … can stand it  

Even if I didn't see two years, maybe much longer than that, it didn't seem like it would be that hard. Because he is a bad person that only he knows.  

But not Brad Lloyd.  

"Ha."  

Thinking about it now, it's absurd.  

He had everything he didn't like.  

richer than anyone else.  

The best stanza of all.  

From the talent that is within the finger of his peers, and to the fact that he knows his own strengths all too well.  

'Looks aren't to my taste either. That bastard, you look a little sassy.'  

However.  

Now he likes him.  

It doesn't matter who confessed and who expressed more. Judith wanted to see Brett.  

I wanted to spend a little more time with Brett.  

But it couldn't be.  

Judith sighed as she thought of Khun, who would become her teacher, no.  

'I told you not to go out in the world for at least two years.'  

I know that it's not empty words.  

He is a man who gave up everything except his wife, life, and sword to get over the big mountain called Ian.  

He could not teach his disciple in vain. In fact, I don't even know why I got a disciple.  

If it hadn't been for the sincere eyes he showed, I would have thought he was making fun of me.  

Of course, that's not going to happen.  

He is a man who keeps his word unconditionally.  

After all, time with Brett... … It must have been a few days before leaving the Swordsmanship.  

'I'm still going on a date.'  

Judith smirked.  

With a more casual face than usual.  

But with a bitterness that only he knows, Brat said.  

Let's go on a date tomorrow. Rejection is refusal.  

Although I had been sticking around all the way back to the Swordsmanship, it was the first time I received an official date like this, so I was a little excited.  

No, I was quite excited.  

So it was even more depressing.  

I thought maybe this would be the last time.  

It wasn't long before I realized my heart.  

I felt ashamed and embarrassed, so I never even expressed it properly.  

… … The fact that there's a good chance it won't even happen tomorrow made Judith sink more and more.  

wave.  

"… … Let's go to sleep."  

Judith kicked the pitiful floor and returned to her room.  

It had been a really long time since I hadn't practiced sword and went to bed early.  

Of course, there was no sleep.  

So, the next day dawned.  

* * *  

"… … Do you like this?"  

"uh. very good? When the weather is nice, it's much better to go outside. It's not my sister's taste to watch a play inside with frustration."  

"The weather is nice, but it's cold."  

Brat, who grunts as usual, and Judith, who is as picky as before.  

But it was different.  

Unlike when they first left the Chrono Swordsman, the two were walking through the streets of Alcantra without letting go of their tightly held hands.  

That wasn't the only difference.  

Since the two were so different from their swordsmanship styles to their trivial tastes, there were a lot of fights over that in the early days of training.  

But now, it's just words, and there has never been a time when feelings really collide.  

When Judith asks to see the street circus, Brat follows.  

When Bratt sees the ice sculpting craft, Judith moves too.  

It was the same otherwise.  

The two went on a date without a single objection or even a single hesitation while constantly arguing with each other's opinions and tastes.  

both knew  

That today is too short to waste time arguing and arguing.  

Even if it wasn't, of course.  

It's late at night, and it's late at night.  

After eating, the two looked at each other across the table.  

In the center was a half-drink drink, neither Judith nor Brett really paid any attention to it.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

In the bustling shop, only the two of them were quiet.  

Judith was worried, looking at Brat Lloyd's still similar expression.  

What should I say?  

What should I say to make my own heart and Bratt's heart even a little more comfortable?  

Of course, nothing came to mind. In the first place, Judith was not the type of person who thought and acted.  

That was Ayrene or Ilya's way, and it didn't suit her.  

'Perhaps this child is similar to them.'  

Judith glared at Brett's mouth.  

He twitched a little, apparently he had something to say.  

Perhaps it was as if my head was complicated to choose the right word. She felt curious and terrified.  

what  

What the hell are you trying to say?  

It was hard to wait. I thought I didn't want to hear it forever.  

whatever word comes out.  

whatever he says about him.  

In a little while, today is over. And their relationship ends.  

That fact made Judith look back. He made him look into his own mind, not Bratt's.  

'… … Am I okay with this?'  

Judith shook her head. It was painful and difficult because I didn't usually write it well, but I rolled it hard anyway.  

He wants to become the strongest swordsman.  

I want to become stronger than Irene, Ignet, and anyone else in the world, and the best way to do this is to become a disciple of Kuhn.  

But that wasn't all.  

If it was before, another wind in Judith's heart was growing so fast that it could be compared to him.  

What is it? What is it?  

didn't come out well  

No, I actually found out. However, I was a little too shy to say it out loud or to think in detail.  

"I… … ."  

"… … !"  

So it was.  

Before Judith could sort out her worries, Brat Lloyd's mouth moved.  

So it didn't happen.  

Until you organize your thoughts, clear your mind, and put it out of your mouth.  

Brat Lloyd didn't say anything and had to wait. That was the way it was.  

The moment that thought crossed his mind, Judith's arm moved quickly. Then he grabbed Brett's collar.  

His expression, his eyes, stained with embarrassment.  

and chapped lips.  

Judith acted. I moved before I thought.  

Pulling the opponent towards her, she pursed her lips. With eyes raised as if to shut up for a moment.  

"Huh!"  

"Uh-huh?"  

"Ooooooooh!"  

At the same time, the swordsman classmates who were hiding in various places and watching them responded that they could not believe it.  
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"… … !"  

At Judith's sudden action, Brat Lloyd's eyes widened.  

Even though he was suddenly grabbed by the collar, he couldn't believe his and her lips were touching.  

It hit me pretty hard, and I felt pain, but the impact was so great that I didn't even notice it.  

'What? What happened?'  

For a brief moment, Brett quickly shook his head. And I remembered what I was going to say.  

I'll wait.  

I may not see you for two years, maybe longer, but that's not a problem. He also became close friends with Irene Pareira, whom he hadn't seen for five years, but he didn't think his heart would change in that much time.  

Of course, I couldn't say anything in the current situation. Even though Judith's lips had already fallen from her.  

Brett looked at Judith with a blank expression.  

The ball was red.  

Not only his cheeks, but his entire face were red.  

It wasn't because of alcohol. If it was going to be like that just by drinking this much, I wouldn't have made him drink in the first place.  

'I'm redder than my hair, will it ruin the mood if I make fun of it?'  

After thinking for a while, he decided to just shut up.  

It was the right decision.  

Judith, not knowing what to do with what she had done, belatedly gathered up her thoughts and said as if growling.  

"you!"  

"Huh."  

"From now on, just answer that you know what I'm talking about. okay?"  

"I do."  

"Tell me you know."  

"Okay."  

I don't know what's the difference between 'I do' and 'Okay', but I did what I was told.  

Judith took a deep breath as she looked at Brett and spoke again.  

"Once a year… … No, twice a year! come see me come far away Even if it takes a long time to go back and forth, definitely come. okay?"  

"Okay."  

Brett replied.  

"I won't do anything other than come and Dalian. Go out to play, drink, watch... … Don't even dream of this. I think it's just a date at the swordsman. okay?"  

"Okay."  

Brett nodded.  

"Finally, train hard even in the family. If you don't improve your skills every time you come, I have nothing to say to Master. You're dating, you're dating, huh? Anyway, show me that it can help me in my swordsmanship training. At least… … ."  

"… … ."  

"That should be enough, because I have a corner to rub against Master. okay?"  

"… … ."  

"What, what? Why don't you answer me?"  

Judith rushed to answer in a trembling voice.  

Brett's eyes fluttered anxiously. I couldn't help it.  

Because all the words he has uttered so far have been selfish.  

There was no reason for this guy, who lacked nothing except a little bit of cheap stuff, to take care of his convenience like this.  

Judith's heart beat as fast as a drum.  

But after a while.  

Something happened that made her heart beat faster.  

Brad stood up and grabbed Judith's ball with both hands. Her lips protruding like a crucian carp were ridiculous.  

Of course not in his eyes.  

Brett smiled slightly and pressed his lips together much softer than Judith did.  

"… … !"  

little more than the first.  

No, after a very long time, the distance between the two widened.  

Seeing Judith's face that was really red now, Brat Lloyd gave a late reply.  

"Okay."  

* * *  

"… … ."  

"Wow, that's cool! Brett!"  

Upon hearing the story of his sibling, Irene had a blank expression on his face, and Lulu flew around quickly as if he had heard a really interesting story.  

The names of Brett and Judith were running out of their mouths.  

However, it didn't last long.  

Kirill Pareira, who had calmed Lulu by sending a glance, asked her brother's friend.  

"So, what happened? Really, Kuhn, did that Kuhn allow it?"  

"uh? Alas… … ."  

He let out a slightly bewildered voice.  

After spending a long time in a swordsmanship hall where there are only men except Judith, and it was a very lively period, I was on the verge of a love story.  

For him, Kirill, who had an attractive appearance, was very stimuli.  

'If I ask you to introduce me, will you introduce me?'  

I'm not sure, but I thought I should make a good impression as much as possible.  

Irene's motive, nodding his head, continued his explanation in the most kind manner possible.  

"So… … ."  

Of course, Cyril wasn't interested in him. Regardless of what kind of heart he had, he focused only on the content.  

The story stretched like cheese, but in the end, that was the point.  

Judith and Brett got Kuhn's permission, and they were able to continue their relationship during training.  

Having understood this far, she looked at her brother and asked.  

"Brother, do you feel anything?"  

"uh? what?"  

"Irene! Did something happen to you too?"  

"What, did you have a lover while traveling? Perhaps… … ."  

"Oh no! what! no such thing Nothing happened."  

"What?"  

"uh?"  

"Is nothing wrong? Can you take responsibility for that?"  

'What, why is he suddenly like this?'  

Looking at his younger brother who was constantly arguing, Irene was sweating profusely.  

It really was. What could have happened in relation to love to her, who had only trained throughout the journey?  

The only people around him were Kuvar, Lulu, Judith, Bratt, and Ilya… … .  

'… … Ilya?'  

Standing tall, Irene's thoughts stopped without further continuation.  

I don't know why.  

I was just thinking of the people I missed one by one, but at Ilia's turn, my heart stopped suddenly. Of course, it was only for a short time.  

However, Kirill did not miss that momentary moment.  

"Who did you think?"  

"uh?"  

"I mean now. Someone was thinking Say it quickly."  

"No, I was just thinking of several people."  

"okay? How many people?"  

"No, why is everyone suddenly talking to me… … ."  

Irene looked around.  

The classmates who look at him with a suspicious expression, his younger brother who is smiling strangely as if this situation is funny, and Lulu who is working hard on grooming with detached eyes as if he has seen all the fun.  

But, they weren't the only ones.  

Suddenly, a being that has settled near them.  

Seeing the smile of Ian, the owner of Chrono, Irene exclaimed in surprise.  

"Master!"  

"Ugh? Governor?"  

"When did you come… … ."  

"Heh, he just came. He was telling a pretty interesting story, so I listened quietly. By the way… … ."  

"… … ."  

"It's probably not going to be frustrating. If I have to ask for a hundred or a thousand days, only my mouth will hurt. Tttttttt… … ."  

It's frustrating, it's frustrating.  

Kirill nodded as he looked at Ian who shook his head and kicked his tongue, while Lulu was still concentrating on grooming.  

The comrades were noticing, and then slowly disappeared somewhere.  

It was because the two of them weren't as keen on training as they used to recently, so they thought that if they stayed with Gwanju, they might be scolded.  

Of course, Irene didn't.  

There was no reason to avoid it. No, I was looking forward to meeting him.  

"Hello, Master, how are you?"  

"Yes, my brother. It's been a long time."  

Ian looked at Irene, whom Ian had met for the first time in two years.  

The head bowed politely and the eyes met.  

Then he sees a hot flame burning inside. It is a sight never seen before.  

'It's changed. A lot of.'  

I felt satisfied.  

However, he did not openly express such feelings.  

After a few thoughts, he turned around and said.  

"Follow me."  

"… … Is it okay if I don't look at the disciple's sword separately?"  

Irene asked.  

Because it reminded me of the time when I visited the swordsmith. At that time, the gwanju had asked him to talk about the sword first.  

But now it wasn't.  

He turned his head slightly and smiled softly.  

"I've already seen the sword stand, I don't need to see it again. You seem to have a lot of trouble, so let's talk about it."  

* * *  

Gwanju's room, which I had visited in a long time, was the same as before.  

Except for some furniture necessary for living, there is nothing special about it, so it is hard to think of it as the best room on the continent.  

From the point of view of Kirill, who likes to decorate, it felt so empty that it felt like there was nothing.  

Of course, Airen and Lulu didn't care about that at all.  

So was the governor.  

He looked at the pupil with deep eyes, and Irene, who received his gaze, slowly unraveled his story.  

No, it wasn't.  

I thought he was talking slowly, but now he is clearly pouring out his inner feelings at a faster tempo than before.  

Rather, it was more accurate to say that it spewed out.  

As if spewing fire, Irene confided to his master the worries he had been harboring all the way from Rabat to Alcantra.  

"… … ."  

Even after hearing everything, Ian remained silent for a long time.  

Irene looked at him with a nervous expression.  

Are you choosing words for advice?  

Normally I would have thought so, but somehow I realized that it wasn't.  

Of course, there was no exact reason. It was just a feeling.  

As the silence grew longer, Irene felt impatient, and Lulu and Kirill, who watched him impatiently, felt their hearts rushing at the same time.  

Gwanju opened his mouth when a little more time had passed since then.  

He drank the completely cooled tea and opened his mouth.  

"No problem."  

"… … Yes?"  

"I mean, it's nothing to worry about. Did you say you were afraid the flames would engulf you? This can be happen. I can understand enough. In fact, excessive competition turns into a sense of self-doubt, and into a sense of inferiority… … There are many people who can't stand it and have ruined themselves. Even in our swordsmanship, there are too many to count in both hands."  

"… … ."  

"But you are not like that. Just looking at it now, isn't it? Just being vigilant about it is good enough."  

Hororok, Ian, who drank all the remaining tea, continued his speech.  

"If you look at it as dangerous, you were worse than before. No dreams, no hopes, no enthusiasm... … Compared to the days when you were young and lived day by day with the appearance of an empty iron bowl, you are so wonderful now. You worked hard and you did well. This master wants to give a compliment."  

"… … ."  

"… … But this may not be the answer you want, never."  

Gwanju slowly closed his eyes.  

A deeper concern than before, the thought seems to be tormenting him.  

Seeing this, Irene's heart also became uncomfortable.  

However… … .  

'I don't want to just go back to the gwanju-sama's compliment.'  

Irene's eyes lit up.  

Just like when I first met Ignet.  

Just like when he asked Joshua Lindsay for additional guidance, his gaze was as hot as ever.  

It stuck to Ian Gwanju.  

It was a rather ironic sight to be seen as a person who wanted a water sword, but Irene was unaware of it.  

After a while.  

Ian, who finally opened his eyes, looked at Kirill Parreira and said.  

"… … Did I say Cyril?"  

"Yes Yes."  

Cyril stuttered.  

It was strange. She was always confident, but strangely, in front of this grandfather, she had no choice but to be careful of her actions and words.  

She wasn't the only one.  

Lulu, who acted brightly at the first meeting, was the same. Today's gwanju felt a bit strange.  

Even Irene, who was trapped in his own troubles, vaguely felt this.  

Ian acted like he didn't know all that.  

"I have heard that he is an excellent magician. I heard that you can also summon the legendary animal griffin... … ."  

"Yes."  

"Then maybe we can ride it together and go somewhere? It's not that far, but it's an awkward distance to walk."  

"Sure."  

"Good. Don't go right away."  

Ian got up from his seat and quickly left the building.  

The atmosphere suddenly changed.  

Unable to adapt to him, Irene and his party followed him.  

And he flew in the sky on a griffin that was much bigger than before.  

"Wow!"  

"Oooh… … ."  

The voices of the swordsmith trainees were heard everywhere.  

Either way, Kirill steered the griffin in the direction Ian spoke, and soon found a lake outside the castle.  

And it landed carefully.  

Ian jumped down and said while looking at Irene.  

"What should I do to realize the mind of water and achieve the sword of water?"  

"… … ."  

"It is a difficult problem. I didn't even know how to put this into words. I came here because I thought it would be better to show it in person. Irene, are you ready to watch and learn?"  

"… … That's it."  

Irene nodded her head. Ian also nodded.  

As he walked, he drew his sword with an indifferent face and swung it towards the lake.  

swish-  

iron puck!  

Kirill made a puzzled expression.  

It was too bad to be a sword of the three powerful continents.  

He didn't know swordsmanship well, but just seeing it in his own eyes was enough to disappoint.  

The sword pierced into the lake with a squeaky sound felt pitiful.  

The miracle happened then.  

Sigh-!  

The sound of a piece of cloth being cut deeply.  

With him, the water was cut.  

It was not simply pushed aside due to strong power.  

The lake was completely split in two as if the ice had split.  

No loud noises, no overwhelming landscape changes.  

Ian, who was standing in a calm atmosphere as if he had split a painting, looked at Irene and said,  

"How about, do you understand a little bit?"  

"… … I do not know."  

"Did you see what he cut?"  

"the water… … ."  

"okay?"  

He caressed his chin.  

In the meantime, as if time had stopped, the divided lake water merged into one again.  

squash-  

Neither Cyril, Lulu nor Irene said anything.  

Gwanju opened his mouth, smiling brightly with the waves waving like the sea behind him.  

"Then, I'll have to work a little harder."  
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There is a large lake in the northwest of Alcantra, the best swordsmanship city in the central part of the continent.  

There are many different kinds of fish and there are no monsters, so there were quite a few people who came out to fish.  

It's been more like that lately. Aristocrats or wealthy merchants were leisurely casting their fishing rods while enjoying the spring weather in April.  

However, there was something interfering with their leisure life.  

splash splash  

"Wow! fun! Cyril, look at this! I caught a fish now!"  

"okay? It's real."  

It was Lulu, the cat magician.  

He had lived on the coast of the eastern part of the continent, but it was a long time ago.  

Besides, I didn't like swimming in salty water because it was disgusting.  

I liked the clear and deep lake as it is now.  

Wearing a tube made by Cyril Pareira, Lulu roared the lake with splashes of water, sometimes diving and catching fish himself.  

Of course, for those who enjoyed fishing, it had to be a hindrance.  

However, no one was offended by this.  

Rather, as if seeing something really strange, there were only fishermen with their eyes round and talking.  

"No, look! Look at that cat!"  

"Huh! Unbelievable. The cat is talking... … ."  

"Now I see. Recently, the cat magician I was talking about wanders the continent, so it seems that the cat in the rumor is that cat."  

"It's amazing that cats like water."  

"Haha, I'm a water cat that humans love!"  

Having picked up the words directed at him, Lulu stood proudly on the tube and shouted.  

It was mysterious yet cute.  

The anglers had forgotten their duty and were preoccupied with watching Lulu.  

Kirill looked at him with a smile, too, and then focused on his job.  

At this point, I thought of making a summoned beast that can be used in the water.  

'I don't like krakens… … turtle? Or maybe a dolphin?'  

Cyril walking around the lake, contemplating.  

Her beauty shone even more when she added blonde hair shining in the noonday sun and a blue lake background.  

Even in the Pareira family, who had a good personality, she had a particularly beautiful appearance.  

That is why the young people gathered at the lake were looking at the Cyrillic side rather than the talking cat.  

Some of the older people looked at it and burst into laughter.  

And a little away from them.  

A young man standing quietly in a relatively quiet place with no anglers or outings.  

He swung his sword towards the lake with terrifying speed.  

spot  

Whoops-!  

"!"  

"Huh!"  

"What… … ."  

great sound.  

And a stream of water soaring high in the sky.  

Those who were watching Lulu and Kirill with happy faces turned their heads in surprise.  

And swallowed dry saliva.  

woo woo woo woo... …  

A huge sword dyed in gold.  

A few of the escorts were talking among themselves as they watched Airn Pareira spitting out her Auror sword in front of the turbulent lake as if she had met a storm.  

"Crazy… … ."  

"Is that that person? that famous... … ."  

"right. Irene Pareira. I heard that you became a sword master last year, but... … I didn't know it was real."  

"So. You're only in your early 20s now, isn't that a faster pace than Ian's cross-referencing?"  

"right. Of course, there is no guarantee that you will become a better swordsman in the end just because you become a master sooner... … ."  

The man, who still couldn't shake his look of surprise, spoke behind his back in a low voice.  

"… … I think it might be possible."  

"what?"  

"The strongest on the continent."  

"Um, that was too far ahead… … ."  

A colleague who was rebutting stopped talking.  

Come to think of it, it was hard to cover it up and deny it.  

Has anyone reached the status of a master faster than that?  

Queek is two people. Ignet Crescentia, Ilya Lindsay. Even broke one of them.  

Of course, Ilya is said to be three years younger than him, but it was clear that she had the talent to rise to the ranks of the strongest in the next generation.  

Thinking like that, I felt that the present moment was more precious.  

'Maybe I am watching the training of the strongest swordsman in the future!'  

body got hot  

For some reason, with the thought that the blood was circulating rapidly, the gaze that had been on Kirill the whole time turned to Airun.  

Hoping that he will show something even greater.  

However, it was not.  

10 minutes pass, 20 minutes pass, 30 minutes pass.  

The golden swordsman quietly closed his eyes and was only immersed in meditation.  

"… … Is that also a water lily?"  

"Well, it must be a water lily. How dare you know what the Master thinks?"  

"Yeah, that's it too."  

The intrigued escorts turned their heads to Cyril again. Occasionally, when Lulu was performing his tricks, he even looked towards it.  

In the end, Airn Pareira again fell from everyone's attention.  

Beside him, Ian Gwanju, who suddenly appeared, passed by.  

"Isn't it okay?"  

"Master. uh... … ."  

"Don't even do that. This is quite difficult."  

It's not something you can just try for a few days.  

A further mumbled drenches slowly made their way to the shore of the lake.  

His appearance drew people's attention again.  

Although they are residents of Alcantra, there are not many opportunities to see the owner of Chrono.  

It was because he was the type of person who didn't go out very much. Of course, even if I saw it often, my interest would not have cooled.  

The reputation of the three continents was so great.  

However, the swordsmanship shown by the giants of the times fell far short of their expectations.  

Clap-!  

Neither slow nor fast.  

If he had a deep knack for swords, he would have been amazed by his effortless movements, but there were no such great people here.  

He was just concentrating on the image of the sword rising from the sleep without power, and only on the futile results.  

If you wait for a while, maybe something great will happen.  

Even that expectation gradually disappeared.  

Seeing that nothing had happened, the anglers tilted their heads and then turned their heads one by one.  

"… … ."  

There was nothing different about Irene.  

It's definitely a great sword.  

I knew it because I had reached the heights. There was no force or pressure, but the sword of the Gwanju was the sword of a great family.  

Decades of hard work melted deeply in that one sword.  

However, the sword I saw a week ago.  

Parting the lake, parting the water… … It could not be compared to the sword at that time that cut through something that could never be cut.  

"As I said before, the first time I showed you… … The current sword is no different. I cut the same thing."  

"… … ."  

"There is no need to be impatient if you don't realize it right away. Take your time and practice... … I'm going to be away for a few days, so you know."  

"… … Yes, I understand."  

However, the governor didn't seem to think so.  

Gwanju Ian leaves today with only the same sword and the same words.  

Airn, who had been watching his distant back, closed his eyes again.  

I still remember clearly.  

The posture, breathing, Auror movement, and all the flow of the drench when the water was cut are perfectly entered into the mind.  

Still, I can't keep up.  

Feeling frustrated, Irene sighed.  

'It would be nice if you could give me more hints.'  

The desire to ask was like a chimney.  

But Irene never asked a question.  

There must have been a reason why the Gwanju was reluctant to speak. He didn't want to break his master's intentions with his impatience.  

'Likewise, it would be meaningful to show her swordsmanship once a day.'  

This time, not the first sword, Airn remembered the sword from a while ago.  

I don't know yet.  

No matter how much he looked at it, he could only see that he had dipped his sword in the lake water.  

As if facing an unsolved riddle, his heart began to boil little by little.  

"… … ."  

Still, I had to do it.  

To join the subjugation squad within one year.  

To defeat the clowns and other demons as soon as possible.  

I needed to be much stronger than I am now.  

woo woo... …  

Paaaah-!  

The sword in response to the rising will spit out a cry. The Auror Sword was swung again and fell to the surface again.  

This time, the water did not split.  

Irene let out a hot breath.  

* * *  

After leaving the lake, Gwanju Ian walked aimlessly.  

It wasn't a running move. Despite the seemingly immaculate steps of an old man, his moving speed was not normal.  

So the sun sets and rises for four days.  

Ian, who suddenly came to his senses, looked at the valley flowing in front of him and swung his sword.  

sloppy  

Sigh-!  

To my surprise, the water was cut again. The flowing valley water stopped as if time had frozen.  

Of course, it didn't stay that way forever.  

A few seconds later, the merged stream again flowed from top to bottom.  

Ian, who was about to swing the sword again, hesitated, then inserted the sword and muttered.  

"It is my heart that is urgent."  

great brother-in-law  

A child of great character, talent, and patience. The 23-year-old is so good that he can't even reach his toes.  

However, it is still too early to realize the sword of water.  

Originally, it would have been 10 years or more to teach this.  

However… … .  

'I don't know if I'll be alive until then.'  

Ian sat up on a suitable rock and closed his eyes.  

Anguish came to mind. Anxiety came to mind.  

The reason was clear. It was because of the news that the devil was dispatched from the Holy Kingdom.  

'What will the continent be like after I die?'  

You may feel arrogant.  

However, Ian was confident. At least as long as he was alive, he had a belief that he would be able to protect the continent even if any demons appeared.  

Perhaps Julius Hull had the same thought. Ian felt more reassured in his well-being.  

But he was old.  

The same goes for Julius Hull, and Quincy Myers, the secret weapon of the Holy Kingdom, is really old enough to die.  

Karakum, the strongest warrior of the orcs, must have been few. It's a little bit, but the lifespan of orcs is shorter than that of humans.  

The heads of the three families of Runtel Kingdom also lived for over 80 years.  

'finally… … In 15 years or less, the power of the continent will be cut in half.'  

That was the reason Ian was greedy for the growth of his disciple.  

Fortunately, a lot of talented young people have appeared on the continent recently.  

Ignet, Ilya, and Irene were the same.  

Bratt was convinced that he would not be behind them in the future, and Kuhn felt like he had seen the same possibility in Judith.  

However, there was not enough time.  

If the old people die before they grow up enough to be able to support the continent, and the demons that have been holding their breath wake up in the meantime.  

Will the continent be able to continue the 150-year-old peace?  

'… … It was too fast though.'  

Ian shook his head.  

it's not that it's not  

He had to spend more than 30 years to cut it. Even now I am trying.  

Even if it is disturbed for a moment, defilements and anxieties build up and stagnate like now, making the sword blunt. makes the body and mind heavy.  

After thinking up to this point, he quietly took a breath and concentrated his mind.  

First of all, I was thinking of starting with my shaking heart and continuing my worries.  

However, that was not possible.  

Wow-!  

"… … !"  

Ian opened his eyes.  

The fast-moving momentum was ferocious. The dignified man drew his sword.  

mine?  

He's not that sloppy guy.  

Devil?  

neither is it The devil is obviously a powerful and terrible guy, but there was only one person in his life who could give him such tension.  

Pugh-!  

The prosecutor, who suddenly appeared, rolled his feet.  

Seeing Khun being shot at a frightening speed like fragments after an explosion, Ian smiled.  

I got the timing very badly.  

Feeling the thick flesh resonating on his skin, he swung his sword.  
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Kun scatters a ferocious momentum.  

Looking at him, Ian shed a smile as if he couldn't stop him.  

He probably heard it too.  

The story that the devil has called out, that the peace that has lasted over 150 years could end, and that we need help.  

Naturally, Kuhn didn't care about anything like that.  

Seeing the enemy flying with the same momentum as when he first challenged himself, Ian thought.  

'Crazy guy.'  

I didn't understand it at first.  

Why are you so obsessed with yourself? Do you need to aim only for yourself, even giving up most of your life?  

Keira Finn, a pretty wife, and wealthy fortune, almost tossing aside all of them, devoted herself to the sword, and what is the reason for challenging herself?  

So 10 years passed, 20 years passed, 30 years passed. And it was close to 100 years old.  

'Reason?'  

The smile on Ian's lips grew stronger. An uncontrollable fighting spirit was emanating from his body, wielding a sword.  

'That doesn't matter anymore!'  

Aww!  

The sword and the sword collided.  

The bursting shock wave spread out in concentric circles. Rocks, trees and other landscapes were equally smashed.  

crumbled However, Ian-man, who was at the center, stood firm.  

Seeing Khun retreating far away, he raised his strength even more strongly.  

Woo woo woo woo woo-!  

It's huge that can't even be compared with an ordinary Auror Sword!  

The auror, which had grown close to 10 meters, gradually decreased. No, it was compressed.  

The atmosphere trembled at the miracle that even the Master, let alone the Expert, could not imitate.  

Kuhn was not agitated.  

With the same look as the first time, with the same expression.  

The moment he took a step while holding the Auror Sword, which looked a lot more pitiful than Ian's.  

spot  

His new form disappeared like evaporation.  

"Whoa."  

The owner of Chrono has opened his senses.  

Eyes wide open, ears wide open, and other senses became extremely sensitive.  

Information that could not even be compared with Kuhn was injected into Ian's head in real time.  

It wasn't just that.  

Auror's transfer.  

The precision of swordsmanship.  

If it were a virtue that a prosecutor should have, Ian was not lacking in anything.  

Even if he faced any swordsman in the world, even if Julius Hul, who was so proud of the Holy Kingdom, came to visit, he was confident that he would show his difference with a smile.  

Even if it is a battle with the great swordsmen in history, there is no swordsman superior to himself on the current continent!  

At least he thought so.  

However, there was a part where even such an idea was folded by one or several numbers.  

It was 'speed'.  

bang!  

Whoops-!  

Quang!  

There is a constant roaring sound. As a result, cracks in the shape of human footprints are engraved everywhere.  

It's Kuhn's work.  

Even the huge muscles that covered his body.  

Enormous Auras filling his insides too.  

In fact, everything that makes up him, every single one of them, has evolved for the sake of moving quickly.  

His terrifying tenacity and effort partially pierced through the limits of his birth.  

Inexperienced Auror operation?  

Lack of depth of swordsmanship?  

It didn't matter. There were no other shortcomings.  

A sword that has been polished to the limit only to stab oneself!  

In order to block such Khun's sword, Ian also had to do his best.  

supportive  

crackle  

"… … ."  

Without even being able to breathe properly, Ian continued to turn around.  

Slowing down means losing the right of precedence.  

Being deprived of a priority means that you have to deal with it later, and that means that the time required for judgment becomes insufficient.  

Although he is ahead of Kuhn in most aspects, he is at a disadvantage because of his single shortcoming.  

It is a situation that leads to defeat if one is late or makes a wrong decision.  

in such a dangerous situation.  

Quang!  

Aww!  

Aww-!  

Ian continued to block Khun's offensive.  

He blocked every sword that flew forward and backward, left and right, without failing even once.  

I had no choice but to do so.  

His overwhelming sense of excellence conveys the right information.  

His absurdly quick thinking allows him to make quick choices.  

And the body, which was created by combining years of experience and talents accumulated over decades, perfectly performs all necessary movements.  

The most beautiful swordsmanship in the history of Chrono unfolds.  

He even showed off a half beat faster than Kuhn in some sums, apparently predicting his opponent's sword.  

It was truly a foreshadowing decision.  

Of course it was there.  

There is no problem in defense, but the absolute speed is still lacking, so it is difficult to switch to an offensive.  

However, Ian had his own strategy standing in his head.  

'Sword blade.'  

Except for speed, he is ahead of Khun in all areas.  

This means that the amount of Auror and the density of Auror Swords are also incomparable.  

Have you been lucky today?  

Ian understood that he had hit the exact same part of the opponent's sword repeatedly.  

It wasn't intended. He wasn't arrogant enough to even care about that.  

But from now on, even if I take the risk, I thought it was necessary to have a target number.  

Hehe-!  

As soon as I finished thinking, Khun's attack flew in. Ian did his best to concentrate.  

His senses were so high that he could even feel every cell, including muscles, ligaments, and joints.  

Time stretched like cheese. In the slow-flowing landscape, his sword struck the desired point.  

Kaaaah!  

'I got it!'  

there is a taste  

Ian thought as he stepped back. His expression was still cautious.  

twice forward.  

No, if you raise the aura a little more, you can cut your opponent's weapon in half even if you hit the same place just once.  

He controlled his expression and waited for the time. A total of seven workshops followed in a brief period of time.  

Block, block, hold on. Dodge by bowing your head, then block again, block, block again.  

At that moment, Ian's eyes widened as if Khun's movements were enlarged.  

It was a familiar sword. He doesn't know, but it's a behavior similar to his habit he's experienced several times.  

It's the very movement that has never been noticed for the perfect moment of victory.  

Whoa!  

Ian stretched out his sword with a completely different momentum than before.  

It was perfect timing. It was the perfect counterattack. As time slowed down again, he smiled faintly.  

After three draws, he regained the upper hand. Exhilarating ecstasy stimulated the whole body after a long time.  

His gaze had already crossed the blade and reached Kuhn's eyes behind him.  

At that moment, Ian had a gut feeling that something was wrong.  

"… … !"  

knew  

Kuhn knew that he was thinking of breaking the sword. It is Ian who has shared the sword for several decades.  

There was no way he couldn't read the thoughts in his opponent's eyes.  

Then why?  

Knowing that the sword would break, why did he show a move that was consistent with his intentions?  

Thinking up to this point, Ian had no choice but to open his eyes wide to the possibility that suddenly appeared.  

'If the sword breaks and you risk him and rush forward... … .'  

So, if you are prepared to suffer a serious injury that falls off your arm, perhaps even your shoulder.  

Maybe it's possible to drive a broken sword into one's heart?  

if so… … .  

'The result is my defeat!'  

Ian smiled.  

It didn't take long for doubt to turn into certainty.  

In the midst of his highest concentration, he felt the time passing slowly and wanted to raise his thumb.  

It would have been different than usual.  

If it wasn't for the worry about the future generations, it was about Airn.  

Or if only a little bit of time was given to manage the impatience caused by it... … The results would have been different.  

Of course, that's just an excuse.  

He looked at his sword that could not stop and stretched out, looking into the eyes of his opponent.  

His smile grew stronger. His eyes were also curved to the point where they were wrinkled.  

And after a while, the result came.  

Kagang!  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

Kuhn's sword is broken.  

So far this was as expected.  

However, it was different after that.  

The opponent did not throw his body, and his arm was intact.  

Ian opened his mouth, looking at Khun who was silent with his sword in pieces.  

"why?"  

It means why didn't you aim for your own life?  

It was a natural question for him, knowing the nature of his opponent.  

What does the battle with oneself mean for Khun, the present victory... … It was a question I could ask because Ian knew better than anyone.  

However, the other party did not give an answer about it.  

Rather, it posed the opposite question.  

"Are you worried, disciple?"  

"… … ."  

"Well, that would be the only thing. dog-like. Anyway, do you have other thoughts while fighting me?"  

I had nothing to say.  

Feeling sorry for your opponent and pathetic towards yourself.  

And worrying about the disciple who thought I had put it off, but still did not disappear.  

As these emotions were mixed, Khun said with a kick in his tongue, who haphazardly tossed the broken sword.  

"Take it out."  

"Well?"  

"Take it out. Let's hear what the fuck is going on."  

"… … Do you think you can help others with their concerns?"  

Is it also about the disciple?  

Ian muttered with a puzzled expression.  

To myself, who has been serving as a chrono swordsman for over 40 years, the guy who has just received a disciple is my advice.  

"Huh, huh, huh, huh!"  

It wasn't funny. It was absurd and I laughed out loud.  

But it wasn't bad. Seeing the rival's unusual appearance for the first time in decades, some of the worries disappeared.  

"Huh."  

Seeing him like that, Kuhn smiled.  

I had no choice but to do so. Because he didn't quite understand himself.  

After a while, for the first time in their lives, the two old men began to tell stories about their respective pupils.  

It was quite a sentimental atmosphere to see them as those who smashed all the surrounding landscapes.  

* * *  

"Hmm."  

Defeats piled up to the point that I can't even remember them now.  

Khun scratched his head, throwing away the chance to eat the fruit of victory at the end.  

No matter how I thought about it, it didn't make sense.  

It will be... … .  

"Cool!"  

Whoops-!  

This was because he was afflicted with an incurable disease.  

It was probably now. character  

What is the strongest point in your life? With old age, the sickness will deepen. In other words, he blew up his only chance to defeat Ian.  

Why the hell?  

Does it look like he's not in good shape?  

if not… … If you are seriously injured while being ill, will you lose your life, because you are afraid?  

'Girl.'  

That's nonsense. If it's to put a sword in Ian's heart and die from an injury, it's welcome.  

It wasn't empty words. Actually, I swung my sword with that thought the whole time.  

"Hmm."  

Kuhn groaned again and tilted his head.  

Once to the right, once to the left.  

Keep worrying, keep going, keep going.  

The big old man went back to his home, thinking the same thing for several days like that, and the red-haired prosecutor welcomed him.  

"Inspiration, why are you so late?"  

"… … ."  

"what? Why do you look like that?"  

"What is the habit of this rotten bastard talking to his master?"  

"No, instead of teaching me swordsmanship, I suddenly said, 'Now! It's now!' And he went away, huh? It's because I'm back after a full month with a strange expression on my face."  

"Heh heh, Seapal… … ."  

Kuhn poured out thick swear words.  

I just found out  

No, maybe he knew right away.  

He struggled with the same personality and same pain as himself.  

If you want to teach this guy who's worse than you and stronger than you... … .  

'I must live a little longer.'  

After thinking this far, Khun tilted his head again.  

As soon as we met, I felt it.  

Judith, this guy is like you.  

There are many people who have gone through a hell similar to you, but this child is the only one who has gone through a hell as terrible and painful as you.  

But that alone was not enough to explain his actions now.  

No matter how precious Judith was, the first disciple she achieved, there was nothing more important than her lifelong dream.  

"Why are you cursing? To my dear disciple."  

"There, over there?"  

"Why didn't you call me Master?"  

"Master? Master? Master?"  

Kuhn frowned.  

Judith wasn't bothered.  

It was just that he felt a little frustrated at the thought of his actions, which he couldn't understand.  

That's the conclusion he finally made.  

It wasn't sincere, and it wasn't anything special, but it was surprisingly close to the correct answer.  

"Did people change as they get older?"  

"What are you talking about, all of a sudden?"  

"I don't know, you child. Be quiet. Do you want to be right?"  

"No, what kind of teachers do you have?"  

The atmosphere is more like a friend rather than a priest-in-law.  

However, Judith and Kuhn, who fit together so well, constantly lashed out at each other.  

Of course, it never did.  

Soon with warm eyes than anyone else.  

Seeing the pupil wielding the sword in a hotter form than himself, the master quietly nodded.  

'Still, it wasn't a bad choice.'  

* * *  

"I am old too."  

Ian, who broke up with Khun, muttered as he headed to the lake.  

No other words came to mind. really old As I got older, I forgot the most important thing.  

'The disciple believes in the master, but the master does not believe in the disciple.'  

So it didn't happen.  

Even if the whole world couldn't believe him, he had to trust his disciple.  

It goes without saying that the student is one of the most talented people on the continent.  

Ian nodded, thinking.  

'Airn will do well.'  

Eventually, you will realize.  

It may take some time. You might even wander around quite a bit.  

However, in the end, it will be achieved, so all you have to do is help and encourage the process so that it is not difficult and painful.  

'To hear such a story from Kuhn and not from anyone else… … .'  

Heh heh, Ian shook his head, bursting into a wide smile.  

Apparently, he wasn't the only one who was getting older.  

After finishing his thoughts, Khun fired at a high speed.  

hooo  

Hung-  

Is it because my heart has become lighter?  

My footsteps were much lighter than before. Ian returned to where Airn was at a faster pace than before.  

No, I was going back. To be precise, I had no choice but to stop near the lake.  

"… … ."  

A wide veil of darkness.  

Feeling the magic that engulfed the entire lake, he hardened his expression.  

"How could this… … ."  
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"This is absurd… … !"  

The voice of Ian, the owner of Chrono, trembled.  

He is the first swordsman on the continent. Naturally, the six concepts of Auror operation were also mastered to the limit.  

Moreover, 'sensory enlightenment' was the field in which Ian was most confident.  

Of course, he doesn't always use his five senses to be sensitive, but even so, his basic ability itself was different from that of the criminal.  

Moreover, since he had even heard the news of a demon dispatch from the Holy Kingdom, his vigilance was higher than usual.  

By the way… … .  

'Did you deceive my senses, and a demon this size appeared?'  

A being who could color such a wide lake in darkness is not a demon. Absolutely evil  

I have never seen it myself, but the experience I have accumulated so far, and the knowledge I have learned from history have instilled confidence in me.  

What was incomprehensible was that the appearance of such a powerful being had not been noticed until just a few minutes ago.  

"… … ."  

It was impossible.  

However, it had already happened.  

Ian, feeling sweat dripping from his hands, clenched and opened his fists, then moved his feet again.  

I was thinking of approaching the veil of darkness and grasping the situation.  

'There's nothing wrong with my senses. Everything still feels clear.'  

'What the hell did you write? I don't know if it's a demon, but a demon, a being from another dimension since birth, came out of his den and worked hard... … You didn't get it?'  

'I thought I'd be fighting a sword with a demon sooner or later, but it's going to happen before Avilius's request... … .'  

'Isn't it possible that the disciples were involved?'  

Numerous thoughts came to mind.  

Of course, it was the last thought that shook his head the most intensely.  

Leaving the room for a while to calm my mind would lead to this kind of result.  

'No, calm down. Nothing has been revealed yet.'  

Ian caught his breath. By repeating the relaxation and tension of the muscles, the optimal body condition was created, and all preparations were made for the operation of the Auror.  

After finding the majesty of the Absolute in an instant, I turned on the lights in my eyes and looked forward.  

A veil, no, a barrier, that was cast before him.  

Ian raised the best power he could.  

Zuuuuuuuuu-!  

A formidable amount of aura flowed through the body and the sword blade.  

The energy from the stems and stems soared to the sky, higher than when he was fighting Khun, and then condensed to a length of 2 meters.  

A momentum that even Taesan could cut through flowed from Ian's body and from Chrono's master's body.  

-!  

There was no unity.  

There was not even a sound of cutting through the air.  

As if even time had been cut, Ian, who lowered his sword at a speed that no one could comprehend, looked at the dark barrier.  

A muffled moan escaped his mouth.  

"Huh… … ."  

"Not with us."  

"… … ."  

The governor looked back.  

Cyril Pareira, who suddenly appeared, and Lulu were approaching.  

He was relieved for a moment, then hardened his expression again. It was fortunate that the two were unharmed, but it was because Airn was still nowhere to be seen.  

He said.  

"Please explain the situation."  

"I can't really explain it. It's the first time I and Lulu have seen this phenomenon... … However, to us, this is close to magic."  

"witchcraft?"  

"Yeah. A barrier created by my brother... … A world that no one can enter, no one can break."  

"… … Is it the same as the magic barrier that existed a few years ago?"  

Ian asked with a serious expression.  

After shaking her head, Kirill started explaining again.  

"It is not. as you see… … This barrier isn't just made by magic. Magi, that's incredibly dark... … I don't know, but the ancient demons must have had this much, whoo, this much power, right?"  

"Calm down."  

woo woo  

Ian approached quickly and grabbed Kirill's hand and blown the auror in.  

When she was young, the energy of fire, which she learned from the Durkali tribe, drove away the fear that spread within her.  

"Thank you, woo. Oh, don't worry about the rest of the lake. I've already moved it to a distant place... … ."  

"Yeah, that's great."  

"Anyway, if I continue with the explanation… … Perhaps my brother's strong desire... … It seems that the devil in the middle has done something. A very bizarre space that is hard to see as magic and hard to see as a contract with the devil... … ."  

"… … ."  

"That's what this veil really is, and that's what Lulu and I think."  

"… … You're remarkably calm. Oh, I'm not sarcastic, so don't get me wrong. never."  

Ian said with a sad expression on his face.  

Since I was not in a good situation, I had to tell my heart directly, but I thought that it might hurt Kirill.  

Maybe he wants to sit down and cry right now, or maybe he's forcing himself to endure it?  

Fortunately, however, Kirill was truly calm.  

She shook her head and answered Ian.  

"No, I don't get it wrong."  

"Then I'm happy. But how... … ."  

"Because you can't lose to something like the devil."  

Kirill said in a confident voice.  

Although the time we spent together was small compared to the years we had spent together, she came in and watched her brother overcoming adversity many times.  

I completely overcame the trauma of my childhood.  

He stood up proudly in front of those who ignored him.  

He performed better than anyone else in the mine subjugation team.  

A terrible and mighty demon that I had only heard of was wonderfully expelled.  

That wasn't the end. Recently, he has shown a reliable appearance that surprised even himself.  

Recalling all that, she opened her mouth with a smile.  

"Your brother will come. He broke the barrier with his own power, as if nothing had happened."  

"… … ."  

"Of course, I'm not without any worries, but… … ."  

"Ugh."  

Ian groaned.  

I knew immediately what Kirill was talking about. He looked worried about the time it would take to break through the barrier.  

However, his expression wasn't too bad for that.  

Sure enough, there was a corner where he believed.  

After receiving the gaze of the crosshairs, she looked at Lulu.  

Pyororong  

Lulu, who flew into the sky, looked towards the dark barrier.  

Invisible, true darkness.  

However, the black cat's eyes were shining sharply as if they could see inside.  

"I feel it."  

"… … Can you see Irene?"  

"no. I don't see Airn. But I can feel it. Exactly... … ."  

Lulu paused for a moment before continuing.  

"I can feel the energy of the necklace that Airun is wearing, the five-element necklace."  

"… … ."  

"Strangely, just thinking about that necklace, I think there is nothing to worry about. It just feels right."  

A story that has no basis at all, and someone who hears it would be angry that it was nonsense.  

But neither Ian nor Kirill, nor Lulu refuted.  

just believe just wait  

A strong desire was formed in the eyes of the three beings looking into the darkness.  

* * *  

"… … ."  

dark.  

Airn, who had been meditating while standing, looked around. And looked up to the sky.  

It was all dark. Neither the usual starlight nor the moonlight was pouring out.  

Feeling strange, he looked around with a sense of humor.  

However, nothing was felt.  

Even his younger brother who was nearby until just a few hours ago.  

Lulu was also grooming himself by climbing the tree behind him, saying he was tired of watering.  

Everyone else disappeared.  

I thought something unusual had happened, and raindrops fell from the sky.  

tuk, tuk  

Doo doo doo doo... …  

The rain that was falling gently at first turned into thick stalks.  

Irene's gaze went down.  

As if there was a flood, the lake water, which was gradually increasing, was coming towards him.  

'I can't stay here.'  

One day, my head was dizzy.  

Irene shook her head and turned to the new model. and ran quickly.  

At first, I thought I had to get out of here, but even after running for a long time, the darkness remained. The falling rain was the same.  

Even more absurd was the fact that he couldn't get away from the lake even though he had traveled that far.  

"… … Good."  

Airn summoned a great sword.  

He closed his eyes and concentrated his mind. And I remembered the image.  

Harder to cut than any hard thing.  

More difficult to cut than rocks, steel, and Mount Tai, the figure of himself slicing water!  

Recalling that, he opened his eyes and lowered his sword.  

Aaaaaaa-!  

The golden Auror Sword, which suddenly erupted, split the surface of the water.  

The water splashed up to the point where it was difficult to follow it with the rain, and it shattered into pieces. It was tremendous power.  

But it was there.  

Airn, who failed to cut the water, sighed once, then raised his sword again.  

"OK. Do it until you do."  

He remembered the past.  

Irene has faced many adversity, trials and difficulties so far, but in the end, she persevered.  

He did not give up and finally achieved it, and as a result, he was able to be reborn as a stronger self.  

It was the same this time.  

Eventually you will win.  

If only I could realize the sword of water.  

If only I could learn the swordsmanship that cuts even water.  

You'll be able to escape from this strange, unpleasant, all-weather space.  

It was the moment when Airn Pareira had finished thinking and was about to swing her sword again.  

"okay? Could that be?"  

"… … !"  

A voice coming from behind.  

Surprised, Airn turned the new model. How can you not feel anything while someone is so close to you?  

He was also vigilant, but he suspected that the falling rain and the water that wet his feet was disturbing his senses.  

That doubt, of course, turned to the being who had now appeared.  

No, there was no need to think any further.  

Seeing his opponent, he grunted, grinding his teeth.  

"… … The clown devil."  

"Haha, how did you know? It's very different from back then! Aww, is it because of this mask?"  

The clown demon took off his mask and showed a smile.  

It was a terrible face. As the flesh had been torn off, bones could be seen here and there, and blood and pus flowed from the wound to wet the floor.  

It soon mixed with the water on the ground, and spread quickly to where Airn was standing.  

With a hardened expression on his face, he quickly spread the distance.  

However, it could not be avoided.  

It was the moment when Airn was about to say something, feeling the malice that spread throughout the space in an instant.  

"Hey, hey. Don't make such a grumpy face. I am here to help you."  

"then… … ."  

"Aha? can't you believe it? It's okay, because the truth is a lie. But in the end it's the same. As you know, to get out of this place, there is no point in using any kind of swordsmanship. So… … ."  

"… … ."  

"… … what you have to cut what has to be cut. It should be enough to ring it... … You can get out of this stinky, humid, unpleasant space."  

What if you can't?  

I have to look, can I do anything?  

Kihei, the clown demon burst out laughing when he finished talking.  

Inside Airn Pareira, a wave-like emotion surged.  

Woo-woo-woo!  

Airn Pareira's sword let out a long weep. As a result, a golden flame that burned the darkness covered the sword.  

It was the very sword that made even that great clown demon nervous.  

No, it wasn't. The teachings of Ignet Crescentia were added and it became even stronger.  

🤩🤩🤩  

However, even with such a powerful Auror Sword, the clown demon could not be defeated.  

He sank to the surface of the water, smashed in a splash of water.  

However, after a while, it reappeared in perfect form.  

He took off his mask and smiled again and shook his head.  

"No. No way, my friend. Sadly, you can't kill me. At least here, no matter how powerful the flames you wield, you can't harm me. This is a betting place where your wishes and my malice meet. It's never a place where one side can unilaterally take a picture of the other and press it."  

"A place to bet?"  

"Hey, you feel it to some extent. No matter how great I am, it's not enough to force a guy your size to come."  

"That means… … ."  

"I want to kill you."  

The clown devil opened his mouth.  

The atmosphere was completely different from before.  

Armed with stern eyes and terrifying malice, he continued to speak.  

"I don't just want to kill you. I want to savor for a long time, very slowly, to die painfully, desperately, never getting what you want and suffering in pain. So, I bet on the side that doesn't get the swordsmanship you want. The price, as I said earlier, is your painful death."  

'is it. Did I bet on the other side without my knowledge?'  

Irene nodded her head.  

Now I understand. why did you come here Why couldn't he do any damage to the clown demon?  

That's because it's not about betting.  

In order to put an end to him, we must first win this match. Only after fulfilling one's desire to cut the water can we discuss the future.  

Thinking this far, he frowned.  

'It seems a little unreasonable, but… … .'  

If you win the bet, you will get a sword that cuts through the water.  

But in order to win the bet, you have to learn a sword that cuts water.  

What the hell is this nonsense?  

"… … ."  

But there was no way.  

I didn't like the current situation, but in the end it was me who came to the bet.  

There was no room for thinking except that it meant that his aspiration was strong.  

Irene nodded towards the clown.  

"I know."  

"Good! Then try your best, my friend!"  

After finishing the salute, the clown became water and disappeared.  

Airn exhaled as he looked at the lake water, which had become more ominous, and which had grown more and more ominous.  

'OK. Let's not worry about it.'  

Just as he can't harm the clown demon, he can't harm himself either. In other words, you only need to focus on your training.  

Training is the field in which Airn is most confident.  

Slowly closing his eyes, he concentrated his mind to cut the water again.  
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Some time has passed.  

Airn's day was the same. Close your eyes, focus your mind, and think of different thoughts to cut the water.  

And to make it come true, he swings his sword.  

What if you fail?  

Repeat the above process.  

Of course, it has never been successful.  

But, it was fine.  

It was because I never thought that I would be able to realize it quickly in the first place, and I felt that the current place was a very good place to practice.  

'Of course. It's a world of magic that is partly made up of my wishes.'  

According to his will to cut water, the whole place is filled with water.  

At your feet, in the sky, everything you see is water.  

Of course, since the other half contains the evil intentions of the devil, it can't be helped... … .  

That much can be tolerated.  

The beliefs that have been passed down from the previous life to the present were preventing the intrusion of the Magi.  

"Good. Let's do our best again."  

Airn Pareira murmured. The belief that he could do it, his tenacity gave him strength.  

The clown demon did not move.  

He sank to the bottom of the water, quietly watching him.  

* * *  

A little more time passed.  

Airn Pareira still swung her sword. However, it still did not drain the water.  

It was unavoidable. Didn't Gwanju Ian also say that? Realizing this will never be easy.  

Airn took in a slow breath to control his impatient mind, and then exhaled deeply.  

the problem is… … .  

There is not much time left to do such an act.  

Tou-doo-doo-duk-!  

Dump, pout, pout!  

It's been raining harder since when.  

It was not too troublesome to block the view as if a typhoon had come, but there was something more concerned than that.  

That's the part that sleep is so high that it can't even be compared to before.  

Over the calves, over the waist, and now to the point of reaching the chest.  

Airn, who felt uncomfortable, swung his sword harder.  

hey hey-  

Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa-!  

This time it was a failure.  

Airn let out another deep sigh, feeling as if something was forming in his chest. As if about to vomit something.  

"Uhhhhh… … ."  

But all that comes out is the breath.  

There was still something suffocating and frustrating.  

… … He shook his head once to wipe off the water, then swung his sword again.  

Of course it had no effect. The continuous rain ran down his skin.  

The clown demon still didn't move.  

Under the rising water level, I watched the situation a little more.  

* * *  

More, more time passed.  

I couldn't breathe any more. The sleep that reached the top of his head deprived Airne of even the freedom of breathing.  

It wasn't life-threatening.  

The only time he loses his life is when he gives up everything and accepts the darkness.  

In the first place, it was impossible to discuss common sense in a world made up of magic and magic.  

However, being able to survive was never a good thing.  

Airn swung his sword wildly in response to the rising emotions.  

Boo-woong!  

Boo woo woo-!  

A much stronger attack than before!  

However, it was still impossible to cut the water. Even if you push it away for a while with a huge force, that's all.  

Airne felt like she wanted to scream at the sudden rush of water.  

I couldn't.  

Water filled the surroundings and disturbed him.  

The emotions that filled him were tormenting him.  

At some point, Airn was more focused on his feelings of not being able to cut water rather than cutting it.  

How long do I have to keep doing this?  

If you work hard and work hard, will you get what you want if you work hard again?  

If that doesn't work, what should I do?  

How do I get rid of this irritability that has reached my chin?  

His anger, as thick as water, not fire, exhausted his body and mind.  

The problem was that a greater anxiety than this was filling his head.  

'How the hell have I been here?'  

Recalling the past, Airn bit her lower lip.  

The magic barrier he made to overcome his weakness and lack, there he gained unparalleled willpower, excellent swordsmanship, and confidence.  

However, something was lost. Five years, five years, a long period of time has passed.  

When I remembered my brother's face, which was stained with tears, one part of my heart would still be pounding.  

And now, the same thing happened.  

No, it was even worse.  

'… … This time, there is really no promise as to when it will end.'  

Boo woo woo!  

Whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa!  

Airn grinded his teeth gently. He raised a bunch of Auras and showed off the most powerful blow he could make.  

But it was the same.  

It didn't take long for the water, which had been pushed out a little rougher and a little longer, to return to its place.  

Bubble bubble... …  

Irene exhaled.  

I couldn't breathe. It was already filled with negative emotions to the point that nothing more could come in.  

Just like the lake water that fills this place.  

The clown who had been watching it finally smiled.  

'I can wait a little longer.'  

The devil's disgusting gaze looked at Airn. He looked not only on the outside, but also on the inside.  

It's almost over. The negative emotions he had passed away made him even more anxious and anxious.  

It was sinking him deeper and deeper into the bog.  

What happens next?  

It's not worth thinking about.  

I have seen countless times what the end of a human being who is engrossed in emotions is like.  

The clown smiled even deeper.  

'A little more, a little more.'  

The image of a young hero who constantly wields a sword felt in jeopardy.  

Beneath the stagnant waters, the clown demon waited patiently for his time.  

* * *  

Many years have passed.  

The pouring rain made no sense any more.  

Under the lake water that had risen several dozen meters above his head, Airn continued to wield his sword.  

I didn't know if it was meaningful or not.  

Still, his sword was vainly cutting only the current.  

Still, his mind was filled with negative emotions.  

The same was true of anxiety about the passage of time.  

The environment of this place, which I thought was the best place to practice, gave me suffering without missing a minute or a second.  

… … Still, the reason he didn't give up was because the only thing left to Airn was his efforts.  

Boo-woong!  

There was a time when I ran away from pain.  

To forget the trauma of childhood, he fell into a deep sleep and tried not to escape from it forever.  

Boo Woong!  

There were times when I collapsed in frustration that came again.  

There were days when I was disappointed in myself for not being able to grow even after swinging my sword millions of times within the magic barrier, and growing doubts.  

Boo woo woo!  

But Irene prevailed.  

No more running, no more hiding.  

Rather than sinking down to avoid fear and hardship, he raised his sword to move forward and rise above.  

and constantly swung.  

It wasn't because it was the right answer.  

It was because at some point I realized that not doing so was the wrong answer, and that if I didn't try, I wouldn't even have a chance to grow.  

It was still the same today.  

If you give up because you don't see any hope or see a way through, that's the end of it.  

The thin thread of opportunity would break, and he would never be able to get out of this lake.  

Trapped under the surface of the water, he would die a tragic death.  

It couldn't be.  

So it didn't happen.  

The foundation that Airn Pareira had supported until now made him move without stopping.  

Booung  

Boo Woong  

Boo Woong!  

He continued to swing his sword.  

I don't know how many times I've swung it or how long I've swung it. It continued to swing as if it were going to be forever.  

He focused only on moving the sword.  

Then the feeling of impatience stopped rushing in.  

There were no more feelings of anxiety or painful thoughts.  

It did not rise above the surface, but it did not sink any further.  

In the midst of a barrier filled with water, the young hero swung his sword incessantly.  

It was then that the clown demon appeared.  

"… … why."  

"… … ?"  

"Why, why, why, why, why are you making such a useless effort?"  

The devil's voice resounds so fast that you can't even breathe.  

Irene didn't answer.  

It wasn't because it wasn't worth talking about, it was just because I didn't think much of it. I can't even open my mouth because it's full of water.  

However, the clown seemed to have accepted this as a disregard for himself.  

"You bastard like this, ahwkfkfvlfaufwksutjrdl even if I chew on it, dnfhdgkrhskdmlakfdmfantlgo! Speak quickly. akfgkfksakfdldidj Why is there such a Tmfepdjqtsmsshfurdmfdldjrkrh!"  

Irene frowned.  

I couldn't understand properly. It was due to a mixture of human language and devil language.  

All he could feel was that the clown was very angry, and that he felt impatient.  

'Why are you doing that?'  

Irene shook her head and looked away.  

And as before, he swung his sword.  

It is true that he is holding up quite well.  

However, it is to the extent that it endures. Still haven't found a clue to cut the water.  

I can't give up, so I just keep moving.  

However, the clown was constantly swearing at what he was so dissatisfied with. expressed anger.  

Of course, there were no blows. Just as he couldn't harm him, the other person couldn't harm him either.  

Of course it was annoying.  

Even though he was underwater, Airn exhaled at the sound of a voice piercing his ear.  

Bubble, bubbly, the breath became air bubbles and went up to the surface of the water.  

When the clown demon saw it, it flashed again and shouted.  

Is it a coincidence?  

This time, I was able to understand the whole sentence clearly.  

"You can't! I can't do it anyway! are you drinking water? Nonsense! You'll never get water here... … ."  

towering  

Irene's new model stopped.  

As if time had stopped, he, who had not moved, slowly turned his head to look at the clown.  

The devil met his gaze and frowned.  

"What, what?"  

To him, Airn said with a mouth.  

you.  

You cleverly deceived me?  

"… … What a dog sound!"  

The clown's words sped up again. The pus and malice that flowed under the mask increased.  

The dark red lake water wrapped around Airn.  

didn't care  

Airne nodded, remembering the time when she was first brought to the betting place in the past.  

'What you have to cut. what has to be cut. You can escape from this place only when you cut it.'  

It was clear.  

The clown said he had to cut what he had to cut, and never said that he had to cut down the water.  

'Come to think of it, the gwanjunim never said to cut water.'  

Irene nodded her head.  

seemed to know  

Why couldn't he get out of here?  

Why did the clown show such a confident attitude?  

I've been wrong up until now. I was thinking completely wrong.  

Finally, his eyes widened and his eyes lit up.  

'What should be cut is not water... … .'  

Irene took a stance.  

A softer posture, a more comfortable posture.  

A calm energy emanated from his body, lifting his sword with a lighter heart than ever.  

woo woo woo... …  

There was no force as strong as a flame.  

It was really out of the ordinary. Even the Master's symbol, the Auror Sword, looked so wretched that it could not be formed.  

But it was fine.  

water all around.  

Not that, but the emotion that filled his heart.  

There was no sword more suitable for cutting off excessive 'obsession'.  

ugh-  

Airn Pareira's sword fell through the lake water.  
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    75. What should be cut (3)  

"… … !"  

did you deceive me  

At the end of those words, seeing Airn Pareira calmed down, the clown demon made an expression of wanting to miss.  

It was a mistake. It was clearly his own mistake. In a battle of patience like this, the ones who are in a hurry come first, but even though I knew it, I could not bear it.  

I was so anxious that I couldn't vent my boiling anger.  

Why?  

Since ancient times, betting like this has been the devil's specialty.  

Unlike humans, who have a lifespan of 100 years at most, demons are creatures that have lived for thousands of years or more.  

Even the youngest demons on the continent have lived a life several times longer than humans.  

To them, waiting for 10 or 20 years is like excitement before a meal.  

However, like the clown demon, he couldn't wait with a happy mood.  

memories of a thousand years ago.  

Despite the decades of waiting, the fruit was not picked and eaten.  

In the midst of pain and anger, suffering and doubt, he did not fall to the end.  

This is because the scars caused by Karen Winker, who eventually threatened her own life, remained deep in his mind.  

"Damn it, damn it!"  

As if realizing something in her words, Irene Pareira closes her eyes and concentrates her mind.  

The clown demon who was watching him quickly rushed in. And he tried with all his might to head butt.  

Aww!  

Despite two defeats, still great strength!  

But it was in vain. It's not sacred, but it's an absolute contract betting place.  

He couldn't do anything other than dazzle the opponent with his three tongues.  

Still, the clown did not stop. He continued to tap Airn with his fists and kicks.  

He tried his best to distract his concentration even a little.  

So after some time has passed.  

Airn, who opened his eyes, lowered his sword vertically.  

ugh-  

blah blah  

"… … !"  

It was a no-brainer.  

At least it seemed so.  

But the clown knew.  

That sword that didn't even have an Auror Sword, that guy's power.  

The fact that he created a rift in the barrier filled with darkness.  

Spatula, stone, spatula-  

Airn's swordsmanship didn't end with just one shot.  

It's like I know it now, it seems like I'm getting used to it more and more.  

The clown was furious as he saw him continuously swinging his sword with a light and clear expression.  

An incomprehensible demon's swear words shook the entire barrier.  

Of course, Irene didn't care.  

For him, who was immersed in his own world, the devil's cry was nothing more than useless.  

"Ah, oh, oh, that and that… … ."  

A little more time passed, and the clown couldn't even get angry any more.  

A sword that cuts water.  

No, Airn, who realized the sword that cuts his obsession, was the winner of the bet, and the loser had to pay the price.  

The demon exploded with a painful expression, and vanished in vain, leaving behind stinking flesh and bones.  

Disgusting debris melted into the water, creating an even more terrifying landscape.  

Irene didn't even care about that.  

His thoughts were directed elsewhere.  

'Now I know.'  

When he saw Gwanju Ian teaching the water sword, Airn was filled with only strange thoughts at first.  

The great sword on the first day, and the insignificant sword strikes after that are actually the same thing.  

What the hell does that mean?  

He didn't even give a cool explanation.  

It would be a lie if I said I didn't feel frustrated at the way the teacher continued to answer questions and answers.  

But now I know  

If I had told you the answer right away, I wouldn't have realized it myself.  

If I told you that what you really need to cut is obsession, you would only understand it with your head, and you wouldn't be able to really empathize with it.  

Of course not now.  

Enduring a considerable number of years, swinging the sword, Airn felt another pain.  

It means that not only intense emotions like fire harm you, but emotions that accumulate like water also harm you.  

'Let's not do that anymore.'  

blah blah blah blah blah… …  

The cracks got worse. The heavily stagnant, stinky lake water that could not flow, leaked through the cracks in the barrier, and then gurgled out.  

Negative emotions, which had been accumulating because of excessive obsession, began to flow naturally.  

An effort to let go, not an effort to grab.  

A new change began to take place in Airne's body, who was vaguely aware of it.  

woo woo... …  

No, to be precise, it was a change caused by the five element necklace Airn was wearing.  

It embraces the energy of steel perfected through the years of its past life, and radiates the momentum of the flames it has ignited through adventures in the present life.  

The energy of the water flowed harmoniously and proudly to keep the balance without trying to suppress it.  

It was not just the energy of gold (metal), fire (fire), and water (water).  

The other two of the five spirits.  

The energy of the earth, which was as hard as metal, but more tolerant and stable, grew little by little.  

Although it is not intuitive enough, it has risen to a level where it can be said that the foundation has been laid.  

The energy of the tree was the same.  

Although it was only a bud, it has the foundation to grow into a strong stem at any time through healthy roots.  

Water, heat, and the energy of steel to prune diseased branches supported this.  

When the five spirits were completed, albeit weakly, the light emitted from the necklace began to grow stronger.  

woo woo woo woo... …  

The five energies rotated and mixed, becoming yin and yang.  

When Yin and Yang chased each other with their tails on their tails, they became one circle.  

Before even the ancient demons were born, the reality that became the source of all things in the universe (The Great Ultimate) was revealed to the world.  

Of course, Airn Pareira did not know.  

For him, who is now only at the third of the five spirits, it was too much for him to recover his current enlightenment.  

hooo  

woo woo  

Whoops-!  

He swung his sword frantically in the breaking dark barrier. Forgetting the passage of time and the change of scenery. He continued to move his body.  

Slowly, without any rush, he checked the things he had built up one by one without missing any parts.  

It was around the time when the long darkness passed and the warm sunlight fell on his golden hair.  

"… … ."  

The usual scenery.  

The emerald green water was gently swaying. The atmosphere was a bit strange because there was no one around, but in a way it was natural.  

The devil appeared, but there was no way the anglers were enjoying their fishing.  

are you okay? Were there any injuries or deaths?  

It was the moment when Airn's kind heart spread to the world.  

"brother!"  

"Airn!"  

A voice from heaven.  

Irene shook her head. I saw something huge, neither a lion nor a bird, flying through the sky. It was the griffin of Cyril.  

A red color appeared on his face, then disappeared in an instant.  

There was one concern.  

'Maybe it's been a long time again... … .'  

Irene's expression became more serious.  

At the time of the old magic barrier, five years had passed.  

As a result, I think it was a necessary time, but when I think about how the people around me felt because of the vacancy at that time, my heart was heavy.  

'Even this time I felt like I had more time… … .'  

While he was thinking this far, a giant griffin landed in front of him. Contrary to his dignified body, his face was quite cute.  

It felt more like a parrot than an eagle, but apparently it was Cyrillic's taste.  

Of course, that didn't matter.  

The three jumped off Griffin's back.  

The moment Kirill Pareira, Lulu, and Ian Gwan-ju confirmed that their faces were the same as before, Airn sighed in relief.  

Of course, it wasn't completely safe.  

maybe you don't know It may have been a year, maybe two years or more.  

'If that happens… … I'm dead.'  

Recalling her promise to Ilya Lindsay, Irene put on a nervous expression and then asked her brother a question.  

"Cyril."  

"Brother, are you okay? are you the devil Did the real demon appear?"  

"yes I'm fine. rather good The devil… … right. Let me explain now. But maybe... … ."  

Can you tell how much time has passed since the barrier was created?  

Airn asked the question carefully, and there was silence for a moment.  

It wasn't long.  

A very short period of time, at most, three or four blinks of an eye.  

However, that moment felt long enough for Airn to reach several hours.  

Of course, nothing to worry about.  

"It's only been a week today."  

"I said, Cyril? You said it would take a while this time."  

"this time? So you knew it was going to take five years, didn't you?"  

"Ah, no, that means… … ."  

Kirill, who opened his ringed eyes, and Lulu, who quickly hid behind him at her gaze.  

Seeing him like that, Irene put on an expression of genuine happiness, but Gwanju Ian, who had been sparing her words so far, took a step forward.  

and asked.  

"Did you realize the black of water?"  

"… … ."  

Irene didn't answer right away.  

Shuuk, who summoned the golden sword, hurriedly walked to the shore of the lake.  

Gwanju Ian's gaze followed Kirill's and Lulu's flirtatious gaze.  

swish  

puck puck  

There was nothing that Airn showed them to them. He swung his sword, and the water just splashed.  

However, when he turned around, Irene's expression was supremely refreshing.  

"I don't know for sure, but I feel that my heart is cooler than before."  

Hearing the disciple's answer, the master smiled and nodded.  

* * *  

That evening, after telling everyone what happened with the clown demon.  

Gwanju and Irene were handed the certification plaque.  

It didn't mean a formal trainee.  

graduation plaque.  

After leaving the arms of Chrono Swordsman, Irene Pareira, who became a full-fledged swordsman, said to the headmaster.  

"I still have a lot to learn, but is it okay to receive a graduation plaque? … ."  

"Heh heh, if you can't graduate, what are the other guys going to do? Say something that makes sense."  

"However… … ."  

"stop. After all, graduation is just a new beginning, so don't take it too seriously. And… … ."  

After a moment's hesitation, the gwanju spoke again.  

"Being a graduate of the Chrono Swordsman means that I can exchange ideas about swords on an equal footing with the master of the sword. And that means… … ."  

It means that I am full of qualifications to face Khun, who is my classmate.  

After speaking, Ian drank Hororok tea.  

Airn, who sat across from each other and lifted the teacup, thought quietly.  

'By the way, I came here to find Khun's whereabouts and gain his approval.'  

It was strange.  

Obviously, he wanted to meet with Khun more than a week ago.  

Joining the subjugation squad with his approval at any moment. Only that thought filled my head.  

not now  

But, that didn't mean he didn't want to see Khun.  

This is an opportunity to meet a prosecutor who is as good as Gwanju Ian.  

He was an Airun who was not obsessed with, not overdone, and realized the heart of the flowing water, but he had no intention of rejecting this encounter.  

The flame in my heart that found balance lit up softly.  

'And, above all else… … .'  

I've been wanting to see Judith for a long time.  

Recalling her friend's angry face, Irene Pareira smiled brightly.  
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    76. Let me ask you a favor (1)  

A day after Irene Pareira formally graduated from the Chrono Swordsmanship, the party moved to where Kuhn and Judith were.  

"I have become I don't really want to see him right now."  

Ian did not accompany him.  

At those words, Cyril gave a sad expression.  

Although he's not a swordsman, the rivalry between Kuhn and Ian that has been going on for decades was something anyone would be interested in.  

Of course, he couldn't express his feelings like that, so the only ones currently on Griffin were Airen, Kirill, and Lulu.  

On Griffin's fairly stable back, Airn quietly closed his eyes.  

His thoughts were naturally directed towards the heart of the water he had recently learned.  

'I've been thinking wrong up until now.'  

Why did you want to learn the water sword?  

This is to control the fire that has grown out of control.  

It was because the flames that were moved from Ignet, stimulated by Ilya, and sparked by countless other events, experiences, and characters were harming him.  

However, this thought was so strong that he neglected to try to understand the water itself.  

I just wanted to put out the fire.  

I wanted to get water. To do that, I wanted to cut the water. So it was forced. fell into obsession  

It was only when I reached the end of the Dark Barrier that I realized that it wasn't a healthy mind.  

"Whew… … ."  

With a long exhalation, Airn recalled the world of images.  

Then the towering sword greeted him again. It was the same with the flames surrounding it.  

However, the century was not as strong as it used to be. It was quite acceptable.  

It was because of the energy of the water.  

Irene, who looked at the stream of water rippling through the field of her heart, nodded and thought.  

'It was a mistake to try to put out the fire by forcing the water.'  

Airn recalled his memories of the Dark Barrier again.  

Excessive obsession spurred emotions, and stagnant emotions provoked all sorts of negative thoughts.  

Disappointment, self-doubt, fatigue, and other things all came together to make my heart rot.  

It was only after a very long time that I realized that it wasn't a healthy effort.  

'It's still there. The deceased feelings of my heart.'  

Looking at the stream flowing naturally without being trapped, Airn turned his gaze to a wider area.  

Some of the largest pools had water channels, but still didn't. It was made by himself and not by anyone else.  

I was staring blankly at the puddle when I heard a loud noise that broke my concentration.  

When Airn opened his eyes and looked back, Lulu, who had turned into a magical girl, was spewing fire from his mouth.  

krvvtttt-  

"Ah! Ahh! I can't eat it! I'm so annoyed!"  

"… … ."  

"Don't touch me, brother."  

Hearing his brother's words, he nodded. Just looking at it, Lulu was in a sensitive state.  

The reason was obvious. Analyzing the five elements necklace borrowed from him didn't seem to work out.  

'Luru said that the reason I came out of the barrier quickly was that it was most likely thanks to that necklace.'  

The five standards by which the spirits view the world, the five elements.  

However, it is said that they were one at first.  

The great circle (混元, Universe) that contained all things in the world as well as the five energy.  

'I heard that there is also the concept of time and space. Gorha told me! So if you observe and analyze this necklace with the intuition of a great magician, you will get something!'  

It reminds me of Lulu who spoke confidently with her chest open.  

Of course not now.  

Looking at Lulu's nervousness as if it was about to explode at any moment, Airn asked Kirill quietly.  

"I thought you were going to be blunt, but are you surprisingly considerate of me?"  

"… … What does my brother see me as? Did you think that I wouldn't be able to understand what other magicians were doing?"  

"Uh, no… … ."  

"right? isn't it? Then show your surname to prove that it's not."  

"… … ."  

Irene became quiet.  

He had no excuses because his mistake was obvious.  

After thinking for a moment, he answered in a crawling voice.  

"Can I think about it for a moment?"  

"Of course not. The more I think about it, the more words I like, right?"  

"… … ."  

Irene, who was looking at his younger brother, secretly avoided his gaze.  

Either way, Griffin was flying hard in the sky following his master's orders.  

* * *  

dump!  

"Whoa, whoa."  

Judith, who was sweating profusely as if in midsummer, and wielding a sword, lay flat on the field.  

No matter how much he was himself, it was no longer a crowd. She stared blankly at the sky, soothing her weary mind and body.  

A gust of wind cooled her hot body.  

A sight that an ordinary teacher would see with a happy expression.  

However, Khun, who was swinging his sword next to him, was not like that.  

"This little boy! You are so exhausted, do you not have the passion for the sword, the desire to compete against your enemies, and the burning will to become the best in the world!"  

"… … ."  

"Look at me! I'm close to 100 years old, but I'm still hotter than you. Hey, loser! This is what water lilies are like. The tenacity that does not fall from exhaustion even when it is hard to turn around! The poison that makes me want to swing my sword at least once more than my rivals! That is the attitude that Kuhn's disciple should have! hot! Whoa! hot!"  

Khun swings his sword like a madman with a loud voice.  

Judith was ridiculous.  

Chrono Swordsman didn't know. That he is such a childish and light person.  

I just thought he was a wonderful person who didn't want to lose to anyone, the only person who could understand his desire to be above anyone else, who was willing to endure him even if life itself was painful... … .  

"Haap! die! Ian, die! asshole! bald guy! You are shorter than me! die!"  

Whoo!  

Whoops-!  

'What are all these people like?'  

She shook her head sullenly.  

Of course, it wasn't that he didn't understand Kuhn's behavior.  

In a way, it was natural for a man who had trained his sword for one victory in his life to explode with anger and a desire to win against Ian.  

It is also true that, looking at that flame-like personality, I thought that there are many parts that are quite similar to myself.  

But still it wasn't.  

I wanted to bet on something else.  

Judith, who raised her upper body, said to her master.  

"Does such childish swearing and swearing help your training?"  

"Of course, don't be! Whoops, hook!"  

Whip whip whip-!  

Hook Hook Hook Hook Hook!  

Kuhn responded coolly to the sarcasm and swung his sword.  

Truly a dazzling swordsmanship. It was such a quick sword that even the eyes of her who had risen to the top of the expert couldn't be followed.  

Judith was no more ridiculous than that.  

Either way, Kuhn didn't care.  

Still unleashing his amazing swordsmanship, he continued to speak.  

"You bastard, whoops, whoops, whoops, people like us, whoops, who have a bad temper, who, whoops, are so temperamental and annoying… … Oops! hot! That'll give me more strength, whoa, no, I've got power I didn't have, huh? Talented bastards, even on their toes, haap! Ouch! Followable, whoops, that's it!"  

"… … ."  

Judith heard the teacher's words and looked at him with a terrifying expression.  

Kuhn has always been like that.  

they don't have any In order to chase after talented people, they need to save time to eat and work, and work hard.  

peace of mind?  

A break for effective training?  

He never said anything like that.  

At such a time, he was thinking about how he would be able to use his sword even once more, or if he could continue training for a little longer.  

It was also the reason for swearing at rival Ian.  

Even if he forcibly raises his anger, envy, and jealousy towards him, he makes him unable to rest.  

'Anyway, what is baldness to Gwanju-sama, bald head.'  

Judith grumbled inwardly.  

However, contrary to that, the body was already awake. I thought it was childish, but Judith had to admit it.  

The fact that Kuhn's method is a good fit for him.  

"Twitter."  

I clicked my tongue once. And I remembered several people.  

Which bastard annoys him the most?  

Who could make the flame in his chest burn louder, louder, longer?  

She thought for a moment, then nodded.  

Before his eyes, an image of Airn Pareira settled.  

"Airne, you bastard!"  

Whoo!  

Aaaaaa-!  

The red sword that was gifted from Tarakan was swung strongly. A tree that had been struck shattered like an explosion.  

Still, Judith did not stop. Rather, he began to show off his swordsmanship by running wildly and wildly.  

The profanity against Airn also continued to flow.  

'Unlucky bastard!'  

It's not that the guy doesn't like it.  

rather thank you As a friend, I like him more than anyone. More than the swordsman classmates who have been together for 5 years.  

Anybody would feel that way to see his kind, gentle, foolish appearance for others.  

Whoops-!  

Whoo!  

But apart from those feelings, Judith said he was really, really annoyed.  

Great potential that he didn't have.  

A brilliant talent that made him humble.  

Recalling the face of the opponent who had started far later than her and ran away so far, so far away that she could not be seen, she swung her sword like a madman.  

Bang bang bang!  

"Hmm, good. Who did you think of? Is it Irene?"  

Seeing this, Kuhn smiled and said.  

If Ian had seen it, he would have put on a worried expression saying it was too much, but he had a different idea.  

Such is the driving force that lifts people like them. Even if everyone in the world denied it, there was nothing he could do.  

For them, this was the only truth.  

Judith thought the same.  

Still wielding her sword, she answered.  

"Yeah. Heo Eok, whoo, that bastard, whoo, that's right!"  

"okay. From now on, whenever I call Irene, I'll call him bastard!"  

"Yeah!"  

"Okay, what about Irene?"  

"pup!"  

"What about Airn?"  

"Bitch!"  

"What are you saying?"  

"Irene! I will kill you aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah  

Judith's evil voice echoed in the distance.  

Even the birds flying high in the sky were so loud that they were startled. Kuhn shook his head and chuckled.  

Then something caught his eye.  

It was Griffin.  

"… … ."  

A fantasy animal that could not exist in reality fell rapidly and adjusted its speed from the moment it touched the ground.  

At last, two figures and a cat jumped off Griffin's back, which had landed lightly.  

Lulu.  

Cyril Parreira.  

And Irene Pareira.  

Khun, who did not know their identities, frowned.  

But it wasn't Judith.  

familiar and welcome.  

However, finding the face she wanted to beat more than anyone else, she smiled broadly, pointed her sword and shouted.  

"Irene! You bastard!"  

Whoops!  

Judith, who stumbled strongly, rushed towards the young Sword Master.  
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"Ah, the weather is nice."  

It wasn't just the weather that was good.  

Kirill Parreira, who looked down at the scenery from above Griffin, was in a good mood.  

brother is back And that in a very short period of one week.  

Of course, there was Lulu's rant, so I didn't think it would take five years, but I thought I'd have to spend a few months in Alcantra.  

Of course, the problem is that the reason the barrier was created was not the will of my brother, but the 'attack of the devil'… … .  

'How are you? That demon, you've already defeated it twice.'  

Yes.  

Not just the devil. According to Lulu, he is a demon so great that all the paladins of the Holy Kingdom were summoned.  

However, he had already defeated such a strong guy twice. This time, he handled it by himself.  

Cyril turned and looked at Airn Pareira.  

The image of him immersed in meditation with a calm face was more reliable than anyone else in the world.  

"Luru, aren't you cool?"  

"Huh! Irene is always cool."  

She smiled as she stroked Lulu's hair. Then, he unfolded the map to see how far he had left to his destination.  

Not much left. No, it wasn't that level, but it was arriving soon.  

The house, which was built on a wide field, came into view with the naked eye. In front of him, he saw people wielding swords hard.  

'I'm finally seeing it.'  

One of the strongest swordsmen on the continent, Kun.  

And Judith, the first student he accepted and one of his brother's best friends.  

It was the latter that drew Cyril's more attention, because of the sweet, fresh romance he had heard from the swordsman.  

I didn't know anything until I was young, and when I was a teenager, I only practiced magic in order to save my brother.  

However, the current Cyrillic has nothing to do with it. He was getting old enough to eat, so he was starting to become interested in the opposite sex little by little.  

For her, Judith, who achieved love despite the strict restrictions of her teacher, was a cool and likable person.  

What kind of person are you?  

What kind of person was he able to distract the master of a high-ranking nobleman and show him no less passionate love?  

It was a moment when a pink thought popped into Kirill's head.  

"Irene! I will kill you aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah  

stop  

Lulu, who was lying on top of Griffin, stopped moving.  

Then he carefully moved his head to look at Airn and then at Kirill.  

I didn't hear it wrong.  

Two brothers and sisters looking down, startled as if they were wondering what was going on, came in.  

Lulu was more focused on his younger brother.  

'… … It's a big deal!'  

cold frozen face.  

I could feel a great emotion in my eyes. He was afraid even though he knew it wasn't directed at him. Lulu shook his head and opened his mouth.  

"Hey, me, Cyril… … ."  

"Quiet."  

"… … ."  

Then he immediately shut his mouth.  

Airne, holding the quietly approaching cat in her arms, took over the baton and tried to calm her brother.  

"Hey, Cyril? So, I don't know what's going on, but Judith... … ."  

"It's okay, brother. I'm just acting like I used to, and I'm not that kind of person."  

Of course, Airn's words could not last long either.  

Kirill Pareira slowly controls Griffin while interrupting her words coldly and sharply.  

she muttered in a low voice.  

"Why did you curse your brother, I want to hear the reason first."  

"… … ."  

Airn scratched his chin.  

I couldn't think of any excuses.  

It was vague to say that he was that kind of kid, but he didn't do anything particularly bad about it.  

It was a situation that could only be misunderstood by those who did not know Judith well.  

In the end, he couldn't take any measures, and in the meantime, Griffin landed safely on the ground.  

Immediately after, Kirill, Lulu, and Airen stepped onto the floor in that order.  

And… … .  

"Irene! You bastard!"  

Whoops!  

Seeing Judith rushing in with a very bright smile, the three of them had no choice but to put on a puzzled expression.  

'No, what?'  

The most surprising among them was Cyril Parreira.  

Irene and Lulu were familiar with Judith's personality, but she wasn't.  

I've heard of some stories, but I never thought that he was someone who would pull out his sword and run as soon as he met him like this.  

But what's more disconcerting than that.  

Kaan-!  

'… … I can't interfere!'  

Even at the moment when Judith and her brother's swords collided, she was unwilling to hold back.  

Kirill swallowed a gulp.  

I didn't look at myself. The red-haired swordsman's eyes were always on his brother.  

I was scared nonetheless. In a word, I was scared.  

The moment she faced the fierce and terrifying speculation that flowed from her eyes, the magician, who had nothing to fear in the world, felt for the first time that he was being pushed back in the battle of the spirit.  

bang!  

Quang!  

Aww-!  

Whether or not Kirill was afraid of her, Judith didn't care. In her eyes, only Irene could be seen.  

He could only see his best friend and the one he wanted to defeat the most, exuding a golden energy.  

want to break  

I want to win.  

Even if it's only once, I want to win against the guy who did his best!  

His immense fighting spirit and desire to win ignited the heart of the red-haired prosecutor.  

The flame gave her, who had been worn out, new strength, and created an intense aura.  

Without knowing it, Judith, who operated the Five Elements, swung her sword vigorously.  

Aaaaaa-!  

Surprisingly, one of the most satisfying sword strikes we saw today came out.  

The speed was fast, the power was great, and it was literally the best number she could see right now.  

Judith's current pace wasn't bad enough that even the picky and strict Kuhn nodded.  

However, he was not satisfied.  

But I couldn't be satisfied.  

Exhaling a breath hot like fire, Kuhn's disciple looked at Ian's disciple. I still looked into his relaxed eyes.  

was divided  

Annoyed.  

I was so angry that I couldn't stand it.  

But I had to admit it.  

Right now, even if I do my best. No, even if it shows more than that... … .  

'The gap has widened so much that even his breathing can't be interrupted.'  

A cold and cruel reality.  

Seeing the friend who couldn't even see the Auror Sword, Judith forcibly swallowed the blood that came up.  

It would have been a little more comfortable to exhale.  

But it didn't.  

She thought the blood flowing back down her esophagus was her emotions. I thought it was anger against myself for being poor.  

So, I couldn't waste it.  

I had to fully embrace it. I had to carry it with me.  

An inner anger that burns as hot as hellfire.  

Judith, who was deeply and deeply immersed in it, moved without even breathing out.  

Paat-  

A movement that shoots in a straight line.  

There was nothing special about it. It was quick, but it was nothing compared to the first charge, and there wasn't anything subtle in his footsteps.  

It was such a simple movement that a question mark appeared above her head when she thought about Judith's old footsteps.  

However.  

"… … ."  

Airn Pareira did not disdain.  

It couldn't be done in the first place.  

Judith was nowhere to be seen.  

Although not as big as her own, her body, which is rather large for a woman, disappeared as if she had performed magic.  

It was replaced by a single sword.  

Only the reddish-red sword she was holding was greatly enlarged and slashed towards Airn. was flooding  

More like Judith than anyone else.  

More powerful than ever!  

"Haab!"  

Woo-woo-woo!  

As soon as that thought crossed my mind, Irene Pareira pulled out her Auror Sword. and swung  

It wasn't at the level I was looking at.  

His muscular strength, aura, and even the strength of his mind were pulled to the maximum, and it is truly the best move he can make at the moment!  

blah blah blah-!  

The golden sword and the red sword collided.  

Immediately after, the red sword that could not withstand the shock bounced back in a red line. Judith, who had not been seen, also appeared.  

Kudangtangtang, if she were an ordinary person, she flew off the ground so many times that it would not be enough even if she died dozens of times, and she never let go of her sword.  

Of course, that wasn't proof of safety.  

Surprised, Irene thought with a look of hope.  

'Oh my God, that was too bad!'  

After the match started out of nowhere, to be honest, he was always relaxed.  

It was unavoidable. After the land of proof, the gap between the two became as wide as heaven and earth.  

Even though Judith was the most talented expert, it had to be far short of Ayrene, which even the highest paladin Quincy Myers recognized.  

There was no problem in comparing it to a fight between an adult and a child.  

However… … .  

'The last blow was like a firework.'  

Yes.  

No matter how weak and dwarf children are, it is a different story if they have a weapon in their hand.  

Naturally, my eyes are on the cutlery and I can't help but feel wary.  

What Judith was holding wasn't even cutlery. It was the flame itself.  

It was burning so intensely that she couldn't even see her figure. It was so frightening and frightening that my body hardened in an instant.  

'No, now is not the time to think about that!'  

Irene Pareira forcibly stopped thinking.  

It was a shocking blow that still lingered in my mind, but Judith's condition was far more important than that.  

He hardened his expression and quickly ran towards Judith.  

No, I was about to run.  

However, Judith's teacher, Kuhn, blocked the way.  

He said.  

"Okay. No worries."  

"However… … ."  

"Do you think I would have made a disciple of such a feeble bastard? I'm fine. No, it's okay, isn't it? Well, it hurt a little, but that's enough.  

"… … ."  

"But it's really pitiful if you only apply saliva, so should I apply some recovery potion? It works pretty well. It hurts a lot, though."  

"… … Thank you."  

"What is gratitude? Rather, I am more grateful."  

Kuhn laughed.  

It was sincere.  

I remembered watching the battle between the two. Judith's direction of training just for Judith.  

At the same time, I thought that this would be enough to try.  

As if he had caught up with Ian by concentrating on his only possibility, the quick sword.  

If Judith also maximizes the possibilities she discovered today.  

'Even if not all aspects are perfect, if only one strength can be honed to the limit… … .'  

After thinking about it, Khun said with a deep smile.  

"Airn Pareira, are you still strong? Pick up your sword."  

"… … Yes."  

Wow-!  

A force that surges like an explosion, terrifying to answer.  

In front of a great swordsman with a completely different feeling from Ian, Airn Pareira raised her sword.  

'Today, I have a lot to gain.'  

On his face, just like Kun, there was a smile that could not be hidden.  
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The wind blew.  

A wind that wasn't strong enough to cool the heated atmosphere blew past Airn Pareira and Khun.  

There was a sense of tension that seemed to be about to start a sparking battle at any moment.  

However, the fight did not start immediately.  

Bouncing around, Cyril Parreira crossed between the two swordsmen. There was no sign of fear or tension on his face.  

Kun, slightly embarrassed, asked her.  

"What?"  

"I want to see Judith."  

"I'm fine… … ."  

"Just because it's okay, there's no reason not to treat it, right? Wait a minute. I will lay you down in your room and give you some simple treatment."  

"Are you a therapist? Or a priest?"  

"I am a magician. But a simple treatment is possible."  

"… … ."  

"Oh, don't start first. Because I really want to see my brother fighting, as a younger brother."  

"… … ."  

"I know?"  

"Huh, this is true."  

Kuhn chuckled.  

Is it because he is the younger brother of Airn Pareira, who is famous on the continent?  

She was no ordinary person. To show such a dignified appearance in front of myself, it was a little bit interesting.  

He nodded.  

"okay. Let's finish it quickly and get out."  

"Yes. Lulu, help me."  

"Huh."  

Pyororong  

Lulu transformed into a magic girl and raised her magic wand.  

Then Judith, who had been lying on the floor, floated into the air in a comfortable position.  

After Kirill and others entered the house, Khun, who had been watching this till the end, looked at Airn and asked.  

"You look quite different from yours."  

"Yes."  

"Did Judith and your brother know each other? It didn't seem like that... … You seem to care quite a bit."  

"It's a snippet."  

Irene said with a smile.  

His brother's behavior was not understood exactly.  

But it wasn't that incomprehensible. He must have felt something as he looked into Judith, Judith's heart.  

'I don't know for sure, but I'm glad that it seems to have worked out better than I was worried about.'  

After a while, the door opened with a squeak.  

Lulu returned as a cat again, and Kirill with a proud expression looked at Khun.  

She said.  

"Start."  

"Ha… … I'm not the type to listen to anyone... … ."  

Kuhn chuckled and muttered.  

It wasn't a bad expression.  

After all, since ancient times, his younger brother has been the type of person who is more popular with unusual people than ordinary people.  

Irene, who had thought up to this point, took a stance with a serious expression.  

He said.  

"Ready."  

"good."  

Woo-woo-woo!  

Woo-woo-woo-woo!  

The two exchanged glances and raised Auror.  

As if they had made a promise, the Auror Sword that appeared at the same time shone in gold and white.  

Surprisingly, the difference in length was not significant.  

Of course, it may not have been that Kuhn did his best, but the fact that his Auror Sword, which is still considered the best on the continent, was no different from his own, gave Airn a fresh shock.  

However, there was another part that was really shocking.  

Without any sign, Khun's new model disappeared as if it had been turned off.  

shhh  

Quang!  

"Cr… … ."  

Airn let out a moan as he deflected the sword that was stabbing in an instant.  

I was really surprised. He was almost on the verge of losing.  

Kun's sword was that fast.  

As he moved his feet to narrow the distance, he held out his sword in front of his nose, the only thing he had done was to raise the sword in a slumped position.  

pop!  

Whoops!  

pop-!  

Kun's stabs poured out in succession.  

Airn raised his senses to the climax and countered it. Some avoided and some blocked.  

Then he tried to find his own pace. The energy of cast iron that welled up from within made Airn stronger and heavier.  

His eyes, looking for a time to counterattack, shone sharply.  

it was in vain  

Receiving the constant pouring of Khun's sword attacks, Airn realized how big the gap was between himself and the three major swordsmen on the continent.  

'I can't save the grave of the heavy sword at all.'  

A heavy sword is not a slow sword.  

It is a pressure-oriented sword that advances hard and heavy, occupies one's own space, and limits the opponent's freedom.  

However, it was blocked from the start.  

Kuhn was always in the position he wanted to move forward.  

The opponent's sword was always present in the space to be occupied.  

He didn't just have a sword, he had a perfect posture and was fully prepared.  

Although he was a heavy sword that didn't get pushed back in a head-on collision, he couldn't give him an edge over an opponent who was prepared several times quickly.  

sure… … .  

'I can't give up like this.'  

Irene smiled involuntarily.  

It was strange. If it was him a while ago, if it was him when he was heading from Rabat to Alcantra, he would not have been able to maintain his composure in the same situation as he is now.  

Somehow, he must have struggled to get Kuhn's approval, and he must have made unreasonable moves to show a meaningful move.  

not now  

He didn't know it, but the sword of water flowing through his mind was giving him calm and relaxation.  

Of course, it wasn't just about being calm.  

Airn was a young swordsman.  

Unlike the old swordsman who had experienced and felt most of the world, he still had a burning passion.  

Water only tunes it, and it never goes out.  

Whoops!  

He raised the energy of gold among the five elements and blocked the opponent's sword.  

Kuhn made an interesting expression. I could feel a heavy feeling in my hands that could not be compared to before.  

Airne counterattacked, aiming for that momentary gap.  

Adds flame to steel.  

A sword that had been heated like a forge's iron ingot was fired at Khun's myeongchi.  

'It's beyond imagination.'  

The interest in Kuhn's eyes grew stronger.  

I was honestly amazed. I thought he was just defending like a turtle, but somehow he made a gap and turned back to the offensive.  

It wasn't even a sword that was meant to be.  

There was a strong will, and in addition to that, a hot and ferocious force that would never back down was contained in one number.  

If it was an opponent of the same class, the energy was so terrifying that you could even feel fear for an instant!  

Of course, Kuhn was a few more advanced than Airen.  

He laughed and raised the tempo even more. My strength, my aura, and my mind were accelerated to the extreme limit.  

The sword of the Great Swordsman, which had a serious expression on his face, fell towards the opponent who was smashing him wildly.  

Kaan-!  

fell off  

Kaan-!  

It kept falling over and over again.  

After unleashing seven attacks in an instant, Khun took a step back with a relaxed attitude.  

Then he said  

"It was pretty good."  

"… … ."  

Airn could not follow after him.  

His sword caught my eye.  

The opponent's attack, which was pouring down at an incredible speed, and the wind that blew it, blew away the heat contained in the sword.  

It was impossible to reach the opponent with only cold steel.  

Irene, who nodded her head, said to Khun later.  

"there… … ."  

"You can call me Ms. Kuhn comfortably. Because I'm not particularly formal."  

"… … Kuhn. Excuse me, could you give me a moment?"  

"Hmm."  

Kuhn stared at Irene sternly.  

Normally, I would have told you not to say anything that is not even funny.  

 Susu, who needs to wait for the opponent, must have been yelling at him for what he needed in a real battle, telling him not to do useless things and to run more recklessly.  

However, it did not.  

Just like Ian couldn't understand his sword.  

He himself can't even chase after Ian's sword.  

The juniors would have been the same. It was unacceptable to treat Ayrne the way Judith taught.  

'I have definitely changed, too.'  

The person who always trained, thought, and moved on the premise of fighting his opponent was Khun.  

But not now.  

Before he realized that he was treating Airn with the attitude of his master, he smiled subtlely.  

'It's not like I'm a teacher... … As a senior, giving a little generosity is... … .'  

It might not be bad.  

Khun thought about it this far and nodded his head heavily.  

Then Irene also nodded her head.  

His expression was also strange.  

A young Swordmaster who is as hard as steel and hot as flames, yet feels calm and relaxed.  

looks like Ian  

However, I did not feel the same way as Ian.  

While Khun showed interest in that fact, Airn's energy was completed.  

"Whew… … ."  

Exhalation flowing slowly.  

Irene's momentum was the same.  

Khun's eyes lit up as he felt the opponent's aura that slowly and solemnly flowed down to his feet.  

'It's like water.'  

No, it could not be simply compared to water.  

Kwakwawkwwwwwwww-!  

The momentum, which had only seemed plain and boring, changed violently at some point.  

it was a tsunami It was a riot. The force of Airn rushing in was too hot to be called simple water.  

woooooooooooooooooo... … !  

To that, the force of steel was added.  

Watching the opponent's massive and heavy attack falling towards him, Kuhn nodded.  

He smiled with his mouth and smiled with his eyes.  

Your sword looks good.  

The choice he muttered in his heart was the same as when he had stopped Airn's previous offensive.  

Quang!  

draw a sword  

Aww!  

draws the sword again.  

Aww!  

Quang!  

Aww!  

Quang!  

Aaaaaaa-!  

Faster, faster, and even faster, he shoots his sword. In fact, he fires his sword like crazy at a speed that no one can catch up with.  

Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah-!  

Kuhn was not Ian.  

He did not have the best talent on the continent, nor the brilliant possibility.  

Unlike his rivals, who had achieved remarkable achievements in many ways, he had only one weapon in his hand.  

A sword that cuts water?  

Of course I didn't know.  

I didn't even want to know.  

Even without such a thing, it was enough to deal with the crashing waves.  

"… … !"  

Irene flashed- and her eyes lit up.  

At a terrifying speed, Khun's constant pouring of sword strikes hit his waves.  

It wasn't like Ian did a ridiculous miracle, but as the powerful and swift swords poured out countless times, the tidal wave, which flowed solemnly, had no choice but to die.  

Water is pushed aside.  

Because it is water, it will eventually find its place again and unite, but the sword that was hit before that pushes the water aside again.  

It is repeated countless times, countless times.  

The result of this was a tsunami that split in both sides, even for a short time in the distance.  

And in between, a young and promising swordsman.  

That gap was enough.  

With a grin, Khun unleashed his final blow, and a sword slid across the neck of his fully disarmed opponent.  

It was a perfect finish.  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

Kirill and Lulu, who were watching Dalian, did not say anything.  

It was the same with Airn Pareira.  

In a completely different way from Ian, he gave a blank expression as he looked at the opponent who had dipped the water in a way he couldn't even imagine.  

And immediately smiled.  

"Thank you. I learned a lot."  

"… … You've learned it, you can't even do it."  

Zep, Khun, who had his sword in hand, grumbled as he looked at Airn.  

It felt good, but it wasn't good.  

He glanced at his house and thought of Judith.  

'I'm not saying it's not possible, but... … .'  

You seem to be walking a more difficult path than me.  

Mumbling in his mind, he secretly sighed.  
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"Whoa."  

Airn Pareira, lying on the field, sighed.  

It wasn't that I was frustrated. Just thinking about the series of battles that happened an hour ago, I immediately remembered the atmosphere of that time.  

'It was great.'  

Ian, who seemed to have stopped time and cut the water, was also amazing, but Khun's swordsmanship was also far beyond what he could imagine.  

It's a quick sword that fires again before the split waves merge into one.  

More than terrifying speed... … .  

It was even more shocking to think that his stubbornness, no, his belief, which had been clinging to one field all his life, was melted into his sword.  

It wasn't just Kun's sword that surprised me.  

So did Judith. Airn slowly closed his eyes, thinking of her in the orc realm, Durkali.  

And I remembered her in Dalian just before.  

Judith, who was not afraid of breaking her body and burning her heart, and sublimating even the pain caused by it to momentum, the image of Judith rushing in... … It was far beyond the heart of fire that he was seeking.  

'amazing.'  

Irene nodded her head.  

I've seen a lot of people like her.  

Charlotte and Victor did, Grayson did. It was the same with Ilya in the land of proof.  

They all harbored a sense of inferiority and fire that they could not bear, and they swung their swords in painful days.  

Ignoring everything else, stubborn and lonely.  

Strangely enough, when I saw Judith, I wasn't worried.  

No matter how intense the flame she held inside, she was convinced that she could fully endure it.  

if so… … .  

"How about me?"  

Is it possible?  

Just like Judith did.  

Will he be able to harbor such a nonsensical flame and develop such a threatening force to make his opponent stop?  

"You can't."  

Did he even try to look into Airn's inner self?  

Khun, who came nearer, shook his head and answered.  

He sat down and opened his mouth once more.  

"A genius like you and Ian can never imitate. Good at this, good at that, good at other things... … Do you think these loneliness and suffering can be endured by those who enjoy life and have fun with everything they learn? never do it Life like this is possible... … There are only two people on the continent."  

He reached out and pointed at himself.  

"I."  

Then he changed direction and pointed towards the house.  

"And Judith."  

"… … ."  

"Hang in there. The day will come when you and your teacher will be defeated at the same time... … ."  

"Certainly, I don't think I can keep up."  

Airn, who raised his upper body, straightened his posture.  

A serious expression, serious eyes.  

Seeing the other person's attitude, Kuhn felt a little burdened.  

Airn, who was in front of him, continued to speak.  

"You said that I am a genius, but I am a person who lacks a lot. I got help from my family to get out of my childhood laziness, I borrowed the hands of my classmates and instructors to develop my poor physical strength, and I received the teachings and advice of more people to learn the sword. Still, it's still lacking, and it's still not enough. Perhaps it is our destiny to learn and depend on others for the rest of our lives."  

"… … ."  

"That I am ahead of Judith, who goes through all the pain alone… … I do not dare to think."  

It was sincere.  

The many great prosecutors who passed by him, and Judith walking the path that all of them could not stand.  

Even so, his friend who shows such a hard and courageous figure that makes him not feel threatened.  

Irene looked more amazing than anyone else. looked huge.  

It was the same with Kuhn, who had walked such a path one step ahead.  

Although we had only met for a few hours, he felt as if he had somehow looked into the other person's life through the sword's conversation.  

Of course, acknowledging them never meant denying yourself.  

Just as they find their way and move on.  

He himself found his own way. And it's going hard.  

When I'm having a hard time, I hold someone else's hand.  

When I'm tired, I take a break in other people's nests.  

"… … Even though I am lacking a lot, I will continue to grow and move forward… … I want to remain as a match for Judith as a friend who is not lacking."  

"… … ."  

After he finished speaking, Kuhn looked into the eyes of the young swordsman for a long time.  

It did not contain speculation, nor did it radiate momentum. Hana Airn felt as if her insides were being dug up.  

It was a different but similar feeling to when I first met Ian.  

'… … The eyes of a swordsman who has attained the highest position are sharper than that of a magician.'  

Excited, he swallowed dry saliva.  

I wasn't lying, but the pressure and pressure were no joke.  

Of course, Khun didn't say that he was harming Irene in any way.  

I just frowned and sighed.  

He said.  

"Do you usually hear a lot about bad luck?"  

"Yes?"  

"I hear it a lot. Well, don't even do that."  

"What… … ."  

"He's like an old man. It's different from Ian, who only pretended to be like that when he was young. I'm really old. What, where did you come from 30 years older?"  

"… … ."  

"But again, it's not like I'm just an old man."  

It really was.  

When I saw what she was saying or thinking, I could feel a seriousness, calmness, and leisure that a Judith's age would never have thought of.  

However, I could feel the heat of passion with him.  

Rather than blindly following the path of others, we go our own way and do not refuse the touch of others… … harmony and balance.  

So it couldn't be any more.  

Grumpy Khun stood up.  

"Go in."  

"Where… … ."  

"Of course it is my home. Don't even think about going in because it's narrow. Don't be noisy outside. Just turn it off."  

"… … ."  

"Why are you dissatisfied… … ."  

"Of course there are complaints."  

It wasn't Irene's answer. It was Kirill's answer.  

As she quietly watched their conversation, she strode closer. Lulu, feeling the energy of an argument, jumped down to get out of his arms.  

Either way, Cyril didn't care.  

Putting her hand on her waist, she said with a frown.  

"So you're going to acknowledge your brother, aren't you?"  

'right.'  

After hearing his brother's words, Irene nodded.  

Come to think of it, that was the reason I came here. I was so engrossed in the battle with Kuhn and Judith that I completely forgot about the demon subjugation.  

"Huh, that's true."  

Kuhn made a puzzled expression.  

Airn was also Airn, but this woman named Cyril was not common.  

Most people don't dare to talk just by looking at their physique, and even watching their swordsmanship, they were very confident. He seemed to be a fearless person.  

'You seem to have quite the ability, but... … .'  

I thought that his personality was greater than his abilities.  

Of course, I didn't mean to lose.  

Kuhn was such a man. A person who lacks neither the generosity of a senior in life nor the kindness of an old man, but rather fiery than a teenager.  

But at this moment, a hotter existence than that has appeared.  

"I'm going to talk to you for a moment."  

"… … ."  

"… … ."  

Judith came out of the house and walked towards them staggeringly. Exuding the atmosphere that asks you to leave your seat, with your eyes and your whole body.  

Seeing this, Lulu was the first to leave.  

Whirlik-!  

Seeing Lulu flying away, seeing Khun.  

Cyril, who looked at Judith for the last time, also left.  

Seeing that, Irene was surprised again.  

Judith was the first to make Cyril so docile. Ian remembered that he wasn't like that either.  

"No, I want to tell you something secret… … ."  

"Oh, just leave me alone."  

"Huh, how long has it been since you became a disciple? … ."  

Kuhn was tenacious compared to the other two. Despite Judith's growling attitude, she continued to mumble something.  

However, he could not break his disciple's stubbornness.  

After a few whispers, he too went into the house and disappeared, leaving only the two swordsmen of Chrono Swordsman in the field.  

dump.  

"Irene."  

"Huh."  

"You seem stronger than Durcali, did something happen?"  

"… … ."  

"I heard from my master that he has met some kind of devil… … You don't even want to hide it from me, are you?"  

"… … I will tell you."  

After a moment's hesitation, Irene answered.  

It was a nuance that already knew most of the things. In a situation where there was nothing to hide, there was no reason to spare.  

He confided to Judith, one after another, from last October to the present.  

It wasn't just his story.  

He knows that Judith is a strong man, and that she has chosen a lonely and painful path of her own will.  

But Airn wanted her to be a little happier and more enjoyable. I hoped that I would not live a painful life thinking only of the sword.  

It didn't matter if it came.  

Judith was also reckless, so I'm sure you'll understand this.  

With that thought in mind, Airn tells the story of not only himself, but also the people who were with him and who passed him by... … And he shared all his thoughts and feelings with his friends.  

Judith's reaction to this... … .  

"Hmm. good."  

"what?"  

"You too, Ilya and Ignet. They are all unbelievable geniuses. Just thinking about it makes my stomach boil... … ."  

"… … ."  

"This kind of anger, that's right. Just thinking about the stories I heard today will help my training. Thank you, Irene."  

"Sigh."  

Irene shook her head nervously.  

Judith was Judith.  

He smiled and looked up at the darkening sky.  

At that moment, words with a slightly different atmosphere came out of Judith's mouth.  

"Thanks."  

"… … ."  

"I don't mean to insult you as soon as you see it, but it's true. I know. What a dog-like personality and what a fucking bastard I am. nothing wrong with... … No shit, it's your fault. Rather, I'm sorry that I do this every time I meet you, who is struggling somehow to help me. I can't promise not to do that next time... … I'm sorry anyway."  

"Uh, uh… … okay."  

Airn was taken aback by Judith's sincere apology.  

I know her personality well, so I spent quite a bit of time with her, so this was rather awkward.  

But he didn't stay awkward.  

'Come to think of it, Judith was serious when she was serious.'  

Airn remembered the things of the past.  

In the final evaluation of the Chrono Swordsman.  

At the reunion after 5 years in the western part of the continent.  

In the land of proof, and in some other heavy atmospheres, her inner heart was not just rough.  

rather… … .  

'It was warm.'  

Irene Parreira, who faced Judith as a close friend rather than as a prosecutor, smiled brightly.  

Seeing him like that, Judith laughed too.  

"Fuck, that's funny."  

"No, why are you suddenly swearing… … ."  

"Can you see me swearing for a day or two? Ha, I still have to cut it down. I was listening to the master swearing at the master, but it didn't seem like much. Would I have too?"  

"uh… … ."  

"Hey, okay. Do not say."  

"sorry."  

"Don't even say you're sorry."  

She opened her eyes and made the other person's mouth shut, and she searched her own pocket.  

Irene watched this silently and thought.  

what Have you prepared anything for yourself?  

Of course not.  

"Where are you going after here?"  

"uh?"  

"no. How long does it take to go back and forth anyway? what is that... … griffin? It won't be fast if you ride it."  

"By the way, why?"  

"Then, let me ask you a favor."  

Judith, who had said this far, hesitated for a moment.  

Then, as if he had made up his mind, he exhaled and handed something.  

It was a carefully sealed envelope.  

Seeing Irene with a blank expression on her face, she said with a look of embarrassment.  

"Stop the Lloyds, and send me a letter to Brett."  

"… … ."  

"No, no if you don't like it."  

"no it's okay."  

Airn Pareira, who received the letter, smiled.  

It was fortunate.  

Contrary to his worries, it seemed that Judith's life would not be lonely in the future.  
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After finishing their conversation with Judith, Airn and the others stayed overnight at Kuhn's house.  

And the next day, after receiving only one breakfast, he left for Lloyd's estate.  

"Thank you for sleeping."  

"Of course I should thank you. It's been 10 years since I put someone to sleep. I have to practice in the morning, so get out of here quickly."  

"You have a very bad personality, unlike Gwanju Ian."  

"Is it dirty if the child knows too? You guys should have seen that naughty guy when he was young... … ."  

Kuhn frowned and grumbled a few more words.  

None of the party cared about it.  

Irene turned and looked at Judith.  

Then he said  

"See you next."  

"okay. I don't know when it will be... … I will find you."  

Judith nodded in response.  

It was a simple word, but it had a different sense of weight. Perhaps the next time she met her, she was much stronger than she is now. convinced  

"Cyril."  

"Yes, sister."  

Judith called Cyril.  

The two, who built a relationship for a short time, looked at each other with warm eyes as if the atmosphere the day before was a lie.  

The two shook hands and shared a short hug. Kirill, who had a soft smile unlike usual, handed a congratulatory message.  

"I will always support you."  

"Are you cheering for me? If I do my best, will your brother lose?"  

"It's okay. If your brother and your sister work hard, you will win and lose each other. That's enough... … ."  

"I plan to win for the rest of my life, but… … You're my brother, so I'll close my eyes for such remarks.  

Judith smiled and looked away. Lulu jumped up as if it was her turn now and hugged her.  

"Can I come to play again next time?"  

"No. Now, for a while, I just have to focus on my training."  

"I'm just going to come and have a look. Still can't?"  

"It's okay, but would it be boring?"  

"OK. I'll come with you when Brett comes. I think it would be fun to see the two of them talking... … ."  

"Don't come when Brett comes. behind."  

"uh? Eh?"  

Seeing Judith becoming radical for a moment, Lulu gave a bewildered expression on her face.  

Airn grabbed the cat that fell to the floor as if it was broken.  

With a smile, he said.  

"Let me tell you the letter."  

"… … Okay, so get out of here, now. Oh man, I've decided to change my tone... … ."  

Judith still looks at her with a grim tone and a grim expression.  

Airn did not hate such a friend.  

After shaking hands one last time, he climbed onto Griffin's back, and the others followed.  

"Then I'll go see. Kuhn, thank you for your teaching."  

"go."  

"Yes."  

Whoops-!  

Flutter, Flutter!  

After a while, Airn and his party flew through the sky with the flapping of their wings incomparable to that of an eagle.  

And it was gone in the blink of an eye.  

From them disappearing as dots, Kuhn immediately cut off his interest.  

And I had a day just like yesterday. I started training full of poison and madness.  

"… … ."  

Judith looked at the place where they disappeared for a little longer, and then started training like Khun.  

Whoo!  

to go their own way.  

Whoops!  

to catch up with their goals.  

Whoops-!  

Judith's flame burned with a more powerful force than anything else.  

* * *  

On Griffin's back as they flew to Lloyd's estate, Airn Pareira was as deep in thought as before.  

It was only two battles in one day, but… … Yesterday's experience gave him considerable stimulation and inspiration.  

Most of all, it made me think again about my own path and the direction I would take as a prosecutor.  

'I'm not like Judith.'  

Sharpen to the limit a powerful and sharp weapon that can cover all your shortcomings.  

It can break easily, but it can pierce anything… … The pursuit of extreme extremes was the direction Kuhn and Judith pursued.  

Irene didn't.  

As mentioned earlier, his direction was to overcome and supplement shortcomings through experiences, teachings, and interactions with others.  

Just like the five spirits create synergy through coexistence and strife.  

In that sense, this journey to Lloyd's estate was quite meaningful.  

This is because Brat Lloyd was the closest to 'water' among the people closest to Ayrene.  

'The problem is, my mind is distracted… … .'  

I remembered what Judith had said last night.  

You only spoke bluntly, but Master already recognized you.  

So if you want, you can deliver the letter to Brett and join the subjugation team right away.  

It was true. Before leaving, an old coin that Kuhn tossed was the proof.  

I don't know what the meaning of the object is, but I was convinced that Julius Hull wouldn't be able to let go of himself if he showed it to me.  

However… … .  

'Is it okay for me to join the subjugation squad?'  

In fact, Airn himself was in a situation where he was not sure of his 'qualifications'.  

After escaping from the dungeon of the clown demon, he was confident.  

The thought of annihilating all the demons on the continent right now was in a state of swell as if it was about to explode.  

But not now.  

meet Ian.  

Meet the clown demon again.  

I met Kuhn, and I met Judith.  

Even though Airn had really learned a lot from all those meetings, I strangely felt that it was lacking compared to before.  

I thought that if I could participate in the subjugation squad now, I would not be able to stand shoulder to shoulder with the Paladins including Ignet.  

'… … If so, what should I do?'  

Irene's expression became more serious. As a result, thoughts also went deeper.  

Making the world a better place.  

To create a world where everyone is happy, everyone is happy, and there is no suffering.  

That was his goal, will, and belief.  

Subjugating the devil was just one of the actions to achieve him, and it could never be said that it was all.  

But if you ask yourself if you can benefit the world in a different way... … .  

Also, it was difficult to give a definitive answer.  

"… … Hmm."  

Airn woke up from his thoughts and quietly opened his eyes.  

The landscape above the sky, which is now quite familiar, came in. He took a deep breath and turned his gaze to his brother.  

she asked  

"OK?"  

"OK."  

"I think something is complicated."  

"A little. There are a lot of difficult things. On the other hand, my abilities are far short of that."  

"Well… … ."  

Hearing his brother's concerns, Kirill made a serious expression at the same time.  

However, it was not as much as when we headed to the Chrono Swordsman. At that time, Airn looked much more anxious and anxious than now.  

Even with the same worries and anguish, I feel much better now.  

When the trust that had been recently built up was added to that, the accident took off in the direction that there was nothing to worry about.  

After a while, she nodded and changed the subject.  

"If you have to do it every day, put down the same worries for a while and let's talk about something else."  

"What are you talking about?"  

"Talking about my brother's friend."  

"Ah… … ."  

"Bret Lloyd, who are you?"  

Cyril's eyes lit up with a dazzling light.  

I met Ilya Lindsay, and I met Judith.  

It wasn't just that I met my brother's friend. Through meeting with them, she was able to face the face of her brother, whom she did not know.  

I could understand how my brother could be so reliable, and why.  

'Maybe Brat Lloyd… … He must have influenced my brother a lot too.'  

in a good way too.  

Thinking that she was the one who captured even the powerful Judith older sister, my expectations grew even higher.  

"Um, Brett… … You are the most mature friend. Calm, wise, relaxed."  

"Really?"  

"Huh! Brett is smart. Sometimes he even reads books to me!"  

Lulu's words didn't reach her ears, but Irene's words came in and stuck in her head.  

It was the moment when Kirill's expectations for Brett grew even greater.  

"I want to see you soon."  

"Yeah. I miss you too."  

"I also! Cyril, can you speed it up?"  

"Usually it's unreasonable, but now? Because magicians are people whose abilities improve when their hearts are moved!"  

"Not just people, but cats too!"  

"Anyway, shall we go faster?"  

"Wait, it's still pretty fast… … Ouch!"  

Shwaaaaa-!  

Airn groaned at Griffin's speed, which was twice as fast as before.  

A strong wind hit his face. Despite the spring weather, it was cold enough to feel.  

"Oh, something more exciting?"  

"fun! fast! A little bit faster!"  

"Okay, let's focus a little bit more… … ."  

Shuhua aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa been to Shu than-!  

"Hey ah ah!"  

"Wow! I want to shout something! Can I run?"  

"Okay!"  

"Yah hoo oh-!"  

"Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah!"  

"… … ."  

Lulu and Kirill scream excitedly.  

Looking at the two of them, Irene smiled quietly.  

* * *  

Thanks to Kirill Pareira's sudden departure, Airne and the group arrived at Lloyd's estate much faster.  

They looked at the castle gate, which was much more grandiose than they thought, and had a noble feeling, and they looked surprised.  

"Than you think… … ."  

"Yeah. More than I thought... … What should I say? So, the atmosphere is different? Another city?"  

Cyril said with round eyes.  

Of course, I expected it to be huge.  

Except for the Holy Kingdom Avilius, the largest country in the central part of the continent is the Gerbera Kingdom.  

Among them, it was the Lloyd family, a high-ranking aristocrat, so it was not surprising that it developed much more than the cities of the Pareira Territory or the Duchy of Cesar.  

However, that wasn't what the group focused on, especially Airne's.  

He thought as he looked at the expressions of the people around him.  

'Bright. greatly.'  

Irene has been to a lot of places over the past two years.  

So I knew How many people in the world live hard day to day with a difficult expression.  

It was the same in the central part of the continent with relatively good security, and the road to the west was even worse.  

Whether the city was wealthy or not, most of them were in a tough state.  

If I had to pick a city with a pleasant atmosphere, it was Eisenmarkt, but frankly, the impression there was not that good.  

Because the streets are overflowing with people addicted to gambling, betting and alcohol.  

Lloyd's estate here was not like that.  

Most of the people entering and leaving the city gate seemed bright and happy.  

So did the guards, and so did the merchants. It was the same with those who appeared to be workers.  

Without a sense of surprise, Airne and his party slowly entered the estate.  

'Neither is it.'  

People who work hard to sell things.  

Inn boys trying to bring in guests before late night.  

From musicians performing impromptu on the street to those who quietly observe them. There was peace on everyone's face.  

"It seems that the lord is a good person."  

"Yeah."  

Cyril snorted casually.  

It felt strange for a while, but that's it. It wasn't impressive enough to keep me immersed.  

Lulu was the same, so they turned their attention to exploring which accommodation was better.  

However, Irene was not.  

with darker eyes.  

With more thoughts, I put all of Lloyd's estate in my head.  

"Good. let's go here Are you okay, brother?"  

"uh? Oh yeah."  

Of course, it couldn't be like that forever.  

An inn appeared in front of him, led by his younger brother. It looked quite luxurious, so it seemed to cost a lot.  

There was no problem. Irene, Cyril, and Lulu. Because they were both rich.  

They opened the door without hesitation and tried to walk to the counter to get a room.  

However, it did not.  

It was because Airn stood tall as if he had been nailed down.  

"What is it?"  

"… … ."  

"Does anyone know?"  

At the younger brother's question, Airn frowned slightly.  

was a stranger  

An aristocratic man who looks like he's 40, with gray-brown hair and a mustache. Tears welled up in his eyes as if something sad had happened.  

but oddly.  

It was strangely familiar.  

"… … ."  

Once upon a time there was a bottle of wine on the table.  

Although there were already five bottles of strong whiskey, the man didn't look very drunk.  

Even now, he poured a cup and passed it over with a sad expression.  

No one he knew could drink that much.  

Of course, it was speculation to pass the identity on that alone.  

However.  

'Auror's temperament… … It's very similar.'  

eyes that see the aurors.  

Irene's unique ability that others don't have told me.  

The outward appearance is said to be camouflaged by magic.  

That guy was obviously someone he knew.  

Nodding his head, he took a step back.  

"I want to see… … ."  

As if unaware that Airun and his party were approaching, the man drank continuously.  

In the middle, he said he wanted to see him, but Airn seemed to know who he wanted to see.  

Slowly, he pulled out the chair and sat down with a smile on his face.  

Airn Pareira said as he looked at his friend who opened his eyes wide at his face.  

"Brett."  
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