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The Song of the Nameless Bard

 

The Demons attack the Humans.

The Hero takes down the Demon King.

 

Just who decides the rules of the world anyway?

In order to break these rules, the HDemon King and the Hero join hands. But as they walk along the 
path which leads to the other side of the hill, will the ground be stained with blood?

 

A powerless serf girl,

An elder of the Demon Tribe, and a hero of the Central Continent,

Make their requests.

 

The Hero joins the Holy Crusades,

As he strives for peace for Humans and Demons, and proclaims his desire to save the World.

The Demon King waits in the City of the Gate.

Cannonballs fall like rain, but they have nowhere to run.

 

Enemies, allies, Demons, Humans, are but business partners.

A merchant works only for profit,

His only wish is for a prosperous world. Not to be destroyed.

 

The Primarch interprets the charity of the Spirit.

With the heart of the Spirit,

The Holy Crusaders of Light push towards the City of the Gate.

 

The Hero gives up on taking down the Demon King.

But now he aims for that world beyond the hill.

What will the Hero and the Demon King see beyond the hill?



Chapter 1, “No…… I would rather bear the Hero’s pain.”

 

——- Fifteen Years Ago, Spring

The Hero: “Grandpa!”

Wise Sage: “What is it?”

The Hero: “I’ve caught some fish.”

Wise Sage: “Barbecue or boil?”

The Hero: “That’s cold, grandpa.”

Wise Sage: “I am meditating.”

The Hero: “So you can say whatever you want if you’re meditating?”

Wise Sage: “It’s not really an excuse, but actually I can get away with just about anything. It’s a quality
that comes with being a Wise Sage.”

The Hero: “…… Grandpa!”

Wise Sage eats a fish

The Hero: “Ah! My fish!”

Wise Sage: “Delicious. Delicious.”

The Hero sobs

The Hero: “My fish……”

Wise Sage: “You still have some left hehe.”

The Hero: “I’ll cook too! FLAME!”

Explosion!

The Hero: “Huh!?”

Wise Sage: “It’s all charred black. Hahahaha!”

The Hero: “……”

Wise Sage: “Come now, have more class.”

The Hero: “Yes.”

Wise Sage: “Did you add salt first?”

The Hero: “Yes.”

Wise Sage: “In that case, you need to hold on to it as it heats up, so you should skewer it……”

The Hero: “Yes……”



Wise Sage: “Then, you can lift your hand off, and with a weak spell like EMBER…… Look, it’s 
heating up. Not FLAME but EMBER, otherwise it will burn.”

The Hero: “Hey, why don’t you let me use battle-class spells or hexes, using chants requires so much 
chanting.”

Wise Sage: “On the battlefield, continuously chanting will definitely cause you to be very stressed. But 
chanting is not a requirement to chants. Cast chants without chanting. That is the way that Wise Sages 
and Heroes do it.”

The Hero: “Really.” Sniff sniff

Wise Sage: “Don’t sniff like a dog.”

The Hero: “But it smells great!”

Wise Sage: “Not yet. It may still be charred yet. You must concentrate your mana and not lose control. 
In this way, the skin will be crackling but the inside will be soft and juicy.”

The Hero: “Is that so! Is it done?”

Wise Sage: “Yes it is done!”

The Hero: “Delicious!”

Wise Sage: “Isn’t it?”

The Hero: “Eh?”

Wise Sage: “Das schmeckt gut!”

The Hero: “Huh!?”

Wise Sage: “So good it makes me want to cry! Hahahahaha! This is a world where the strong eat the 
weak! The dining table is a battlefield distinguishing the strong and the weak.”

The Hero: “……”

Wise Sage: “Hmph. Hear, some fried bread and bacon. It tastes better together. Have some, Hero. 
Hahahaha.”

The Hero: “Yay!” chomp chomp chomp

Wise Sage: “What an animal.”

The Hero: “Yummy!”

Wise Sage: “Really? Then I’ll buy more next time.”

The Hero: “I want to go to the city too. I bet there’s loads of stuff to eat there.”

Wise Sage: “You can’t.”

The Hero: “Why?”

Wise Sage: “The Hero cannot live in the City.”



The Hero: “Why not?”

Wise Sage: “Can a wolf live among sheep?”

The Hero: “But I won’t do bad things. If I do, then you’ll get really mad. And you’ll hit me with your 
metal staff. If my head gets damaged it will be your fault.”

Wise Sage: “Nonetheless.”

The Hero: “I don’t understand.”

Wise Sage: “Even if a wolf does not eat sheep, by being near them, will the sheep not be scared? Of 
course sheep are afraid of wolves. Having seen so many sheep-eating wolves, a sheep can hardly shut 
up and try to accept a wolf which doesn’t eat sheep, can it?”

The Hero: “It’s difficult, I don’t understand.”

Wise Sage: “That’s fine.”

The Hero: “Hmm.”

Wise Sage: “……”

The Hero: “What shall we do now?”

Wise Sage: “We’ll practice a few chants, we’ll try using FLY and SLOW in conjunction to achieve 
some low velocity flight.”

The Hero: “I suck at that.”

Wise Sage: “Then we will practice until you can.”

The Hero: “Will I be great if I can?”

Wise Sage: “You won’t be great, but you will be able to pick peaches.”

The Hero: “I see! I’ll do my best!”

Wise Sage: “Mmmm.”

The Hero: “…… SLOW! SLOW!”

Wise Sage: “…… Why did you say it twice?”

The Hero: “SLOW is difficult. Why would I want to fly slowly anyway?”

Wise Sage: “This is all training.”

The Hero: “Once I’m done, can I fly to where my parents are?”

Wise Sage: “Do you like that place?”

The Hero: “Should I not? Grandpa, I thought children were supposed to want to be with their parents.”

Wise Sage: “Practice first.”

The Hero: “Really? Alright, I’m going.”



Wise Sage: “Go ahead.”

The Hero: “Okay. —– FLY!”

Wise Sage: “This time try doing it in one go.”

The Hero: “I’m getting used to it.”

Wise Sage: “I see, so you remember all the 15 basic spells?”

The Hero: “I think I’m a genius.”

Wise Sage: “Geniuses are people with a bit more class.”

The Hero: “Mmm.”

Wise Sage: “Here. If we don’t go quickly, it will be dusk. Bring back seven bundles of firewood.”

The Hero: “Got it! I’m going! I’ll be back soon!”

Wise Sage: “Come back safe, child.”

 

—— The Plains of Strange Cliffs, the Expeditionary Force of Beasts

Aide-de-Camp: “Alright! Halt! Fall in!”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “Yes!”

Javelinman of Beasts: “Gather! Form up! Form up!”

Pikeman of Beasts: “Pikes formed!”

Aide-de-Camp: “Report strength!”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “Dual swordsmen, three hundred and eighty! No gaps!”

Javelinman of Beasts: “Javelins and skirmishers two hundred and fifty!”

Pikeman of Beasts: “Pikes six hundred!”

Aide-de-Camp: “One thousand two hundred and eighty…… Have the wounded been sent to the city?”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “Of course. We’ve done our best!”

Javelinman of Beasts: “Why did we flee the battlefield?”

Pikeman of Beasts: “We are unafraid of death! Even if the Silver Tiger Lord has fallen, there is no need
for us soldiers to retreat!”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “That’s right, explain! Sir!”

Javelinman of Beasts: “If you can’t explain, we want to go back to the battle right now!”

Pikeman of Beasts: “Somehow.”

Aide-de-Camp: “Please calm down.”



Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “Is there a reason, sir?”

Aide-de-Camp: “Of course. As you know we lost that battle and we lost many friends too.”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “……”

Aide-de-Camp: “The Human army has surrounded the City of the Gate with a frightening Crusader 
army numbering over two hundred thousand, with the clear intention of annihilating us. We too, were 
on the verge of losing the Tattooed Chieftain, and the Demon King……”

Javelinman of Beasts: “……”

Aide-de-Camp: “The Silver Tiger Lord saved us from this danger. We are indebted to him.”

Pikeman of Beasts: “Silver Tiger Lord……”

Aide-de-Camp: “However, the danger has not passed. Rather, the threat has only increased. It is as you 
see, from that black smoke. The Crusader Army’s attempt to surround and besiege us as failed…… 
But, it has not ended yet.”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “That’s right, we’ll kill them all!”

Javelinman of Beasts: “I will kill ten of those humans!”

Pikeman of Beasts: “That’s right, we attack!”

Aide-de-Camp: “Silence!”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “—–!”

Aide-de-Camp: “There is no way we are going to be able to defeat the Crusaders in this fashion. We 
number a thousand two hundred and eighty. Even if we manage to kill ten enemies each, that’s only ten
thousand three hundred of them. Just a small setback for the Crusaders. We would be like dogs sent to 
the slaughter.”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “Then what should we do?”

Aide-de-Camp: “We are receiving instructions from our lord, the East Fortress Base Commander. The 
Demon King stands in that city, if we can get them to retreat, we will live again. Even if it is but a small
number, we who have managed to escape outside the city represent that hope.”

Javelinman of Beasts: “Is that so…… So we can’t destroy the enemy.”

Aide-de-Camp: “Yes. We will circle around the back of the enemy, and burn their food stocks, weapons
and supply lines. We will seize and destroy. Supporting an army of two hundred thousand soldiers no 
doubt takes an immense toll on their logistics capabilities.”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “We can do it, let’s go.”

Aide-de-Camp: “We will be an expeditionary force. However, we cannot expect reinforcements from 
the City of the Gate. If we were to leave the main force, we won’t be able to carry with us any food or 
medical supplies.”



Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “This is the Demon World. In order words, it’s our land. It won’t be a 
problem to get food and the like from the surrounding forests.”

Javelinman of Beasts: “It’s true. No matter how bad it gets, we can rely on the blessings of the forest, 
right? And we can just steal what we need from them too.”

Pikeman of Beasts: “That’s right. And we can blend into the forests and circle around behind them too. 
This is our land, our rivers, we know it far better than any of these people.”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “We are the Tribe of Beasts! We were made for battle.”

Aide-de-Camp: “We cannot hope for reinforcements. Will you still go?”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “Of course. Let’s destroy the enemies of the Silver Tiger Lord!”

Javelinman of Beasts: “Yes! We will deal with his enemies. Our Lord is scattered to the winds! Until 
our own bones burn, we will rush towards the Spirits as well!”

Pikeman of Beasts: “We were meant to follow our Lord, sacrificing as is necessary on the battlefield.”

Aide-de-Camp: (…… I was the third son of a low-ranking knight, a mercenary, discarded by generals 
to the border regions in the South. Struck by a stone from the Second Holy Crusades, and now I will 
stride on to the battlefield together with the Tribe of Beasts.)

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “How is it, Human Officer?”

Javelinman of Beasts: “Let’s go across the river to the plains!”

Aide-de-Camp: “Alright…… Let’s go.”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “Alright!”

Javelinman of Beasts: “Use us! We will leave our names on the battlefield.”

Aide-de-Camp: (I may not be as competent as the Commander, but…… I cannot fail this duty.)

Scout of Beasts: “The horses have been gathered.”

Aide-de-Camp: “Alright! Check your bags. Make sure you carry as little food as we need. To the 
South!”

“””To the South!!”””

 



—————————————————————————————————————————
——————————————-————————-

Explanation

Rations: Rations are small-sized, portable foodstocks which can be carried on expeditions. Modern 
militaries have developed ‘combat rations’, which usually come in a specialised rectangular package.

TL NOTE: Combat rations are the most disgusting things I have ever put into my mouth. And I have 
eaten sheep testicles and beetle larvae.

—————————————————————————————————————————
———————————————————————-

 

—— The Plains of Strange Cliffs, the Food Stockpile

Grass blowing

Aide-de-Camp: “How is it?”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “Oh. I see it…… Lots of lights. Security must be tight.”

Javelinman of Beasts: “This is already our fourth attack, they’ve surely beefed up the security.”

Pikeman of Beasts: “Mmm.”

Aide-de-Camp: “Seems like we won’t be able to settle this with a surprise attack.”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “A surprise attack alone would be boring anyway.”

Javelinman of Beasts: “The real battle begins now.”

Aide-de-Camp: (Hopefully this goes well. The numbers seem to have gone down by at least a 
thousand. In surprise attacks, muskets are somewhat useless, since they don’t have time to form up. 
Seeing that the supply situation has no chance of letting up, some of the soldiers are leaving…… 
However, the only way we can relieve the siege is to actually destroy the store.”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “Commander.”

Aide-de-Camp: “Yeah.”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “I know you want to do this safely, but we are elite Tribesmen of Beasts. 
We were part of that expedition led by the Silver Tiger Lord to the Human World and back. Let us go.”

Javelinman of Beasts: “That’s right. Our spears won’t lose out to those muskets.”

Pikeman of Beasts: “Our thousands of lives beyond to the Silver Tiger Lord. We cannot lose! There is 
no way!”

Aide-de-Camp: “……”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “Even if you hesitate, will you have another way?”



Aide-de-Camp: “I understand. Let’s go with the surprise attack. Spread out as far as possible and get 
close to the stockpile using the Triple Sun Moon formation. Take out the musketeers.”

Beast: “Got it!”

Aide-de-Camp: “Alright, let’s go! Attack!”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “Got it!”

Javelinman of Beasts: “Show them the power of the Beasts!”

Pikeman of Beasts: “And the power of our souls!”

 

————- The Plains of Strange Cliffs, a Shrubby Area Near the Stockpile

The Female Paladin: “Calm down. The enemy have yet to sense our presence.”

Rifleman: “Yes!”

The Female Paladin: “Continue to observe the lights through the telescope. Do not forget to warn our 
partners. Snipers and knights must operate in two-man teams. Spearmen stick to the rear, and 
remember that our enemy is a fully fledged army. Aim for their commanders and clergymen first! After 
that, follow your orders and take out all threats.”

Rifleman: “Understood!”

Knight of the Lake: “Standing by the bonfire to your right!”

The Female Paladin: “Take him down.”

Rifleman: “On it.”

Bang!

Knight of the Lake: “Target down. Next target.”

The Female Paladin: “Pretty good accuracy.”

The Butler: “Nyohohohohoho. I taught them personally.”

The Female Paladin: “Yeah stop that.”

The Butler: “Hohohohohoho. Then I’ll do a bit too.”

The Female Paladin: “What?”

The Butler: “To help minimise the casualties of our Demon friends over there, I’ll just make some 
mischief.”

The Female Paladin: “Will you be fine alone, you old pervert?”

The Butler: “Whatever do you mean!?”



The Female Paladin: “No, until you actually see the panties, you’re just a guy with an active 
imagination…… shall I go with you?”

The Butler: “No, no. If you come on this mission, it’ll be inconvenient to direct fire, right? I can easily 
carry out these clandestine operations. Leave it to me!”

The Female Paladin: “…… Hmph. Alright. Let’s advance and take down those musketeers, move out! 
Knights, mount up!”

 

———– The Inferno Mountains, the Temple of Rubies, Allocated Offices

Flip flip

Shrewd Accountant: “Numbers 15 to 42 are concerning wheat.”

Middle Aged Merchant: “Wheat confirmed.”

Union Employee: “All done here too.”

Shrewd Accountant: “Doesn’t seem like we’re missing anything.”

Union Employee: “Shall I bring some tea?”

Shrewd Accountant: “Please.”

Middle Aged Merchant: “The City is in a fierce battle right now.”

Shrewd Accountant: “Indeed.”

Middle Aged Merchant: “We can manage the resources of the warehouse like this. I hope the Disciple 
Engineer and his craftsmen are alright.”

Shrewd Accountant: “This is important work as well.”

Middle Aged Merchant: “I know…… But even so, what’s with this amount? Did the Union really have 
so much resources in the City of the Gate? How did we manage to secure all this stuff?”

Shrewd Accountant: “These are the personal financial assets of the Fire Dragon Lady.”

Middle Aged Merchant: “Personal financial assets!? Don’t say such stupid things. This is an absurd 
amount of wheat. This is the first time I’ve ever seen such a huge amount of wheat in the Surface 
World. This amount would be unrivalled even in the Holy Empire, does the Demon World even have 
the ability to produce this much wheat?”

Young Merchant: “It’s been a while.”

Middle Aged Merchant: “You surprised me! Are you alright? What are you doing here?”

Shrewd Accountant: “Councillor! When did you arrive!?”

Young Merchant: “I just did, with the help of a teleportation seal. However, the process was unbearably
painful. To do such a thing regularly…… the Hero is truly something else.”



Fire Dragon Lady: “It takes the effort of two people.”

Middle Aged Merchant: “Your Excellency.”

Shrewd Accountant: “Have you come here to seek refuge?”

Young Merchant: “No, that’s hardly necessary is it?”

Fire Dragon Lady: “It’s necessary.”

Young Merchant: “The three of us can talk here amicably.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “We do not have the luxury of time.”

Middle Aged Merchant: “What do you mean?”

Shrewd Accountant: “Well.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “The two of you come with me.”

Young Merchant: “……”

Middle Aged Merchant: “That line of sight suggests something is wrong.”

Shrewd Accountant: “Yeah.”

Middle Aged Merchant: “You seem to have bad hobbies.”

Shrewd Accountant: “She keeps telling us to follow her, like an unstoppable force. We have to take 
advantage of the situation and show all future Councilmen how it’s fone.”

Middle Aged Merchant: “That’s certainly true.”

Shrewd Accountant: “The road is long and arduous, but we are merchants after all.”

Middle Aged Merchant: “No doubt about that.”

 

———– The Inferno Mountains, the Temple of Rubies, the House of the Lord

Fire Dragon Lady: “Father!”

Fire Dragon Lord: “Mmm, if it isn’t my little cherry blossom horns. How boisterous. You have not 
been home in a while.”

Shrewd Accountant: “What’s this ‘little cherry blossom horns’ thing?”

Young Merchant: “Her nickname.”

Middle Aged Merchant: “You’re well informed.”

Young Merchant: “Thank you.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “What’s with the engagement present!?”

Middle Aged Merchant: “Huhhhhh!?”



Shrewd Accountant: “Engagement!?”

Young Merchant: “……”

Fire Dragon Lord: “No, these presents are gifts from the family of some eligible bachelor in noble 
families who would like to marry you.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “I’ve never heard anything like that!”

Young Merchant: “……”

Fire Dragon Lord: “All that stuff in the warehouse? They are all from some eligible young man.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “I heard that. What I want to ask is why you would do something like that without 
consulting what I wanted.”

Fire Dragon Lord: “That is something we can solve through discussion.”

Young Merchant: “Ah.”

Middle Aged Merchant: “That was definitely a sign to say ‘get out’, right?”

Shrewd Accountant: “So it would seem.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “What sort of designs do you have, Merchant?”

Young Merchant: “Allow me to explain. This can be termed a high level political manoeuvre known as 
an advance investment, or rather a self-defence tactic designed to protect our options.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “Did you send the presents?”

Young Merchant: “Yes I did. That’s what it is.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “You want to marry me?”

Middle Aged Merchant: “How very straightforward.”

Shrewd Accountant: “She’s a lady after all.”

Young Merchant: “No, it’s not that sort of thing.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “So you have no intention of marrying me at all?”

Young Merchant: “That really puts me in a spot. The future is a wide open expense. I have no intention 
of narrowing it under some constrained agreement.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “Are you intending to feign ignorance now?”

Young Merchant: “Not at all. I am truly your business partner.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “You have shown me that your unclear methods are the weapons of merchants.”

Young Merchant: “It is for expediency.”

Shrewd Accountant: “He did say something to that extent, though.”



Middle Aged Merchant: “Whether as a man or as a merchant, this is something I will never get used to 
seeing.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “I understand,”

Young Merchant: “I thank you if you do.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “Just my father and these two people are insufficient witnesses.”

Young Merchant: “I didn’t say anything of the sort. Why did you even suggest that I wanted to marry 
you in the first place! In our negotiations to save the City of the Gate, I told you that as merchants we 
do not have military might, but I would be able to compensate you with something equivalent. How did
that get twisted into this? I don’t understand.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “After all that, you’re just trying to escape now.”

Young Merchant: “I am not escaping.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “Then save the City of the Gate.”

Young Merchant: “I am just a merchant.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “No. The Demon King.”

Shrewd Accountant: “What?”

Fire Dragon Lady: “I tried to make an arrangement with the Black Knight, promising him 
happiness…… But I was rejected. The Black Knight…… is the Demon King’s person.”

Young Merchant: “I know that. IS that something you’ve just noticed?”

Fire Dragon Lady: “Which is why I have to be happy. I need to be with a good man, someone even 
better than the Black Knight…… I want to make him regret and cry. If the Black Knight is the Hero, 
then my significant other is the Demon King. Otherwise, that would be against our contract.”

Middle Aged Merchant: “What a strange thing to say.”

Shrewd Accountant: “Where is the link?”

Fire Dragon Lord: “Hahahaha. I would also like to marry my daughter to such a formidable person.”

Young Merchant: “What exactly are you two people saying!?”

Fire Dragon Lord: “If the Young Merchant is willing to become the Demon King, we will cease to 
pursue this matter.”

Middle Aged Merchant: “Hey, hey.”

Shrewd Accountant: “This is the first time I’ve ever seen him so cornered.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “How do you feel?”

Young Merchant: “Just what is going on? Don’t twist the facts now. Why do I have to become the 
Demon King!?”



Fire Dragon Lady: “As the Demon King, you would be able to make me happy and also save the City.”

Young Merchant: “Just what are you saying!? I am at heart just a merchant. I won’t say I have no 
intention to save the City, but I don’t have that duty.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “I love the City.”

Young Merchant: “You’ve said that before.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “No matter how this conversation goes, we will return to the City together and 
continue our lives.”

Young Merchant: “…… Why?”

Fire Dragon Lady: “You promised to help.”

Young Merchant: “——-“

Fire Dragon Lady: “You said you would help even ‘without any reward’”.

Young Merchant: “That’s……”

Fire Dragon Lady: “You promised.”

Young Merchant: “……”

Fire Dragon Lady: “You promised.”

Young Merchant: “…… That is, what do you mean?”

Fire Dragon Lady: “Yes. I made a promise too. Without any rewards, I will you be your partner, and we
will be together through our lives.”

Young Merchant: “A life is a rather long time, isn’t it?”

Fire Dragon Lady: “That length is what makes me happy.”

Young Merchant: “I don’t even know what I would do after I go, you know?”

Fire Dragon Lady: “No, no matter how dark things get, you can still find the stars, right?”

Young Merchant: “……”

Fire Dragon Lady: “I believe in you.”

Young Merchant: “Ahhh….. This is difficult.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “Honey.”

Young Merchant: “Fine. Demon King or whatever, I’ll do it. But just don’t go overboard with this 
game. I may bear the name of the Demon King, but in reality nothing will change. I don’t have any sort
of ability, but if this will really save the City of the Gate, then I’ll go along with it.”

Fire Dragon Lord: “Hahahaha! Who would believe that a man would suddenly take on the mantle of 
the Demon King in such a random place! Hahaha!”



Fire Dragon Lady: “You understand then. I will be the Hero.”

Young Merchant: “Huh?”

Fire Dragon Lady: “All that’s left to say is that this will be a good starting point for our predestined 
connection.”

Middle Aged Merchant: “What is she saying?”

Shrewd Accountant: “Hell if I know.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “Please go to the City of the Gate.”

Young Merchant: “If that is necessary, then I will work my limited abilities to their fullest…… It seems
that that City has far more importance to that person than it does to me. But for that City, I am not 
willing to put everything on the line. It is merely because you begged me that I am willing to do this.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “Yes, Merchant. If you still hold any doubts regarding this transaction, then I will 
continue to entreat you without ‘expectation of reward’”.

Young Merchant: “I believe that would be undesirable.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “Which is precisely why I do it.”

Middle Aged Merchant: “She did it! She’s cornered him!”

Shrewd Accountant: “Why are you so happy?”

Middle Aged Merchant: “I was worried he would never find a girl like this in his entire life.”

Shrewd Accountant: “That’s certainly true.”

Young Merchant: “Geez.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “Father. The Demon King in the City of the Gate intends to settle the war over 
there. In order to do that, we will have to ask the entire Demon World to do its duty.”

Fire Dragon Lord: “What do you mean?”

Fire Dragon Lady: “Convene the Kurultai — The rights to this are vested solely in the Demon King, 
but as the Demon King’s regent, her power is vested in you currently. In her place, you can convene the
Kurultai.”

Fire Dragon Lord: “The Kurultai?”

Fire Dragon Lady: “That’s right. Call all the Demon Tribes there. In order to settle this conflict, we will
require the aid of all the Tribes.”

 

——– The Demon World, Near the Large Portal, the Red Wastes

Lieutenant of Metal: “Report. It will take another day and a half for our rear guard to pass through the 
Great Portal.”



Disciple Soldier: “Alright, give orders for the vanguard to advance.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “Understood.”

Iron Fist King: “How are things?”

Disciple Soldier: “In one or two days our forces will have passed through the Great Portal.”

Iron Fist King: “Amazing. It’s only been a week since we decided we would move out.”

Disciple Soldier: “This is all thanks to the combined effort of the Southern Alliance.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “Indeed.”

Lone Winter King: “This gear is all very warm.”

Fairy Attendant: “It is warm.”

Seneschal: “The Disciple Merchant is the one who prepared all the winter gear.”

Lone Winter King: “What an ingenious young man. Hahahaha.”

Disciple Soldier: “…… It was as she predicted.”

Iron Fist King: “What do you mean?”

Disciple Soldier: “It is not just those of us on the frontline who are fighting this war.”

Lone Winter King: “…… Yeah.”

Iron Fist King: “However, while our equipment might be good, our food stocks are quite little.”

Seneschal: “Yeah, will this be enough for a week?”

Lone Winter King: “We were on a tight deadline.”

Disciple Soldier: “This will be enough. It is within our plan.”

Lone Winter King: “Is that so?”

Disciple Soldier: “If we had more rations, I would be more at ease, but that would slow down our 
campaign speed. All our movements must necessarily consider the speed of our logistics group. In this 
campaign, our supply lines are operating practically independently.”

Iron Fist King: “What strong will.”

Disciple Soldier: “If possible, I would like to do this without any logistics units at all. But with regards 
to that, I would rather be reliable.”

Iron Fist King: “Really? We’re counting on you then.”

Lone Winter King: “We have 300,000 Alliance soldiers here!?”

Disciple Soldier: “Somehow we do. And all at the same time. Nonetheless, I’m not certain we can 
achieve a total victory.”

Iron Fist King: “Umm……”



Seneschal: “The muskets are truly unbeatable.”

Disciple Soldier: “A volley of musket fire cannot be withstood by infantry or cavalry. Of course, no 
matter how what sort of tactics we use, there will be a level of sacrifice we have to accept. To the extent
that I am a frontline commander, I am willing to use any methods to achieve a victory in the big 
picture. There will be enemies we can win with tactics. If we waste too much time, we will not be able 
to achieve victory in this battle. Winning this battle will mean winning the grand scheme. I fear, my 
teacher……”

Iron Fist King: “?”

Disciple Soldier: “No, nothing. This is my responsibility. I would forget it…… If we are to lose, we 
must escape.”

Iron Fist King: “I have never considered losing.”

Fairy Attendant: “Let us hurry.”

Disciple Soldier: “Madam Attendant, in that case, I will explain the terrain to you.”

Fairy Attendant: “Yes.”

 

——- The Plains of Strange Cliffs, Brothers-in-Arms of the Holy Order of the Lake

Aide-de-Camp: “So the reinforcements from the Southern Alliance are headed this way?”

Butler: “That would be correct, Aide-de-Camp.”

The Female Paladin: “They are coming, and there’s another message.”

Aide-de-Camp: “Another message?”

The Female Paladin: “’I’m coming to save the Demon World, so get your shit together before I come.’”

Aide-de-Camp: (!? Isn’t this person the hero of the South, the Female Paladin!? My commander is 
somebody, but just why is she here!?)

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “In any case, we are grateful. Thank you.”

The Female Paladin: “Why is the Aide-de-Camp here?”

Aide-de-Camp: “Yes. I will begin from the beginning. Yesterday, or rather a week ago, an allied army 
of the Tribe of Fiends and the Tribe of Banshees engaged the Holy Crusaders in a pitched battle at the 
field in front of the City of the Gate. Against a Crusader vanguard of 150,000 soldiers, the Demon 
Army of 60,000 was…… annihilated.”

The Female Paladin: “Annihilated……”

Aide-de-Camp: “The Demon Army suffered many casualties from the muskets of the Holy Crusaders. 
The firepower of the muskets is to be feared. We completely underestimated the strength of the 
opponent and as we were about to be completely wiped out, reinforcements appeared.”



Butler: “The army sent to the Surface World……”

Aide-de-Camp: “That’s right. The Demon King; the General-of-the-Right, the Silver Tiger Lord; and 
the General-of-the-Left, our commander the East Fortress Base Commander appeared, and enabled us 
to withdraw effectively. However, even with the appearance of the reinforcements, the Crusaders 
pursued us aggressively and the Silver Tiger Lord perished shielding the Demon King from gunfire. 
This was a huge loss to our remaining forces.”

Butler: “The Silver Tiger Lord……”

Paladin of the Lake: “I have heard he was a brave general.”

The Female Paladin: “I understand the situation.”

Aide-de-Camp: “I am here on orders of our Commander. My orders were to command the remaining 
1500 soldiers of the Silver Tiger Lord’s elite Demon Army as it retreats from the battle away from the 
City and launch sallies from the City of the Gate. The enemy forces are immense and currently have the
City entirely surrounded. Attempting to break out of the siege with our small forces would be 
impossible at this stage. Having observed that, our Commander issued emergency instructions for me 
to command this expeditionary force without supervision. Our mission is now to disrupt the supply 
lines of the Holy Crusaders.”

The Female Paladin: “I see…… A commander able to make such a sharp decision must be a famous 
one.”

Butler: “He was a famous mercenary known as ‘The Hawk of the Plains’.”

Aide-de-Camp: “However, it seems we are still too little. This battle of attrition is not something we 
can win. We thank you for your help.”

The Female Paladin: “No, we had yet to ascertain the situation. It is us who should thank you.”

Aide-de-Camp: “…… What are those weapons?”

The Female Paladin: “They are called Rifles*. They’re an improvement on the muskets. They fire 
greased rounds through a thread. Just by range alone, they outperform muskets by three times.”

Aide-de-Camp: “Three times!?”

The Female Paladin: “They take longer to reload and are far more delicate, however. And we only have
50 of them. However, our opponents are not used to the battlefield. If we are able to take out their 
commanders, they will lose command discipline and probably fall into a panic. For these purposes, this 
is a very useful weapon.”

Butler: “Also, we have the Paladins of the Lake.”

Paladin of the Lake: “We are the Paladins of the Holy Order of the Lake. We follow our leader, the 
Female Paladin wherever we are required.”

Aide-de-Camp: “These are the Soldiers of Beasts. The remnants of the Silver Tiger Lord’s elite army.”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “Nice to meet you, Female Paladin.”



The Female Paladin: “But, even if we combined forces, we still have less than four thousand men.”

Butler: “I’m afraid attempting to retake the City of the Gate with such numbers is farfetched.”

Paladin of the Lake: “Indeed.”

The Female Paladin: “What is the status of the Holy Crusaders? What are their casualties like? Who are
their commanders and what is their equipment?”

Aide-de-Camp: “Their commanders are merciless. We said this before, but their vanguard consists of 
150,000 troops.”

The Female Paladin: “Oh? So few?”

Aide-de-Camp: “Of course, they had more units when we have attacked, but they mostly seem to be on 
a separate assignment”

The Female Paladin: “Separate assignment? What of their configuration and commanders?”

Aide-de-Camp: “Their commander is the Crown Prince Marshal, and they have 50,000 men with them. 
However, we have not engaged them, so we can’t be entirely certain.”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “However, based on our Field Intelligence*, it appears that these are their 
most elite units.”

Butler: “…… Hmm. Actually, there is an army which entered the Demon World earlier than we did.”

Aide-de-Camp: “Oh?”

The Female Paladin: “Oh, that’s right.”

Butler: “A hundred mercenaries commanded by the Disciple Nobleman from the Kingdom of Ice and 
the Elder Sister Maid.”

Aide-de-Camp: “A hundred?”

The Female Paladin: “Very few, but they have a very powerful weapon.”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “What is that about?”

The Female Paladin: “Time. They came two months earlier than us. They entered the Demon World 
even earlier than the Holy Crusaders and began their operations at that time. When it comes to 
information and intelligence, they have even more than the Crusaders as well.”

Butler: “If we can make contact with my undercover units, then we’ll know more.”

Paladin of the Lake: “However…… entering the City of the Gate will be very difficult.”

Aide-de-Camp: “Yes, we haven’t had the ability to confirm it for some time, but I fear the City of the 
Gate is presently facing a ferocious bombardment. The fortifications of the City of the Gate were 
hastily constructed, and I wonder how much longer it can hold.”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “…… Every second counts now.”

The Female Paladin: “Don’t worry.”



Aide-de-Camp: “Eh?”

The Female Paladin: “If the Demon King succeeded in breaching the encirclement and entering the 
City, there’s no chance she would let it fall so easily. I believe the City of the Gate is still safe now, we 
have to focus on our mission.”

Aide-de-Camp: (So that’s the face of a saviour of the world……)

The Female Paladin: “Alright, Aide-de-Camp. Take your men and destroy that supply depot. To cut off 
their reinforcements, we will need to destroy another four of their depots.”

 

—————————————————————————————————————————
——————————————-————————-

Explanation

Rifle: Rifles differ from muskets in that they have threads (like a reverse screw) in their barrels. This 
causes the bullet to spin as it exits from the muzzle, making it travel straighter. For this reason, rifles 
have further range compared to muskets.

Field Intelligence: Scouts are soldiers too, operating ahead of the army in order to obtain intelligence. 
As they operate within the enemy’s field of influence, it is a particularly dangerous assignment. 
However, without their information, armies operate at a severe disadvantage.

—————————————————————————————————————————
———————————————————————-

 

———— The Demon World, the Crimson Field

Disciple Soldier: “This place is completely barren.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “Indeed.”

Metal Fist King: “The Crusaders seem to have gathered them all for their supplies.”

Lone Winter King: “They’re attacking deep into enemy territory. They can’t possibly hope to safely 
maintain intermediate ground like this. This is an established tactic they’re playing completely by the 
book.”

Metal Fist King: “If they come across us here, they’ll completely see us as enemies.”

Disciple Soldier: “Of course they will. What would you do if you noticed that your rivals you’ve been 
calling heretics entered your rear carrying weapons? Probably run.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “We are far less than the Crusaders, however, we have 30,000 soldiers. There may
be garrison forces deployed to guard the rations, but they surely wouldn’t be our enemies.”

Lone Winter King: “Scouts, what are their forces like?”

Scout of Winter: “300 caravans. A garrison force of at least 2000.”



Disciple Soldier: “Well, as we expected.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “2000? What a pity.”

Metal Fist King: “What should we do?”

Lieutenant of Metal: “Ah. Sorry. If we take down even a few enemies, we can be more at ease later.”

Lone Winter King: “It’s not that I don’t understand how you feel but, 2000 soldiers and 30,000 soldiers 
move at vastly different speeds. It won’t be easy to chase them down.”

Fairy Attendant: “The Crusaders? Where have they gone?”

Disciple Soldier: “It appears they wish to link up with their main forces.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “The main forces are still up ahead, right?”

Fairy Attendant: “At the City of the Gate?”

Disciple Soldier: “So it would appear.”

Fairy Attendant: “If we continue heading straight this way, we’ll arrive at the city ruled by the Demon 
King.”

 

————— The Demon World, the Plains of White Clovers

The Hero: “This is a beautiful place.”

Elder Sister Maid: “Yes, indeed. Clovers as far as the eye can see.”

The Hero: “Most of the Demon World is wasteland, but it’s amazing to be able to find such a place.”

Elder Sister Maid: “You have spent a long time adventuring in the Subterranean World, right?”

The Hero: “Adventure, adventure. Yeah, I’ve travelled for a long time.”

Elder Sister Maid: “Yes.”

The Hero: “I’ve been here before. With the Female Paladin, the Butler, and the Mage. We’ve been here,
we’ve been there…… What was it? Oh yeah. We followed the seven stone roads to the ancient 
labyrinth too.”

Elder Sister Maid: “Is that so?”

The Hero: “Well, it was one of the Demon Army’s supply grounds. Now that I think about it, that’s 
probably being used by the Church right now.”

Elder Sister Maid: “……”

The Hero: “I’ve somehow gotten quite familiar with the terrain.”

Elder Sister Maid: “That’s helpful.”

The Hero: “Is this the Inferno Mountains?”



Elder Sister Maid: “Yes. We have to make an audience with the Fire Dragon Lord.”

The Hero: “I’ve met that old guy. Aren’t you scared of him?”

Elder Sister Maid: “Not at all, he was a nice person.”

The Hero: “Really!?”

Elder Sister Maid: “Yes, indeed.”

The Hero: “I fought him for three days before he agreed to negotiate, but……”

Elder Sister Maid: “A formidable opponent, then.”

The Hero: “Of course. But you seem to have had an easy time with him.”

Elder Sister Maid: “That’s not true. I had to do my very most as well.”

Elder Sister Maid: “……”

The Hero: “——-“

Elder Sister Maid: “Does this make you unhappy?”

The Hero: “What?”

Elder Sister Maid: “No, I mean, the fact that I’m acting in your name.”

The Hero: “Oh, I was surprised, but it was interesting.”

Elder Sister Maid: “Yes. Umm……”

The Hero: “……”

Elder Sister Maid: “It’s fine if there’s more than one Hero.”

The Hero: “Eh?”

Elder Sister Maid: “You said this a long time ago. It’s fine if there’s more than one Church. And then 
the Holy Order of the Lake was accepted as the official church of the Kingdom of Winter.”

The Hero: “Yes. Indeed.”

Elder Sister Maid: “Then, I got to thinking. What if there’s more than one Hero…… Sorry. I don’t 
really know what I’m saying.”

The Hero: “You want the power of the Hero?”

Elder Sister Maid: “No…… I want the pain.”

The Hero: “……”

Elder Sister Maid: “I cannot carry as much as you or the Mistress can…… I cannot bleed as much 
blood as you can. But to the extent that we can, we too can bear some of your burden. Do you not bear 
this burden on our behalf…… We cannot see it with our eyes, but we know it to be true, we know you 
bear much of our sins.”



The Hero: “……”

Elder Sister Maid: “The Mistress and the Hero are kind people. It worries me that you would probably 
be willing to bear more than you can. On that winter night, in that freezing house, despite the fact that 
we had nothing to offer you, you saved us sisters. In the same way, we know you act to save the world. 
Because it’s the two of you, it feels like something which would happen naturally. It’s natural that you 
would consider this of the highest importance, that you would forget about the gratitude you are owed, 
and act to save the world —- That we cannot become such people, is something worrying.”

The Hero: “……”

Elder Sister Maid: “Because both you and the Mistress are used to blood flow.”

The Hero: “That’s not true.”

Elder Sister Maid: “I want to confirm this. And become the Hero. As the Hero, just how much pain will
I have to bear? Just how much fear will I have to endure?”

The Hero: “……”

Elder Sister Maid: “My knees become wobbly. My throat dries up and becomes hoarse. My body 
refuses to move and feels numb as wood, my ears are filled with the throbbing noise of my own 
heartbeat. My head feels hot and floating, but my vision only remains clear. I see the unhappy faces and
I hear the groans of the people. My hands, rolled into a ball, are slick with sweat. Hahaha. It’s probably 
very uncool. It’s funny and cowardly…… I don’t want to go. But I understand.”

The Hero: “I could see that you’ve become used to public speaking, though.”

Elder Sister Maid: “Well, that’s true. Though it still feels like I’m going to my own funeral every time.”

Elder Sister Maid: “Please don’t stop.”

The Hero: “……”

Elder Sister Maid: “As long as there’s a chance, I will gamble. I even managed to do something as 
reckless as this. Because we are free…… Unbound, the happiness we pursue is somewhere in this 
world. But, we cannot just be birds who fly aimlessly, we are to fly in search of tomorrow. We fly to 
know who we are.”

The Hero: “Yes.”

Elder Sister Maid: “For that reason, if blood is necessary, then we must never allow it. Even if my 
opponent is the Hero, or the Mistress. Peace must be our goal.”

The Hero: “……”

Elder Sister Maid: “The Crown Prince Marshal appears to understand. Though that person probably 
will pay for this with blood.”

The Hero: “Indeed.”

Elder Sister Maid: “Hopefully the day will come, where everyone will know the truth.”



 

————- The Plains of Strange Cliffs, the Holy Order of the Lake

“N, no way!?”

“Where are we being attacked from?”

“There’s no enemy!”

“This is the end!”

Paladin of the Lake: “There is chaos ahead.”

Aide-de-Camp: “They have lost all semblance of command.”

The Female Paladin: “Aide-de-Camp? Can I entrust the Reserves* to you?”

Aide-de-Camp: “Acknowledged.”

The Female Paladin: “Brave soldiers of Beasts! Attack! Paladins follow!”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “Ohhhhhh!”

Paladin of the Lake: “For the Female Paladin!”

Aide-de-Camp: “What incredible speed.”

Butler: “Nyohohoho. That’s her style.”

Aide-de-Camp: “Alright, it’s time for us to go too.”

Butler: “Let’s go.”

Aide-de-Camp: “Snipers! Change positions, we’re going to the hill on the right. Guard Paladins keep 
watch all around. Be especially careful of flanking attacks. Gunpowder supplies must remain well-
guarded!”

Butler: “The Aide-de-Camp is quite meticulous in his command.”

Aide-de-Camp: “I have learnt from the Commander. But just a bit here and there.”

Butler: “Nyohohoho. It’s very good.”

Aide-de-Camp: “Make every shot count! If you can take out any of their command team, do it.”

Riflemen: “Understood!”

Butler: “With this, their formation will fall.”

Aide-de-Camp: “Yes……”

Butler: “Still worried?”

The Female Paladin: “Follow me! The enemy is on the retreat! Their offence is useless now!”

Aide-de-Camp: “What superior skill. Compared to our earlier attacks, this was planned much quicker, 
takes much less time, incurs far less casualties, and is just so much faster. But……”



Butler: “It’s all very rushed.”

Aide-de-Camp: “Yes.”

Butler: “It’ll soon be over. Just two more.”

Aide-de-Camp: “But even if we take down two more, can this army even -”

Butler: “That’s right.”

Aide-de-Camp: “?”

Butler: “It seems that the Holy Crusaders are creaking as well. Isn’t it odd that the Commander-in-
Chief has left his army? The City of the Gate, is, to the Holy Crusaders, a massive treasure. With the 
treasure just ahead of him, why would the Crown Prince Marshal leave his army? Is that something that
even seems possible?”

Aide-de-Camp: “The Crown Prince Marshal……”

Butler: “If he was around, this encirclement would surely seem more hopeless.”

Aide-de-Camp: “Is that so?”

Butler: “Now that the enemy commander is of such high calibre, would it not be unreasonable to come 
now?”

Aide-de-Camp: “Is there some sort of trap?”

Butler: “What do you mean trap?”

Aide-de-Camp: “Would he really bring his army into such a dangerous place and advance against the 
City without any sort of plan or strategy?”

Butler: “Nah.”

Aide-de-Camp: “Really?”

Butler: “Relying on strategies is basically the way of the weaker party. If you have an army larger than 
the enemy’s, you just follow formations, counter the enemy, and win like you are supposed to*. As far 
as I know, the Crown Prince Marshal has such a character. He has not changed from so long ago.”

Aide-de-Camp: (…… Did you know him?)

Butler: “That’s what he showed in this expedition too. He assembled a massive army, smashed our 
allied formations, and appointed capable generals. A truly royal strategy. If the Crown Prince Marshal 
leaves from his army, he must have something he’s aiming for, but something must be going on within 
the Crusaders as well.”

Aide-de-Camp: “…… How well-informed.”

Butler: “Nyohohohoho. Well, I just thought of something from my past.”

 



—————————————————————————————————————————
——————————————-————————-

Explanation

Reserves: An army unit stationed in the rear for the purposes of maintaining the rear guard and to wait 
for favourable opportunities to strike. In the event of victory, they can be deployed to chase down 
enemy forces; in times of trouble, they can bolster frontline forces; in the event of the defeat, they can 
be deployed to cover units as they retreat; in addition to all manners of flexible tasks. They do not even 
have to join the frontline, but can navigate to the flank of the enemy and destroy the frontlines from the
side.

Win like you’re supposed to: Creating the correct conditions for victory to become certain is the 
foremost strategy in any war. Only when one is unable to create such conditions, thinking of 
miraculous strategies is only the second-best strategy.

—————————————————————————————————————————
———————————————————————-

 

————— Fourteen Years Ago, the Summer, a Certain Lord’s Manor, the Hall

Rich Nobleman: “Hoho, look who it is!”

Rich Noblewoman: “He really looks like a hero.”

Noblewoman: “What cute black hair, little hero.”

The Hero: “Ehehe.”

Wise Sage: “What are you laughing about. How ugly.”

The Hero: “S, shut up.”

Wise Sage: “Naive.” slap

The Hero: “Oww!”

Rich Nobleman: “Sage, please do not scold him so much.”

Rich Noblewoman: “That’s right. The Hero is a symbol of peace and prosperity. The guardian of the 
world.”

Rich Nobleman: “He can use all 24 Chants at such a young age.”

The Hero: “Ahem!”

Rich Noblewoman: “How amazing. On top of that, I hear his swordsmanship skills are on par with that 
of an Imperial Centurion.”

Noblewoman: “What a strong Hero.”



Wise Sage: “Strength and weakness is not decided by skills alone. This Hero has yet to see enough. 
Until he understands the meaning of helping people, he will always be blue in the ass*.”

The Hero: “Mmm.”

Noblewoman: “Of course not!”

The Hero: “Yeah! I’m already doing my best!”

Rich Nobleman: “Hahaha. Really, Hero?”

The Hero: “Yes?”

Rich Nobleman: “Why don’t we go look at the armoury? We have a rich history in these parts. Maybe 
we don’t have Heroes, but we do have some legendary weapons used by famous swordsmen.”

Rich Noblewoman: “Oh right, we do.”

The Hero: “Can I go, Grandp….. Wise Sage?”

Wise Sage: “Well, yeah, fine.”

The Hero: “I want to go!”

Rich Nobleman: “Then, the servants will take you.”

Servant: “Haha, this way, Hero.”

The Hero: “Thank you!”

Rich Nobleman: “Mmm, that young man……”

Wise Sage: “That’s right.”

Rich Nobleman: “How is he?”

Wise Sage: “Truly a Hero. Quite possibly the most upright and powerful young man in history. 
However, he will require more time.”

Rich Nobleman: “We have no time. I’m sure you have heard, Wise Sage? The Church’s magi and top 
ranking sorcerers have all announced it. A new Demon King has arisen. We cannot waste a single 
moment in dispatching the Hero.”

Wise Sage: “He is still a child.”

Rich Nobleman: “He may be a child, but with the 24 Chants and unparalleled swordsmanship. He has 
enough power as a Hero. If he goes out just a single moment earlier…… Just when will we come under
threat from the Demons?”

Wise Sage: “I do believe it may be better when it comes to it.”

Rich Nobleman: “What!”



Wise Sage: “The Hero has to become the Hero…… In the end, we can help him, but this is the 
conclusion. The blessings of the Hero. It is not a right from heaven. As long as he cannot realise this, 
we are not worth his saving.”

 

—————————————————————————————————————————
——————————————-————————-

Explanation

Blue in the ass: This refers to a blue birthmark commonly present on the buttocks of children. It occurs
predominantly in Asians, especially Mongols and Japanese. It does occur on occasion for White and 
Black people. However, it is so prevalent in Japan that it has essentially become a proverb.

—————————————————————————————————————————
———————————————————————-

 

————— Fourteen Years Ago, the Summer, a Certain Lord’s Manor, the Armoury

The Hero: “Wow, amazing! Splendid!”

The Hero: “This is nice. This is nice. This is really nice.”

The Hero: “This is all so amazing. Except this armour is rather big. I can wield these words though. 
Oh! This sword has magical power.”

Lightning explodes across the room

The Hero: “Amazing! It’s just running around! It makes sounds too! And light!”

Nobleman’s Daughter: “Hey, hey.”

Nobleman’s Son: “What.”

The Hero: “Eh?”

Nobleman’s Son gasps

The Hero: “Hello?”

Nobleman’s Son: “Are you the Hero?”

Nobleman’s Daughter: “You’re the Hero?”

The Hero: “Yes, you’re from this house?”

Nobleman’s Son: “That’s right, I’m his son. I’m something special.”

Nobleman’s Daughter: “I’ll be a lady.”

The Hero: “Is that so. I’m the Hero. Nice to meet you.”

Nobleman’s Son: “Hmph.”



Nobleman’s Daughter: “I hear the Hero is invincible. Really?”

The Hero: “Umm. I’m kind of strong.”

Nobleman’s Son: “Really?”

The Hero: “Eh?”

Nobleman’s Son: “Look over there.”

The Hero: “Okay.”

Clash!

Nobleman’s Son: “Wow! It’s real!”

Nobleman’s Daughter: “Amazing!”

The Hero: “Ow! What did you do?”

Nobleman’s Son: “The sword broke!”

Nobleman’s Daughter: “It’s true!”

The Hero: “What are you doing?”

Nobleman’s Son: “Don’t get angry. Look, you’re not hurt at all.”

Nobleman’s Daughter: “Are you made of steel?”

The Hero: “No, it really hurts.”

Nobleman’s Son: “You didn’t even bleed.” Clink!

The Hero: “Oww!”

Nobleman’s Son: “Amazing! It made a clink sound!”

Nobleman’s Daughter: “Really? Really?”

The Hero: “Why are you hurting me?”

Nobleman’s Son: “It’s training. Soldiers do it right?”

The Hero: “I’m not a soldier.”

Nobleman’s Son: “You’re a soldier right, my father said so.”

The Hero: “No, I’m the Hero.”

Nobleman’s Son: “Right you don’t even need to be paid, it’s really convenient.”

Nobleman’s Daughter: “Eh?”

The Hero: “…… That’s wrong.”

Nobleman’s Son: “Hmph. Boring.”

Nobleman’s Daughter: “Must be some sort of country boy. Words don’t get through to him.”



The Hero: “They do.”

Nobleman’s Son: “He said something stupid!”

Nobleman’s Daughter: “Like a pig. Well, no, he’s more adorable than a pig.”

The Hero: “!”

Nobleman’s Son: “I don’t know. Hey, Hero, clean this up. Otherwise it’ll look like you’ve been stealing
things.”

Nobleman’s Daughter: “And wear something proper too.”

The Hero: “——–!”

Clank!

Nobleman’s Son: “He didn’t even reply. What a weakling.”

Nobleman’s Daughter: “So the Hero is just a country boy.”

The Hero: “……”

The Hero: “……”

The Hero: “Don’t argue with stupid people. That old man always said that. They’re just those sort of 
people. Damnit! Pieces of shit!”

The Hero: “Clean up. Tidy up. Okay.”

 

————— Fourteen Years Ago, the Summer, a Certain Lord’s Manor, a Corridor

The Hero: “The old man has got to be done by now. I’m really hungry.”

The Hero: “But, yes…… we should go back earlier. It’s more fun to train in the forest. The noble 
children are really noisy and they think they’re something great. What stupid people.”

Noblewoman: “Yes, I met him earlier.”

Young Nobleman: “Hoho.”

Noble Lady: “How was he? The one they call the Hero.”

The Hero: “Ah! It’s that beautiful lady!”

Noblewoman: “He was disgusting. I was shuddering just looking at him. That foppy black hair. He’s 
supposed to be able to use the 24 Chants at such a young age, right? It’s an incredibly difficult set of 
spells, even knowing just eight of them can gain you admission to the Magical Academy of the 
Kingdom of the Lake.”

Young Nobleman: “That is –“

The Hero: “Eh……”



Noblewoman: “He may look like a child, but he’s something else entirely. Inside his head, and those 
rags he wears, there’s something terrible there.”

Young Nobleman: “Hahaha, you worry too much. He’s nothing more than a weapon at His Imperial 
Majesty’s disposal.”

Noble Lady: “But I understand.”

Noblewoman: “Yeah. Think about it and you’ll see. He’s the sort of monster who can turn himself to 
ice one moment, and then to ash another moment, and I was in the same room as that. I was truly 
fearing for my own life, he could have killed me with a single finger. He may appear tiny, but he’s a 
monster.”

Young Nobleman: “Indeed.”

Noblewoman: “Then we will have to reconsider our interactions with him.”

The Hero: “———-“

Noblewoman: “He jabbers on as if he’s a real human….. I can’t stand it. It drives me insane that we are
in the same building.”

Young Nobleman: “Hahaha. I hate this sort of thing too. Shall we have some wine to lighten our 
spirits? My uncle has brought a lovely vintage from the Vineyards of Branches……”

The Hero: “——-“

The Hero: “…… Lalalala. Lalalala. Lalala……”

Wise Sage: “Oho?”

The Hero: “Old man! Are you done? Shall we go home?”

Wise Sage: “Mmm. That’s right. I am tired.”

The Hero: “Me too! The forest is the best after all.”

The Hero: “……”

Wise Sage: “……”

The Hero: “Hey, old man.”

Wise Sage: “What?”

The Hero: “Umm.”

Wise Sage: “Mmm?”

The Hero: “Everyone is…… hoping for something from me?”

Wise Sage: “You’ve noticed that. You’re growing up, young Hero.”



Chapter 2, “Look forward to it. Your story will begin someday.”

 

————- The Plains of Strange Cliffs, the Volunteer Army of the Holy Order of the Lake

Paladin of the Lake: “That is all!”

The Female Paladin: “They came.”

Aide-de-Camp: “They really did. And they arrived even faster than expected.”

Butler: “But the Southern Alliance has given us but 30,000 soldiers……”

The Female Paladin: “We have no other options.”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “Hah. With 30,000 reinforcements, we can easily take down another 
100,000 enemy soldiers.”

Paladin of the Lake: “How cocky. Hahahaha.”

Aide-de-Camp: “It is said that you require three times as many forces to conduct a siege. There are at 
best 20,000 soldiers of fighting strength remaining within the City of the Gate.”

Butler: “They are supporting a population of at least 100,000 civilians, fully five times their number. 
This is not a good situation they are in.”

The Female Paladin: “Well then, what should we do?”

Aide-de-Camp: “When can we link up with the Southern Alliance troops to our rear?”

Butler: “……”

The Female Paladin: “With the 4,000 soldiers on our hands, the Southern Alliance definitely has a 
substantial military force, but even so, the vanguard of the Holy Crusaders numbers 150,000 strong. 
They are also absorbing the stragglers from the supply areas which we destroyed earlier. Even if we 
linked up with the Southern Alliance, the difference in strength is still appalling. The Southern Alliance
army numbers 30,000. The Demon King’s army within the City is 20,000. We have 4,000. If we add it 
all up, we’ve got 54,000. They have three times as many as us, and on top of that, our opponents are 
Holy Crusaders armed with muskets. The hopeless situation continues.”

Aide-de-Camp: “……”

Butler: “And.”

The Female Paladin: “Yeah.”

Aide-de-Camp: “…… The Crown Prince Marshal.”

Butler: “Based on information from our spies, the army of the Crown Prince Marshal is currently 
headed towards the Lands of the Pale.”

The Female Paladin: “The Pale?”

Aide-de-Camp: “Logistics!?”



Butler: “So it would appear.”

Aide-de-Camp: “We were careless. The lands of the Pale are not far from here. With two weeks, they 
could conceivably pacify the region. The armies of the Tribe of the Pale have all been dispatched to the 
Surface, so the defences of the region are paper thin. The Tribe of the Automatons has jurisdiction over 
the region, but against a force equipped with muskets, they will not put up any sort of significant 
resistance.”

Butler: “That’s not exactly true.”

Aide-de-Camp: “?”

Butler: “We have some envoys visiting from the Surface defending it.”

The Female Paladin: “From the surface?”

Aide-de-Camp: “Who the hell!?”

Butler: “The Scholar.”

Aide-de-Camp: “Do you mean the Demon King? Why would the Demon King? Huh? Isn’t she inside 
the City of the Gate?”

The Female Paladin: “…… No you’re wrong. There is another Scholar.”

Aide-de-Camp: “Eh? There are two of them?”

The Female Paladin: “Ahahahahaha! Ahaahahahaha! What!? I can’t believe it! I cannot believe it!”

Aide-de-Camp: “Eh? Eh?”

Butler: “It’s true. Who else could it be?”

Aide-de-Camp: “What are you talking about?”

The Female Paladin: “Ahahahaha. You don’t know? You’ve met her before, at that inn. It’s her. The 
Elder Sister Maid.”

Aide-de-Camp: “Eh? Eh!?”

The Female Paladin: “Alright. It’s decided.”

Aide-de-Camp: “What do you mean?”

The Female Paladin: “We’ll defend. Or rather, buy time?”

Butler: “Got it.”

The Female Paladin: “All that is required to succeed is for the Crown Prince Marshal to be unable to 
ensure his food stocks. It would be better for those stocks to fall into our hands.”

Aide-de-Camp: “But, how will we defend them?”

The Female Paladin: “Doesn’t really matter. All that matters is the results… What a good opportunity. 
The situation is just as the Demon King said it would be.”



Aide-de-Camp: “What do you mean?”

The Female Paladin: “The weakness of muskets. They require massive amounts of logistics. This is the 
reason we were so focussed on destroying their supply areas. With their rear area being raided in this 
manner, and the Crown Prince Marshal being unable to acquire new supplies, those 200,000 soldiers of 
the Holy Crusaders will be starved to submission all at once. On top of that, the applicability of the 
muskets will also deteriorate.”

Aide-de-Camp: “…… We have a chance to win!”

The Female Paladin: “That’s right. In this long and bitter siege, until they break down the walls of the 
City of the Gate, those walls have a ravenous appetite. They will consume all the musket balls. 
Consume, or rather steal. These walls are not just protective barriers. They are also a sword, steadily 
eating away at the gunpowder and food of the Holy Crusaders.”

Aide-de-Camp: “!!”

The Female Paladin: “She must have noticed. The Demon King could not possibly have not noticed 
this…… She knew it. She knew it, and endured. The Demon King has not given up yet.”

 

———- The Demon King’s Dream, or perhaps a Memory

The Demon King: “Hmph. Boring. Modelling is like a MATHEMATICAL PUZZLE*, that doesn’t get 
more interesting. If I can’t use this, then the future cannot be predicted.”

In those days, in that cold and hungry research laboratory and Library, all I cared about was 
succeeding in my experiments and models. Just to protect my tiny sense of pride, I studied as hard as I 
could.

The Demon King: “To begin with, as far as we are concerned only with the economic allocation of 
scarce resources, no matter how IRRATIONAL THE DEMANDS* seem, they can be calculated too.”

I saw the world as my enemy. I fought a lonely fight.

The Demon King: “No matter how I attempt to model human morality and desires, this model cannot 
accommodate the changes due to education. And education is the product of the economic and cultural 
demands, or what could be considered the general demands of the GESTALT*. With this, we can only 
return to the relationship between two sets of goods.”

Despite how small and insignificant I was, I defended myself to the death, I learnt to bite my teeth 
everyday and look down at the suffering of the people in the wide world below. How young and 
immature I was.

The Library was everything. The outside world was pointless. It was a jealous, messy, crazy place.

Everybody was hoping for a future neverbeforeseen, but I could only laugh coldly and consider that 
such a future had never existed before. I surrendered, and studied economics within the cold, lonely 
nights of the darkness in the Library——.



The Demon King: “No matter how things go, it all just comes back to the same key models, and the 
result is just a mathematical paradox. These sort of answers can only be found in the clouds.”

——– The one who will save the world is called the Hero.

Wouldn’t it be nice if you could just believe these wild conjectures? After learning so much, the world is
still pitch black.

Did such a person really exist? Could someone else exist outside of this CLOSED MODEL*?

The Demon King: “—– How boring.”

Perhaps it is good to hope. Maybe I should allow myself to dream. It’s alright to dream. I want to see it 
happen too.

 

—————————————————————————————————————————
——————————————-————————-

Explanation

Mathematical Puzzle: The most recent economics studies now require extremely high levels of 
mathematics. In order to solve economics issues, it has become necessary to solve mathematical issues 
as well.

Irrational Demands: In the past, the study of economics assumed that people all followed rational 
demands, and economic models proceeded from there. However, because a lot of predictions did not 
materialise, it has been suggested that humans do not actually follow rational consumption patterns. 
Modern economics is now searching for a reliable way to model the irrationality of human 
consumption patterns.

TL Note: The word rational means that humans apply cost-benefit analysis to their consumption. 
However, the word irrational does not mean that cost-benefit is ignored. Rather, it means that humans 
add perceived cost or benefit to the transaction which is not accounted for in the utility they derive 
from consumption of the good.

Gestalt: Gestalt is a German word with a very broad definition referring to a whole which is more than
the sum of its parts. Here it refers to the fact that education in society reflects the economic gestalt of 
the society, or the cultural gestalt. Moreover, while education determines the economic and cultural 
gestalt, the same can be said vice versa. Each constitutent of the whole affects the others. For this 
reason, in order to improve education, it is often necessary to invigorate the economic system, and in 
improving education, there will also be economic growth. The Demon King has realised that sustained 
growth requires growth in all areas.



Closed Model: All economic models assume a closed system, whereby external inputs are discounted. 
For instance, when evaluating a domestic economy, it is important to disregard foreign inputs. When 
evaluating world trade, it is important to disregard extra-terrestrial involvement.

—————————————————————————————————————————
———————————————————————-

 

———– The City of the Gate, the Keep, the Demon King’s Bedroom

The Demon King: “……”

The Demon King: “It was…… a dream……”

The Demon King: “Well it still hurts.”

The Demon King: “……”

The Demon King: “I want to meet the Hero.”

The Demon King: “I’m working hard, Hero.”

The Demon King: “I will definitely not allow this City to fall. If this City falls, all our progress for the 
Demons and the Humans will be undone. That is why, it is better that the Hero does not come…… If he
does come, and see that graveyard. I don’t want to fight with the Hero. It would be horrible if I had to 
fight him. I will endure.”

The Demon King: “……”

The Demon King: “I like him.”

The Demon King: “……”

The Demon King: “I want to meet him……”

 

——— The Plains of Strange Cliffs, the Logistics Units

Musketeer of Light: “Ahh…… ahh……”

Guard of Light: “Give me water.”

Quartermaster: “Here. Drink some water.”

Guard of Light: “Ahh, I got it.” Gulp, gulp

Quartermaster: “Who else? More?”

Musketeer of Light: “Yes, hurry. There are more to the rear.”

Guard of Light: “But, there’s still some distance to go……”

Musketeer of Light: “What of it? To our rear, the Southern Alliance is catching up to us.”



Guard of Light: “Damn. Damn.”

Quartermaster: “Why do we have to do this?”

Soldier of Light: “Because those guys……”

Musketeer of Light: “They are heretics!? The comrades of Demons!”

Guard of Light: “Damn them to hell!”

Quartermaster: “…… They’re heretics because they eat potatoes.”

Soldier of Light: “What did you say?”

Quartermaster: “Nothing at all.”

Guard Commander: “—–! —-!”

Soldier of Light: “What?”

Musketeer of Light: “What’s happening?”

Guard Commander: “——-! ——–!!”

Guard of Light: “Huh?”

Guard Commander: “We under attack! To arms, men! To arms!”

Quartermaster: “What? From behind!”

Soldier of Light: “Where!?”

Musketeer of Light: “Where are they!?”

Guard of Light: “Gah!”

Quartermaster: “Where?”

Guard Commander: “Agh—!!”

 

———– The Plains of Strange Cliffs, the Volunteer Army of the Holy Order of the Lake

The Female Paladin: “As you have been briefed, let’s go!”

Paladin of the Lake: “All knights mount up! Let us show them what the ‘Virgin of Battle’ can do!”

Pikeman of Beasts: “We Beasts will take the right flank, we’ll cut off the stragglers and strike a the 
heart of the enemy!”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “For honour!”

Aide-de-Camp: “Rifle units follow closely, take aim at the enemy advance units!”

Rifleman: “Understood!”



The Female Paladin: “The enemy number less than ten thousand! They may outnumber us, but they are
logistics units. Their weapons may be muskets, but their command is in disarray. Strike at their 
vanguard first, and fly at their centre! Let’s invite chaos and destroy their formations!”

Paladin of the Lake: “Got it!”

Pikeman of Beasts: “Leave it to us!”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “My wrist are aching for a fight.”

The Female Paladin: “Let’s go!”

Paladin of the Lake: “Attack!!”

 

————- The Plains of Strange Cliffs, the Logistics Unit

Soldier of Light: “Run! Run!”

Musketeer of Light: “Where the hell to!?”

Guard of Light: “Stupid! What are you doing?”

Soldier of Light: “It’s pointless. These carriages are carrying food.”

Guard of Light: “So what!?”

Soldier of Light: “We have to carry as much as we can and escape. Into the forests! Into the crags! If 
we don’t, we’ll be massacred by those Beasts!”

Pikeman of Beasts: “Life is important, so you better run! Or you’ll have to deal with me!!”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “We are the Beasts! Silver Tiger Lord! We fight in your name!”

Musketeer of Light: “Aghhhhhhh!”

Guard of Light: “What! Run!”

Guard Commander: “Stand and fight! Fight!”

Soldier of Light: “No way, we cannot fight with these monsters!”

Guard Commander: “Muskets! Form up! Show them the power of the Light, we who will not take a 
single step backwards.”

Musketeer of Light: “Form up!”

Guard Commander: “Load!!”

Bang! Bang!

Guard of Light: “What the hell!?”

Guard Commander: “Spearmen! Attack! Attack!”

Soldier of Light: “Aghhhhhh!”



Guard of Light: “Aghhhhhh!”

“It’s no use! Run! Run!”

“Retreat! We’ll be killed!”

“Why!? Why us!?”

“Run, run, do you want to die!!”

Quartermaster: “Eh?”

Soldier of Light: “What?”

The Female Paladin: “Haiya!”

Paladin of Light: “All forces! Advance! Second attack!”

Paladin: “Haiyaa!!”

Paladin: “Haahhh!!”

Musketeer of Light: “That’s!”

Guard of Light: “Our rear guard has run away!? What? Come back! Where are you going!?”

Quartermaster: “It’s impossible. We’ll take those carts—–. Fire!?”

Pikeman of Beasts: “Now! Go!”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “Aim for the carts! Destroy the wheels!!”

 

————- The Plains of Strange Cliffs, the Volunteer Army of the Holy Order of the Lake

Butler: “The destruction has begun.”

Aide-de-Camp: “It’s going even better than expected.”

Butler: “They’ve taken longer to respond to the pain we’ve been inflicting on them than we’ve 
expected. They have a really dull chain of command.”

Rifleman: “Targets have begun shifting. Increase range to targets.”

Scout: “Should we follow?”

Aide-de-Camp: “…… Ah, Butler.”

Butler: “That’s right. It’s about time. It’s probably been two hours.”

Aide-de-Camp: “Echo my order! Sound the bells! Retreat!”

Scout: “Yes!”

Aide-de-Camp: “……”

Butler: “Alright. We’ve got them by the nose.”



Aide-de-Camp: “This will be more effective. Right?”

Butler: “Yeah, out of the 40,000 logistics units involved in this battle, at least 10% of them are injured 
or killed. Just to care for these soldiers, they will require at least an equal number of soldiers.”

Rifleman: “We are prepared to move!”

Scout: “Ready to pull back.”

Aide-de-Camp: “Right! Let’s go! If we get confronted by the Crown Prince Marshal, we’ll get 
DESTROYED IN ONE BLOW*.”

Rifleman: “Yes!”

Scout: “Let’s go! Bring the horses around!”

 

———– The Plains of Strange Cliffs, the Crown Prince Marshal’s Army

Crown Prince Marshal: “What?”

Strategist: “What the…… it seems to be the Southern Alliance.”

Holy Imperial General: “Those ladies. Hard to imagine the Southern Alliance could send soldiers down
here……”

Crown Prince Marshal: “I wonder why?”

Holy Imperial General: “What’s up?”

Crown Prince Marshal: “That Scholar has imprinted her will into those eyes of her. It’s difficult to 
imagine she would be used by someone else.”

Strategist: “……”

Crown Prince Marshal: “The head of an army. Hard to imagine.”

Strategist: “Indeed…… But the army ahead of us is completely different from the one we just 
encountered.”

Holy Imperial General: “50,000 troops from the Southern Alliance.”

Crown Prince Scout: “Yes! This army moved incredibly fast and struck at the rear of our Holy Crusader
logistics units, immediately withdrawing eight LI* thereafter, and……”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Were they routed?”

Crown Prince Scout: “No, but they suffered grave damage, particularly to the caravans, though there 
were many injuries as well……”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Hmm.”

Holy Imperial General: “As to be expected, the attack of the Southern Alliance was quite blunt. At this 
rate, we’ll destroy them with ease.”



Strategist: “Make contact with the commander of the logistics unit at once, let’s get more information.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “The Southern Alliance has 50,000, right? How many did the logistics unit 
observe?”

Holy Imperial Scout: “30,000 to 35,000.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “……”

Holy Imperial General: “Our army is almost entirely unharmed. On top of that, we have a corps of elite
Imperial Chevaliers, as well as the pre-eminent crack troops of the Holy Crusaders. With our army of 
50,000, the Southern Alliance’s 50,000 be entirely insufficient. I firmly believe we can crush them with
ease. I mean, they couldn’t even destroy a logistics unit numbering just 35,000.”

Holy Imperial Scout: “Very true.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “……”

Strategist: “What’s wrong?”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Amazing.”

Holy Imperial General: “?”

Crown Prince Marshal: “If they wanted to settle this in a single fight, then why did they withdraw eight
li? Eight li is almost the distance travelled in an entire day. Of course, it’s a very safe distance to be at, 
but if they wanted to strike again, wouldn’t they try to be in reasonable proximity?”

Strategist: “That’s……”

Holy Imperial General: “They will strike with heavy mounted units, and then follow on with the main 
force, right?”

Crown Prince Marshal: “A cavalry unit capable of taking on 35,000 muskets, just how large would they
have to be? Do you think that 50,000 strong troop can support such a unit?”

Holy Imperial General: “That’s……”

Strategist: “It would indeed be an incredible force. To verify this, we’re going to have to come into 
contact with them directly.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “We have other things to think about. To get to the City of the Gate from the 
Lands of the Pale, we have to go through the forests. In other words, we’ll have to turn our backs to the
unsecured Lands of the Pale. And to that Southern Alliance friendly force commanded by that Scholar.”

Holy Imperial General: “!”

Crown Prince Marshal: “It is a small force. 5,000 or maybe 10,000. However, if we permit them to 
operate with impunity, they might be able to harass us. A bigger problem is that this is the Subterranean
World, we have no idea what sort of army we could encounter.”

Holy Imperial General: “Can’t we just destroy these people with muskets?”



Crown Prince Marshal: “We would definitely win. Their tiny force cannot possibly hope to stand up to 
an army of 50,000 muskets. However, the Southern Alliance also numbers 50,000. On top of that 
they’ve COME INTO CONTACT WITH MUSKETS BEFORE*. It’s not that I think we will lose, but I 
cannot guarantee we can take them in one shot. If it’s a pitched battle of 50,000 against 50,000, it’s 
entirely possible that we could lose thousands to ambushes and their reinforcements……”

Strategist: “Indeed.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “We’re going to have to re-examine our movement speed from here on out. We 
have to link up with the logistics main unit in 3 days…… And we have to get out of the forest as well.”

Holy Imperial General: “Hmm.”

Strategist: “This route of advance, huh.”

Holy Imperial General: “There is a chance we could be ambushed inside the forest. We are going to 
have to keep early warning units to our right flank. We would be stretching our scouts. Especially when
we are harbouring, we will need to monitor all movements carefully…… Continuing at this course, we 
may be able to put ourselves between the logistics unit and the Southern Alliance.”

Strategist: “Three days.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “We have eight li to cover, we have to monitor the surroundings adequately as 
well, and that will take time.”

Strategist: “Understood. I will get to work.”

Holy Imperial General: “In that case, I will signal our entire army to get ready.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “The scouts are going to have to work very hard.”

Holy Imperial Scout: “Yes! Orders received!”

Crown Prince Marshal: (The Southern Alliance…… That female general? Or maybe the Iron Fist King 
or the Lone Winter King have taken to the field? Who are we up against? The one who will rule this 
Subterranean World will be decided by the fire of muskets.)

 

—————————————————————————————————————————
——————————————-————————-

Explanation

Li: A li is an ancient Chinese unit of measurement also used in Japan, Korea and other Sinoxenic 
countries, roughly equivalent to 3.9km. Eight li is about 31.5km.



Come into contact with muskets before: Any decent commander will be able to derive strategies to 
counter weapons he has encountered before. Previous victories have depended on the shock factor of 
never before encountering the muskets.

—————————————————————————————————————————
———————————————————————-

 

—————— The City of the Gate, the Keep, the Study

Banshee Lady: “——– Your Majesty!”

Banshee Butler: “……. Your Majesty.”

Banshee Lady: “Your Majesty!”

The Demon King: “! Ah, sorry. As you were.”

Banshee Lady: “…… You’re at your limit, your Majesty. You need some sleep and you need to eat.”

Banshee Butler: “Your face is completely pale.”

The Demon King: “I’ve always been the indoor type, so my body is rather frail.”

Banshee Lady: “This is not the time for jokes.”

Banshee Butler: “Yeah. At this rate, if your Majesty were to collapse, the City of the Gate would fall in 
an instant.”

…… Boom!

The Demon King: “…… I can’t sleep.”

Banshee Lady: “Those cannons. Really do make a terrible noise.”

Servant: “Please do not push yourself.”

The Demon King: “No…… I can’t meet the person I want to meet. That’s all.”

Banshee Lady: “——“

The Demon King: “Forget that, please.”

Banshee Lady: “That’s……”

…… Boom!

Fiend Servant: “Report from the wall. The Southern fortification took a serious pounding this 
afternoon, but emergency repairs were a success. If we can, they’re going to need to get more 
labourers.”

The Demon King: “Banshee Lady.”

Banshee Lady: “Shall we some people from the volunteer forces stationed at Temples?”



The Demon King: “Go ahead.”

Banshee Lady: “Understood.”

The Demon King: “Hmm……”

Servant: “Have some tea.”

The Demon King: “It’s fine.”

Servant: “…… Yes.”

The Demon King: (When will this siege end…… How long can we maintain this……)

 

——— Eleven Years Ago, in the Forest

The Hero: “Hey, old man.”

Wise Sage: “……”

The Hero: “I brought apples.”

Wise Sage: “……”

The Hero: “……”

Wise Sage: “Wise Sage: “……”

The Hero: “What are you looking at?”

Wise Sage: “…… the stars.”

The Hero: “Stars?”

Wise Sage: “What about it?”

The Hero: “Stars?”

Wise Sage: “What are stars?”

The Hero: “….. Uhhh.”

Wise Sage: “Unbelievable.”

The Hero: “Really?”

Wise Sage: “…… As the years pile on, the number of unbelievable things only increases.”

The Hero: “Uhhh.”

Wise Sage: “……”

The Hero: “……”

The Hero: “You’ve been very quiet recently.”

Wise Sage: “Wise Sage: “……”



The Hero: “Have an apple?”

Wise Sage: “Mmm.”

The Hero: “I’ll eat them all.”

Wise Sage: “Go ahead.”

The Hero eats an apple

Wise Sage: “……”

The Hero eats another apple

Wise Sage: “……”

The Hero: “Hey, old man.”

Wise Sage: “……”

The Hero: “Have an apple?”

Wise Sage: “—— Hero.”

The Hero: “Eh?”

Wise Sage: “I don’t need that anymore.”

The Hero: “……”

Wise Sage: “……”

The Hero: “…… No.”

Wise Sage: “What?”

The Hero: “I don’t like this…… Something is wrong. You’re mistaken.”

Wise Sage: “It is natural.”

The Hero: “That’s not true.”

Wise Sage: “The time has come.”

The Hero: “You’re lying.”

Wise Sage: “Hero.”

The Hero: “!”

Wise Sage: “If you open your ears wide, you will be able to hear the tiny whispers that echo from the 
corners of our world. With the increased clarity within this darkness, you can listen to the tiny voices 
that come from far away…… This is a rich world. Populated by the small, whose every motion 
generates a wave of ripples across this wide pond.”

The Hero: “I don’t understand.”

Wise Sage: “…… It’s not bad. Like this.”



The Hero: “I don’t understand……”

Wise Sage: “Hero.”

The Hero: “……”

Wise Sage: “All I hope for is a fool like you.”

The Hero: “Yeah.”

Wise Sage: “But, if you give up on hope, then all is completely lost.”

The Hero: “———“

Wise Sage: “Look forward to it.”

The Hero: “Why, why now?”

Wise Sage: “Because you have the power you require.”

The Hero: “I’ve never wanted to have the power of a Hero.”

Wise Sage: “That is different from the power of the Hero.”

The Hero: “I don’t understand!”

Wise Sage: “…… I haven’t taught you well then.”

The Hero: “——“

Wise Sage: “Look forward to it…… Your story will begin someday. And you will meet friends. You 
may be stupid, but you are no coward. That is why, you cannot leave things to chance. When you have 
free time, protect them. Protect the people—— They are not stupid, but from ignorance is born 
cowardice.”

The Hero: “Why are you saying things like this?”

Wise Sage: “What else should I say?”

The Hero: “Whatever is fine, have an apple. I’ll catch some fish. I’ll go hunt us some meat! I’ll never 
ask to go to the city ever again. I’ll repay the kindness you’ve shown me. Look at me.”

Wise Sage: “I see it……”

The Hero: “That’s not what I’m talking about.”

Wise Sage: “I see it very well……”

The Hero: “That’s not it……”

Wise Sage: “…… Hey, Hero. Young man.”

The Hero: “…… Yeah.”

Wise Sage: “I am good. I have lived a life full of regret and disappointment, but to the end, I lived it my
way. It was fun, the times I spent with you…… No matter how, I’ve made good use of my time.”



The Hero: “I told you not to talk about that!”

Wise Sage: “Haahaha…… You have to stop being so naïve. This may be my nagging, but you need to 
work hard. Hero, this will be my last lesson to you. Look forward to it. But, work hard, and take the 
victory. Make friends. Make people who are important to you. Use your time well. —– Remember 
everything I have taught you, and may they guide you in the darkness.”



Chapter 3, “With this, the Southern Alliance is Finished.”

 

———- The City of the Gate, the Besieging Holy Crusaders

Boom! Boom!

Spearman of Light: “I’m hungry.”

Militia of Light: “Yeah… I’m hungry too.”

Disciple Bard: “Recently we haven’t been getting any rations.”

Spearman of Light: “I’m real sorry about that, Ms Bard.”

Disciple Bard: “No it’s alright. I don’t eat very much anyway.”

Spearman of Light: “Really?”

Disciple Bard: “Yep.” Stomach rumbles

Spearman of Light: “Uhhhh.”

Disciple Bard: “Yeah.” Stomach rumbles

Auxiliary of Light: “You must be famished.”

Booom! Boom!

Disciple Bard: “Even so.”

Spearman of Light: “?”

Disciple Bard: “It’s still better than being in the fight itself.”

Spearman of Light: “Well, that’s…true.”

Militia of Light: “Fighting sucks.”

Disciple Bard: “Well, of course. This is my homeland after all. Oh, this might be a bit frivolous, but 
I’m a Fairy. It’s a type of Demon. There are many types of Demons.”

Spearman of Light: “A Fairy you say?”

Disciple Bard: “Umm. We Fairies live in the woods. There are Fairies like me who look roughly like 
Humans, and there are also tiny Fairies who look like little children. They are called Sprites, and while 
they don’t have much physical strength, they can fly.”

Militia of Light: “Oh… Amazing!”

Disciple Bard: “We might be part of the Demon World, but we Fairies are not a race with much power. 
We have quite a large population with a rich history, but we are a cultured race with no propensity for 
violence. We live in the forests, playing music, singing songs, and pursuing a life of art. We also love to
play pranks on other people. We’re a bunch of tricksters, so we are terrible at fighting.”



Spearman of Light: “Terrible at…fighting?”

Disciple Bard: “That’s right.”

Booom! Booom!

Spearman of Light: “But the other Demons are fighting aren’t they?”

Militia of Light: “Are the Fairies being enslaved or something?”

Disciple Bard: “No, not at all. There are definitely Fairies inside the City of the Gate. We may be 
terrible at fighting, but that is also our land.”

Spearman of Light: “Eh…”

Disciple Bard: “If somebody attacks your home, no matter what, you have to stand up for it. Otherwise,
you’ll lose the place where you belong…”

Spearman of Light: “That’s…”

Auxiliary of Light: “But well, the Demons, the Surface World.”

Disciple Bard: “Well… I guess it had to be said sooner or later. We didn’t actually attack you.”

Spearman of Light: “That can’t be right. The Isle of Light was taken by the Demons, and lots and lots 
of people died there, right?”

Disciple Bard: “The Fairies didn’t go to that island. Have you lived on that island before?”

Spearman of Light: “Well, no…”

Disciple Bard: “Much like the Human World, the Demons are split into different factions living 
separately. So we didn’t actually do anything. Moreover, your homes weren’t being attacked, but 
everyone rushed to defend it, don’t you think it’s weird…?”

Militia of Light: “Well…”

Boom! Boom!

Disciple Bard: “Aha. Ahahahaha. Sorry. Sorry! I didn’t actually mean to say that. It wasn’t something I 
should have said, but it is a complex situation. Like I said, there are many different types of Demons. 
Just like with Humans, there are many different types of Humans too.”

Spearman of Light: “…”

Disciple Bard: “Well, that’s the way it is… My heart is racing, sweat forming on my brow, my nose 
itches, and I feel like I’m going to cry. But even so, I must continue. That is what I was taught.”

Spearman of Light: “…”

Militia of Light: “Is that so?”

Auxiliary of Light: “We are just simple serfs.”

Disciple Bard: “Then sing.”



Spearman of Light: “Eh?”

Boom! Boom!

Disciple Bard: “Let’s sing today as well. What should we sing? How about something fun and lively? 
Sad songs are too difficult. And army songs are just, no. How about a festival song…?”

Spearman of Light: “Yeah…”

Strum, strum…

Disciple Bard: “Alright!”

Spearman of Light: “Isn’t this the Canticle of Light?”

Militia of Light: “You know songs about the Spirit as well?”

Auxiliary of Light: “Why would you? Aren’t Demons the enemies of the Spirit?”

Disciple Bard: “Eh? But, this is a nice song, isn’t it? I remembered it from a church in the Holy 
Empire, but I really liked it. It seems to a be a melody offering thanks for Spring to the Spirit of Light. 
It’s kind, and bright, and I like it.”

Spearman of Light: “…”

Militia of Light: “…”

Strum, strum…

Auxiliary of Light: “Yeah… We dance to this song in the Spring festival where I come from too.”

Disciple Bard: “Yeah. Dancing makes the days light and fun.”

Boooom! Booom!

Spearman of Light: “…I want to go home.”

 

———— The Plains of Strange Cliffs, the Crown Prince Marshal’s Army

Crown Prince Marshal: “How is the situation?”

Strategist: “Yes. We are half a day from the logistics division, and we should arrive in three li. If we can
close this distance, we can more or less guarantee the safety of the logistics division.”

Holy Imperial General: “There have been no surprise attacks.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “We still can’t afford to be careless…”

Strategist: “Even if the Southern Alliance were to launch an attack from seven li away, our musket 
brigade will still be able to attack them before they can make contact with the logistics division. We 
won’t lose to the Southern Alliance in speed. So I think it’s safe to say that we are out of danger from a 
Southern Alliance ambush.”

Holy Imperial General: “Can their Paladins withstand a volley?”



Strategist: “According to our intelligence, the Southern Alliance has a Paladin corps of less than 1,000 
riders. Most of their horses are pack horses used for pulling caravans.”

Holy Imperial General: “In that case, we can use our cavalry to guard against their cavalry.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “…”

Strategist: “What is wrong?”

Crown Prince Marshal: “We cannot tell if the Southern Alliance has joined up with the Demons. With 
such unconfirmed information, what shall we label them?”

Strategist: “They appear to have joined up.”

Holy Imperial General: “…Hmm.”

Strategist: “Even if they haven’t, they are still heretics. It doesn’t matter if they’re up above or down 
below, they are still rotten and evil.”

Holy Imperial General: “That’s right.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “That would be nice.”

Strategist: “…”

Crown Prince Marshal: “What do you mean? 50,000 is a lot. It’s more than we can hope to finish off in 
a single fight.”

Strategist: “That may be true.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “I’m sure the South must have considered that as well.”

Strategist: “How are the negotiations?”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Hmm… They must still have some soldiers in the South. This 50,000 is 
simply the largest expeditionary force that their supply lines and logistics stores could allow. Unlike the
Holy Crusaders, they don’t have the force of religious fanaticism to provide volunteers. In other words,
the majority of the South’s military strength is still at home. This main force still poses a serious threat 
to the Central Kingdoms, they could set the Central Plains on fire in an instant.”

Holy Imperial General: “…”

Crown Prince Marshal: “This is the reality. I understand that they cannot possibly inflict such violence 
on us. However, this threat could really scare the people. They cannot publicly join forces with the 
Demons, and openly declare war against us, who serve the Holy Church. That would merely induce the
other nobility and royalty to join the Holy Crusaders.”

Strategist: “Well, that’s true.”

Holy Imperial General: “Indeed.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “That’s why they want it to be settled in one fight. What’s the point even if we 
annihilate them. It’ll just throw the Surface World into another hundred years of war. We have to make 



sure that the negotiations end with them becoming our vassals once again. However, that means we 
have to have that one fight, so that our negotiations will be forced to the breaking point.”

Strategist: “That’s right. Moreover, that fight will open the eyes of all the nobles.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Yeah. If we don’t intimidate the Southern Alliance right now, the flames of 
war will spread even further.”

Holy Imperial General: “Then…”

Crown Prince Marshal: “No matter how, it’s going to be a war. But, if possible, I want it to be just one 
war. Once the logistics division links up with the forces besieging the City, we’ll cover their rear. Once 
that happens, the Southern Alliance can only dream about ambushing us. If we do it right, we should be
able to bring the nobility into the war against the Southern Alliance.”

Strategist: “Indeed.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “But, this is a good chance for us to wipe them out. After what happened the 
last time.”

Holy Imperial General: “You mean the Polar War?”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Well.”

Strategist: “Yeah…”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Time has a definite effect on lowering the combat ability of expeditionary 
troops.”

Strategist: (Definitely… We weren’t able to get enough supplies from the Lands of the Pale and now 
we are suffering its ill-effects.)

Crown Prince Marshal: “It’s very annoying, but we can’t even be certain about the movements of the 
main forces of the Holy Crusaders. We should move together.”

 

———– The Plains of Strange Cliffs, the Southern Alliance Camp

Disciple Soldier: “Speed has slowed down a little. They appear to be maintaining a distance.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “Defence Minister?”

Disciple Soldier: “What is it?”

Lieutenant of Metal: “Why do you keep changing our movement speed and asking us to incessantly 
circle around the enemy unit?”

Disciple Soldier: “Yeah. We have to apply pressure on them from the front, and continue to whittle 
down their numbers.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “Their numbers?”

Disciple Soldier: “Yes.”



Lieutenant of Metal: “Why?”

Disciple Soldier: “The Fairy Tribe, especially the Sprites, are able to see amazingly well in the 
moonlight. They can easily conceal their presence and make for fantastic scouts.”

Fairy Attendant: “That’s right!”

Disciple Soldier: “The Fairies long ago discovered the scout units sent to observe us. I fear these scouts
are operating under instructions from the Crown Prince Marshal.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “The Crown Prince Marshal is to our two o’clock direction, ready to link up with 
the logistics division, right?”

Disciple Soldier: “That’s right. It seems they intend to join the 50,000 soldiers of the Crown Prince 
Marshal to their guard.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “! Really?”

Disciple Soldier: “Well, honestly, their loads are rather heavy. On top of well-positioned muskets, they 
also have well-trained, high-morale elite troops among the 50,000. The Crown Prince Marshal 
commands a corps of 10,000 noble cavalry. Compared to that, we have 30,000 men in the Southern 
Alliance army.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “…”

Fairy Attendant: “—“

Disciple Soldier: “By numbers, our defeat is certain… That’s why we have to strike now.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “And that’s why we keep moving around?”

Disciple Soldier: “That’s right. By waking up earlier and earlier, we give the logistics division the 
impression that we are getting closer and closer.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “But if we decrease our speed, we’ll have moved the same distance by evening, 
right? Why don’t we just go at full speed and capture them all?”

Disciple Soldier: “Capturing them is not our objective. Moreover, if we chase them for no reason, our 
troops will merely get exhausted, and we won’t be able to stand up to the Crown Prince Marshal when 
he arrives to reinforce them. This erratic movement is meant to be a psychological attack on the 
logistics division.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “Psychological…”

Disciple Soldier: “In an unfamiliar land, with no allies to save them. They are a logistics unit of serfs, 
constantly fleeing while holding on to as many goods as they can carry. Their psychological health is 
already desperately stretched. On top of that, every night the Southern Alliance seems to draw closer 
and closer. Of course, the average distance is roughly the same, but they can’t really tell that. Based on 
their evidence, we could be two days away, or right next to them.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “Then what’s with the constant reorganisation and attacks?”



Disciple Soldier: “We want to deceive them regarding our troop numbers. We may have elite soldiers, 
but only 30,000 of them. The Holy Crusaders’ entire army numbers 200,000, but we aren’t even really 
a match for the 50,000 Crusaders under the command of the Crown Prince Marshal. At the very least, 
we have to seize the initiative.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “I see, so this allows us to seize the initiative…”

Disciple Soldier: “That is right. While we know that we are at a disadvantage, the Crown Prince 
Marshal doesn’t know the terrain or the exact composition of our forces. That is what we hope for as 
well. If he thinks we have too many soldiers, he will act more cautiously. If he thinks we have too few, 
he may act more rashly.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “So a fight is unavoidable then.”

Fairy Attendant: “Are we going to fight?”

Disciple Soldier: “Well…”

Lone Winter King: “It would appear unavoidable.”

Fairy Attendant: “Your Majesty!”

Disciple Soldier: “Your Majesty!”

Iron Fist King: “That’s right.”

Lone Winter King: “We cannot avoid a fight, but we can prevent them from advancing.”

Disciple Soldier: “Indeed.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “…Why? I don’t understand. Didn’t we just say that winning would be very 
difficult?”

Lone Winter King: “The Crown Prince Marshal is the head of the Holy Crusaders. On top of that, he is 
a remarkably reasonable man.”

Disciple Soldier: “That’s right, which is why we can’t avoid it.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “I don’t understand…”

Lone Winter King: “This expedition is not aimed at defeating the Holy Crusaders. Our objective is to 
find a political solution that does not involve the extermination of the Subterranean World, the Central 
Kingdoms, or the Southern Alliance. This is why the commander of the expeditionary forces is the Iron
Fist King, and I am accompanying the expedition as a representative of the Southern Alliance Security 
Council. I have no intention to command the expedition, but I will pursue diplomatic and foreign policy
goals.”

Iron Fist King: “You take care of the troublesome things.”

Lone Winter King: “Why do the Holy Crusaders or the Demons have to be exterminated? This is a 
trend we have to leap out of, where you confront your enemies based on equivalent strength. The 
Southern Alliance is still weak. And it’s still balancing on thin ice… If we annihilate the Holy 



Crusaders, we might get drawn into the fight with the Demons, and the fires of war will just destroy us 
again. For the Southern Alliance to survive, we have to ensure that all three parties hold back their 
spears.”

Iron Fist King: “And that’s something we can’t do without being here.”

Lone Winter King: “Exactly, the Central Kingdoms have already expressed that their heads are by now 
down here in the Demon World. The Holy Crusaders might as well be called the Imperial Alliance. In 
addition to their imperial influence, they invoked the name of the Primarch of the Holy Church of Light
and went along with the Crusades.”

Disciple Soldier: “That’s right.”

Lone Winter King: “That’s why, for this interminable diplomacy, we must focus on the heads of the 
Holy Crusaders, and diminish their desire to invade. — However. ‘However’ is very important here.”

Fairy Attendant: “?”

Iron Fist King: “We can only confront them militarily. We tried using money, but it was pointless. They
are landed nobility. They wouldn’t just agree to our terms and go back obediently.”

Lone Winter King: “Precisely. That is why we still need that one fight.”

Fairy Attendant: “…How difficult.”

Disciple Soldier: “The problem is.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “When and where?”

Disciple Soldier: “Precisely. The details will decide everything. According to the Fairy Attendant, in a 
day and a half we will reach the City of the Gate. The main force of the Holy Crusaders has enveloped 
the City of the Gate. I fear that when the logistics division arrives at the City of the Gate, they will 
begin preparing defences against us… They have two paths. The Crown Prince Marshal can turn 
around and engage us.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “The Crown Prince Marshal’s forces could link up with the main force. No matter 
what formation they take, they would be able to defend against us easily.”

Iron Fist King: “Well, that’s true. The first option is much better.”

Lone Winter King: “That’s right. In the second option, we would have to fight a force of at least 
100,000 enemies.”

Disciple Soldier: “In the end, we will have to prepare for the second option, but we will still have to 
confront the Crown Prince Marshal on the first one. Moreover… with the logistics division and the 
supplies they are carrying, my teacher would definitely…”

Lieutenant of Metal: “What?”

Disciple Soldier: “Well my teacher would tell me to take that into consideration.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “…”



Iron Fist King: “Well, what should we do? Commander?”

Disciple Soldier: “This fight will be decided by the military emplacements built at the battleground. For
that reason, we need to start now. This could all go down tomorrow.”

Iron Fist King: “One fight.”

Disciple Soldier: “I hope so.”

Iron Fist King: “Then.”

Disciple Soldier: “Fairy Attendant, ramp up all reconnaissance operations.”

Fairy Attendant: “Understood!”

 

———— The Plains of Strange Cliffs, the Crown Prince Marshal’s Tent

Strategist: “We should be able to see the logistics division soon.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Understood.”

Strategist: “It seems we should be able to link up with them without any difficulty.”

Holy Imperial General: “By tonight, we should have completely merged with the logistics division… 
Soon our vanguard should link up with them, and we are making arrangements to get a situational 
report from their commanders.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “How is it?”

Holy Imperial General: “Well, it’s difficult. The security of the supply depots is the responsibility of the
Guard Commanders, who are dead. There are more than ten supply depots, and in the process of 
escaping, they failed to establish a unified command structure. On top of this, a lot of supplies under 
their charge were lost, and each of the commanders are scared of taking responsibility for this.”

Strategist: “Well, that’s to be expected.”

Holy Imperial General: “Precisely. The remaining Guard Commanders are all low nobility.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “But on the other hand, I’m not about to fault them. They were tasked to defend
an area with only 2,000 men. The Southern Alliance attacked with 50,000. It would be within their 
responsibilities to withdraw.”

Holy Imperial General: “Well, according to what I’ve heard, they report being attacked by a mixed 
Human-Demon army of several thousands.”

Strategist: “Mixed army?”

Holy Imperial General: “They report seeing the insignia of the Holy Order of the Lake, but the infantry 
units were primarily Demons. On top of that, the enemies had muskets too.”

Strategist: “Muskets? …Did they seize them?”



Holy Imperial General: “So it would appear. Well, the report does not come from the commanders, but 
the same story is being told by their subordinates. It’s real chaos. We’re going to need to get there 
before we can confirm the story.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Mixed force? How is that…? No wait. The Holy Order of the Lake… That 
means their commander is…”

Bang! Bang!

“Ambush! It’s an ambush!”

“Enemy cavalry! Prepare the muskets!”

“Right flank prepare!”

“No it’s the left flank. Agh!!”

Strategist: “What?”

Holy Imperial General: “An ambush!? Where did they come from? The Southern Alliance hasn’t been 
moving!”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Calm down! The enemy are few in number.”

Holy Imperial General: “Why?”

Crown Prince Marshal: “There’s no way they could send any sort of substantial force here without our 
detection! Believe in your scouts! The enemy is at best a 10,000-strong force capable of moving 
undetected through the forest! Stop all movements and focus on breaking through their encirclement.”

Strategist: “All units, rally! Cavalry form ranks! Pikes to the front!”

Holy Imperial General: “Your Imperial Highness, we are moving.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Tsk. This movement.”

Paladin of the Lake: “Attack! Form the Aquarius formation!”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “Aggghhhhhh!!”

Pikeman of Beasts: “Die you children!!”

Strategist: “It’s no use. The attack power of the Demons hiding in the forest is much higher than we 
expected. Our muskets can’t be used in all this chaos.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Hold them down with the pikemen! Take them out with the muskets!”

Strategist: “Pikemen advance!”

“Hold them down! As the Spirit wills it!”

“As the Spirit wills it!”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Their numbers are few! Do not falter! Take them down!”

Bang! Bang!



The Female Paladin: “Crown Prince Marshal!”

Crown Prince Marshal: “!”

The Female Paladin: “I am the Female Paladin! The Grand Commander of the Holy Order of the Lake! 
This is your last warning, lay down your arms!”

Clang!

Crown Prince Marshal: “Female general of the Southern Alliance! The Rose of the Isle of Light! The 
Right Hand of the Hero!!”

The Female Paladin: “So you do know me, Hero of the Empire. Or should I say, the Commander of the 
Continent, Crown Prince Marshal.”

Clang! Clang!

Crown Prince Marshal: “I’m afraid I cannot compare to you in swordsmanship. Take aim! Muskets! 
Fire!”

The Female Paladin: “Please, I am a user of chants. ‘Chant of Speed’!”

Strategist: “Ha! My men are not aiming directly at you, they will fire at the space around you, filling 
the air with high velocity balls of lead which you cannot possibly dodge.”

The Female Paladin: (What quick thinking. Much faster than any of the Demon commanders.)

Strategist: “Your Imperial Highness!”

Musketeer of Light: “Fire!”

Bang! Bang!

Holy Imperial General: “Are you all right!?”

Crown Prince Marshal: “I’m fine.”

The Female Paladin: (This is it for us.)

Bang! Bang!

The Female Paladin: “Paladins, form up! Formation of the Lily!”

Strategist: “What?”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Are you retreating, Female Paladin.”

The Female Paladin: “We are just beginning, Crown Prince Marshal.”

Holy Imperial General: “Kill them!”

The Female Paladin: “— Wall of light!”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Enough.”

“Agh!! Destroy it!”



“Right flank, support us. What are you doing!!”

Crown Prince Marshal: “…… What are you trying to do?”

The Female Paladin: “I’m sure you can understand. As a fellow servant of the Spirit of Light I have but
one answer. Peace.”

Holy Imperial General: “You stupid woman, collaborating with the Demons…”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Just like the Hero.”

The Female Paladin: “I am the Right Hand of the Hero.”

Strategist: “Then you stand in the way of His Imperial Excellency?”

Holy Imperial General: “…”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Is that possible?”

The Female Paladin: “How can it be impossible!? I will do my best until my effort runs dry!!”

Crown Prince Marshal: “…!!”

“Pursue them! The disgusting Demons are fleeing!”

“The enemy are few! Don’t run away!”

Bang! Bang!

Strategist: “Ahh!”

Crown Prince Marshal: “No!”

The Female Paladin: “…Until next time, Crown Prince Marshal!”

 

——— The Plains of Strange Cliffs, the Southern Alliance

Fairy Attendant: “Something happened!”

Lieutenant of Metal: “What?”

Fairy Attendant: “Somebody attacked the Crown Prince Marshal’s army and they are headed here now!
It’s a weird army, they seem to be escaping.”

Iron Fist King: “What!?”

Lone Winter King: “What sort of army, Demons?”

Disciple Soldier: “No, probably not. What is their composition?”

Fairy Attendant: “Half Human cavalry and half Beast infantry.”

Disciple Soldier: “It must be the Female Paladin. All units to arms! Cavalry mount up! Caravans 
prepare, we are moving out!”

Lieutenant of Metal: “The Female Paladin!?”



Disciple Soldier: “We’ve got to go now.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “Prepare for battle! Prepare for battle!”

Fairy Attendant: “They are coming! Fleeing from the enemy!”

Disciple Soldier: “They aren’t fleeing. They are clearly baiting them… The battleground has been set, 
one li from here! Form the caravans, it’s going to be a simple battleground!”

Lieutenant of Metal: “Hurry! Form ranks!”

 

———— The Plains of Strange Cliffs, the Crown Prince Marshal’s Camp

Scout: “The ambush force is now headed directly for the logistics division. Our forces are in hot 
pursuit, mostly formed from musketeers.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “…”

Holy Imperial General: “We have to destroy them.”

Strategist: “We were rattled so heavily by a force so much smaller than our own. There appear to be 
deficiencies…”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Deficiencies?”

Strategist: “Many of the casualties are from our command structure, mostly commissioned officers. 
Especially the officers of the musket units.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “We have to reorganise our forces and reform the command line. Let’s 
withdraw our hand for now.”

Holy Imperial General: “Your Imperial Highness, the logistics division.”

Strategist: “This is a trap from the enemy…”

Crown Prince Marshal: “I know. But if we do nothing, we will lose 20,000 friendly forces. No, we 
won’t just lose them, we have much more at stake here. We won’t be able to fend them off with just the
vanguard. All units advance and prepare for battle. The enemy will be the combined 50,000 strong 
from the Southern Alliance! Men, we are going to save our comrades! The enemy is the Southern 
Alliance! We will protect our fellow Crusaders and brothers of the Light!”

 

——— The Demon World, the Rear of the Crusader Invasion, the Combined Southern Alliance 
Army

The Female Paladin: “Disciple Soldier.”

Disciple Soldier: “Master! I knew it was you!”

Lieutenant of Metal: “It has been some time, Female Paladin.”

The Female Paladin: “You are shaping up well, Lieutenant.”



Lieutenant of Metal: “No, no, you are too kind.”

Disciple Soldier: “How are your forces?”

The Female Paladin: “We had a skirmish with the logistics division, and my cavalry have split up as 
reconnaissance. The Beasts are hiding in a nearby valley, waiting for an opportunity.”

Disciple Soldier: “How is the area?”

The Female Paladin: “It’s a sea of wasteland in all four directions. It used to be one of the Demon 
World’s more lush fields, but the fires of war have damaged it, and it’s all but barren now.”

Disciple Soldier: “…It must have been great.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “Yes.”

The Female Paladin: “There is no suitable terrain for an ambush nearby. We used the forests further to 
the east to launch our ambush, but that is no longer possible.”

Disciple Soldier: “Indeed.”

Scout: “Sir, the rear units are ready for deployment!”

Disciple Soldier: “Excellent, move out with the rear guard.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “Will it be all right if we go first?”

The Female Paladin: “The enemy are en route to merging with the logistics division. It seems we will 
have to fight them here.”

Disciple Soldier: “Do you know the position of the Southern Alliance?”

The Female Paladin: “Of course.”

Disciple Soldier: “Then what do you think of my plans and strategy?”

The Female Paladin: “I don’t know. But surely it’s enough to beat the logistics division, which has no 
plans or strategies? Oh right!”

Lieutenant of Metal: “?”

The Female Paladin: “Make sure you collect their food and gunpowder. Those are expensive goods in 
the Demon World.”

Disciple Soldier: “Of course.”

The Female Paladin: “— I exchanged blows with the Crown Prince Marshal.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “That’s…”

Disciple Soldier: “How was it?”

The Female Paladin: “You will need to fight to the death. He’s strong. He’s smart. And he’s determined.
— He quickly figured out the numbers of our forces based on the circumstances.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “I see…”



The Female Paladin: “But if you fight with all your strength, we might have a chance. The Crown 
Prince Marshal is strong. I believe that we have to destroy him before he has the opportunity to link up 
with the main force of the Holy Crusaders.”

Disciple Soldier: “I agree.”

The Female Paladin: “Then, let’s go.”

Disciple Soldier: “Roger that!”

 

———– The Plains of Strange Cliffs, the Crown Prince Marshal’s Army

Holy Imperial General: “Commander! Is there a commander here!?”

Depot Commander: “Y, yes. I’m here.”

Holy Imperial General: “I want a report on your strength now.”

Depot Commander: “Umm, 1600.”

Strategist: “Are you joking? Just with my eyes I can see at least 20,000 soldiers here!”

Depot Commander: “Well, umm, 1600 of them are mine.”

Holy Imperial General: “Well that’s completely useless. Is there somebody in charge of the entire 
logistics division?”

Depot Commander: “I’m sorry. As far as I know, there isn’t somebody with that role… The closest 
would be the commander of the Holy Crusaders, the Green Ash King. Yeah.”

Holy Imperial General: “! So there is nobody who can tell us about the strength or formation of this 
division?”

Strategist: “How stupid. How are we supposed to mount a proper defence like this?”

Depot Commander: “I’m sorry. I am, I am, my family is…”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Fine. Let’s move.”

Depot Commander: “! Sorry!”

Holy Imperial General: “…”

Crown Prince Marshal: “The logistics division will continue advancing at this pace. If we keep this up 
for another day, we will reach the main force. At that time, the responsibility will be with the Ash 
Green King to command the unit. But between now and then, I want to know if we lose even one 
soldier.”

Depot Commander: “Understood!”

Holy Imperial General: “Strong wind.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Terrible dust.”



Holy Imperial General: “We are drawing close to the positions of the Southern Alliance. That formation
is…”

Strategist: “A strange formation I’ve never seen before. The wagons are in front.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Whatever kind of enemy it is, we’ve got muskets. They must be up to 
something.”

Holy Imperial General: “Do you know why they’re doing this?”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Probably to protect the musketeers. Musketeers have tremendous firepower 
but terrible defence. We Crusaders provide direct cover using spearmen, but they sort of built a wall out
of wagons instead.”

Holy Imperial General: “So that is…”

Strategist: “Probably a type of fortification.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Probably.”

Holy Imperial General: “It would be stupid to think they can attack against us in this way.”

Strategist: “That’s not necessarily true. Just from previous encounters, the enemy reinforcements were 
able to easily destroy the logistics division. If we want to protect these terrible people, we are going to 
need to jump into that trap.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Fine. This is our welcome then… They remember our muskets. But now they 
will taste the pressure we can apply on them with our tactics. Let them try.”

Holy Imperial General: “Yes!”

Strategist: “I will organise the rear guard.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Let’s get prepared.”

Strategist: “Understood.”

 

————- The Demon World, the Rear of the Holy Crusaders, the Southern Alliance, Atop a Hill

The Female Paladin: “Is that the Crown Prince Marshal’s army?”

Iron Fist King: “Hmph. Pitiful.”

Lone Winter King: “They seem very strong. That division is clearly elite.”

Disciple Soldier: “A truly splendid force. Four line columns, without a single misstep, to maximise 
their musket force concentration. Whatever the Female Paladin came up with would get devoured by 
the formation.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “That movement speed. They are going for some sort of Lightning Warfare*.”

Lone Winter King: “How scary.”



Iron Fist King: “Are they equipped with muskets?”

The Female Paladin: “A fair number appear to be. Of the 50,000 soldiers, it would appear that 20,000 
of them are armed with muskets.”

Lone Winter King: “In that case, we may be unable to avoid large numbers of casualties.”

Iron Fist King: “Indeed.”

Disciple Soldier: “Let us take advantage of what we have. The Crown Prince Marshal does not have the
ability to choose the battleground. On top of that, in order to save the logistics division, he will have to 
divert some firepower from us. That is something we can take advantage of.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “But, just that alone…”

The Female Paladin: “That’s right. Their commander does not underestimate us, and he is acting rather 
cautiously. He has his own fortifications, and it even may not be possible to destroy him entirely.”

Seneschal: “Then the chance of victory is slim?”

The Female Paladin: “That would depend on the Disciple Soldier.”

Disciple Soldier: “Lieutenant. How are the armoured caravans?”

Lieutenant of Metal: “Yes, well… The first wave is ready.”

Seneschal: “— What’s that?”

Disciple Soldier: “It’s a strategy where we align the armoured caravans side-by-side as a fortification. 
The caravans are built from oak and reinforced with metal plates. Each of them has eight wheels, 
allowing them to absorb the cannon impact by moving with it, and can also be braced by human hands 
if necessary. With thirty of them, we’ll be able to construct a fully mobile fortification.”

The Female Paladin: “Hmm, you’ve put much thought into this.”

Disciple Soldier: “I just want to do my part to make sure nobody dies. But please make sure you fulfil 
your part of the promise.”

The Female Paladin: “Leave it to me. — Rifles! It’ going to be cramped, but squeeze into the carriages!
Load up!”

Seneschal: “Those are…?”

Disciple Soldier: “These are our sharpshooter rifle units. Their number is small, but each of them are 
highly elite members trained by the Female Paladin herself. In order to optimise their range and 
firepower, they need a stable platform from which to fire. These wagons may be metal plated, but they 
have slits between the plates allowing muskets to fire from. In other words, they are basically mobile 
fortresses. Without having to worry about their safety, they can fire confidently.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “It’s simultaneously a defensive fort as well as an offensive weapon.”

The Female Paladin: “It’s a strategy meant to maximise the utility of the rifles, despite how few they 
are.”



Seneschal: “I see!”

Disciple Soldier: “On top of that, the infantry units will be carrying shields. The shields are shaped like 
a kite with a sharp point which can be inserted into the ground to brace against.”

Lone Winter King: “… Amazing.”

Iron Fist King: “Alright! Kingdom of Metal! Southern Alliance! This will be a decisive battle with the 
Holy Crusaders! Don’t worry about your lives! The enemy are the muskets, but you’ll be protected in 
your caravans! They won’t be able to touch you! So take them out in the first volley!”

Disciple Soldier: “Believe in your allies! The shields and wagons are crafted by master smiths from the
Metal guilds! Fro more than twenty paces away, their muskets are essentially useless! Engineers get 
ready! Let’s go!”

Alright!!

Let’s go!! Let’s go!!

The Female Paladin: “Here we go then.”

Disciple Soldier: “I will take the forward command. Master, please back me up.”

The Female Paladin: “I will follow your plan. Alright, let’s go!”

 

————- Plains of Strange Cliffs, the Battle, the Crown Prince Marshal

Fire! Fire!!

Kill the betrayers!

As the Spirit wills it! For the Spirit!

Holy Imperial General: “Advance! The enemy musketeers are few! Spread out and advance and you 
will be fine!”

Imperial Chevalier: “For the Crown Prince Marshal!”

Musketeer of Light: “Fire!”

Bang!

Crown Prince Marshal: “How tough.”

Strategist: “Yes. Apart from the horses themselves, the caravans are reinforced with strong metal plates.
We won’t be able to destroy them with musket firepower.”

Holy Imperial General: “But we don’t have the element of surprise. They may be few, but they still fire 
muskets when you approach… And what they lack in numbers, they make up for in training. Their 
accuracy is something truly fearsome.”

Strategist: “How troublesome.”



Crown Prince Marshal: “Then we can do nothing against them.”

Holy Imperial General: “We may have to withdraw then.”

Strategist: “What are our losses?”

Holy Imperial General: “This isn’t a pitched battle. Both sides are operating outside of musket range. 
So our casualties have actually been remarkably low. In total, including casualties from falling of their 
horses, we are down about a hundred.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “How about them?”

Holy Imperial General: “Because of those troublesome caravans, we can’t really tell, but it should be 
roughly the same. At this rate, we’ll win.”

Strategist: “Let’s continue the offensive until dusk. If we can delay them long enough, the cannons will 
arrive to the front from the rear. And then we can attack them like a fort and smash their caravans.”

Holy Imperial General: “That’s right. Once we’ve got the cannons, those caravans will be nothing.”

Imperial Messenger: “A message! A message for the Crown Prince Marshal!!”

Strategist: “Calm down! What is the matter?”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Speak.”

Imperial Messenger: “The logistics division was ambushed by a mounted division while transporting 
the cannons!!”

Holy Imperial General: “What!”

Strategist: “What did you say!?”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Hmph. It must be the Female Paladin. I did think it was weird that I didn’t see 
her anywhere on the frontlines. Haha! Haahahahahaha!”

Holy Imperial General: “Crown Prince Marshal!!”

Crown Prince Marshal: “How shameful! Those cannons were guarded by some of my most elite 
musketeers. They were taken down so easily! And there’s something even worse. How could they be 
familiar with the terrain in the Demon World? We’ve spent this entire battle playing on the palm of 
their hand.”

Strategist: “It’s bad…”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Apply pressure on them, and order the whole formation to advance! We 
attack!”

 

———– The Plains of Strange Cliffs, the Battle, the Southern Alliance

“Advance! Advance! As the Spirit wills it!”

“As the Spirit wills it! Crush the Demons!”



“Destroy the enemies of the Crown Prince Marshal!”

Fairy Attendant: “They’re coming! They’re coming!”

Iron Fist King: “Here they come! That must be the personal guard of the Crown Prince Marshal.”

Lone Winter King: “It’s the main force. Just with my eyes, it’s clear that they’ve got more than 20,000 
there. With the musketeer formation, that’s a total of at least 40,000.”

Bang! Bang!

Disciple Soldier: “600 paces backwards.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “600 paces backwards! Move!”

Seneschal: “Right flank cavalry ready.”

Disciple Soldier: “Approach, volley, then cycle. Go!”

Seneschal: “Understood!”

Lone Winter King: “How is it?”

Disciple Soldier: “The enemy has been taunted into attacking us. After the first volley, subsequent shots
will be aimed at their frontline commanders. That’ll force them to hide within the formations and 
disrupt their command ability.”

“Yahhhh!”

“For the Light!”

“As the Spirit wills it!”

Lieutenant of Metal: “Volley!”

Disciple Soldier: “300 paces forwards! Fire!”

Lone Winter King: (How meticulous. This is what it means to command.)

Disciple Soldier: “Is something the matter, your Majesty?”

Lone Winter King: “No I was just worried about you.”

Disciple Soldier: “?”

Lieutenant of Metal: “It is truly a sticky situation.”

Lone Winter King: “Mmm?”

Disciple Soldier: “As expected from the Crown Prince Marshal. If we manage to smoke his command 
system, at the very least, even if we cannot throw his lines into disarray, we’ll disrupt his frontline 
command. — If I was him, I would panic. Under these circumstances, he would need to convey his 
wounded to the rear, and commit resources to resupply and coordination, it would make it very difficult
for him to maintain any control. His challenge is to resist our musket attacks while also enacting his 
strategy.”



Lone Winter King: “By strategy, you mean his link-up?”

Disciple Soldier: “That’s right. Without his lines being destroyed, he needs to force us down, allowing 
him to advance to the north.”

“For the Light!”

“Advance! Advance! Take the enemy heads!”

Disciple Soldier: “The Crusaders still have to contend with stubborn resistance from the South Gate of 
the City of the Gate. And now, they’ve opened another front to their rear against us. Caught between 
the two battles are the tents of the nobility, monarchy, and clergy, as well as their rations and supply 
stocks. The Crown Prince Marshal did not get drawn into our bait, his lines are well structured. I fear 
he is merely trying to close the distance between the frontlines and the main force of the Crusaders, and
then use his numerical advantage to cross us.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “Well, that is something we predicted.”

Lone Winter King: “Indeed.”

Disciple Soldier: “But for him to be willing to take so many casualties for this goal is abnormal. I think 
the enemy still has something to teach us.”

Lone Winter King: “Then it will be difficult for us to crush him?”

Disciple Soldier: “It’s a stalemate. If the Crown Prince Marshal continues to pressure us in this way, his
troops will come within range of our muskets and then he will have placed them at extreme harm, 
allowing us to control the battle. Or the pressure he places on us might absolutely destroy us. It remains
to be seen.”

 

———— The Plains of Strange Cliffs, the Battle, the Crown Prince Marshal

Imperial Messenger: “Casualties are mounting.”

Strategist: “What are the enemy’s movements?”

Imperial Messenger: “They have yet to pursue. They have continuously repulsed our attacks, and also 
reorganise their positions every now and then. That is all.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “What meticulous use of troops.”

Strategist: “The Female Paladin?”

Crown Prince Marshal: “No, the feeling is different. Rather than dealing with a fearsome unstoppable 
force, this is more like an unbending spear. He may not have any killer strategy, but he is unrelenting in
the pursuit of his goals, and he won’t lose. The South has some talent.”

Strategist: “It seems unlikely how they are achieving it, but it would appear that their musket fire is 
aimed at whittling down our command system.”



Crown Prince Marshal: “Those are not…muskets. They have long range and high accuracy. — But 
there aren’t a lot of them.”

Holy Imperial General: “Your Imperial Highness! The enemy formation has retreated half a li. Our 
main force will soon be in direct conflict with the enemy. However, panic is beginning to spread among
the ranks of the main force.”

Strategist: “The Holy Crusaders are 200,000 undefeatable soldiers, but because of the size of the 
formation, many of them have no combat experience. Many of the serf soldiers do not even have the 
experience of accompanying the Crown Prince Marshal to defeat the Demons of the Pale. Some of the 
nobility joined the expedition, thinking of it as some sort of holiday. We’ve delegated most attacks to 
cannonfire, so some troops don’t even have direct exposure to the battlefield, and now they are scared 
when they see it.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “This pressure might be good luck, or bad luck. But if we continue to approach 
the frontline at this rate, the nobility and the clergymen will need to show their strength. Give my 
order! All units belonging to the Church or the High Command are to gather their forces to arch on the 
Southern Alliance!”

Strategist: “Yes. The order is already prepared.”

Holy Imperial General: “With this, we will have assembled the army we require.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “The personal levies of the nobility will be sufficient to maintain the siege on 
the City of the Gate. Send our 20,000 musketeers to support them. On top of that, I want the cannons 
currently aimed at the City to be redeployed to our front. With this, the Southern Alliance is finished.”



Chapter 4, “Without the Hero, the Demon King’s hands are tied”

 

——— The Holy Crusaders, the Centre, a Sloppy Camp

…Boom!

……Boom!

Musketeer of Light: “Sigh…”

Spearman of Light: “I’m hungry.”

Artilleryman: “Is the Crown Prince Marshal really not going to bring us rations?”

Musketeer of Light: “That can’t possibly be… Moreover, we have supply units to our rear, I’m sure lots
of food are about to arrive.”

Spearman of Light: “Then why…”

Artilleryman: “I’ve heard that the nobles are just stashing all the food away.”

Musketeer of Light: “What is the Ash Green King doing?”

Spearman of Light: “The Church promised us that this would all be provided for.”

Artilleryman: “And it’s bean soup again…”

Scout: “Ah, I wish we could have some hot bread every now and then.”

Musketeer of Light: “I feel like I haven’t eaten that in a very long time.”

Spearman of Light: “Yeah…”

Scout: “…” Stomach growls.

Musketeer of Light: “…” Stomach growls.

…Boom!

……Boom!

Spearman of Light: “… Hey…”

Artilleryman: “What is it?”

Spearman of Light: “This soup…”

Artilleryman: “Yeah.”

Spearman of Light: “Isn’t that the forbidden—”

Artilleryman: “Shh!”

Artilleryman: “You can have some too!”

Scout: “Potatoes.”



Spearman of Light: “Is it alright? To eat that?”

Artilleryman: “Shut up. This was among the things we raided from them.”

Musketeer of Light: “H-here.”

Artilleryman: “Well, it’s food, so I’ll eat it.”

Musketeer of Light: “N-no…”

Spearman of Light: “It’s actually delicious. I had some a long time ago.”

Musketeer of Light: “Really?”

Spearman of Light: “Yeah.”

Artilleryman: “We have to eat it, we were forced to.”

Scout: “Yeah, that’s right.”

…Boom!

……Boom!

Artilleryman: “Dammit! Dammit!”

Throws bowl down.

Spearman of Light: “What’s wrong, are you hurt!?”

Artilleryman: “I’ve had enough! Enough! Just what are we doing here! They told us we would have 
lots of bread to eat!”

Spearman of Light: “…”

Artilleryman: “Am I wrong? Am I wrong!? Did we not follow the guidance of the Holy Spirit to march 
into the Demon World!? Did those oh-so-mighty nobles not promise us lots of bread to eat? Damn 
them!”

Spearman of Light: “Damn…”

Artilleryman: “This soup is just salt water with several beans in it, how are we supposed to be full! 
Look! Even before the battle begins, we won’t be able to lift a finger, will we!?”

Spearman of Light: “Perhaps if we go before the Repentance Committee…”

Scout: “Shh!”

Musketeer of Light: “In the end, we have descended to the depths of hell coming to such a place to eat 
these heretical potatoes…”

Artilleryman: “That’s right. All of this…is the fault of those damn nobles…”

Spearman of Light: “Stop!”

Artilleryman: “You think so too, don’t you!?”



Spearman of Light: “Stop! Don’t make an enemy of the nobles! Do you want to be killed! I’m sorry. If 
you really want to die so much, leave me out of this! But, they have paladins, armour, and powerful 
weapons. If you want to die, go ahead.”

Musketeer of Light: “Damn. Damn!”

Artilleryman: “…… ……”

Scout: “…I want to go home.”

Spearman of Light: “Hurry up and eat.”

Scout: “…”

Musketeer of Light: “…”

 

——— The Pavilion of the Holy Crusaders Besieging the City of the Gate

Small-time Royalty: “The supply units?”

Noble Lord: “That’s right.”

Proud Marquis: “Then…”

Arrogant Knight: “They were ambushed by the Southern Alliance and the Demons, all they could 
defend are these 20%.”

Noble Lord: “Why? They were equipped with muskets, weren’t they!”

Proud Marquis: “Precisely!”

Arrogant Knight: “Perhaps they were defeated by superior numbers.”

Small-time Royalty: “So what happened to the food we have left?”

Arrogant Knight: “The Lord of the Kingdom of Copper has very quickly taken custody of the supplies 
that his subordinates managed to protect for himself.”

Small-time Royalty: “What!? This is not the place to do something like that. We have to take back 
those rations right now!”

Noble Lord: “Wait.”

Small-time Royalty: “But.”

Noble Lord: “The garrison units were deployed with an average of 2,000 soldiers to every logistics 
depot. These were comprised with a core of lower nobility, and a serf-based musketeer force to make 
up the remainder.”

Small-time Royalty: “That’s right. The Kingdom of Copper also has lower nobility guarding its 
logistics depots. That’s why the Kingdom of Copper recalled all the limited supplies controlled by the 
surviving depots, right!? At this rate, these limited supplies will be passed from serf to serf until they all
disappear!”



Noble Lord: “But, think about it. The garrison units were defeated and retreated, right?”

Proud Marquis: “Yes…”

Noble Lord: “That’s right. Recalling the limited supplies is essentially admitting to the failure of 
defending them, and taking responsibility for it. In order to cover up this responsibility, what do you 
think they would do?”

Small-time Royalty: “…Then…”

Proud Marquis: “What. There are still supplies out there.”

Arrogant Knight: “Hmph. The serfs will have to starve, but they’re all just organisms that sprout out 
from the ground anyway.”

Small-time Royalty: “But doing that will make everyone very uneasy for sure. That being said, I hear 
the Crown Prince Marshal has returned?”

Noble Lord: “Yes, it appears he’s in the formation tent on the South side of the siege.”

Proud Marquis: “Then I suppose his logistics attempts have failed too?”

Arrogant Knight: “No, it appears that he has come with 800 carts of food.”

Noble Lord: “But the crucial issue is, did he come with gunpowder?”

Proud Marquis: “Well…”

Noble Lord: “Noble Lord: “On top of that, the supply units.”

Small-time Royalty: “Huh?”

Noble Lord: “More than 20% of the units jettisoned all their valuables and fled, but had the Crown 
Prince Marshal come earlier, he should have been able to rescue at least half of them, right?”

Proud Marquis: “That’s…”

Noble Lord: “…”

Small-time Royalty: “Don’t tell me…”

Noble Lord: “Of course His Royal Excellency wields the greatest power among the Holy Crusaders. 
That has never been in doubt. And it’s true that he has distinguished himself over anyone else in this 
war… But the loss of nearly all our rear supplies is definitely not a small responsibility.”

Small-time Royalty: “B-but. The Crown Prince Marshal was on a mission to penetrate the Lands of the 
Pale, so the responsibility of command for the garrisons… It’s not his fault that he was unable to make 
it in time.”

Noble Lord: “Yes it is. He had the responsibility to ensure that there was no possibility of him being 
unable to make it in time.”

Small-time Royalty: “…!”

Proud Marquis: “Hahahahahha.”



Arrogant Knight: “…Hahahaha.”

Noble Lord: “Take a look at this City of the Gate. Have you ever seen such a massive city? The capitals
of the Kingdom of the Lake and the Kingdom of Branches look like mere grain trading towns in 
comparison. Even the Holy Imperial City cannot compare to its behemoth size.”

Small-time Royalty: “Th-that’s…”

Noble Lord: “Of course, the advantages of seizing this City are all about its expected scale. If we were 
able to seize this growing city, then all the riches and glory would end up going to that young and 
illustrious hero from the Empire. No matter what, the Crown Prince Marshal cannot afford to slip up.”

Proud Marquis: “Really?”

Small-time Royalty: “Mmmm.”

Noble Lord: “That’s right. It has been happening for a long time. While our noble armies induce this 
City to capitulate, we have been taken in by the persuasive words of the Crown Prince Marshal. That’s 
right! He’s pushed the responsibility to those pigs in the South. In this way, he was able to bury his 
responsibility in this debacle. This was something we should rightfully have considered.”

Proud Marquis: “Hmmm.”

Small-time Royalty: “But it’s not like we can stop him, can we?”

Proud Marquis: “That’s true…”

Arrogant Knight: “His heroics are the backbone of the Holy Crusaders after all.”

Small-time Royalty: “That’s true.”

Noble Lord: “And he has the full support of the Church.”

Proud Marquis: “You mean the Primarch?”

Noble Lord: “What the Primarch desires is the capitulation of the City of the Gate. We cannot allow the
seat of the Holy Spirit to be besmirched in this manner any further. Rather than committing forces 
against the Southern Alliance, if we concentrate our forces to take down the City of the Gate, then use 
this fact to shake the hearts of those heretics, surely that is what His Holiness would desire.”

Arrogant Knight: “Indeed! Indeed!”

Small-time Royalty: “In that case…”

Noble Lord: “Hahaha. Hurry and raise this to the Council, everyone will…”

Proud Marquis: “Got it. I also have some friends among the nobles who would be interested.”

Small-time Royalty: “I’m certain the other royalty will support it as well!”

Noble Lord: “To our successes.”

Proud Marquis: “Indeed!”

Arrogant Knight: “Hahaha. Let us drink to the Glory of the Spirit!”



Small-time Royalty: “Drink!”

Noble Lord: “Drink!

 

——— The Demon World, the Rearlines of the Holy Crusaders

“Hurry, it is the Crown Prince Marshal’s orders.”

“Move, move.”

“Where are the saw bits!”

“Move it to the pavilion!”

Strategist: “What is our location?”

Scout: “On this line, we are but 4 li away.”

Holy Imperial General: “4 li…”

Strategist: “On horseback, we’ll be there in two hours.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Yes.”

Holy Imperial General: “Is it alright to continue preparing the way we have been doing?”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Yes. Prioritise the anti-cavalry stakes. From what we understand, the Southern 
Alliance is mainly comprised of infantry, but they also have powerful shock troops. In eight or nine out 
of ten encounters with them, the battle was decided by the power of the Paladins of the Lake. We 
cannot underestimate these cadre of Paladins who have earned the epithet ‘The Winter Roses of the Isle
of Light’. Their commander is, the Female Paladin.”

Strategist: “You’d think she wouldn’t just be the commander, but the grand commander of all their 
forces.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “If we understand this, we’d have a lot more insight.”

Strategist: “With the Lone Winter King among them, it’s clear the Southern Alliance is serious. This 
one battle will decide the fate of the Alliance. Their grand commander is the Iron Fist King, and while 
he’s not a person I agree with, I will admit that he is more than a capable commander. They clearly do 
not intend to lose. They’ve assembled the best of their generals, the best of the cavalry units, and sallied
out to meet us. This is why our rear guard had no chance against them.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Any news from there?”

Scout: “No, the scouts could only get till there… Once they get closer than 4 miles, we lose contact 
with the majority of our scouting units.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “I can’t say I know their grand commander personally, but their frontline 
commander is that woman.”

Strategist: “Really?”



Crown Prince Marshal: “Yeah. We saw her command at the Plains of White Clovers. Now that she’s in 
charge of the Southern Alliance, that’s going to be something else. She’s not just a person with a 
burning passion, her unyielding metal will has to be considered.”

Holy Imperial General: “She certainly has an otherworldly grasp of tactics.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Well, yeah… No, it’s nothing. Get the scouts to pull out. And let’s get more 
details from them.”

Scout: “Yes! Understood.”

Crown Prince Marshal: (If we are to clash spears, we’ll need to understand their thoughts a bit more…)

 

——— The Plains of Strange Cliffs, the Southern Alliance, Forward Vanguard

Paladin of the Lake: “That is all!”

The Female Paladin: “Hmm.”

Aide-de-Camp: “What a strange formation.”

The Female Paladin: “Yes.”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “That formation…”

Aide-de-Camp: “The rear guard of the Holy Crusaders comprises of two layers of anti-cavalry stakes, 
they’re thin constructions made from the branches of shrubs. This much we understand. They are 
intended to prevent the charges of our cavalry. It may not be able to take too much, but it will definitely
soak up quite a lot of the musket shots we fire at it as well.”

Paladin of the Lake: “I don’t understand why, but their formation is wavy as well.”

Aide-de-Camp: “Indeed…”

The Female Paladin: “It appears they are attempting to use enfilade.”

Paladin of the Lake: “Enfilade?”

The Female Paladin: “This formation alternates between protruding portions and indented portions. If 
we aim to attack the protruding portions, the back lines can simply fall in and reinforce those portions. 
Units which retreat to the rear then support the front lines from a different direction.”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “Hmm.”

The Female Paladin: “In other words, it’s a partial encirclement. This formation is a killing formation 
designed to take advantage of the muskets. The indented portions are designed to concentrate fire from 
the other two sides. Just by creating these enfilading formations, our attrition rate rises dramatically. 
This is a formation that’s advantageous to the side with greater firepower and numbers.”

Paladin of the Lake: “What…”

Aide-de-Camp: “That’s the first time I’ve seen this.”



The Female Paladin: “The biggest compliment for the Holy Crusaders has never been their 
sophistication. Consider also their innumerous swords and the zealous fervour that burns within them.”

Aide-de-Camp: “A powerful enemy.”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “They are led by that man then.”

The Female Paladin: “I wouldn’t say leader. But, he’s their greatest general. A truly powerful 
commander.”

Aide-de-Camp: “…It seems we are under pressure now.”

The Female Paladin: “If we want to break through that formation, we’re going to incur a great deal of 
sacrifices on our part as well.”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “But they’re hunkered down like rats in a cellar.”

The Female Paladin: “I fear they are trying to pull apart our formation. They’re attempting to bait us 
into the attack, and finish us off in one fell swoop. That’s the way they fight.”

Paladin of the Lake: “In that case, why don’t we take a deep breath and play slippery around them?”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “Such a cowardly way of fighting is not the way of the Beasts!”

The Female Paladin: “I also oppose it… At this rate, the Holy Crusaders will continue their attack on 
the City of the Gate.”

Paladin of the Lake: “Then we have to lure them out!”

Aide-de-Camp: “I don’t think he’s the kind of man who would go along with that.”

The Female Paladin: “Hmm. An information war.”

Aide-de-Camp: “Indeed. Luckily, we have the support of the Tribes of Beasts and Fairies.”

The Female Paladin: “Right now, both sides want a decisive battle. If we attack them full frontal, we’ll 
just turn into food for the muskets, and they too do not want to leave their formations. At this rate, the 
first one who moves becomes readable in the palm of the other’s hand. We too are trying to hide our 
hand and read theirs. For that reason, we need more information. I fear, we have two requirements.”

Aide-de-Camp nods.

The Female Paladin: “The first, how long can the walls of the City of the Gate hold? This is important. 
At present, we have no way of establishing contact with the forces within the City. However, we need 
to raise their morale by letting them know that reinforcements have arrived.”

Aide-de-Camp: “Indeed.”

The Female Paladin: “The other one is how much supplies the Holy Crusaders have remaining. 
Particularly, their food stocks and gunpowder. The levels of those two supplies will decide the extent to
which they can maintain their current strategy. No matter how good the Crown Prince Marshal is, he 
can’t produce supplies from thin air.”

Aide-de-Camp nods.



The Female Paladin: “Acquiring these two pieces of intelligence are of utmost importance. At the same
time, we have to guard our own intelligence from the enemy.”

Paladin of the Lake: “How shall we do this.”

Dual Swordsman of Beasts: “This is our job.”

The Female Paladin: “This is very important.”

Aide-de-Camp: “Leave it to us. We understand the geography of the area better than anyone else, no 
matter what, we have the powerful Beasts with us. When it comes to scouts and intelligence, they 
outclass any force no matter how large. On top of this, we’ve also got Fairies hidden throughout the 
area.”

 

——— Across the Demon World

“Kurultai?”

“Yes! Kurultai!”

“The Humans have been pressuring the City of the Gate again and again. The Demon King is resisting 
them to the very end.”

“Where is it going on? The plains again?”

“No, this time it’s the City of the Gate.”

“Don’t tell me this Kurultai is about the war with the Humans?”

“So it would appear.”

“Kurultai… War sure is scary.”

“But we have to go. The Demon King has called it. Perhaps there is something we can do to help the 
Demon King.”

“In that case, send news.”

“To the Tribe of Scales, and the Tribe of Wings.”

“Kurultai…”

“Have you seen a Human before?”

“Nope.”

“I bought this pot made by Humans from a Dragon merchant the other day.”

“Humans. What are they like?”

“If they’re able to attack this far, they must be a very warlike race.”

“So, like the Beasts?”



“I sort of get the feeling they’re like the Demons of the Pale.”

“That’s true.”

“In any case, a Kurultai. Let the elders know!”

“That’s right, this is a big issue!”

 

——— The City of the Gate, the Walls, Logistics

Boom…!

Boom…!

“For the Holy Spirit!”

“Long live the Holy Spirit!”

Volunteer Archer: “Ah, those guys… they…”

Human Engineer: “No matter how close the walls are to crumpling, this is the wall the Disciple 
Engineer made! It’s not the kind of wall you can destroy with swords and spears. What weird people!”

Engineer of the Pale: “I wonder wat they’re trying to do.”

Beast Soldier: “Don’t waver! Stay vigilant and repair.”

Volunteer Archer: “Just what are they doing…”

Boom…!

Human Engineer: “Blood… Their blood is sticking to the walls.”

Engineer of the Pale: “Don’t pay attention to it. Alright, we’re done here.”

Beast Soldier: “Head back into the City and get the next shift.”

Volunteer Archer: “Right, got it…”

Disciple Engineer: (This is the limit… The walls were a lot stronger than even I could have imagined, 
but this is the peak of the stress they can take. It does throw our guys into an odd state, so I suppose this
is a sort of fear attack too…?! I should really have studied military sciences more. These people are 
weird. These Humans… have they no respect for human life!?)

Engineer of the Pale: “Supervisor, we’ve got more rocks.”

Disciple Engineer: “Ah, right. Mix it up and try to repair the damages to the foundations. Woah! 
There’s just ten of you?”

Booom! Boom! Boom! Boom!

Giant Builder: “—!”

Volunteer Archer: “Get down! Get down!”



Human Engineer: “Sir!”

Human Engineer: “Wh— A surprise attack!? What are they thinking! They’ve suddenly concentrated 
fire here?!”

 

——— The City of the Gate, the Holy Crusaders

Disciple Bard: “Are you alright? Here, water. Drink.”

Artilleryman: “Sorry, ah… Ah…”

Scout: “Water, please…”

Spearman of Light: “Drink this.”

Militia of Light: “…Damn.”

Disciple Bard: “I’m sorry. There’s no more bread…”

Artilleryman: “No, it’s fine. We haven’t had bread for months…”

Spearman of Light: “Why…”

Artilleryman: “Because we’re all members of the Kingdom of Pig Heads.”

Disciple Bard: “Eh?”

Artilleryman: “…We, the Holy Crusaders, are peasants. How about them?”

Spearman of Light: “Yeah.”

Artilleryman: “That’s why we can’t be commanders or even unit leaders. Those positions are for 
knights and noblemen. Even the commanders of us peasant units. As members of the Kingdom of Pig 
Heads, that’s all we can do.”

Scout: “…”

Spearman of Light: “Even though we’re supposed to be from the same Crusades, they really treat us 
very differently.”

Militia of Light: “But it’s still better this way.”

Artilleryman: “Thank you… To begin with, it’s been a long time since I was even treated any way at 
all.”

Scout: “That’s true… Oh we have to go.”

Artilleryman: “I understand.”

Boom!

Spearman of Light: “What’s going on!?”



Artilleryman: “We’ve got to go make tents for our Lord. The Kingdom of Copper refused to cooperate 
with us, and so when the surroundings get smelly from the sulphur, we have to relocate the tents. For 
this reason, we have to keep going around continuously hacking down logs.”

Scout: “And if you don’t move quickly enough, you get whipped…”

Spearman of Light: “Are you alright…?”

Militia of Light: “…This isn’t acceptable.”

Disciple Bard: “I’m going to go see your Lord! Why can’t he just not move the tent! What meaning is 
there!?”

Artilleryman: “Hahahaha. Thank you… But if you even get close to them, they’ll kill you.”

Scout: “Well, let’s go…”

Spearman of Light: “But…”

Militia of Light: “…”

Disciple Bard: “…”

…Boom!

Artilleryman: “Thanks, guys…”

Scout: “…”

Spearman of Light: “I heard something.”

Militia of Light: “What?”

Spearman of Light: “It seems that a Bishop of the Church is having a congregation, and giving out 
wheat as well.”

Scout: “Nah. I’ve only been once, but it was smelly and disgusting. I don’t want to go a second time… 
I really don’t.”

Artilleryman: “But, bread…?”

Scout: “Even then.”

Spearman of Light: “I want bread too.”

Militia of Light: “Me too…”

Artilleryman: “I’ll try to join in tonight as well. It’s just a repentance ceremony right? Keep your head 
down and you get wheat. It’s fine, no matter what, I’ve got to eat something, otherwise I can’t get any 
work done. If I can get some white bread, I’d exchange even my life or my soul for it.”

Spearman of Light: “Understood. I’m going too.”

Militia of Light: “…”

Disciple Bard: “Guys… Guys……”



 

——— The Holy Crusaders, the Formation Centre, the Pavilion of the Hundred Chevaliers

Ash Green King: “…”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “Are you awake, your Majesty?”

Ash Green King: “What time is it?”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “A few more hours to sunrise.”

Ash Green King: “I see…”

Boom!

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “Haha, what is the matter.”

Ash Green King: “Hmm. Nothing… It’s just…”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “It’s just?”

Ash Green King: “I do like running my hands through this hair.”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “It is an offering for your pleasure then.”

Ash Green King: “…”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “Haha. Do not make that face.”

Ash Green King: “So it belongs to me?”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “Yes.”

Ash Green King: “These fingers too?”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “Yes.”

Ash Green King: “And these breasts?”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “Yes.”

Ash Green King: “And this mouth?”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “Of course.”

Ash Green King: “—”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “Express your desire, your Majesty.”

Ash Green King: “What a farce.”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “Why? I have offered you this white body many times. Why can 
you not believe the actions of this offering?”

Ash Green King: “It is the duty of kings not to believe the honeyed words of women.”

…Boom!



Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “Hahahaha… this is the type of man that turns me on.”

Ash Green King: “It’s a matter of policy.”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “Are you chasing me away?”

Ash Green King: “Do you enjoy this?”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “…Yes. I have no lust for powerful, but I get giddy in the presence 
of strong individuals.”

Ash Green King: “…”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “Have I spoilt your dreams?”

Ash Green King: “No. As you wish, I will drink of this poisoned cup.”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “Indeed.”

Ash Green King: “Come closer.”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “Yes.”

Ash Green King: “…Sunrise is still far away.”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “What’s with that face. Are you not content?”

Ash Green King: “Do you want to become mine?”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “…Yes.”

Ash Green King: “So this is what you’re into.”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “Stop playing. Ah… You’re a mean person.”

Ash Green King: “What are you saying. Am I not just fulfilling your wish?”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “Yes. As many times as you want. I will grant your every wish. 
After all, sunrise is still far away.”

 

——— The Demon World, the Southern Alliance, the Battlefield

The Female Paladin: “…”

Disciple Soldier: “Madam?”

The Female Paladin: “…”

Disciple Soldier: “Madam Paladin?”

The Female Paladin: “Ah. Sorry. What’s up… Ah, that’s the Crown Prince Marshal’s defensive line.”

Disciple Soldier: “Hmph. Pathetic.”

The Female Paladin: “It’s a splendid defence. They’ve got anti-cavalry stakes, mud walls, and while 
rudimentary, they even have watchtowers. Those dirt piles appear to be for extinguishing fires too…”



Lone Winter King: “Are you alright? Feeling unwell?”

The Female Paladin: “No, it’s nothing. My chest is just feeling a bit tight.”

Iron Fist King: “I feel the same. It is a formidable defence.”

Lone Winter King: “Will our defence be okay?”

Disciple Soldier: “Firstly, we don’t know the range of the enemies’ cannons. But we seem to be at a 
safe distance for now.”

Iron Fist King: “In other words, we are at a loss on how to continue.”

Seneschal: “That is correct.”

Iron Fist King: “We’re going to need to know this to plan our strategy.”

The Female Paladin: “How troublesome.”

Lone Winter King: “…If what the Female Paladin has suggested is correct, then the Crusaders 
themselves are in rather distressed situations.”

The Butler: “This is true. According to my spies, it appears unrest among the Holy Crusaders, 
especially among the serf armies, grows worse everyday. On top of this, even without considering the 
food crisis, it appears that the great disparity between the lives the nobles are leading and the ones the 
peasants are is becoming more apparent by the day. Trouble is brewing.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “Spies? Are they okay?”

The Butler: “Nyohohohoho. It’s a simple matter to infiltrate such a large army. My underlings didn’t 
even need too much effort to slip into their ranks. The troops already treat them like one of their own.”

Iron Fist King: “To begin with, an army of that size is definitely not just comprised of soldiers. They’ve
got fletchers, blacksmiths, stablemasters, prostitutes. It’s even possible that they might be sheltering all 
kinds of refugees as well.”

Lone Winter King: “That’s right, their problems are severe then.”

Lieutenant of Metal: “What problems?”

Iron Fist King: “Their hunger… The nobility and royalty of the Central Kingdoms are not aware of it. 
No, they have no intention to make themselves aware of such issues. The starvation of the people is not
part of their personal reality. They have become accustomed to living a sheltered life within their 
mansions and palaces, but for the starving people, they can expect no support from above.”

Disciple Soldier: “…”

Lone Winter King: “In any case, from now on, I have a role to play as well.”

The Butler: “Yes.”

Lone Winter King: “We’ll monitor the Holy Crusaders, and report on their movements to the best of 
our abilities. On top of this, I want to reach out to the Holy Church. Can we set up some kind of 
communication…?”



The Butler: “Understood.”

The Female Paladin: “Is it possible?”

The Butler: “Who do you think you’re speaking to! I have never been discovered when stealthing 
around in my entire life. Do not humiliate me!”

The Female Paladin: “…”

Aide-de-Camp: “…”

Disciple Soldier: “…”

The Butler: “And they seem to have a lovely lady with them, nyohohohoho. She’s got great tits.”

Aide-de-Camp: “…Ah. That person.”

The Female Paladin: “Please don’t say anymore.”

Slap!

The Butler: “Oww! What was that for!”

The Female Paladin: “Stop it with the daydreaming and let us know what intelligence you’ve got?”

The Butler: “Can’t you give an old, loving Butler a break? She’s surrounded by all these ugly 
musketeers.”

The Female Paladin: “My beloved blade would happily cleave an old man’s head from his neck.”

The Butler: “Hmph. What a heartless bitch.”

The Female Paladin: “Hurry up.”

The Butler: “It’s because you’re heartless that your chest has no motivation to grow.”

The Female Paladin: “Hurry up and tell us!”

Aide-de-Camp: “I’m not sure why, but she seems rather tired of this…”

 

——— Five Years Ago, the Kingdom of Branches, the Portal where Demons were first discovered

The Female Paladin: “Hey Hero.”

The Hero: “Yeah?”

The Female Paladin: “What sort of childhood did you have?”

The Butler: “Yeah. I want to know as well.”

The Mage: “…”

The Hero: “It was… pretty normal I guess.”

The Female Paladin: “Really? I’m sure you had some kind of elite training, right? You probably spent 
everyday training and drinking bitter strength enhancing tonics.”



The Hero: “That’s just abuse!”

The Butler: “You lived in the Holy Empire, if I remember.”

The Hero: “Yeah, but my house was inside a thick forest on the borders of it.”

The Female Paladin: “Oh, so you lived the forest life.”

The Hero: “I suppose so.”

The Butler: “How did you train up your swordplay and magic?”

The Female Paladin: “I’m very interested too. At first glance, your swordplay is unbelievable. After 
seeing it for a long time… it’s still unbelievable. But after seeing it for a really, really long time, it’s 
clear that you’ve got your own style to it.”

The Butler: “Rather than your swordplay, it seems that your magic has a certain element of scholarship 
to it, is it your personal school?”

The Hero: “…”

The Butler: “?”

The Mage: “…… ……”

The Female Paladin: “So?”

The Hero: “That’s a secret. One of the 72 secrets of the Hero.”

The Butler: “Is that so?”

The Female Paladin: “Ah, how unfortunate… So the Hero won’t talk about himself then.”

The Hero: “I don’t really have much of a past, but we’re fighting, right? It doesn’t really matter where I
learnt it from, as long as it’s useful.”

The Female Paladin: “That’s true.”

The Butler: “That’s very true.”

The Hero: “Hmph. I’m tired. We’ve still got tomorrow ahead of us, so I’m going to bed. In any case, 
the Mage will fall asleep in 30 seconds after having some food.”

The Butler: “Hahahaha. Sleep is really her hobby.”

The Female Paladin: “And your hobby is perversion.”

The Butler: “Well, enough of that.”

The Hero: “I’m going to bed. I’ll just sleep on that ledge over there. Let’s wake up when it’s bright.”

The Female Paladin: “…Failed again.”

The Butler: “That’s not true.”



The Female Paladin: “Seems he really doesn’t want to be asked about it. But, that must have been a 
tough time for him. What has he seen…”

The Butler: “That’s probably true.”

The Female Paladin: “…”

The Butler: “But that’s fine too. Rather than someone who’s not able to find himself, it’s better to be 
someone who has already found himself.”

The Female Paladin: “What do you mean.”

The Mage: “…Old.”

The Female Paladin: “Oh you woke up?”

The Mage: “…Old memories, were awakened. It hurts. To think where I stand.”

The Female Paladin: “?”

The Butler: “It’s fine even if you don’t understand. You, the Hero, and the Mage, you’re all still very 
young.”

The Mage: “… Old man.”

The Butler: “Nyohohohoho. It’s true that I am old.”

The Female Paladin: “I have no confidence. I became a Paladin of the Lake from a young age, honing 
my swordplay and prayers everyday. Everyone has always been good to me. Even though I was often 
seen as a genius. I always wanted to compete with the Hero, I always wanted to prove myself and get 
the power he has.”

The Butler: “…”

The Female Paladin: “But, after actually meeting the Hero, I no longer want that. No matter how 
quickly I move, no matter how hard I swing my sword, the Hero will always be ahead of me. In the 
time that it takes for me to recite a high-speed incantation, the Hero has already launched two wordless 
incantations… The Hero’s battle sense is so adept, so much higher than mine, that most of the time I 
cannot even comprehend what he is trying to do. I don’t understand the world that the Hero perceives. I
tried to chase after the Hero so fervently, but the Hero has always run ahead of me. Sometimes he 
pauses to wait for me, and in my shame as I catch up to him, I have a small taste of his loneliness, and 
acutely understand my powerlessness.”

The Butler: “I see…”

The Mage: “…Unrelated.”

The Female Paladin: “Eh?”

The Mage: “…In that case, we should be together. That’s all. Simple.”

The Female Paladin: “…”



The Mage: “…If we are together to the end, we win. I don’t really understand, but as long as we do, we
win.”

The Female Paladin: “Yeah.”

The Mage: “…If you’re not interested in winning, we can return to the pub.”

The Female Paladin: “That’s not true.”

The Mage: “If you don’t believe, you can give up.”

The Female Paladin: “Where I excel at is enduring to the very end. The armour I wear is the very 
defence of the Church, the iron wall that keeps the peace.”

The Butler: “Oho.”

The Female Paladin: “What is it?”

The Butler: “No… Ahem, ahem.”

The Female Paladin: “This might be hard to say, but just staggering about from place to place enduring 
sleepless nights does take a toll on my self-control and self-discipline.”

The Mage: “…If only your breasts could grow the way your attitude does.”

The Butler: “Hey, hey.”

The Female Paladin: “Hmph. Fine. A servant of the Spirit of Light will not concern herself with such 
trivialities.”

The Mage: “…Won’t allow it anyway.”

The Female Paladin: “Hmph. That’s my line anyway.”

The Butler: “I certainly can’t believe that you’re not interested in it at all. I’m sure the Hero wouldn’t 
be able to compete in this domain anyway.”

The Mage: “…I’m going to bed.”

The Female Paladin: “What are you doing!? The person taking over the Hero’s shift is me, so this is my
place.”

The Mage: “…Kuh.”

The Butler: “Should have thought this through.”

 

——— The Holy Crusader, the Centre, a Dark Tent

Sober Clergyman: “Your Grace.”

Attendant Bishop: “You were here?”

Sober Clergyman: “Yes.”



Attendant Bishop: “…The light?”

Sober Clergyman: “Best not to light it.”

Attendant Bishop: “Indeed…”

Sober Clergyman: “Thank you for agreeing to an audience.”

Attendant Bishop: “It’s a dangerous bridge.”

Sober Clergyman: “Yes.”

Attendant Bishop: “Can you confirm the thing you have promised?”

Sober Clergyman: “Yes. Regarding the Holy Order of the Lake and the Holy dioceses of Branches, the 
Lake, and Wheat, without adding to the oppression of the adherents, they reserve the rights in the 
unfortunate event of the outbreak of war… This decision was confirmed by the Southern Alliance. Here
is the document.”

Attendant Bishop: “—”

Sober Clergyman: “We are all adherents of the Spirit of Light. The Spirit wishes for peace… That is 
why we do not desire for war.”

Attendant Bishop: “Well… yes…”

Sober Clergyman: “…”

Attendant Bishop: “…”

…Boom!

Sober Clergyman: “The warfront seems to be at a stalemate.”

Attendant Bishop: “I am merely a clergyman. Born as a child of the church, till now I have hidden in 
the Church from the dangers of the world outside. I know nothing of the world… However, yes. I must 
say that it is clear that if we continue at this rate, victory is not within our grasp.”

Sober Clergyman: “…”

Attendant Bishop: “Have you nothing to say?”

Sober Clergyman: “According to the teachings of us at the Holy Order of the Lake, the Subterranean 
World is also under the protection of the Spirit. The Demons are children of the Spirit as well. Though 
it is clear that some of them have lost their way. However, we believe that the central tenets provide a 
suitable answer.”

Attendant Bishop: “…Indeed.”

Sober Clergyman: “Let us consider religion and the world separately. But, your Eminence.”

Attendant Bishop: “Yes.”

Sober Clergyman: “While we may practice religion, our bodies exist in the world. And to spread the 
faith, we will require time.—However, in this interim, there are some who cannot afford to wait.”



Attendant Bishop: “…”

…Boom!

Sober Clergyman: “This is a world of innocent souls subjected to disease and pestilence from birth. By 
the grace of the Spirit, we survived the epidemics which plague the land, but the world is not so lucky.”

Attendant Bishop: “I am listening.”

Sober Clergyman: “…”

Attendant Bishop: “To be perfectly honest, I do not understand it. I have served the Spirit for 50 years. 
I may be imperfect, but I have prayed sincerely. However… I have not heard the voice of the Spirit.”

Sober Clergyman: “…”

Attendant Bishop: “Have you heard Her voice? Does the Holy Order of the Lake enjoy the voice of the 
Spirit?”

Sober Clergyman: “…No we haven’t. We do not know why we don’t hear Her voice either. But we feel
that not hearing it is also a blessing on its own.”

Attendant Bishop: “…Blessing?”

Sober Clergyman: “Yes. Because we cannot just get instructions from her, we have to think further, and
we can aim and achieve further.”

Attendant Bishop: “…That’s”

Sober Clergyman: “I understand this interpretation is different from what the Church thinks.”

Attendant Bishop: “Yes…well…”

Sober Clergyman: “We do not hope for war. We do not wish for war with our fellow Humans in the 
Central Continent, as well as this destructive war the Holy Crusaders are currently waging. Do you 
believe the Spirit wishes for this? On the other hand, do you think that without attempting any peaceful 
means, by using the Holy Relics as a pretext, to suddenly command a massive army to invade, is? This 
Crusade will cast a long shadow on the thousand-year history of the Church, as comrades in faith, we 
are anxious for this not to be the case.”

Attendant Bishop: “…that’s…that is…”

Sober Clergyman: “I understand it is difficult to reply.”

Attendant Bishop: “…”

Sober Clergyman: “We just want you to understand what we hope for, and allow that to inform your 
decisions. What we hope for is an early end to this divisive war. For this reason…”

Attendant Bishop: “?”

Sober Clergyman: “We might be willing to provide the vaccinations against smallpox.”

Attendant Bishop: “What!?”



Sober Clergyman: “This is a joint extension from the Southern Alliance and us at the Holy Order of the
Lake, I hope you understand.”

Boom…!

Sober Clergyman: “Our Holy Order of the Lake has considered that it would be appropriate to entrust 
this to a sincere clergyman and incorrupt official like yourself… You too are doing your very best to 
protect the equal lives of the children of Light. And you want to hear the voice that we cannot hear.”

Attendant Bishop: “The Spirit…”

Sober Clergyman: “The Spirit’s, and the voices of the adherents.”

Attendant Bishop: “…”

Sober Clergyman: “I humbly entreat you.”

 

——— The City of the Gate, the Hall, the Study

Door opens.

The Demon King: “Who is it?”

Attendant: “An audience, your Majesty.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “Your Majesty. I have returned.”

The Demon King: “How was the secret mission I sent you on?”

The Witch-Queen of Banshees: “Hahaha. I would think so. Welcome back.”

Young Merchant: “It has been a long time.”

The Demon King: “If it isn’t the Merchant!”

The Witch-Queen of Banshees: “And this is?”

The Demon King: “Yeah, this is—”

Fire Dragon Lady: “The leader of the largest merchant’s union of the Human World, I have brought 
him to seek an audience with the Demon King.”

The Demon King: “Eh?”

Young Merchant: “Forgive me, Demon King.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “Should I have introduced you as my husband?”

Young Merchant: “Once this is all wrapped up, I expect to have full compensation.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “I’m sure we’ll find a position for you.”

The Demon King: “What do you mean?”

Fire Dragon Lady: “As you entreated, I have brought reinforcements.”



The Demon King: “I haven’t entreated any kind of reinforcements. It’s not as if the entire Demon 
World is about to be destroyed. You should know this.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “You may be the ruler of the Demon World, but I am a Councillor on the Self-
Governing Council. Should I not defend this City? Or should I retreat to the Flaming Mountains, bide 
my time and wait to retake the City? Your Majesty, with respect, you know nothing.”

The Demon King: “That’s… But, this City.”

Young Merchant: “To the Scholar, surely this is the final line of defence?”

The Demon King: “Merchant…”

Young Merchant: “But it turns out you’re the Demon King, after all. You’ve really surprised me. How 
many times have I been surprised by you.”

The Demon King: “I did not intend to do that.”

Young Merchant: “Of course. I don’t think you were lying.”

The Demon King: “The contract we signed.”

Young Merchant: “This has nothing to do with our positions, it is merely an expression of the binding 
of our shared interests.”

The Demon King: “…”

Young Merchant: “—Nonetheless, I am somewhat dispirited. Scholar. That day, I thought I was 
drawing closer to you, but it seems you were completely not what I imagined. Just when I thought I had
you in the palm of my hand, it seems there was a block of ice there too.”

The Demon King: “To begin with, I did try to keep my identity secret.”

Young Merchant: “That is not what I meant. It’s not disgraceful or anything, though it is somewhat 
shameful.”

The Witch-Queen of Banshees: “Shameful!?”

The Demon King: “…”

Young Merchant: “Are you angry? Hurry up then.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “What are you saying, Merchant…”

Young Merchant: “You should have just brought me your issues in full disclosure of your status. Stop 
with the waffling about and do your job.”

The Demon King: “I am doing my job. Aren’t I? But the strength of the Human armies…”

Young Merchant: “You can’t.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “!?”

Young Merchant: “To begin with, your job is the Demon King, isn’t it? You’re supposed to direct the 
defence of the City, right? You’re supposed to be the frontline commander, right? The only problem is 



that you do not have the expertise to do so. That’s not a problem, as long as you use the correct 
people.”

The Demon King: “…”

Young Merchant: “Your strong suit is your boundless long-term vision and broad worldview, as well as 
your penetrating sense of balance. You have extensive knowledge on the broad perspective of global 
strategy, a well-guided sense of purpose, and you earnestly want to help all these people to the very 
end, don’t you? The second strongest bonds which exist are cost-benefit analysis. And the first are 
divine connections, isn’t it? In fact, I’m rather disappointed. Please think faster.”

The Witch-Queen of Banshees: “Who is this…”

Young Merchant: “I understand that the loss of your important official has made you rather sad. But the
road you are attempting to walk down is not one where there would be no casualties. If you consider it 
numerically, it doesn’t matter if you lose someone, you still have to do your job, right? Your first 
priority is to protect the soldiers you see before you.”

The Demon King: “…”

Young Merchant: “Am I wrong?”

The Demon King: “—No you’re not.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “Your Majesty…”

The Witch-Queen of Banshees: “Your Majesty!?”

Young Merchant: “Very good.”

The Demon King: “Give me two minutes.”

Young Merchant: “…”

Fire Dragon Lady: “…”

The Witch-Queen of Banshees: “…”

The Demon King: “—My first question would be, ‘What should I do now?’”

Young Merchant: “Yes.”

The Demon King: “Once we answer that, my next question would be, ‘What sort of end do we want 
from this war?’”

Young Merchant: “Yes.”

The Demon King: “In that case, I will decide on an answer… For Humans and Demons alike to pull 
back their wounded, to keep their spears. And for a peace agreement to be signed. If this City falls, the 
Demons will hate the Humans. The Humans would see the Demon World as just another place to 
colonise. This will merely open up another thousand years of war. The City of the Gate is the critical 
point. If we do not want to see a bloodstained history ahead of us, we must defend this City to our 
dying breath.”



Young Merchant: “Indeed. The Crusaders are indeed powerful. The destructive power they command is
more than any that has ever fallen into the hands of Humans before. However, on reverse, they have 
weaknesses too. And that is logistics. This is why it was imperative for them to attack the Demon 
World so rapidly.”

The Demon King: “If we abandon the City, engage in a scorched earth strategy, we can stretch their 
supply lines, we will destroy them in time.”

Young Merchant: “Correct.”

The Demon King: “However, that is not acceptable. It will cause a thousand years of resentment.”

Young Merchant: “Indeed… This is what I have noticed.”

The Demon King: “…I see.”

Young Merchant: “In that case, you will have to fight. Though there is no requirement to engage with 
the enemy.”

The Demon King: “Oh?”

Young Merchant: “To begin with, holing up here in this City like a turtle is not going to create victory. 
All it does is prevent defeat.”

The Demon King: “Yes… All we are doing is defending and hoping that the Holy Crusaders will have 
no choice but to retreat. I can’t believe I could not see past that. This is…uncharacteristic.”

Young Merchant: “Indeed.”

The Demon King: “Eh?”

Young Merchant: “This is a very heavy thing to say, and in fact brings me great pain, and I am 
somewhat ashamed to even say it, but at present, until my strategy comes to fruition, I am acting in the 
capacity of the Demon King.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “This is correct.”

Young Merchant: “Yes, it’s fine even if you cannot understand. All I ask is that you try not to take too 
much offence at this. In a manner of speaking, under circumstances such as these, I too have a duty to 
protect this City. So, for now—leave it to me.”

The Demon King: “But—”

Young Merchant: “The Fire Dragon Lady and I will be borrowing this study…”

The Demon King: “The reports…”

Young Merchant: “Leave the handling of these reports to the officials and the commanders. The Demon
King has to do the job of the Demon King.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “I have awoken as well. In order to save this City, we have to put everything on the 
line.”

The Demon King: “But I’m right here.”



Young Merchant: “Your hands are tied.”

Fire Dragon Lady nods.

The Demon King: “—My hands?”

Young Merchant: “Yes, without the Hero, the Demon King’s hands are tied.”

Fire Dragon Lady: “That is why we will support you.”

The Demon King: “—”

Young Merchant: “Please go and find him.”

The Demon King: “But. We… The Hero and I at that altar… And our contract… The Hero and I…”

Door slams open.

Messenger: “Your Majesty!”

Fire Dragon Lady: “What’s happening! Speak!”

Messenger: “The South Gate has just been broken through!”

The Demon King: “What!? That wall was definitely heavily damaged, but even so it can’t possibly 
have been destroyed so quickly? Just what is going on!?”

Messenger: “The Holy Crusaders, they did something unimaginable. They… the Humans… the 
Humans…”

Young Merchant: “Calm down.”

Messenger: “The Humans blew themselves up! We though they were the standard group of fanatics 
charging the wall with spears, but then an enormous explosion erupted. The Fortress Commander 
immediately gathered all the garrison, and are waging a battle across the Southern Boulevard! What 
should we do, your Majesty!”

—————————————————————————————————————————
——————————————-————————-

Explanation

The Humans are exploding: The Imperial Japanese Army used to do such ridiculous things as well, 
and we’re not just talking about the kamikaze attacks by aircraft belonging to the Imperial Navy. Even 
before World War II, the Imperial Japanese Army was known for confronting tanks it did not have the 
firepower to defeat by having infantry charge at them while hugging landmines.

—————————————————————————————————————————
———————————————————————-

 

——— The City of the Gate, the Southern Boulevard, Street 6

East Fortress Base Commander: “Form up! Spearmen! Formations!”



Dragon Commander: “Take down the shopfronts to the sides!”

Human Militia: “But…”

East Fortress Base Commander: “Now is not the time! We lose everything if we lose. Damnit! 
Barricades up!”

Dragon Commander: “Archers are you ready!?”

Longeared Bowman: “Ready!”

East Fortress Base Commander: “Free fire! We have the advantage here. Lock down the road and force 
them to stop here! Close all entrances! Form up!”

Ahhhhhhh!

Musketeer of Light: “Spread out and advance!”

Vanguard of Light: “As the Spirit wills it!”

Boom! Boom!

Human Militia: “How did the wall just—!?”

East Fortress Base Commander: (What’s going on…? Was the destruction of the wall outside of their 
calculations as well!?)

Dragon Commander: “It seems like the Crusaders don’t have much will to fight as well.”

East Fortress Base Commander: “They haven’t got too much coordination as well.”

Dragon Commander: “The musket and cannon sounds are very sparse.”

East Fortress Base Commander: “…Push them back! They haven’t managed to form together yet! At 
this rate let’s push them back.—Shortbows take down the guys on the sides! Move!”

Dragon Commander: “Do not stop! Spearmen advance!”

Human Spearman: “For freedom!”

Spearman of the Pale: “For peace!”

One-armed Beastman: “Take this! And this! If you value your lives you will flee now. You will take not
one step further! Not one step!”

Middle Aged Volunteer: “Push! Push!”

Boom! Boom!

East Fortress Base Commander: “Eighth unit! Loop around the Purple Temple and attack the enemy 
from the left flank of the Southern Boulevard! Archers support! Beasts will expand into the 
surrounding buildings and take the high grounds.”

Dragon Commander: “Move! Don’t stop! The enemy are many, but we will crush them with ease.”

East Fortress Base Commander: “Hey, what’s the situation outside!”



Human Militia: “?”

East Fortress Base Commander: “Nothing, I just had a bad feeling. How are the defences?”

Dragon Commander: “The surrounding commanders of the South Gate are facing the Crusaders en 
masse, some of them are manned solely by volunteers, it’s not great.”

East Fortress Base Commander: “I’ll go sort it out. Banshee Blades, with me!”

 

——— The Demon World, the Rear Lines of the Holy Crusaders, the Crown Prince Marshal’s 
Tent

Crown Prince Marshal: “You’re saying we’ve been ordered to attack the Southern Alliance!?”

Strategist: “What!?”

Messenger: “Y-yes. That’s the message from the royal council and the Primarch…”

Crown Prince Marshal: “I don’t understand. It’s true that besieging the City of the Gate, which we have
no idea how long it can hold out for, wastes money, which the nobles value more than blood, at an 
incredibly rapid rate. Even I believe that this Crusades has been a great waste of our resources. I do 
understand that we have reached a stage of food and supply shortage. The solution to this is to 
strengthen and preserve our supply lines.”

Messenger: “Yes, the City of the Gate is confirmed to have massive stockpiles of food. Storming the 
City is the best way to preserve our supplies…”

Strategist: “If we had only considered the long-term implications, we would not be at this stage.”

Crown Prince Marshal: “What is going on. How have they reached this conclusion? We will preserve 
our position in the rear.”

Messenger: “But…”

Holy Imperial General: “Say it!”

Messenger: “Well…the responsibility for the destruction of the rear supply areas and rear guards is now
with the Crown Prince Marshal.”

Holy Imperial General: “That’s stupid!”

Messenger: “No, I’m sorry, but there’s more! In any case, the people who proposed this…in order to 
appease them, orders have arrived for the Crown Prince Marshal to engage the Southern Alliance…”

Holy Imperial General: “!”

Strategist: “Without cannons.”

Messenger: “The cannons have been repositioned to assist the capture of the City, are the words of the 
Ash Green King.”

Holy Imperial General: “What…”



Crown Prince Marshal: “…”

Messenger: “Messenger: “I apologise, but the full powers over the overall direction of the Crusades are
vested in his Holiness the Primarch…”

Holy Imperial General: “Kuh.”

…Boom! Boom!

Strategist: “What!?”

Holy Imperial General: “There’s a large sound from the City of the Gate…”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Scouts!!”

Scout: “Yes!”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Find out what’s going on in the City of the Gate, and the movements of the 
Crusaders! I want a detailed report!”

Scout: “Understood!”

Messenger: “Your Imperial Highness!”

Crown Prince Marshal: “What?”

Messenger: “This goes against the direct orders of the Royal Council and the Ash Green King—”

Crown Prince Marshal: “I’m just trying to understand the situation. It’s important to understand what’s 
going on in all our surrounding to carry out our mission.”

Messenger: “Messenger: “But…”

Crown Prince Marshal: “Enough. Go back and tell them. As long as the Southern Alliance remains, 
there will be no supplies from the rear. I await their full instructions…”

 

——— The Holy Crusaders, the Centre, the Hundred Chevaliers

Ash Green King: “Oi!”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “Oh?”

Ash Green King: “What is going on?”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “What are you talking about?”

Ash Green King: “Why was this completely unprotected, pointless attack launched!?”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “Pointless?”

Ash Green King: “Those walls are strong enough to endure muskets and cavalry charges. Let alone 
swords and spears! What kind of completely stupid idea is this! On top of that!”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “On top of that?”



Ash Green King: “To waste lives in such a cavalier fashion…”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “We can’t have that, Ash Green King.”

Ash Green King: “?”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “Their dedication is proof of their adherence to the Spirit. To call 
that cavalier, pointless, stupid – these are words of a heretic!”

Ash Green King: “Do not speak to me of faith!”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “The Holy Crusaders are an army of faith.”

Ash Green King: “Even so, the command of the frontline is my responsibility. Causing pointless 
anarchy on the frontline and eroding the morale of my soldiers is something I cannot tolerate as a 
commander!”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “This was a direct decree from his Holiness the Primarch.”

Ash Green King: “—!”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “Don’t be so surprised. The Primarch observed the cruelty endured 
by the soldiers on the frontline, and felt their pain from within his own heart. This is an informed 
decision he made based on his own eyes.”

Ash Green King is stunned.

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “Hahaha. These soldiers who have dedicated their blood and lives to
the Spirit, are surely partaking in Her constant serenity, they live in eternal joy!”

Ash Green King: “What a lie.”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “Hahahaha.”

Ash Green King: “!?”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “Don’t make that face. This is not the first time. Have you 
forgotten?”

Ash Green King: “I have never embraced a woman that I did not intend to devote my affections to, or 
intend to cheat or deceive. I have never, and will never.”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “Will I have.”

Ash Green King: “…”

Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “I believe we are in the same boat. The boat which is the Holy 
Crusade. If we fail to take that City, you and I will both burn in a black fire. Hahahaha. That City must 
burn, and its fire will light our futures forever. It is for the will of the Spirit. Hahahahahahahahha.”

 

——— The Demon World, the Wilderness

Elder Sister Maid: “Are you okay?”



The Hero: “Yeah. The Demon Thrush just let me know that the Fire Dragon Lady has returned. Seems 
like things are getting heated up.”

Elder Sister Maid: “?”

The Hero: “The Demon World is getting heated up.”

Elder Sister Maid: “Yes.”

The Hero: “On the contrary, we lack time. Think we can meet closer to the City of the Gate?”

Elder Sister Maid: “You would be able to help then.”

The Hero: “What are you going to do now?”

Elder Sister Maid: “I suppose I’ll have to fulfil my end of the arrangement with the Crown Prince 
Marshal.”

The Hero: “That’s slightly repulsive.”

Elder Sister Maid: “Well…yeah, it is the polite thing to do…”

The Hero: “Well, that’s not what I meant.”

Elder Sister Maid: “I’m a bit ashamed of the way I’m dressed, but we are on the road…”

The Hero: “That’s not true.”

Elder Sister Maid: “You’re very kind.”

The Hero: “…No I mean, well.”

Elder Sister Maid: “Hahaha. I’m trying to dress like the Chief Maid.”

The Hero: “Ah, well it does seem like you’re succeeding.”

Elder Sister Maid: “Ahaha. Well, yes. I’ll be heading to the Crown Prince Marshal. I did promise him 
after all.”

The Hero: “—I intend to follow you there, but have you calculated this yet? He’s a fairly formidable 
opponent, isn’t he? Determined and also cool-headed.”

Elder Sister Maid: “Really? I thought he was a cool-headed, but soft and kind person.”

The Hero: “Eh—? Really!?”

Elder Sister Maid: “He’s got what you have. A sense of responsibility.”

The Hero: “I see. That guy does seem to like intrigue, he’s not averse to double-dealing?”

Elder Sister Maid: “Umm, well…so are you?”

The Hero: “Huh. Eh. Eh!?”

Elder Sister Maid: “Hahaha. But yes. I do have some calculations. I think the Crown Prince Marshal 
will listen to what I have to say.”



The Hero: “You think he will.”

Elder Sister Maid: “All of this is wasteland.”

The Hero: “Eh? Yeah. The white clover they spoke of appears to have been a lie. But, most of the 
Demon World is actually like this.”

Elder Sister Maid: “I know. It’s dry, and without forests, the winds blow very harshly. But she intends 
to create a lush forest right here.”

The Hero: “Really?”

Elder Sister Maid: “Yes. That’s what I’ve heard. And after calming the weather near the Portal, she 
intends to bring in irrigation technology to turn all this wasteland verdant again.”

The Hero: “…Really?”

Elder Sister Maid: “That’s what the mistress is considering.”

The Hero: “I had no idea.”

Elder Sister Maid: “It will take a lot of time.”

The Hero: “I don’t actually know a lot about her, it seems.”

Elder Sister Maid: “Really?”

The Hero: “Well, yeah.”

Elder Sister Maid: “I thought you got along well.”

The Hero: “Well it’s hard to say. Though we definitely don’t get along badly.”

Elder Sister Maid: “Yes.”

The Hero: “Umm, well—this is an adult relationship!”

Elder Sister Maid: “Hahahaha. Sure.”

The Hero: “Are you that kind of person? Is this your real face?”

Agghhhhhh!

The Hero: “—!”

Elder Sister Maid: “What’s happening?”

The Hero: “…Death? Gunpowder? Destruction… Blood… Sulphur… Blood…”

Survivor Mercenary: “What? What?!”

Mercenary Archer: “Hey. Black smoke?! Is that…the City of the Gate?”

The Hero: “Death—What… What’s that?! It’s bad. What’s happening, it’s all black!”

Mercenary Archer: “I see an orange flare, it’s a large attack!?”

Small Mercenary: “Scouts move out! Young Mercenary, you follow!”



Young Mercenary: “Got it, let’s go!”

Survivor Mercenary: “What’s going on. Hey, boss?”

Elder Sister Maid: “Let’s move quickly. Pick up the pace, people.”

The Hero: “Sorry.”

Elder Sister Maid: “Eh?”

The Hero: “I can only accompany you up to here.”

Elder Sister Maid: “Hero.”

The Hero: “Spell of Flight! Charm of Speed! Armour of Lightning! Supersonic Flight!”

Boom!

Elder Sister Maid: “Hero!”

The Hero: “I’ve kept my hands bound until I knew what was going on for real. And right in front of my
eyes, these people… They destroy, they murder, they burn!”

Resourceful Young Man: “Wow! What’s he doing!?”

The Hero: “I have had enough of this shit!”



Chapter 5, “We hoped for a miracle.”

 

The Middle Aged Merchant: “How much have we gathered?”

The Shrewd Accountant: “The movement of goods is about 80% done. At this rate, we have about a 
thousand wagons. If it weren’t for the giant automatic carriages of the Automatons, there would have 
been no way to transport all this.”

The Middle Aged Merchant: “We have to thank them for that.”

The Fire Dragon Lord: “How is it?”

The Middle Aged Merchant: “My lord… The depot is prepared, we just need to transport the goods 
now.”

The Dragon Minister: “We have given instructions for the nearby citizens to assist in the transportation 
of wheat and goods.”

The Fire Dragon Lord: “Good job.”

The Shrewd Accountant: “We will do our best.”

The Fire Dragon Lord: “They may be refugees from the City of the Gate, but they fled the violence of 
the battle into the forests of the Fairies or the mountains of us Dragons. We have them to thank for this 
expeditious work.”

Automaton Citizen: “We helped!”

Fairy Scout: “Is there anything else you need, merchant?”

The Fire Dragon Lord: “What is the situation?”

Fairy Scout: “The call to assembly was rather sudden, but we managed to scrape together two units. 
Everyone doesn’t want to get involved in the war after all…”

Peasant of the Pale: “The Pale…”

The Middle Aged Merchant: “Well, war is war. Even without swords, it’s still war.”

The Shrewd Accountant: “Indeed.”

The Fire Dragon Lord: “What shall we do.”

The Middle Aged Merchant: “The Young Merchant left instructions. We are to link up with the 
Southern Alliance near the portal. On top of that, we have to provide at least half our stocks as logistics 
support.”

The Shrewd Accountant: “We will be counting on you for the post-war efforts as well.”

The Fire Dragon Lord: “Post war… That is something we shall have to consider soon. What is that 
Merchant thinking? What sort of method does he have to end this war.”

The Middle Aged Merchant: “Colonisation.”



Automaton Citizen: “?”

The Middle Aged Merchant: “He plans to establish Human colonies in the Subterranean World. 
Compared to the Human World, the Demon World is more humid, and is suitable for the cultivation of 
certain crops. However, because of irrigation issues, the ground is dry and unsuitable for agriculture. As
a result, the soil is lean and the amount of arable land is small.”

Peasant of Pale: “So? Isn’t that obvious?”

The Middle Aged Merchant: “In particular, the Red Wastes between the Portal and the City of the Gate,
which belong to the Demons of the Pale, are especially unsuitable. However, that doesn’t mean its not 
suitable for colonisation. If we are able to construct canals, then we might be able to solve the water 
shortage. Do you know? There’s a large waterfall near the Portal? It is fed by small streams originating 
from the Human World, but these all join up to create a waterfall.”

The Fire Dragon Lord: “…Really?”

The Middle Aged Merchant: “I dreamt that this large wasteland may one day be a green plain. I foresee
that it will be carpeted in fields of wheat. But for this, we will require a lot of labour. Thankfully, within
the Holy Crusaders, there are many serfs who are being abused by the Church.”

The Shrewd Accountant: “In fact, the vast majority of the Crusaders are serfs. If we can take away the 
serfs, then their combat power declines significantly.”

The Fire Dragon Lord: “Wait, what.”

The Middle Aged Merchant: “Of course, this will be difficult. I wouldn’t necessarily plan to do this. 
While the Young Merchant came up with this, it can be difficult to effect.”

The Fire Dragon Lord: “I see… Then why would he resort to this, I don’t understand?”

The Middle Aged Merchant: “It might be just because he’s stupid.”

The Shrewd Accountant: “Ahem! Well, I’m sure the Councillor has considered our position and the 
various alternatives available.”

The Fire Dragon Lord: “…”

The Middle Aged Merchant: “I do not know our chances of success.”

The Fire Dragon Lord: “The Southern Alliance.”

Fairy Scout: “What are your instructions?”

The Fire Dragon Lord: “You’re about to send supplies to them right? Let’s meet with this King of 
theirs. Perhaps I will understand more when I meet these Humans face-to-face.”

 

—————— The Holy Crusaders, the Main Army

The Hero: “Demon Thrush!”

The Demon Thrush: “I am by your side.”



The Hero: “Where is the Demon King!?”

The Demon Thrush: “I do not know. However, one side of the wall has been broken and the Holy 
Crusaders are currently rampaging within the City.”

The Hero: “What’s the point of that promise we made!”

——Teleportation is forbidden. High-level spells are forbidden as well. So are the Hero’s legendary 
spells. In other words, you can’t use your powers as the Hero. This is what our enemies expect from 
you. Until the very final moment, you cannot use your powers. If you don’t… then nobody will be able 
to stop you.

The Hero: “Damnit! Gale!”

The Demon Thrush: “That’s…”

The Hero: “Just a minor weather effect. I have to use some magic to make things better. This should be 
fine.”

The Demon Thrush: “Then I will accompany you.”

The Hero: “You’re not good with cold, go first.”

The Demon Thrush: “Yes…”

(… Concentrate on condensing the water in the atmosphere. Ensure that the centre bit is colder, and 
you’ll get snow or hail, which will prevent the spell from working to its full potential. The key is to 
manipulate the flow of warm air to draw moisture from it.)

The Hero: “Thunder, I call forth the black clouds of your fight. Wrap the world in a fierce storm. “A 
Thousand Years of Rain”!”

 

——— The City of the Gate, the Holy Crusaders

Local Lord: “Go! Attack!”

Small King: “The walls are down, overwhelm them with numbers! Attack!”

Musketeer of Light: “Agghhhh! As the Spirit wills it!”

Spearman of Light: “We are winning! Winning! Food!”

Cannoneer: “Fire! The enemy are weak! Fire!”

Small King: “Captain, not a moment too late.”

Small Kingdom Captain: “Haha!”

Small King: “When the City of the Gate falls, we will take its riches, right? We’ve expended a lot of 
resources on this expedition. We have to take the city as quickly as possible to enjoy its spoils.”

Booom!



Local Lord: “Forwards! Forwards! I will be the Hero of this expedition! I will let my name be known 
even to the Holy Primarch, you serfs! Attack even if you die! Your bodies will pave the way! Forwards,
forwards! Destroy these Demons with gunpowder!”

Boom!

Serf Spearman: “I’m done… I can’t take it.”

Serf Vanguard: “What are you trying to do?”

Serf Spearman: “Let’s break off and steal some food from the Lord’s stores.”

Serf Vanguard: “What!?”

Serf Spearman: “The Lord eats meat, milk and bread every single day. What have we been eating? The 
food that the Crown Prince Marshal managed to get for us has all gone to the noblemen, and they’ve 
just wasted it day after day.”

Serf Vanguard: “But that would be rebellion…”

Serf Infantry: “Really?”

Serf Spearman: “No it wouldn’t. At this rate we’re all just going to die in this war. If we’re going to die,
I’d like to have some bread first…”

Boom! Boom! Boom!

Serf Vanguard: “…”

Serf Spearman: “!”

Serf Vanguard: “!”

Serf Infantry: “What!? The cannons are still firing even though we’re here!?”

Serf Vanguard: “They don’t give a damn about us!”

Serf Infantry: “What! What! How could they! How!”

Serf Spearman: “Agghhhh!!”

 

——— The City of the Gate, the Holy Crusaders, a Lavish Pavilion

The Primarch: “…Moved.”

Attendant Bishop: “What?”

The Primarch: “Hurry, assemble the bishops. All of them. We must pray now.”

Attendant Bishop: “The prayer against the Black Knight?”

The Primarch: “Hurry.”

Attendant Bishop: “Is the Black Knight not the Hero?”



The Primarch: “… He is.”

Attendant Bishop: “This prayer, is rather like a spell…”

The Primarch: “…Bishop.”

Attendant Bishop: “Yes.”

The Primarch: “The prayer…”

Attendant Bishop: “…”

The Primarch: “…The Spirit…wills it!!”

Attendant Bishop: “Yes! Right away!”

The Primarch: “Bishop.”

Observing Bishop: “Yes! Yes!”

The Primarch: “Draw the curtains, it is about to rain.”

Observing Bishop: “Oh, there is not a cloud in the sky though.”

The Primarch: “No, it is about to rain.”

Observing Bishop: “Y-yes. Understood.”

The Primarch: “The Spirit has shown me through her eyes. Her words pour from my lips. My tongue 
reflects nothing but my pure heart, purified by the blessings of her Light. Hahahahahaha!”

Observing Bishop: “I am sorry.”

The Primarch: “At this rate, we are but waiting for his death… Black Knight. I intended to open the 
City of the Gate with the head of the Demon King, but I will make do with yours. No, the Hero suits 
you better. I will show you that I too have power. We will trap you with this spell… and take your 
power.”

 

——— The  Holy Crusaders, the Sky Above

The Hero: “Pressure’s dropping… It’s about to get cold.”

The Hero: “Rain! Pour!”

Rain pours

The Hero: “Alright— now it’s time for the lightning.”

The Hero: (I’ve got to aim for something worthwhile. What should I aim for?)

Sparkle.

The Hero: “Wh, what’s that…?”

The Hero: “My strength…”



The Demon Thrush: “Master! Master!”

The Hero: “Run away…”

The Demon Thrush: “Master! You’re going to fall at this rate! Fly! Or you’ll fall into the storm!”

The Hero: “…No…I can’t…It hurts…”

The Demon Thrush: “Master!”

The Hero: “…Demon King…”

 

——— The Demon World, the Rear of the Holy Crusaders, the Southern Alliance

The Disciple Soldier: “Hurry! We still have horses!”

The Lieutenant of Metal: “Maintain a distance of 50 paces between wagons. When we reach the front 
lines, do not forget to raise your shields. Your life depends on it!”

Seneschal: “The Medical units are in place.”

The Female Paladin: “…”

The Iron Fist King: “What’s wrong?”

The Disciple Soldier: “Is something wrong?”

The Female Paladin: “No. Nothing. It’s just…”

The Disciple Soldier: “?”

The Female Paladin: “My chest feels rather tight.”

Messenger: “Contact! The Crusader musketeers have begun firing. But the distance is too far, so their 
damage is minimal.”

The Disciple Soldier: “It’s just a scare tactic! Advance! We have the advantage!”

The Lone Winter King: “So it begins.”

The Iron Fist King: “Yes. Do not worry. He is a careful man. I do not think we will lose.”

The Lone Winter King: “You have much praise for him.”

The Iron Fist King: “Though he is weak to women.”

The Lone Winter King: “Hahahaha. So are you.”

The Disciple Soldier: “Alright. Stop the carts and link up!”

The Female Paladin: “…”

The Disciple Soldier: “Is that okay?”

The Female Paladin: “Ah, yeah, sorry.”



The Disciple Soldier: “…Teacher.”

The Female Paladin: “What?”

The Disciple Soldier: “Hand over command to me.”

The Female Paladin: “Eh?”

The Disciple Soldier: “You are distracted.”

The Female Paladin: “What…”

The Disciple Soldier: “I will make it happen.”

The Female Paladin: “…”

The Disciple Soldier: “I am the Disciple of the Female Paladin. This is front line of the Southern 
Alliance. As the Minister for Defence of the Kingdom of Metal, this is my place!”

The Female Paladin: “You…”

The Disciple Soldier: “Your place is in that City… He is definitely waiting for you in there!”

The Female Paladin: “You…”

The Disciple Soldier: “If you go now you will make it! My spirit is as strong as yours, and I have had 
good training! It will be fine.”

The Disciple Soldier: “Go!”

The Female Paladin: “Thank you! My Disciple! You still have much to learn when this is all over! So 
you better not die!”

The Disciple Soldier: “The same goes to you… The people of that City are counting on us. We will 
meet again!”

 

——— The City of the Gate, the Holy Crusaders, a Lavish Pavilion

The Primarch: “He has fallen.”

Attendant Bishop: “Eh?”

The Primarch: “The Black Knight has fallen… The man you call the Hero.”

Attendant Bishop: “The Hero…”

The Primarch: “The Hero is a traitor of the Spirit of Light. As evidence, upon being exposed to the 
righteous prayers of our Holy Spirit, his body crumpled like a leaf and fell from the sky.”

Attendant Bishop: “What?”

The Primarch: “Leader!”

The Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “Yes, your Holiness!”



The Primarch: “…The Hero tried to call a lightning storm upon us, but was prevented by our holy 
prayers…and has fallen somewhere on the battlefield… As long as our prayers continue, his strength is 
no more than a normal soldier… Use some of our holy muskets, and send some Chevaliers to capture 
him…”

Attendant Bishop: “The Hero…”

The Primarch: “We must capture him… Otherwise, kill him…but bring back his head…”

Attendant Bishop: “The Hero…”

The Primarch: “The Hero has fallen into darkness… he wears black armour, and considers the Demons 
his allies. He attempted to call lightning on the Holy Crusaders… With the name of the Spirit, we have 
bound his dark and heretical heart.”

The Leader of the Hundred Chevaliers: “Yes.”

Attendant Bishop: (…What? That’s weird… Has the Church gone insane? Is this really the right 
religion…? The Hero dedicated his life and his body to the salvation of the world, but we punish him. 
And now we condemn scores of peasants as heretics…)

The Primarch: “Hahaha… How delicious, the power…”

Attendant Bishop: (This is scary… The Primarch must be wrong… I’m sure he serves the Light, but 
this is scary…)

The Primarch: “Go! Go and spread the word of the Spirit.”

Attendant Bishop: “— I understand.”

The Primarch: “…I am the Primarch… I am the diviner of light and darkness… I will be the last one 
standing, ruling the world… my word is law… Hahahahaha!”

The Primarch: “Who is it!? Who! ‘Prayer of Destruction’!”

The Primarch: “…Oh it was a mouse. Hahahahaha.”

 

——— The Underground Fortress, Underground Lake

The Elder Sister Maid: “This image is…”

The Mage: “…A spell of scrying.”

The Elder Sister Maid: “Wh-what is that man!”

The Mage: “…”

The Elder Sister Maid: “No matter how I look at it, that’s not a person. Is that… the Demon King…? 
Why has he been hiding till now?”

The Mage: “Stain.”

The Elder Sister Maid: “Eh?”



The Mage: “…One Tribe’s mistake.”

The Elder Sister Maid: “What?”

The Mage: “…A long time ago, 1400 years ago, the Tribe of Librarians departed for the Human World. 
Their descendants… them.”

The Elder Sister Maid: “The…Tribe of Librarians? So humans descend from that Tribe?”

The Mage: “…I acknowledge the possibility. Based on numerous events, the probability of this is high. 
However, I cannot verify this.”

The Elder Sister Maid: “That’s…”

The Mage: “That is one side to being the Hero and the Demon King. They cannot open their eyes.”

The Elder Sister Maid: “…”

The Mage: “…To replace the crookedness, corruption, and sloth of humans, with generosity and 
goodwill. To arrive at this, requires the Inevitability of Revolution. The results of this, are what the 
Hero and the Demon King are probably trying to bring about.”

The Elder Sister Maid: “That’s why we cannot take a single step back. This would be death. It would 
mean corruption. They can’t possibly live for corruption.”

The Mage: “…”

The Elder Sister Maid: “Am I wrong?”

The Mage: “…Hypothetical blue organic light emitting diodes.”

The Elder Sister Maid: “What?”

The Mage: “…Eternal life, and eternal death, are both death. In other words, they stop. Only flickering 
images are alive. She was revived for the flickerings. In other words, by the permission of the 
flickering.”

The Elder Sister Maid: “I do not understand. But more importantly, what about the Demon King!? Or 
the Hero!?”

The Mage: “The Demon King is heading to her death. The Hero is already dying.”

The Elder Sister Maid: “What are you doing. You have to help them?”

The Mage stops.

The Elder Sister Maid: “Why have you stopped?”

The Mage: “I cannot go further.”

The Elder Sister Maid: “!”

The Mage: “The Hero has bet everything. He intends to pay the ultimate price. That is why I cannot go.
You should search for a way back. I will fix this. That is my duty… Alright? It was impossible to begin 



with. Probability of zero. Even if the Demon King dies, even if the Hero dies, the probability is still 
zero.

Those two answered with a smile. They did not mind, and so they answered with a wager. Thus they 
will continue to live. No, they will be reborn even if they die. Even to that extent. It was impossible to 
begin with. The City of the Gate will be a graveyard. With the Hero and the Demon King’s powers as a 
focal point, the extinguishing of one life will bridge the skies. This is the Tower of Heaven. The death 
of one will trigger in the other the seal of that ancient spell, ‘the Canticle of Fairies’, imprinted with the
mark of the tower spoken of so often in those ancient songs. This will be the final scene of the end. And
yet, those two, will probably reject that ending.”

The Mage: “To begin with, it was a wager that required the assembly of five or six miracles. That is 
why I cannot move. Got it? The Hero expects a miracle from me. He needs a miracle. ‘Only you can do
it,’ he said! That is why, Elder Sister Maid, you too cannot flee from death. This world is overflowing 
in miracles. The two of them said so, and so I believe it. But that is just such a ridiculous statement, 
that is why I need you to believe it too! We are going to need some unknown miracle from somewhere 
to save them!”

The Elder Sister Maid: “The Demon King said that?”

The Mage: “She did.”

The Elder Sister Maid: “I see. Alright then.”

The Mage: “…”

The Elder Sister Maid: “If the Demon King said it, then I understand. As a person who does not believe
in miracles, she would be the kind of person to joke about it. She might have hoped to keep it in her 
heart, but it’s surely not something she would say out loud. She must mean it then.”

The Mage: “…”

The Elder Sister Maid: “Let’s believe in the Demon King. It’s my job after all, as her maid. I’m going 
to help her make a miracle happen.”

 

—————————————————————————————————————————
——————————————-————————-

Explanation

Inevitability of Revolution: Whether the French Revolution, the Russian Revolution, or the Chinese 
Revolution, all revolutions have been proceeded by a period of intense carnage, murder, and power 
struggle. In the history of the world, there have been no exceptions to this rule.

—————————————————————————————————————————
——————————————-————————-

 



——— The City of the Gate, the Wall at Night

Beast Soldier: “We’ve been saved.”

The Disciple Engineer: “Nah, I wonder why it started raining suddenly.”

Giant Engineer: “… Rare…”

Beast Soldier: “In any case, their torches seem to have gotten weaker in the rain. I guess they were 
weak to water to begin with.”

The Disciple Engineer: “Indeed… let’s take the chance to make some repairs.”

Giant Engineer: “Yeah.”

Volunteer Archer: “Done with sentry duty, whew.”

Human Engineer: “Sir, what do we do about the South Gate?”

The Disciple Engineer: “We can’t interfere with that area… even now, the Human Army is over there 
right?”

Giant Engineer: “Yeah… I saw them…”

Volunteer Archer: “There are numerous fires going on, and we can see them plundering too…”

Human Engineer: “… I’m sorry.”

Engineer of the Pale: “It’s normal in a war.”

Beast Soldier: “Are we ready for a night attack?”

The Disciple Engineer: “That depends on the Fortress Commander. In any case, we are to defend the 
walls and construct barricades. We’ll take turns to rest.”

Giant Engineer: “…Yeah.”

The Disciple Engineer: (Even though they’ve breached the city, the streets act like a divisive barrier, so 
we’ve managed to hold them back so far. But we can’t hold this enemy back forever. An army of 
200,000 is no joke. Even with 10,000 soldiers, they could destroy our fortifications… It seems this City
of the Gate will be rubble by tomorrow.)

Volunteer Archer: “Sir, you’re looking really worried.”

The Disciple Engineer: “— Ah.”

Human Engineer: “Yeah, that’s true.”

Volunteer Archer: “He must be thinking about some pretty girl somewhere. I bet she told him that she’s
waiting for him and now he’s all shy.”

Beast Soldier: “Hahahahaha.”

The Disciple Engineer: “Th, that’s not it! She’s not pretty, she’s more childish and annoying, and she’s 
even green…! Yeah! We’re more like brothers, so stop saying such stupid things!”



Giant Engineer: “… But…”

Volunteer Archer: “Is that so…”

The Disciple Engineer: “You insubordinate creatures. Enough talk, get back to walk! Hey, dirt over 
here!!”

Human Engineer: “Hahaha!”

The Disciple Engineer: (Where are you, Bard. Are you in the Human World? I just hope that wherever 
you are, it’s safe.)

 

——— The Demon World, the Rear Guard of the Crusaders

The Holy Imperial General: “Get the wounded evacuated to the tents!”

Scout: “The Southern Alliance have retreated to approximately half a mile away. They seem to be 
waiting for an opportunity to strike at our centre.”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “4,000 huh.”

The Strategist: “I apologise.”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “You’ve done enough. Rain?”

The Strategist: “Yes. As you know, the rain wets the gunpowder, which makes the muzzles fragile. The 
largest weakness of these muskets is their exposed shape.”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “Whether they’ve realised it or not, we have become so reliant on muskets 
that it forms the backbone of entire force. Not just me, but every single one of us.”

The Strategist: “I’ve had dry gunpowder brought up from our stores post haste. It should reach us by 
tomorrow.”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “…”

The Strategist: “What’s wrong?”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “No, nothing. — Armoured wagons. They clearly understand the 
properties of our muskets well. Easily salvaged and repositioned. Is the enemy commander the Female 
Paladin?”

The Strategist: “No, their frontline commander is the young Defence Minister from the Kingdom of 
Metal…”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “Defence Minister…”

The Strategist: “According to our reports, he served as the right hand of the Female Paladin during the 
war against the Demons of the Pale in the City of White Night, and ordered the fire attack. According 
to our reports, he was born into a lower class of knights, and spent most of his time around settlers and 
migrants. He’s very well respected within the Kingdom of Metal.”



The Crown Prince Marshal: “Hmm…”

The Strategist: “What shall we do?”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “While the nobility and royalty of us Crusaders launched a surprise attack 
against the resolute defenders of the City of the Gate, the South placed a new talent to command 
them… how cheeky. Are they trying to suggest that there is a great gulf between our talents?”

The Holy Imperial General: “Your Imperial Highness.”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “Yes?”

The Holy Imperial General: “We are reorganised.”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “Excellent. Give me a detailed report on our casualties suffered.”

The Holy Imperial General: “Understood!”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “Tell the soldiers who were involved in the battle to have a good rest. 
Reinsert the serf deserters into units based on food allocation. Gather up the Imperial Knights and 
reorganise them into full units. Time is of the essence.”

The Strategist: “Are we in a hurry?”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “Tonight. Before the night retreats, have them work on the constructions. 
Draw up a namelist, I want it sorted by skillset. We need the tents up, don’t we? Have the new troops 
joining us all allocated to workmen units. I want them constructing tents and sorting out food rations. 
The new troops are going to have no rest at all tonight. Once all the work is complete, then we’ll give 
them food to eat. Let’s not give them any room to think of unnecessary things.”

The Holy Imperial General: “Understood.”

The Holy Imperial General: (Getting them to work and complete the task before getting any food is the 
best way to keep them committed to the task. He truly has the will of the lower classes within his 
hands. There wouldn’t be any other way of getting them to operate this quickly even with the 
impending danger. But will threatening them with food really be enough…)

The Crown Prince Marshal: “Hahaha. Strategist, I’ll leave it to you.”

The Strategist: “Yes.”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “We are going to extirpate the current chain of command. Reinstate the 
new command system with haste.”

The Strategist: “How chaotic is this going to be?”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “Let’s try to keep it within reasonable limits. To begin with, the Crusaders 
have never been much of a unified force. With the destruction of the gate of the City of the Gate, we’re 
already seeing the reversion of the characters of these serfs back into beasts.”

The Strategist: “Indeed.”



The Crown Prince Marshal: “For them to attain their interests, victory is necessary. But for victory, we 
have to make sure their interests do not cloud their hearts. If we are victorious, we will have made a 
noble step forwards, but if we are defeated, this will be recorded in the history books forever.”

The Strategist: “Your Imperial Highness, perhaps it may be too much to push this onto the nobles.”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “I too am a tiger who would like to be fed these nobles.”

The Holy Imperial General: “Your Imperial Highness…”

 

——— The Demon World, the Holy Crusaders, the Tent of Kings

Knight of the Mist: “Green Ash King! Green Ash King!”

The Green Ash King: “You don’t have to shout, I can hear you.”

Knight of the Mist: “What happened, you are all bruised! I lost sight of you in the battle, and I 
thought… I would never see you again!”

The Green Ash King: “Stop crying. You call yourself a man!”

Nurse: “It’s not too bad. You haven’t broken anything. You have injured your muscles quite badly, and 
you’re going to need some rest. This will probably hurt for a few days.”

Knight of the Mist: “Where…and how?”

The Green Ash King: “I was up in the frontlines and I came across a really bad guy.”

Knight of the Mist: “A Demon?”

The Green Ash King: “That’s right.”

Knight of the Mist: “You have to hurry and call a military conference! Without you the frontlines have 
dissolved into chaos! The troops have become an ill-disciplined rabble, and are pillaging the city 
without regard for the enemy, streaming in and out of the City through the destroyed gates, it’s an 
absolute mess!”

The Green Ash King: “Damn.”

Knight of the Mist: “?”

The Green Ash King: “How much time did I spend on attacking those fortifications? How determined 
did they defend those incredible walls? It should have been over when the gate was destroyed. All they 
had to do was advance? What’s with this half-assed assault?”

Knight of the Mist: “In regard to that, the nobles launched a surprise attack while the gate was falling.”

The Green Ash King: “And did they manage to rout the enemy?”

Knight of the Mist: “That’s the thing, they seem to have gotten bogged down in our own forces.”

The Green Ash King: “…”



Knight of the Mist: “But, you can reassume command in the morning! We’ll get the frontlines back in 
order, and the City of the Gate must be incredibly shocked by now? Ah! I apologise! I will relay news 
of your immediate return!”

The Green Ash King: “Stop.”

Knight of the Mist: “W-why?”

The Green Ash King: “Hmph.”

Knight of the Mist: “—!”

The Green Ash King: “Conceal the news of my return. Not for long… Just till tomorrow.”

Knight of the Mist: “Is that alright?”

The Green Ash King: “… It is necessary.”

Knight of the Mist: “If this is what you say… I hope you have a good rest!”

The Green Ash King: “Yeah. It’s personal, it’s personal… How is it, Primarch. Is this the way you 
wanted it to be? Damn you. Is your chest festering yet… So you want to make this personal, do you? 
You want to force me to move?”

Knight of the Mist: “Huh? I will prepare quarters for you in the meantime.”

The Green Ash King: “It’s fine. Don’t do anything. Sorry.”

Knight of the Mist: “Please take care of yourself. If you go out like this into the cold, it will damage 
your body.”

The Green Ash King: “That’s nothing. In this hell, everyone has lost something important to them. — 
Or rather, there is only one person who doesn’t care how much others have lost.”



Chapter 6, “For your own futures!!”

 

——– Five Years Ago, a Small Village in the Demon World

The Hero: “……”

The Butler: “…… at this time in the night, where can I find a lady—“

The Hero: “What the hell, old man.”

The Butler: “Ahem, ahem. I can’t breathe…”

The Hero: “Ah, sorry.”

The Butler: “You almost killed me!”

The Hero: “It’s fine isn’t it, you’ve lived long enough already, haven’t you?”

The Butler: “What’s with that relieved expression, are you threatening me!?”

The Hero: “Ah, sorry. Sorry. There was no ill-intent.”

The Butler: “Haha, you need to talk normally from time to time. Hero, you’re really childish.”

The Hero: “Is being childish bad?”

The Butler: “No no, nyohohoho…… Shall we get something to drink? Surely there’s got to be some 
inn or something to drink in.”

The Hero: “Um, wait, let’s go see the stars.”

The Butler: “Stars?”

The Hero: “Ah, sorry. I was lying.”

The Butler: “As long as you understand. Well then, let’s go outside.”

Wind blows

The Butler: “…… A strong wind…… what beautiful stars.”

The Hero: “Yeah. It’s beautiful.”

The Hero: “……”

The Butler: “……”

The Hero: “Then.”

The Butler: “……”

The Hero: “Umm.”

The Butler: “Yeah.”

The Hero: “Let’s go.”



The Butler: “Yeah”

The Hero: “No stopping?”

The Butler: “I’ll think about it.”

The Hero: “……”

The Butler: “We aren’t shackles that are weighing you down you know. To you, you probably feel 
we’re burdens constraining you. To begin with…… Maybe it’s just because we haven’t asked, but it 
seems that you don’t even have a reason to save the world.”

The Hero: “……”

The Butler: “Let’s hear it then…… why?”

The Hero: “Because I don’t have anything else to do.”

The Butler: “……”

The Hero: “That’s it. —- I can do magic, I can do swordsplay. A monster like me would never be 
accepted in any academy or knight brigade. I would be welcome anywhere, but is there a city or village
in which I could actually stay? “We’re really grateful for everything you’ve done, but are you really 
going to stay here?” is what they always say. Isn’t that what it means to be the Hero?”

The Butler: “Well……”

The Hero: “I’m not really very smart, so maybe I don’t understand—- It’s probably because I’m not 
human. Humans aren’t kind to me. But when I think about what I am if I’m not human, then I guess 
I’m the Hero. There’s nothing for it. I was born among humans, and while I don’t understand why they 
oppose me. It seems humans cannot like anything else but humans.”

The Butler: “……”

The Hero: “There are lots of weak people. It’s a violent world. Disregarding whether or not it’s the 
truth that weak people are merely unfortunate, the weak just unite in pointing a finger at the strong and 
saying, ‘You’re evil.’ If I attempt to challenge them, they simply say, ‘This person is oppressing us, he 
truly is evil!’ and that just makes them happier. And then comes the violence. What meaning is there in 
saving a world like this?”

The Butler: “…Yes.”

The Hero: “But I guess, in the end!”

The Butler: “……”

The Hero: “It wouldn’t make sense to hate all of them.”

The Butler: “……”

The Hero: “I mean, everyone is really brave. They’re kind, and warm. It’s just, they’re not like that 
towards me. Fundamentally, all humans are nice people. Gramps, in the end it all balances out, but I 
guess it balances with me being unhappy. Maybe it just balances out exactly — Everything is like a 



mosaic, a contrast of black against white. There just isn’t anyone who is completely black, or 
completely white. This isn’t a set menu where you can only pick ‘I want everything’ or ‘I want 
nothing’. It took a while, but I finally understand that…… That’s why, despite how unhappy I am, I 
wish the best for everyone in the world, and I would never do anything to destroy it.”

The Butler: “Hero……”

The Hero: “Being together with you, and the other two.”

The Butler: “……”

The Hero: “It’s almost like I can feel what it’s like to be human.”

The Butler: “……”

The Hero: “The Demon King. We’ll start there.”

The Butler: “……Hero.”

The Hero: “I guess I do want to be liked after all.”

The Butler: “Well……”

The Hero: “It’s because I’m a child.”

The Butler: “You are a child.”

The Hero: “Full of hope.”

The Butler: “Well, hope is what makes you young.”

The Hero: “That’s why.”

The Butler: “?”

The Hero: “We’ll do it somehow. Somehow!”

The Butler: “Yes.”

The Hero: “ ‘Become mine’…… Why would she say something like that to me? All I know how to do 
is to destroy cities or to kill monsters. Maybe she thinks that because I’m not a human, I might be a 
comrade. That’s how my set menu comes into it I guess. Even though I think I;m a human.”

The Butler: “……”

The Hero: “But I guess I’m still looking forward to it. How stupid I am.”

 

———- The City of the Gate, an Abandoned Building

Rain falling……

——- Rain

——- How heavy. But my body feels so distant.



——- Is it still night time? How is the battle?

The Hero: “!”

The Demon King: “Have a rest.”

The Hero: “Demon King! ! Oww!”

The Demon King: “Stop moving, you’re injured.”

The Hero: “Where is this? Where is the battle!? Why am I here?”

The Demon King: “Stop panicking. You’re in an abandoned building in the City of the Gate. It’s a rainy
night, probably past midnight. As for why you’re here…… Just grit your teeth through the pain.”

The Hero: “How……”

The Demon King: “The Demon Thrush brought you here, shrieking about how his master was dying.”

The Hero: “…… and the battle?”

The Demon King: “Stop.”

The Hero: “……”

The Demon King: “Stop. Neither army can move until the morning. This place is at some distance from
the battle command centre, it seems both armies are exhausted, and neither side will be coming here. 
Right now, you’re okay. That’s why, stop moving.”

The Hero: “Yes……”

The Demon King: “I was worried.”

The Hero: “…… Yes.”

The Demon King: “I thought I would never see you again.”

The Hero: “Don’t say that.”

The Demon King: “But……”

The Hero: “?”

The Demon King: “You came in the end.”

The Hero: “In the end.”

The Demon King: “You should be able to feel it, right? These beating in my chest.”

The Hero: “……”

The Demon King: “There’s something I’ve been hiding from you.”

The Hero: “What is it……”

The Demon King: “What does the end mean to you?”

The Hero: “……”



The Demon King: “…… The end. I’ve always wanted to look beyond the hill. But beyond the hill is 
just ‘beyond the hill’, it’s not the end. It’s not, as the words suggest, any sort of finality. It doesn’t have 
that implication. It’s not the end of anything. I believe, maybe, the end of the beginning was when you 
appeared. When we first met in the Great Hall of the Demon King’s Palace, when you came at me with 
fire in your eyes…… I suppose that was the end of something.”

The Demon King: “You could have pierced me through my chest right here, and ended my life right 
there. That was one way it could have ended. That was probably what the Mage wanted. It’s probable 
that the original ending was for our story to have ended there. But I refused to accept such an ending, I 
searched for a different tomorrow, together with you.”

The Hero: “Yeah.”

The Demon King: “We’ve done so much…… The agricultural revolution, the introduction of livestock,
the invention of compasses, windmills, watermills, and other technological advances. Agricultural 
advances like the introduction of potatoes, or corn. Creating paper in order to promote education. 
Spreading ideologies of freedom through the Elder Maid Sister, and vaccines against smallpox through 
the Mage. We reformed the feudal system through the Discicple Merchant, and the balance of power 
through the Disciple Nobleman, and militia tactics and defensive strategy through the Disciple Soldier. 
On top of that, we stabilised and centralised the Kurultai, creating genuine democracy in the Demon 
World. We established banking, infrastructure and other public works. It has been amazing. This 
journey…… My heart is just filled with warmth…… Being together with you makes me so happy. 
Being with you has been so fun.”

The Hero: “Yeah.”

The Demon King: “I said this before, but I think we can almost see that hill I’ve been aiming for. You 
taught me what it meant to feel warmth in my heart in the Village of Winter. I think we have created 
new possibilities for Human and Demon co-existence here in the City of the Gate. However, what I 
really want, is to go beyond this hill, find the next hill, and then go beyond that as well. There is a new 
tomorrow beyond the hill, and we will need new technologies in that new tomorrow. Technology is 
what makes people happy, but sometimes…… For example, agricultural technology can lead to 
increased production of food, allowing a population explosion, but the increased concentration of 
overflowing wealth leads to more and more greed. Gunpowder technology has only worsened the 
warlike wrath of the military, and it has led to this horrible Crusade. —— So many have died.”

The Hero: “Yes.”

The Demon King: “But I have no regrets. That’s why I don’t want you to have any either. We said we 
would do it together. And so we have no regrets…… This pain in my heart, it’s not regret. The first 
thing we did —- the agricultural revolution, and the introduction of potatoes and corn have really saved
so many lives. The vaccinations were good too. We haven’t spread them as fully as we can, but already 
we have contributed to the lives of so many people. Their smiles and their happiness are the results of 
our labours. But it’s not just that. We grit our teeth through the worst of it, and despite our techniques 
and methods designed for good results, in the end we seem to have brought death and destruction. In 
trying to address the calamity with new technologies, all we did was create even larger calamities. It’s 



not as if we were doing all this so that they would thank us, but I can’t shake the feeling that we’ve 
betrayed those whose smiles we promised to protect. —- Why am I so weak? I know, I know you’ll just
tell me it’s okay, but……”

The Hero: “Still……”

The Demon King: “Still, all this will end. There is nothing in this world that is without end.”

The Hero: “……”

The Demon King: “That’s why, I have to tell you a secret. This City of the Gate will end. An ancient 
order lies buried within the hereditary memories of the Demon Kings. —- It is our destiny to descend 
to a shrine under the City, offer the corpse of the Hero as a sacrifice, and construct a bridge to the 
heavens.”

 

——— The Demon World, the Rear Guard of the Holy Crusaders

The Holy Imperial General: “Not much longer till the dawn.”

The Strategist: “Indeed.”

The Holy Imperial General: “What does His Imperial Highness intend to do?”

The Strategist: “……”

The Holy Imperial General: “The structure of the Holy Crusaders may appear to be intact, but on the 
inside, we are like a massive tree infested with termites. At this rate, we will fall apart into chaos.”

The Strategist: (Indeed……)

The Holy Imperial General: “Ahead of us, we may have broken through the City gates, but resistance 
continues. To our rear, the Southern Alliance commands an unknown force. In the middle, within this 
strange land of the Demon World, supplies and logistics lines are no easy feat, and already our men 
sway as they walk.”

The Strategist: “Yes.”

The Holy Imperial General: “So!”

The Strategist: “But if we were to take any action that gives away our worry about this, we would only 
hasten the collapse of order.”

The Holy Imperial General: “…… When did it become like this? Weren’t we always proceeding 
according to plan? Where exactly did we go wrong!?”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “Stop complaining.”

The Strategist: “Your Imperial Highness.”

The Holy Imperial General: “How was your rest?”



The Crown Prince Marshal: “We are on a battlefield, it’s normal to not sleep for a few days. We seem 
to have gotten into some trouble. Complaining about it is not going to help the situation. That is 
something I have gotten used to.”

The Strategist: “……”

The Holy Imperial General: “But no matter how you look at it, we are directionless. The command 
system of the Holy Crusaders has all but fallen apart.”

The Strategist: “Indeed.”

The Holy Imperial General: “We in the rear guard are under your command, so we are completely in 
control, but the main division has been thrown into complete chaos.”

The Strategist: “……”

The Holy Imperial General: “It is all because of those impunious noblemen and royalty who have 
betrayed us.”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “Betrayed……”

The Holy Imperial General: “?”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “They are merely acting in accordance with their interests. I’m not entirely
sure you could call that betrayal.”

The Strategist: “…… Then the actions of the Church are truly in doubt.”

The Holy Imperial General: “The Church?”

The Strategist: “The one who truly stands to gain regardless of victory or defeat in this campaign, the 
one who has been consistently egging it on, is the Church, or rather the Primarch.”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “……”

The Holy Imperial General: “Maybe you’re rushing to conclusions.”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “I am not.”

The Strategist: “Using the unconfirmed legend of this Holy Relic, they’ve managed to turn some 
would-be converters to the Order of the Lake back to the Church of Light…… To use fanaticism to 
achieve religious dominance.”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “Which is why the Hero shuns him.”

The Strategist: “?”

The Crown Prince Marshal: (The Church is adamant on extirpating this new sect championed by the 
Hero and the Demon King to consolidate their power…… But to what end? The Church already wields
more than enough power. But just what is their aim? Given enough time, the Church could easily just 
swallow up and integrate the Order of the Lake…… Time? Perhaps it is the impatience of an elderly 
man. Is that your motive, Primarch?)



The Strategist: “Regardless, our first priority is to remove ourselves from the troublesome situation we 
find ourselves in.”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “Hmm. As things stand, we cannot allow a single mistake. What we do 
next will not just decide the battle, but even an unsatisfactory defeat will be equivalent to a major 
defeat.”

The Strategist: “Yes. We should prepare to formulate plans to leave the Demon World alive.”

The Holy Imperial General: “This is.”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “A battle map?”

The Strategist: “Our scouts have just finished drawing this up, it shows the surroundings and 
fortifications of the City in great detail. Surely this will be necessary to our plans? These are resolute 
positions, whether the Southern Alliance or the City of the Gate. But of course, there will be a way past
them.”

The Holy Imperial General: “But that will come at great sacrifice.”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “To the Holy Crusaders, so far within the Demon World, such sacrifices 
even if they do not amount to annihilation, will easily portend of annihilation.”

The Strategist: “Our maximum allowable casualties are, twenty thousand……”

The Holy Imperial General: “Twenty thousand…… Just 10% of our forces, and this battle is over.”

The Crown Prince Marshal: (Twenty thousand…… The Southern Alliance are armed with the latest 
muskets, and the City of the Gate is commanded by a stubborn commander. The right and left towers 
are still intact. How is it that the defenders’ morale remains high despite the destruction of the gate? Do
they have a commander that inspires such perseverance? And on top of that, the seeds of doubt have 
already been sown among our own ranks.”

The Holy Imperial General: “……?”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “Rather than the battlefield, we have some major strategic decisions to 
make.”

The Strategist: “Yes.”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “We have four problems. Firstly, the resistance in the City of the Gate. 
Secondly, the Southern Alliance. Thirdly, the low morale among the Holy Crusaders and the chaos 
among the organisational structure. Fourthly, our communications with the Holy Church have been cut 
off.”

The Holy Imperial General: “Is the situation with the Church that bad?”

The Strategist: “It’s really difficult to say right now, but our reports would certainly indicate so.”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “Trying to tackle all four of these problems at the same time to achieve 
victory, is, I feel completely impossible. We should focus our efforts on attempting to resolve at least 



two, if not three of these problems. Our main objective is to consolidate our position in the City of the 
Gate, we should freeze the remaining three issues until we sort that out.”

The Strategist: “I feel the cause of all these problems is the same. The chaos in our organisational 
structure. If we can decisively centralise command of the Holy Crusaders, we can solve all these 
issues.”

The Holy Imperial General: “That’s……”

The Strategist: “On top of that, the will of the Church, or rather the Primarch, is uncertain. Look at the 
fragmented jade* and the collapse of our supply lines. They clearly have no ability to make the realistic
and pragmatic decision in the face of battle.”

The Holy Imperial General: “……”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “I agree. Our first priority is to centralise the command system, and bring 
the Holy Crusaders back under control. That is the most important.”

The Holy Imperial General: “Without the Primarch, that is to say, for Your Imperial Highness to 
assume full command of the Crusaders. That is good. With Your Imperial Highness in charge, we will 
surely have enough to accomplish our goals. But how would the Church react to this? To begin with, 
the Holy Crusaders have always been a religious army. We can’t possibly remove the Church from this 
completely. Otherwise…… will we have to disband the army in this foreign land!?”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “If we completely dissolve the power of the Church, it seems we will.”

The Strategist: “The Church which I hold in high esteem is one which reveres the Holy Spirit, not one 
which is a personality cult revolving around the Primarch. We have been tasked to maintain order in the
Continent, we’re not here for the promotion of the interest of the Church. There is a distinction to be 
made between the defenders of the faith, and the defenders of the realm. Clearly, the command on the 
battlefield has been delegated to the defenders of the realm. Those who represent the interests of the 
Church should acknowledge the distinction.”

The Holy Imperial General: “It may be as you say, but this is the Primarch we’re talking about here. To 
go against the delegate of the Holy Spirit……”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “We have to acknowledge the truth, don’t we? War is the truth. Hunger 
leads to death. Even a peasant will fight tooth and nail to prevent himself from starving to death, even 
if his enemy is his own lord.”

The Strategist: “Precisely.”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “The Crimson Scholar —- That girl with those burning eyes. It was painful
that we could not secure our supply lines from the Old Lands of the Pale. And that we wasted a week in
that territory. That has clearly affected our present situation”

The Strategist: “Indeed. I daresay that was her goal.”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “Hmm. If so, then she is a real talent.”

The Strategist: “?”



The Crown Prince Marshal: “What a waste that such boldness and intelligence were to manifest in a 
girl. That she was not born in the Central Continent, but rather in the Southern Alliance, has probably 
changed the fate of the world……”

The Holy Imperial General: “I mean……”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “We must seize the command. We can only leave the Southern Alliance be 
for now. In this rain, they are doubtlessly at their limit to attack us as well. Of course, we cannot 
hesitate, but at this point, this is just a risk we are going to have to take. Strengthen our defences, and 
shift more serfs from the Central Army to guard against the Southern Alliance. This will be a show of 
force. We will have to believe that our numbers are sufficient. In addition move our elite units to the 
centre of the Crusader formation, let’s take back command in one stroke. The command centre of the 
Church, and those under the direct command of the Primarch, we will have to put under temporary 
arrest. To deal with the nobles, we have to isolate them from communication with the Church and then 
seek to transfer command to ourselves. We must accomplish all of this within half a day, or we risk 
being branded heretics ourselves.”

The Holy Imperial General: “This is a strong strategy.”

The Strategist: “We don’t have much choice. Those blood thirsty nobles and royalty are intent on 
seizing the City of the Gate, and are throwing serfs at it like water. To sort out the chaos on the 
battlefield, this is probably our only way.”

The Holy Imperial General: “Even I have no way of bringing the dead back to life. Rather than lament 
that we should have kept them alive, let us do our best to do this without killing anybody. If we can.”

The Strategist: “Indeed.”

The Holy Imperial General: “I will guard our flanks diligently.”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “At dawn we will attack the centre. Prepare the units for this attack. We are
going to throw all our cavalry into this move. I’m expecting some chaos, so let’s use 2000 muskets as 
well.”

The Holy Imperial General: “Understood.”

 

—————————————————————————————————————————
——————————————-————————-

Explanation

Fragmented Jade: To die cleanly, like jade fragmenting. In the Imperial Japanese Army, failure to plan
sufficiently often led to the complete annihilation of forces, and these euphemism was often used to 
describe a terrible defeat. In this case, it describes the pointless deaths of the meat shields who were 
egged on by the Holy Church’s rhetoric about martyrdom.

—————————————————————————————————————————
———————————————————————-



 

 

————— The Outskirts of the City of the Gate, the Southern Alliance, the Centre

The Disciple Soldier: “The greatest weapon of the Holy Crusaders is their numbers. On an open plain, 
they can advance on us in a single line and achieve victory through overwhelming pressure. There is no
need to use any sort of delicate strategies, and it also leaves no place for the opponent to employ 
delicate strategies. It is an army designed to simply crush everything in its path…… I suppose that’s the
whole point of massive armies.”

The Lieutenant of Metal: “Rather than saving us, it seems that this rain has caused us a spot of trouble.”

The Seneschal: “Indeed.”

The Fairy Attendant: “You’ve got a difficult expression.”

The Disciple Soldier: “Of course. While the musket is a powerful weapon, it is too powerful. There are 
too many dead. If we want to avoid being killed, we have to kill massive amounts of enemies. It’s 
simply a weapon which causes harm to everyone involved…… I am a soldier, so I am prepared for 
death. In fact, all of us in the Southern Alliance are soldiers. We pledged our lives, on our honour, to 
fulfil the dreams of our lords, and we are prepared for the reality of battle. But our enemies are no more
than serfs with muskets.”

The Lieutenant of Metal: “But they are not enemies we can afford to show mercy to. To begin with, this
is not an enemy we have certainty of beating even if we try our hardest.”

The Disciple Soldier: “That’s……”

The Lone Winter King: “Those of us who are alive now have a duty to those who are yet to be born. To
show weakness today is betrayal tomorrow.”

The Iron Fist King: “…… mmm.”

The Disciple Soldier: “The Crown Prince Marshal is truly a genius, and a man of excellence. His 
command of political matters is something I can never hope to match. But he has one fatal weakness.”

The Seneschal: “What sort of weakness does a hero like that have?”

The Iron Fist King: “What is it?”

The Disciple Soldier: “It’s the fact that he is just one man.”

The Lieutenant of Metal: “… What.”

The Seneschal: “That’s obvious isn’t it, how is that a weakness?”

The Disciple Soldier: “He cannot easily command two separate battlefronts. The Crown Prince Marshal
has to choose between regaining command of the Crusaders, or doing battle with us the Southern 
Alliance. I can feel that his will to do battle with us is rather thin…… He has the will to fight, but the 
will to exterminate us is not strong.”



The Fairy Attendant: “War is scary.”

The Iron Fist King: “Above all, war decides battle through the threat of extermination. This can save us
from defeat.”

The Lone Winter King: “However the purpose of this expedition is not the extermination of the 
enemy.”

The Iron Fist King: “Hmm. How troublesome.”

The Lone Winter King: “Then it is time for me to make my appearance.”

The Disciple Soldier: “Your Majesty……”

The Lone Winter King: “This handwritten letter clearly indicates a desire to meet. It seems that one of 
the two Demon commanders who saved us back on the Battle of the Plains of Clover is commanding 
the City of the Gate, no? And this is nostalgic, but this appears to be the seal of the Scholar. She has 
sent someone. Is that right?”

The Nobleman Disciple: “Yes…… Allow me to introduce you.”

The Disciple Soldier: (Is this……)

The Lone Winter King: “Welcome to our camp. I have heard much about you from the Fairy Queen.”

The Iron Fist King: “Mmm, I hear you are the Right Hand of the Demon King, and the Chairman of the
Demon Council the Kurultai.”

The Nobleman Disciple: “This is the Fire Dragon Lord.”

The Fire Dragon Lord: “Well met. We Fire Dragons rule over the South of the Land of Dragons, and 
control the Inferno Mountains. I am the ruling lord, the Fire Dragon Lord. It is a pleasure.”

The Disciple Soldier: (What an indomitable presence. Do all the nobility in the Demon World carry 
such an atmosphere……)

The Middle-Aged Merchant: “I have been tasked to deliver supplies this time. I am the Middle Aged 
Merchant.”

The Lone Winter King: “I apologise for being hasty, but we are here today to discuss how to deal with 
the military threat of this coalition of Central Continent kingdoms known as the Holy Crusaders, is that 
right?”

The Fire Dragon Lord: “Precisely.”

The Lone Winter King: “To begin with, I want to stress that the Southern Alliance is here on invitation 
of the Fairy Queen, and have entered this land in peace. At present, we have had no engagements with 
any Demon forces.”

The Fairy Attendant: “This is true and I can bear witness.”

The Nobleman Disciple: “Well, well.”

The Disciple Soldier: “What are you doing here?”



The Nobleman Disciple: “I am the special envoy of the Southern Alliance.”

The Disciple Soldier: “Special envoy?”

The Nobleman Disciple: “That’s right. I’m on a mission from her Majesty the Queen of Ice and Snow.”

The Disciple Soldier: “But why are you with the Fire Dragon Lord?”

The Nobleman Disciple: “This is a matter for the Demons too, isn’t it?”

The Disciple Soldier: “Well yes.”

The Nobleman Disciple: “This matter will affect all of us without from the Centre or from the South.”

The Disciple Soldier: “…… Well.”

The Nobleman Disciple: “That’s what the Hero said anyway.”

The Disciple Soldier: “Hero……?”

The Nobleman Disciple: “We Disciples.”

The Disciple Soldier: “?”

The Nobleman Disciple: “We are going to have to stop this war.”

The Disciple Soldier: “What.”

The Nobleman Disciple: “It is necessary. You have got to wake up.”

The Disciple Soldier: “I……”

The Nobleman Disciple: “Do you find it weird that spoilt nobleman like myself is saying something 
like this?”

The Disciple Soldier: “No…… That’s not what I meant.”

The Nobleman Disciple: “I’ve seen it.”

The Disciple Soldier: “Seen what?”

The Nobleman Disciple: “I’ve seen her spread her wings already.”

The Seneschal: “What”

The Lone Winter King: “Then with these supplies…… of wheat.”

The Fire Dragon Lord: “Yes.”

The Middle-Aged Merchant: “To be exact we’ve got here 4,000 carriages of it.”

The Iron Fist King: “Why?”

The Lone Winter King: “What do you want us to do, coming here with all this food?”

The Middle-Aged Merchant: “The Young Merchant”

The Lone Winter King: “That wily fellow.”



The Middle-Aged Merchant: “He needs your help with something he cannot do. Which is why he 
would like to entrust it to the heroes of the South.”

The Lone Winter King: “……”

The Fire Dragon Lord: “I will assemble the Kurultai of Demons. We will start with the nearby Demon 
races those hiding in the woods and valleys surrounding the City of the Gate… The Human armies are 
massive and they have those metal tubes which shoot fire. They are truly to be feared. It seems many 
lives will be lost.”

The Lone Winter King: “……”

The Fairy Attendant: “How scary.”

The Fire Dragon Lord: “But there is one thing which needs to be known: Whether in this world, both 
Demons and Humans are important.”

The Middle-Aged Merchant: “That’s!”

The Disciple Soldier: “Absolutely. We can definitely do this together!”

The Fire Dragon Lord: “It means nothing to just think about it. If you haven’t seen it already, all of my 
people have seen it, you must believe in it, or else there is no mening!”

The Iron Fist King: “!”

The Metal Lieutenant: “That’s……”

The Disciple Nobleman: “To achieve this, your Majesty, you must accept my request.”

The Lone Winter King: “What’s that?”

The Middle-Aged Merchant: “Use these supplies to paralyse the Crusaders.”

The Lone Winter King: “Can it be done?”

The Disciple Soldier: “Well.”

The Disciple Nobleman: “The Crusaders are a massive lion. If you want to restrain a lion, you will 
need more than just as ingle rope. That is why…”

The Lone Winter King: “I understand. I have been thinking about this as well.”

The Fire Dragon Lord: “Will this be alright then?”

The Disciple Nobleman: “Thank you very much.”

The Disciple Soldier: “Disciple Nobleman, I……”

The Lone Winter King: “Dawn is breaking. This will be a long day.”

The Iron Fist King:” Indeed.”

The Disciple Soldier: “A day longer than any other…… I hope our Master is okay.”

 



———– The City of the Gate, the Central Pavilion, a Meeting Room at Night

The Fire Dragon Lady: “The cannons have ceased.”

The Young Merchant: “Indeed.”

The Banshee Steward: “It is because their troops have already entered the city.”

The Fire Dragon Lady: “How annoying.”

The Young Merchant: “……”

The Witch-Queen of Banshees: “The Demon King has been escorted out of the City by the Hero. The 
one in command here is you, Young Merchant. The defence of the City has gone on for a day, what do 
you have to tell us about it?”

The Banshee Steward: “Yes, the defence lines have been assembled under abnormal circumstances. But
you were the one who told the Demon King to “leave it to me”, so why don’t you tell us where this 
came from?”

The Fire Dragon Lady: “What do you have to say, Demon King?”

The Young Merchant: “——-“

The Fire Dragon Lady: “?”

The Young Merchant: “Don’t call me that.”

The Fire Dragon Lady: “The real Demon King isn’t around, so it’s fine, surely.”

The Young Merchant: “I suppose I have no choice.”

The Fire Dragon Lady: “In that case, my Lord.”

The Young Merchant: “Ah……”

The Fire Dragon Lady: “That attitude is what hurts the ladies in your life. But above that, tell us how 
you intend to conduct this battle. I too am interested.”

The Young Merchant: “Indeed. Thinking about the future just makes my head hurt, thinking about the 
battle is much more relaxing —– Now then, my plan to deal with the Crusaders.”

The Fire Dragon Lady: “Yes.”

The Young Merchant: “The map of the City.”

Attendant: “Here it is.”

The Witch-Queen of Banshees: “What sort of plan do you have?”

The Demon Girl: “……”

The Fire Dragon Lady: “First, let’s talk about how we indeed to expel the Crusaders.”

The Witch-Queen of Banshees: “Have you thought of something?”



The Fire Dragon Lady: “We have tried fighting them off several times……”

The Young Merchant: “Rather than expelling them, let’s focus on how we are going to end this war. 
Our responsibility is to follow the baseline set by the Crimson Scholar, to “get both sides to put down 
their spears, and agree to terms for peace”.”

Attendant: “That is absurd.”

The Young Merchant: “Absurd? I suppose it would be absurd. —— Hey, scribe.”

The Demon Girl: “Ah. Yes.”

The Young Merchant: “Write this down. This is our absurd task. And that is why the rewards for 
pulling it off will be enormous.”

The Fire Dragon Lady: “I would be grateful if you could stop with this sort of bargaining. It makes me 
uncomfortable.”

The Young Merchant: “This isn’t bargaining, this is just venting.”

The Demon Girl: “Ahh. Ahh.”

The Banshee Attendant: “Have you got some kind of strategy?”

The Young Merchant: “Nothing specific. We’re playing by ear to stop the war.”

Hall Attendant: “That……”

The Young Merchant: “To begin with, we are not at the stage of preparation to make decisions. If we do
not carefully assess the information, then it is impossible to say what kind of strategy we can have, 
right? Actually, whom do you even intend to negotiate these terms of peace with?”

The Witch-Queen of Banshees: “That’s…… The person in charge of their army?”

The Young Merchant: “There isn’t one single person in charge of the Holy Crusaders.”

Hall Attendant: “Eh?”

The Witch-Queen of Banshees: “Eh……?”

The Young Merchant: “That’s the kind of organisation the Holy Crusaders are.”

The Banshee Attendant: “Then how does the command structure function?”

The Young Merchant: “It’s messy.”

The Witch-Queen of Banshees: “How do they act if it’s such chaos?”

The Young Merchant: “Roughly speaking, their military power comes in four forms.”

The Demon Girl: “Firstly, military power has its source in the Church of Light. They are the 
representative of the divine on the Earth. The Church takes action for the sake of boosting the power of 
the Church. Almost all the Humans who join that army are adherents of the Church. That is why the 
voice of the Church is truly powerful. The slogan they chant is to ‘Take back the Holy Relic of the 
Spirit from the evil Demons.’”



The Witch-Queen of Banshees: “I’ve never even heard of this Relic.”

The Young Merchant: “The leaders of these followers are the kingdoms with the Holy Imperial 
Kingdom and the Holy Imperial family at its core. In particular, the person right at the centre of it all, 
the Crown Prince Marsha;. The greatest political and military talent among the Holy Crusaders. There 
are those who say he is the greatest hero on the Surface World.”

The Witch-Queen of Banshees: “Greater than the Black Knight — I mean the Hero?”

The Young Merchant: “If we’re going by individual combat ability, he is probably just 1% of the Hero, 
but by political prowess, he outclasses the Hero a hundred times over. The Crown Prince Marshal has 
the trust of the faithful, and his forces number more than 10,000. 10,000 out of 200,000 may seem like 
a small force, but these 10,000 have unparalleled morale. A force of 10,000 which will not permit the 
existence of another authority. They are not a small force.”

The Fire Dragon Lady: “That is correct. Next are the Nobles and the Noble armies. They are the 
nobility of the Surface World, smaller in stature than the monarchs. They have joined this war for their 
own reasons. Like vultures circling carrion, their goal is the rich lands of the Demon World. With 
desires such as this, they are not the most formidable opponents. They have none of the wisdom of the 
Humans. Rather, they were the first to sense profit, and will be the first to escape when they sense 
otherwise.”

Hall Attendant: “There are Tribes like these in the Demon World too. The Eight Great Tribes would 
not, but there are smaller ones who would certainly act in the same fashion.”

The Young Merchant: “The last group are the people. You could also call them the Serfs. They are the 
peasants who live on the Surface World. They themselves are not proponents of this war…… But their 
spirits are followers of the Church, and their bodies live on the lands owned by the royalty and nobility.
Because of their subordinate status to the others, they now join this war. 90% of the army, and all of 
those who fight with muskets, are composed of these serfs.”

The Witch-Queen of Banshees: “Hmm…… So who leads the serfs?”

The Young Merchant: “Essentially there is a command structure made of the knights. One of these are 
the regular units wielded by the Church, the Paladins. Depending on time and circumstances, the 
nobility may also lead the serfs as musketeers. The command structure is truly hazy.”

The Witch-Queen of Banshees: “Indeed.”

The Young Merchant: “If we are aiming for peace…… Then the Crown Prince Marsha is the one we 
need to speak to.”

The Fire Dragon Lady: “What is the reason?”

The Young Merchant: “The power of the Church is tied up in religion, and there is no room for 
negotiation. The Nobility cannot be trusted. The serfs are not a united polity with which we can 
negotiate. Rather than choosing the Crown Prince Marshal, by process of elimination, we are left with 
him.”

The Witch-Queen of Banshees: “Hmm……”



The Young Merchant: “But there are several problems with attempting to negotiate a ceasefire with the 
Crown Prince Marshal. First, is the present state of the war. The Crusaders have breached the City of 
the Gate, they have the advantage in this war. Under such circumstances, they are probably not 
interested in negotiation. They would probably rather continue fighting.”

The Demon Girl: “That’s”

The Young Merchant: “Secondly, even if we solve that problem, if we induce the Crusaders to give up 
the fight, the Crown Prince Marshal still does not have the authority to negotiate with us on his own.”

The Witch-Queen of Banshees: “He doesn’t!?”

The Young Merchant: “As I said before, power is divided. Even if the Crown Prince Marshal agreed to 
back the peace, there would definitely be elements who oppose it, and would create chaos. The power 
of the Crown Prince Marshal is not small, but given that the Church has the ability to directly influence 
the serfs, it is not powerful enough to unilaterally command the Crusaders either.”

The Fire Dragon Lady: “……”

The Young Merchant: “By understanding the situation, we can also understand the priorities of this war.
To overcome these two problems, what we need to do is to fracture the Holy Crusaders.”

Hall Attendant: “Fracture? What do you mean?”

The Young Merchant: “To begin with, the Crusaders were never any kind of unified force. Split among 
four different goals and sources of power, they are nothing more than a marriage of convenience. Once 
we tear apart their similar aims, they become independent, and we can deal with them one by one. In 
other words, we have to force the choice onto the Crown Prince Marshal – strip them down and force 
him to negotiate.”

The Fire Dragon Lady: “Oh?”

The Young Merchant: “The first step to fracturing the Holy Crusaders – is to remove whatever 
advantage the Crusaders have in the war. If we break the glue which binds the four powers together in 
mutual understanding, then they will lose their will to continue fighting. At the same time we also solve
the authority problem of the Crown Prince Marshal. If we fracture the power of those who would 
challenge the Crown Prince Marshal, then we also weaken their voices.”

The Witch-Queen of Banshees: “That sounds like a good plan.”

The Young Merchant: “Unfortunately, on my own, success is highly improbable. The probability of 
success is probably less than 10%.”

The Witch-Queen of Banshees: “So it’s impossible!”

The Young Merchant: “No. I am the Demon King now. Things which the Young Merchant could not 
achieve are now possible.”

Hall Attendant: “……”

The Young Merchant: “We must look beyond simple cost-benefit analysis.”



The East Fortress Commander: “Sorry I’m late.”

The Disciple Engineer: “Yes.”

The Fire Dragon Lady: “How is the defence going?”

The East Fortress Commander: “The rains and darkness arrived at the right time, alleviating the 
situation somewhat. But when night ends, they will attack again.”

The Disciple Engineer: “The Wall and South Gate are largely destroyed. It’s not impossible to repair, 
but we would have to take back the surrounding areas first. If we recklessly clash with the Human 
armies pouring through, I fear sacrifices will only mount.”

The Young Merchant: “Let’s give up on taking it back for now.”

The East Fortress Commander: “And this is?”

The Disciple Engineer: “How is my master?”

The Witch-Queen of Banshees: “The Demon King has something she needs to take care of. This is the 
temporary substitute she left behind.”

The Young Merchant: “I am a merchant of the Union.”

The East Fortress Commander: “The Union……I see.”

The Witch-Queen of Banshees: “They are famous then?”

The Young Merchant: “As long as we are not notorious.”

The East Fortress Commander: “No, I’ve known that the Union have maintained a trade post in the 
City, particularly for the import of salt. More than half of all the trade in the City was controlled by the 
Union.”

The Young Merchant: “How terrifying.”

The Disciple Engineer: “A union of merchants?”

The Fire Dragon Lady: “I have also been working on efforts to supply the City of the Gate together 
with the Young Merchant.”

The East Fortress Commander: “I see…… And that is why our supply lines have not been cut…… So 
this will be a war of attrition then?”

The Young Merchant: “No, not exactly.”

The Witch-Queen of Banshees: “Let’s hear it.”

The Young Merchant: “The north of the City is filled with citizens and merchants who have tied their 
lives to the City. We must protect them. Our supplies stem from this district as well, so they must be 
defended. — Can we shore up the defences for this specific purpose?”

The Disciple Engineer: “Well…… If the enemy cannons and…… those damn unknown projectile 
weapons didn’t exist then we could hold them for a while.”



The East Fortress Commander: “Their goal is to break through the South Gate and then ravage the 
interior. That’s the standard practice for any siege. When daylight breaks, they will press through the 
South Gate with several times the force of yesterday’s. I don’t know why, but it seems they themselves 
were surprised by the collapse of the South Gate. Tomorrow we will not have that advantage.”

The Young Merchant: “The ones leading the breakthrough are the nobility.”

The Witch-Queen of Banshees: “What do you mean?”

The East Fortress Commander: “The forlorn hope then.”

The Disciple Engineer: “Forlorn hope?”

The Young Merchant: “This is an invasion. The nobles who have joined it hope to be rewarded for their
efforts. For this purpose, they must do something worthy in the name of the Church. Tomorrow, even if 
they have to whip their soldiers through it, they will force their way into the City.”

The Demon Girl: “Many are coming then?”

The East Fortress Commander: “Well.”

The Young Merchant: “They may be the forlorn hope, but that’s not going to suffice.”

The Fire Dragon Lady: “What are you aiming at?”

The Young Merchant: “The Serfs. They are the real core of the Holy Crusaders, we will get them to 
revolt.”

Hall Attendant: “How would we do that?”

The Young Merchant: “Ordinarily it would be difficult…… The charisma of the Crown Prince Marshal
is massive, and the Church does not lightly forgive those who turn against it. But the Serfs on this 
Crusade are exhausted, and most are somewhat torn between the conflict between the Southern 
Alliance and the Central Kingdoms…… And then the Southern Alliance itself appears behind the Holy 
Crusaders.”

The East Fortress Commander: “So we will have them defect.”

The Young Merchant: “Well. In a manner of speaking…… If we are able to properly control events. 
However, there is still one more thing which needs taking care of.”

The East Fortress Commander: “The nobility.” P197

The Disciple Engineer: “What do you mean?”

The Young Merchant: “It is just as we said. The Nobility are anxious for glory. In order to gain it, they 
would whip the Serfs into the City if they had to. It seems we will have to annihilate the both of them 
together.”

The Witch-Queen of Banshees: “…”



The Young Merchant: “The Demon King has placed me in a difficult situation. To fulfil this order… we
have to be as merciless as possible, and must exterminate them without hesitation. Do you have a plan?
Commander?”

The East Fortress Commander: “…”

The Disciple Engineer: “…”

The East Fortress Commander: “If I may use the City, then yes.”

The Disciple Engineer: “We will use the South path.”

The Fire Dragon Lady: “What do you mean?”

The Disciple Engineer: “This City is constructed from wide boulevards which radiate in concentric 
circles from the Temple. Because the South Gate has fallen, that region has been invaded by the enemy,
but…”

The East Fortress Commander: “We can use the City itself as bait, amidst the battle, it would be 
possible to launch a counterattack. Milady. Of course, if we adopt such a strategy, there will be 
casualties. However, with the terrain advantage, we should be able to take on an enemy force five times
our own.”

The Witch-Queen of Banshees: “I’ll leave it to you.”

The East Fortress Commander: “But this is a relatively bad strategy. Even if we break an enemy five 
times our own, we will suffer heavy casualties. On top of that, the enemy outnumber us ten to one. If 
we have to repeat this continuously, we will quickly reach our limit…… So, my lord the Young 
Merchant, you should really consider the necessity of this.”

The Young Merchant: “Indeed…… I have seen that the gunpowder stocks of the Holy Crusaders 
cannot last too long. Three days…… No, if we endure for one or two days, we will exhaust their 
firepower. Then at this time, we can liberate the serfs. To achieve this, we need them to believe that 
being an invader in the City of the Gate is a cruel existence. If you stick your hand in carelessly, you 
may get burned. We need them to fear death in this foreign and appalling hell.”

The East Fortress Commander: “Truly not something the Hero or the Demon King could say.”

The Young Merchant: “Can it be done?”

The East Fortress Commander: “Hmm…… One or two days?”

The Young Merchant: “As the commander of the City, I give you full powers.”

The East Fortress Commander: “Fine. It’s just my bad luck to be in this City as the Crusaders come for 
it… But since they’re here, I’m happy to put my life on the line. I will undertake this battle.”

 



—————————————————————————————————————————
———————————————————————-

Explanation

Daybreak: Since before the Middle Ages, conducting battle in the night-time was seen as a reckless 
and suicidal manner of destroying one’s own forces. Of course, there have been repeated uses of night-
time ambushes, but outside of small bands which can be easily commanded, this was very much an 
exception to the norm. Particularly in an age without wireless communication, coordinating troop 
movements at night was largely impossible. This is why the City of the Gate was given some reprieve 
due to nightfall.

Forlorn Hope: The valour and achievements of the first troops to rush through a breach in a siege were
often well rewarded. As a result, the honour of being the first to claim this glory was often contested 
among the soldiers. Within this, those who followed the immediate first charge were often recognised 
as well.

—————————————————————————————————————————
———————————————————————-

 

———– The City of the Gate, an Abandoned House Strewn with Tiles

Rain falls

The Demon King: “That’s why I have to tell you a secret. The City of the Gate has an end. It is an 
ancient order passed down through the collective memories of the Demon Kings. —- We have to offer 
the body of the Hero as sacrifice in the underground temple beneath the City, and create a bridge to the 
Sky. The ancient order states”

The Hero: “Those who first crossed this bridge were the primeval people. Bearing wishes in their 
hearts, they walked towards the light.”

The Demon King: “Hero…”

Rain falls

The Hero: “I am the Hero, so I know this as well. If the two of us do not fight, the “Legend” will have 
no end.”

The Demon King: “So… you know.”

The Hero: “But, I have no intention to fight.”

The Demon King: “I also have no intention to fight.”

The Hero: “But I have every intention to put my life on the line.”

The Demon King: “Me too.”

The Hero: “You have to climb the tower.”



The Demon King: “And you have to meet the Spirit.”

The Hero: “You stupid person.”

The Demon King: “No you’re the — ah fine, wait. I’m getting all mixed up. The problem at hand is the
Holy Crusaders surrounding the City of the Gate.”

“…… No.”

The Hero: “Mage?”

The Demon King: “That was the Mage’s voice.”

“That’s wrong.”

The Hero: “What’s wrong?”

“…… the Crusaders surrounding the City of the Gate are a problem. But that is not the Demon King’s 
problem. The relationship between the Demons and the Humans”

The Demon King: “But I’m the Demon King, I’m directly involved!”

The Hero: “That’s right.”

“…… that is to say it is a problem transcending singular people. Carrying the entire load and 
attempting to resolve it on your own is a mistake.”

Flash

The Mage: “……”

The Hero: “That’s a valid theory I suppose.”

The Demon King: “What do you mean then.”

The Mage: “… A long time ago, there was a girl.”

The Hero: “?”

The Demon King: “?”

The Mage: “…… The girl was a hardworking girl, so she worked hard. She worked really hard. She’s 
still working really hard. If she stopped working hard, there would be no tomorrow. So in order that it 
would not end, nobody could allow her to stop. —- A shame.”

The Hero: “Huh?”

The Mage: “……”

The Hero: “Don’t fall asleep, I don’t understand.”

The Demon King: “That’s…… the Legend….”

The Mage: “…… Should we really save it? Should we save the world over and over again? What is 
this heartless world if not a miniature garden with no power nor free will, that without our saving 
would be exterminated.”



The Hero: “……”

The Demon King: “What do you mean?”

The Mage: “…… Should we save them or not? I suppose it is not my place to decide this. But why is it 
that I am also among those who have to save the world time after time. Why can’t the Demons or the 
Humans save themselves from crisis at this point? Or is it just that the cries of anguish from the world 
would be too loud? …… But I too have questions. Is it “We should not save the world” or “They are 
guilty, and this is their punishment”.  —- Did she not destroy our freedom, and take away our 
opportunities to grow? But she is kind and warm. Exactly like the Demon King. That’s why the Demon
King must choose. And the Hero must also choose.”

The Hero: “……”

The Mage: “Whether to give to the Demon World or Human World.”

The Hero: “Freedom?”

The Mage: “Opportunity.”

The Hero: “How could anyone do such a thing. People are dying!? In front of your eyes! Lots of people
are dying! Of course we have to help! I’m the Hero. The Hero is a person who saves people!”

The Demon King: “……”

The Mage: “I fear not.”

The Hero: “Why!”

The Mage: “I am reminded of the words of the Demon King, Hero. Your combat power may well be 
high enough to ignite conflict. In saving as many people as you can, you have increased the desires of 
the lords and the priests and the kings, and called forth new wars…… Just like the Demon King with 
gunpowder. Your combat ability is at that level. Between the Demons and the Humans, which ever side 
you choose to be an ally of, many people will die.”

The Hero: “Then I will not be an ally of either side. I’ll bind both sides together in peace. That’s what 
my power is force. Mage, you have to just stop and listen. I am somewhat exhausted, but I will be back 
immediately.”

The Mage: “I exist for the Hero. That is why if that is what you truly hope for then fine. But it is 
wrong. And you will regret it.”

The Hero: “Regret!?”

The Mage: “You will. Then you will have to confiscate the Light from the Humans. — No matter how 
difficult or bitter it might be, you will have to do it. Even if you hurt yourself, you have to do the right 
thing. That is freedom. As that girl said, it is what makes you different from an insect…… Hero. Do 
you want to make her an insect? Will you pull off her wings?”

The Hero: “…… That’s.”

The Mage: “…… Will you take it from her?”



The Demon King: “Have you already made your move?”

The Mage: “……”

The Demon King: “I mean.”

The Mage: “……”

The Hero: “Hey—!”

The Mage: “I know. I know the Hero has always felt this way, and I know the Demon King has always 
felt this way. I know that.”

The Hero: “……”

The Demon King: “……”

The Mage: “That feeling is called loneliness.”

Rain falls

The Mage: “That is probably a feeling worse than death. To know that you are useless to the other. But.
That is all. Understand. That is all.”

The Demon King: “No.”

The Mage: “……”

The Demon King: “Can’t we stay here……”

The Mage: “……”

The Demon King: “I really like everyone. I can’t put it in words well, but I really do…… The Maid 
Sisters are really cute. They gave me a present last new year. The soldiers of the Dragon Tribes, and the
craftsmen of the Banshees, are all good people. The Fairies, so small, yet they’re doing their best. The 
voices of the Dryads are clear and kind as always, bringing tears to my eyes. I like the Elder of the 
Village of Winter too. I can hear their drunk voices singing in the wind. The acolytes, training seriously
in the Holy Order. I can see the people planting the saplings during the planting season. The Female 
Paladin, the Mage, the Young Merchant, the Lone Winter King, the Chief Maid, the Fire Dragon Lord, 
the Fairy Queen, the Witch-Queen of Banshees, the Silver Tiger Lord……”

The Mage: “……”

The Demon King: “Can’t the Hero and I stay in this world?”

The Mage: “Do you want to make the mistake she made?”

The Demon King: “……”

The Mage: “……”

The Hero: “Teach us then, Mage. You say you know right? Don’t you have something you can do? Isn’t
there something we can do to even out the speed of expansion and contraction?”

The Mage: “Well.”



The Demon King: “Expansion and contraction……?”

The Mage: “The force of stability and maintenance in this world. That’s what it is. Because of the 
Demon King’s attempts to expand the world, a powerful reactionary force has arisen in response, so the
world is on the brink of collapse.”

The Demon King: “What…….”

The Hero: “It’s about time to teach us the method to deal with this.”

The Mage: “…… It is impossible to make everyone perfectly happy.”

The Hero: “That’s fine. Or rather, that’s to be expected.”

The Mage: “…… There are many reactionary factors. Leave them all alone for now. We have a 
different problem to deal with.”

The Hero: “Which is?”

The Mage: “We need to access the source, and stop the generation of this reactionary force. This source
is “Her”. “She” wants to save the world, to achieve peace, even in her endless light slumber, even as 
time slips past slowly, she has been wishing for the world to be restored to the lush, green pastoral 
state. This very wish itself is the source of the convergence of factors.”

The Hero: “…… The Spirit. As I thought, she is still waiting.”

The Demon King: “The Catfish of Fire (Translator note: I have no idea what this is, from what I can 
tell it’s a Dragon Quest reference). There is such a legend.”

The Mage: “That is Her wish. She’s thrown away her love to pursue this future. However, if She were 
to continue straight down this path, She would surely make the same mistake as the Hero and the 
Demon King. Surely the “One Who Would Defend the World by Saving It” cannot convince the “One 
Who Would Defend the World by Maintaining It”. That’s right. Now — the time to make a choice has 
come.”

The Hero: “……”

The Demon King: “……”

The Mage: “On one hand, we have the Eternal World. That is a world undergoing an eternal light 
slumber. Of course, this is not total peace. There is war, and the Humans and Demons are on the path to
exterminating each other. But to some this may well be the ideal situation. Countless Demon Kings and
countless Heroes arise over time, and their battles become the stuff of legend. But this is the 
background of such a world. The number of ordinary villagers who lose their lives are relatively few. 
Looking back into the past, most people live their days in exactly the same unchanging way.”

The Hero: “Unchanging……”

The Mage: “People did not invent new technologies, kings were kings, and peasants were peasants. 
That was to be expected. There was an eternity to the “Happiness of Stability”. That was eternal. The 
sadness and suffering was fixed, the happiness and prosperity was fixed…… Like the unceasing waves 



of the sea, they carry the daily grievances and joys of daily life. This world which She loves is fated to 
carry on in endless cycles.”

Rain falls

The Mage: “On the other hand, we have the Liberated World. Behind the curtain of darkness, like a 
traveller with no light, this world forces itself onto an unknown journey. A frightful war arises. With 
new technologies being discovered, the world expands, and changes persist. Industrial and economic 
development may improve the lives of a great number of people, but at the same time, a great number 
of people will also have their present fortunes disrupted. I am but a scholar, so I am not completely 
certain of this, but the chance of exterminating all opposing elements is slim. But the way forward is 
surely to attempt their extermination.”

The Demon King: “Extermination……”

The Mage: “If the Demon King or Hero were never born, then this “legend” involving the extirpation 
of all beautiful things, the destruction of all lovely memories, would never happen, and history would 
just be one of war. Perhaps the world is not meant to be saved. But there is every possible seed of 
possibility. People bear the wish to be happy within their hearts. When unrest and uncertainty fall into 
their hands, then a light of hope arises in their hearts. Then, because they have no certainty of the 
future, people live with all their efforts. They hope for a today which is different from yesterday, and a 
tomorrow which is different from today. A new world no one has ever seen…… a new tomorrow.”

Rain falls

The Mage: “If you pick the former, it’s simple. Kill someone or the other, and ascend the Tower. No, 
you don’t even need to do so much. The strong reactionary force from the Church is sufficient to push 
the current towards the former as long as you do nothing. —- But if you pick the latter option.”

The Demon King: “Then we have to ascend the Tower and attempt to convince Her.”

The Mage: “…… Exactly. But this will not be easy. She has already seen tens of Demon Kings and 
Heroes come visit her.”

The Hero: “Then it is something only we can do.”

The Demon King: “Indeed.”

The Mage: “…… And your choice is?”

The Hero: “Have we made preparations for it?”

The Demon King: “To reach the other side of the hill, it seems we must go to the Tower.”

The Mage: “The people of the world will probably bear a grudge against you. At the moment when 
they needed you the most, you did not save them. They will likely think of the Demon King and the 
Hero as traitors, and it will likely be said that you intended to destroy the world.”

Rain falls

The Hero: “That is unpleasant, but”



The Demon King: “There is a chance that we might destroy everything in the world, but there is also a 
chance we might save everything right? History may record that gunpowder removed a hundred 
thousand lives from the world, but it will also record that vaccinations saved a hundred thousand lives 
as well.”

The Hero: “Everything is a mosaic. Like a bottle with many differently coloured candies in it. We can’t 
pick a bottle with just red or just green candies. Of course, it would be great to have just happy candies,
but if you were to ignore all the other candies, then that would certainly poil your enjoyment of the 
happy ones. I believe in balancing the books.”

The Mage: “I see……”

The Hero: “And we will have to deal with the others separately.”

The Demon King: “I’m sure the Hero would be able to deal with it.”

The Mage: “However, if this is your choice, then there is more to consider. What if because of some 
disruption, the ritual fails? What if due to reactionary forces, you are unable to climb the Tower? What 
if you are unable to convince Her? What then? Then you will surely be throwing one of your lives 
away for nothing.”

The Demon King: “Not one of our lives, but mine. Mine specifically. To begin with, this was my 
journey. My life was saved by the Hero in that Great Hall. You could say that the life which was my 
own ended right there. And if it’s the Hero, I’m sure he can convince Her.”

The Hero: “If this is the journey of the Demon King, then I will follow you to the end! I will get you to 
the Tower, but I’m not certain I can convince Her. To begin with, convincing people isn’t my strong 
suit.”

The Demon King: “Under my circumstances, I have no intention of sacrificing the Hero!”

The Hero: “Don’t bring in your circumstances!”

The Mage: “…… I understand. Then I will uphold our original promise.”

The Hero: “Promise……?”

The Mage: “Don’t worry. Hero and Demon King…… This is not our final goal.”

 

———— The City of the Gate, the South Gate, Near a Large Avenue

Militia Bowman: “It’s bright……”

Human Builder: “It’s dawn.”

The East Fortress Commander: “Alright then, it’s the fated day.”

The Young Merchant: “So it would appear.”

The East Fortress Commander: “You’re awfully brave about it.”



The Young Merchant: “No, no. That’s not true. But I wouldn’t want our subordinates to see any 
unpleasant expressions I have.”

The East Fortress Commander: “You’re really serious about this then.”

The Young Merchant: “I suppose it’s absurd.”

The East Fortress Commander: “A normal general would not do that much.”

The Young Merchant: “I guess not.”

The East Fortress Commander: “But I have also become the leader of an entire Tribe, so I have been 
asking myself if turtling up here and protecting the City is the way to victory. Sometimes I even ask 
myself if this opponent is one we should be attempting to win against, it really gives me a headache. 
It’s not really that I’m a Human, though that is true. Rather, somehow or another I’ve been entrusted 
with this City, it’s like a dream.”

The Young Merchant: “A dream?”

The East Fortress Commander: “Even though we argue, we have managed to achieve something 
together.”

The Young Merchant: “If you mean that we could all live together in harmony, that was clear to me 
from the first moment.”

The East Fortress Commander: “Really?”

The Young Merchant: “Yes, I knew it from the moment we met.”

The East Fortress Commander: “Sure would be nice if those guys got it too. Alright then, it’s about 
time isn’t it!?”

The Young Merchant: “Please.”

The East Fortress Commander: “Okay, light the fires! Draw your swords! Start fires near the gate to 
create chaos, and when the confused Crusaders send in their vanguard, that’s when we strike! Light the 
fire arrows! Light up the skies! It’s time for chaos!”

The Young Merchant: “Lure the nobles into the South Gate! When they shift their focus, the 
encirclement on the North Gate will break. This battle will change the entire situation.”

 

———– The City of the Gate, the South Avenue, the Camp of the Holy Crusaders

Sentry: “My lord!”

Noble Lord: “I see it, damn those guys! Wake everyone up!”

Sentry: “Yes!”

Fires blaze

Retinue Captain: “What’s this fire!?”



Proud Knight: “Alright, this is coming from those damn grunts in the Kingdom of the Mist.”

Noble Lord: “If this continues, they’re going to take the first strike from us. Those damn serfs are 
attacking the Gate. Alright then, Knights! Rally! We can’t trust those damn serfs.”

Retinue Captain: “Understood! Form up! Form up!”

Proud Knight: “What a feeling, my lord.”

Noble Lord: “Hmph. Let’s show those Demons the undefeatable might of our Kingdom.”

Proud Knight: “Hahaha! Leave it to us, we’ll level everything in sight!”

Sentry: “The fires are getting stronger! Soldiers from the Kingdom of Mist and Kingdom of the Lake as
well as the mercenary divisions have all mobilised! The battle has begun near the Gate, what a sound!”

Noble Lord: “We’d best join it then.”

Proud Knight: “The sun is still rising, and the battlefield is darkness! Today we will wipe those 
irritating Demons off the face of the world.”

Scout: “Attack! Do not wait for daybreak, attack now!”

Messenger: “Break down that gate!”

 

——– Near the City of the Gate, the Southern Alliance

The Seneschal: “Movement from the South Gate! A fire has erupted!”

The Disciple Soldier: “And so it begins.”

The Metal Lieutenant: “Yes!”

The Lone Winter King: “What bandits we are.”

The Disciple Soldier: “Hahahaha.”

The Seneschal: “Your Majesty! Such comments are unbecoming.”

The Lone Winter King: “Is it not true? We stole these soldiers from the Crusaders.”

The Disciple Soldier: “Precisely.”

The Iron Fist King: “No doubt about it.”

The Metal Lieutenant: “Cavalry, form up!”

The Disciple Soldier: “Let’s go.”

Horse neighs

The Disciple Soldier: “Cavalry!”

Cavalry: “Yes!”



The Disciple Soldier: “Form penetration ranks! The enemy rear is formed from light infantry. They 
have some muskets, but those will be few in number! We can smash them in one blow. Their morale is 
weak! For this battle, our primary objective is to rout the enemy right flank. Once we have created 
sufficient chaos, retreat upon the sound of two blasts of the horn!”

Cavalry Captain: “Repeating your order! Form penetration ranks, attack the right wing, and retreat 
upon two blasts of the horn!”

The Disciple Soldier: “Got it! Your commander is the Metal Lieutenant.”

The Metal Lieutenant: “Leave it to me!”

The Disciple Soldier: “Our present aim is to sow chaos among the enemy leadership. We’re lucky that 
they seem to be in disarray already. There is no need to pursue them deeply! In this battle, we can win 
without killing!”

The Metal Lieutenant: “Understood!”

The Seneschal: “What about us infantry?”

The Disciple Soldier: “Advance steadily. Gradually envelope the enemy while approaching the City of 
the Gate. —- After that, act as the guard the supply train as it approaches the enemy formation and then
retreat.”

The Seneschal: “Understood.”

The Disciple Soldier: “Form a defensive formation using armoured wagons and rifles. But let’s not act 
in an overhanded manner. That unit has no commander right now! The last thing they want is to fight 
us. To the end…… the protection of the supply train is the core of this mission!”

The Lone Winter King: “Will they notice?”

The Disciple Soldier: “If they ignore us, the serfs will tell them.”

The Seneschal: “Understood. We will approach them in guard formation.”

The Disciple Soldier: “Rifle units must remain alert even during the retreat! If they start to launch a 
counterattack, then we will be relying on the snipers to disrupt their chain of command! The large 
majority of the Crusaders are civilians unused to combat. Their morale will definitely not be high. They
are mostly units incapable of independent action without orders. Aim at the armour and horses of the 
nobility! Tear apart their command structure!”

Flames blaze

The Metal Lieutenant: “It has begun! Move out!”

The Disciple Soldier: “We fight for a better tomorrow!”

 

———- Under the City, an Underground Lake

Demon Thrush chirps



The Mage: “…… Here.”

The Demon King: “There was such a place……”

The Hero: “Is this the City of the Gate?”

The Mage: “Yes. It’s a hollow in the bedrock.”

The Chief Maid: “Demon King!”

The Demon King: “Isn’t that the Chief Maid?”

The Hero: “Oh?”

The Chief Maid: “I was worried.”

The Demon King: “How was helping the Mage?”

The Chief Maid: “Perfect, of course.”

The Hero: “Help?”

The Mage: “I borrowed her.”

The Demon King: “I believe you basically strong-armed her into helping you.”

The Female Paladin: “I’m here too.”

The Hero: “Female Paladin!”

The Female Paladin: “Hero…… You’re looking good.”

The Demon Thrush: “Everyone is looking good. Chirp chirp.”

The Mage: “Let me explain.”

The Chief Maid: “Yes.”

The Demon King: “Explain…… the sacrifice……?”

The Mage: “Yes. This is the Central Altar for the Sacrificial Ritual. These are the tools which we will 
need to extract the power of the deaths of the Hero and Demon King.”

The Chief Maid: “They are really old and well-made equipment. The magic behind them required a 
very special level of cleaning and preparation, normal methods did not suffice.”

The Demon King: “And that’s why the Chief Maid was needed.”

The Chief Maid: “Yeah, and with the help of the Maid ghosts, we cleaned up and polished all the 
equipment.”

The Hero: “Regardless of how clean the equipment is, I have no intention to sacrifice the Demon 
King.”

The Demon Thrush chirps

The Mage: “Not a problem.”



The Hero: “I mean I just don’t understand why all of you even believe so strongly in sacrificing 
someone’s life. It’s like a drowning man grasping for straws, what makes you even think that by 
sacrificing someone you can achieve the result you’re aiming for…… Ehh…… It’s not a problem?”

The Mage: “Nope.”

The Demon Thrush: “…… Chirp.”

The Mage: “This equipment will transform the enormous energy related to the extinguishment of the 
existences of the Hero and the Demon King into magic. The remaining fragments will then direct the 
way to where the Spirit is.”

The Hero: “Where the Spirit is…… like some kind of alternate dimension?”

The Mage: “The Spirit isn’t such an existence like that. Where the Spirit is…… is in that green sun 
over there.”

The Chief Maid flinches

The Demon King: “That sun!?”

The Hero: “The sun of the Demon World!? Why would she be there?”

The Mage: “In the aftermath of the Great Fragmentation, she was lost and confused, one could even 
say comatose. Consequently, what was reflected in the eyes of the Spirit was a barren world. A barren 
world devoid of any life. Humans and Demons…… In other words, the seeds of a relationship were 
sown between the weak people drawn by the blood of the Spirits of the Earth, and ferocious people 
drawn by the blood of the other Spirits. A relationship arose between the girl of the Spirits of Fire and 
Spirits of Earth, and the youth who represented the Humans, in other words, the first Hero. Their love 
ignited the elitism of the proud Spirits, who brought about this wasteland.”

The Demon Trush flaps around

The Mage: “This world may be big, but it was not big enough for the two warring races to live in 
harmony. Therefore, she took the Demons —- those attracted by the blood of the Spirit, and sealed 
them away in this great underground world. This was meant to be an eternal punishment for her own 
race, which had subjugated, enslaved and bound the Humans. A subterranean purgatory. However, even
more than her people, She blamed herself. For she had been unable to save them. And so, in order to 
bring some light to this underground world of pitch darkness, as a Spirit of Fire, she set herself ablaze, 
and became the Spirit of Light.”

The Chief Maid: “……”

The Mage: “As it would suggest, the Demon World is a world of darkness, with no light in this empty 
vacuum. The girl of Fire hoped to give a world to those called “Demons”, and so this was the only way.
Till now, Her body continues to burn, and Her heart together with Her body, waiting for the endless 
number of Demon Kings and Heroes to free Her.”

The Demon King: “Then……”

The Hero: “It can’t be……”



The Mage: “That’s right. This green sun is Her body. —- The Holy Relic. The sin-ridden corpse of the 
Spirit of Light.”

The Hero: “Just how much time has passed……”

The Mage: “That would be a number meaningless to this world. Enough time has passed that the entire 
concept of time is meaningless.”

The Hero: “…… I see.”

The Female Paladin: “……”

The Mage: “…… I’ve researched it carefully, so it’s not a problem. I should be able to generate magic 
comparable to that produced by the death of the Demon King and maintain it for a sufficient period of 
time.”

The Demon King: “Really!? You can?”

The Hero: “If the Mage says she can do something, then she can.”

The Mage: “Leave it to me.”

The Female Paladin: “…… Yeah, you can trust her.”

The Chief Maid: “The setup of the magic circuit is complete.”

The Mage: “When I trigger the circuit, the Sky Tower will be created. A tower 1500 miles in height 
created from magic. At the top, you will find the Spirit. Once it is initiated, the Demon King, Hero and 
Female Paladin are to rush straight in. There will be absolutely nobody in the tower, since I just created
it. And at the top level, you will have to convince the Spirit.”

The Demon King: “The Female Paladin too?”

The Female Paladin: “That’s mean, Demon KJing. Did you think it would be just the two of you?”

The Demon King: “No, that’s not what I meant.”

The Hero: “Actually, how exactly did you get here. You must’ve come a very long way.”

The Female Paladin: “…… The Mage showed me the way.”

The Demon Thrush: “Mistress! Tell them the truth!”

The Mage: “…… A kidnapping spell.”

The Demon Thrush: “Chirp.”

The Chief Maid: “Your Majesty……”

The Demon King: “Thank you for doing this.”

The Chief Maid; “Of course, this is one of the duties of a maid. But please return.”

The Demon King: “Well.”

The Hero: “Of course we will definitely return.”



The Demon King: “Hero, you can’t be absolutely certain.”

The Chief Maid; “Of course you can’t. I apologise, Hero.”

The Hero: “Well.”

The Chief Maid; “But may I hope?”

The Hero: “Of course.”

The Chief Maid; “That’s very calm.”

The Hero: “Indeed.”

The Chief Maid; “No. Those who are calm betray their ignorance of what they are doing.”

The Demon King: “Chief Maid!”

The Hero: “No, it’s fine, it’s fine. Well. What’s difficult is that it’s not just me. To begin with, we have 
the relatively relaxed task of meeting the Spirit and convincing her, right? Those people fighting tooth-
and-nail in the City of the Gate have it much worse. It’s a war down there, right?”

The Chief Maid; “I do not think that is accurate.”

The Demon King: “No, the Hero is right. Send my regards to those in the City.”

The Hero: “And mine also…… And if you meet her, the Elder Sister Maid too.”

The Chief Maid: “Eh?”

The Demon King: “The Elder Sister Maid?”

The Hero: “She’s came.”

The Chief Maid: “She came……?”

The Hero: “She’s leading an army nearby.”

The Chief Maid: “What the hell is that girl doing!?”

The Hero: “She’s being a Hero.”

The Chief Maid: “Eh? Ehh?”

The Demon King: “A Hero?”

The Hero: “Yeah…… She bears the name of the Hero now. Haha.”

The Demon King: “—- Hahaha.”

The Hero: “It’s amazing isn’t it?”

The Demon King: “Truly it is!”

The Chief Maid: “Is this something to be laughing about?”

The Demon King: “No, it is a glorious event for a Human who has awakened her talents.”



The Hero: “She’s the real deal. Might even be more of a Hero than I am.”

The Chief Maid: “Oh dear. I thought she might walk the straight path of a Maid. She had an obedient 
and meek demeanour, coupled with the strength of character and firm decision-making ability that 
would have allowed her to excel.”

The Demon King: “Just like the Chief Maid.”

The Hero: “Indeed!”

The Female Paladin: “……”

The Chief Maid: “……”

The Hero: “Well then, leave it to us.”

The Demon King: “It is our responsibility after all.”

The Chief Maid: “I await nervously.”

The Female Paladin: “Sorry……”

The Mage: “There is nothing to apologise about. We are just honestly communicating our emotion and 
feelings. — That is enough.”

The Female Paladin: “That is…… enough.”

The Mage: “When you enter, do as we discussed.”

The Female Paladin: “— Understood.”

The Demon Thrush: “This is reckless, we should have prepared more.”

The Mage: “There is no time for further preparations. If we wait any longer, that monster will enter the 
Sky Tower. If it does, we will not be able to catch it.”

The Demon Thrush: “But……”

The Mage: “Do not forget. The Demon King has no combat ability. The Hero’s combat ability can be 
brought down to a tenth of what it is now with a simple chant The Female Paladin has seen that that 
thing has stolen the eyes of the Sigiled King of the Pale. We have no way to stop it. It will obliterate 
anybody it perceives is in its path. The Demon Army, and the Army of the South, perhaps even the 
Holy Crusaders—- will be annihilated.”

The Female Paladin flinches

The Mage: “…… What do we have?”

The Female Paladin: “The strength of the Hero.”

The Mage: “Perhaps that will suffice.”

The Female Paladin: “—- But.”



The Mage: “……Once that monster begins rampaging on the battlefield, there will be innumerable 
sacrifices. That’s fine to me. No…… that’s actually better. But the Hero would not like that.”

The Female Paladin: “Indeed……”

The Demon Thrush: “Stupid. Really.”

The Mage: “It’s fine to be stupid.”

The Female Paladin: “……”

The Mage: “The Demon King will quickly realise. That extraction is the name of the game. —- That is 
the basis of the entire system that is the Demon King. The raison d’etre for the Demon King is 
pillaging, chaos, fatigue, starvation, and destruction. The Demon King is meant to drive the existence 
of the Hero, a regressive manifestation of extraction in the world.”

The Female Paladin: “Your words are difficult to understand as always.”

The Mage: “It’s fine to not understand.”

The Female Paladin: “I understand.”

The Demon Thrush: “Do you really. Chirp chirp.”

The Female Paladin: “The Hero and Demon King hope to reach the Spirit. At the same time, they serve
as a decoy to lure the monster away from the battlefield. Is that correct?”

The Mage; “…… To be precise, they are not lures. When the Sky Tower begins, then with a glance, it 
signals that the Hero and Demon King are dead. Seeing that, the monster will not run, but will focus all
its efforts on reaching the tower and chasing you down.”

The Female Paladin: “Then it’s simple. It’s everything I hoped for. Protection is the greatest honour for 
a Paladin.”

The Mage: “……”

The Female Paladin: “Is that it?”

The Mage: “You are a sacrificial pawn to delay it. I cannot be forgiven.”

The Female Paladin: “Should you really be saying that?”

The Mage: “I’m different. I have always had the best wishes of the World in mind.”

The Female Paladin: “I am also different…… I cannot allow the Demon King to be the only one to 
contribute to the safety of the World. I am after all, the best in the World.”

 

——- The City of the Gate, the South, the IUrban Battle

Beast Soldier: “Get down! Push them back!”

The Disciple Engineer: “Open windows 10 through 20! Pour the tar!”



Giant Builder: “Yes!”

Mercenary Bowman: “Fire! Fire!”

Arrows whistle through the air

Human Builder: “The ramparts. Bring more rocks!”

Pale Builder: “Leave it here. I’ll pile it.”

Human Builder: “There’s too many arrows!”

Pale Builder: “That’s why I told you to leave it to me.”

The East Fortress Base Commander: “Hey, hey. Calm down! The battle has just started. And our 
enemies are squires who are the subordinates hanging around the cocky useless knights, who are the 
subordinates of the greedy nobility. These guys aren’t even half of the real deal. Do not falter!”

Beast Soldier: “The wall, ramparts, and roads are secured.”

The Disciple Engineer: “…… We’ve pushed them back.”

Giant Builder: “…… They….. take our homes……”

Mercenary Bowman: “Damnit! Those damn Crusaders. Not all Humans are as shameless.”

Boom!

Human Builder: “! Cannons!? I thought they’d ceased?”

The Disciple Engineer: “Commander.”

The East Fortress Base Commander: “Yeah, it appears the Merchant has come through.”

Boom!

The East Fortress Base Commander: “Listen up! Defenders of the Gate! Brave Demons! The entire 
South District is about to turn into a massive urban battlefield. Soon, the residents of the area will be 
completely evacuated, and the Demon King will give her orders. Our formation is centered around the 
Shrine of the Nameless God, but by any measure the enemy has come this far. No, we have managed to
lure them into the City as far as the Shrine of the Nameless God! Got it, this City is going to suffer 
unbelievable damage! But a city is just a city. It is not a person. We can rebuild again once the war has 
ended. But right before you, the fates of your families, your friends, your Tribes, and the entire fate of 
the Demon World is in your hands! It will be a frightful battle. Your lives will be in danger, with all the 
fear and anger of war! But do not be disheartened! This area is a City where we live. This is a region of
prosperity we have created tile by tile and brick by brick. The City is our friend, it will not betray us. 
When they capture an area, we will light it ablaze and counter attack. Little by little, we will split them 
into smaller and smaller units, and ambush each of them! If you have to, kill them, but if you can, 
capture them alive. We only need to sap their combat ability until they break. Those who come for us, 
are the nobility of the world above. Their only aim is to plunder the riches of your homes!”



Disciple Engineer, take command of the militia, and I entrust the defence of the wall to you. Keep 
arrows raining down over them. I leave the baiting of the enemy to you. Beast Soldier. You are the rear 
guard. That is to say you will be extremely busy. You are to take command of the transportation and 
treatment of the injured, as well as the administration of all captives. Literally everything behind the 
frontlines. Make preparations for our retreat also, when we fall back through the avenue, they will be 
right behind us, and you will have to strike them back. Fall upon them! Ensure that the avenue is 
passable! As much as possible, prevent damage to the Shrine of the Nameless God!”

The Disciple Engineer: “My pleasure.”

Beast Soldier: “Understood!”

Boom!

The East Fortress Base Commander: “This City belongs to the Demon King. And we owe her a great 
debt. We owe it to our friends who have fallen to protect the Demon King. In the name of those who 
live in this land, we will make them pay. —- People say that you must defend your homeland. But as 
the brand new Chieftain of the Gate, I have a new saying, “Because we have defended it, this is our 
homeland.” Every one of you here has earned the privilege of being able to call this your homeland, 
and so for the sake of your homeland, fight for your futures!”

 

——- The City of the Gate, the South Side, the Frontlines of the Southern Alliance

The Lone Winter King: “It is time.”

The Disciple Soldier: “We’ve made it just in time. Let us hope we can make an orderly retreat when 
needed.”

The Lone Winter King: “Let’s go.”

The Disciple Soldier: “Understood. Transport Unit! Guards! Make ready!”

The Seneschal: “Understood!”

The Lone Winter King: “I will take command of the troops in the frontlines and mercenaries, as well as
the nobility of the Kingdom of Metal. The men of the Southern Alliance are fighting a different war. 
We will proceed as planned.”

The Iron Fist King: “Understood. As we discussed.”

The Metal Lieutenant: “The Transport Unit is armoured. The supplies from the Fire Dragon Lord have 
all been loaded.”

Fairy Attendant: “We are all ready.”

The Iron Fist King: “Us too!”

The Disciple Soldier: “Sharpshooters, fire once we engage them. As much as possible, aim deep into 
their ranks.”



The Seneschal: “Units 1, 2 and 3, move out! Guards and Spears follow! Sharpshooters be vigilant! 
Range is of the essence, even if movement is slow! Form up to facilitate a retreat and advance 
cautiously!”

The Lone Winter King: “And so it begins.”

The Disciple Soldier: “Well…… You could always stay back here. It would be unwise to risk your 
safety.”

The Lone Winter King: “Hahahaha. I am going too. That is the responsibility of a king.”

The Disciple Soldier: “I guess there’s no persuading you…… Knights of Metal, form up!”

The Metal Lieutenant: “Understood!”

 

———– The City of the Gate, the Holy Crusaders

Guardsman of Light: “!”

Musketeer of Light: “That sounded close.”

Spearman of Light: “That was even closer.”

Sergeant of Light: “Are you all here!”

Guardsman of Light: “Yes!”

Musketeer of Light: “All here!”

Spearman of Light: “Assembled.”

Sergeant of Light: “Prepare to advance, form ranks!”

Musketeer of Light: “Advance where?”

Spearman of Light: “……”

Sergeant of Light: “Children of Light, we go to do battle with the enemy.”

Musketeer of Light: “What. The Southern Alliance!”

Spearman of Light: “Damnit! Not them! Not them!”

Sergeant of Light: “That is for us to decide. Form ranks!”

Musketeer of Light: “Y, yes!”

Spearman of Light: “Understood!”

Artilleryman: “H, huh?”

Guardsman of Light: “Isn’t that?”

Sergeant of Light: “—– His Holiness the Patriarch!”

Musketeer of Light: “The Patriarch……? The real thing?”



Spearman of Light: “His Holiness.”

The Patriarch: “…… Children of Light, it is time for the final battle.”

The crowd is in an uproar

“Patriarch! Patriarch! Patriarch!”

The Patriarch: “We the Children of the Spirit have spent a long time sieging the defences of this evil 
city. But as you see before you, their walls have crumbled! ……. This is thanks to the weapons you 
hold in your hands, which represent the fury of the Spirit’s fire. Now, Children of the Spirit, Children of
Light, the time has come! The Spirit Herself awaits to embrace in infinite charity, those who would 
cross to Her domain in this battle…… None in any direction can genuinely call themselves our 
opponents.”

The Strategist: (Wh, what is he on about. No opponents!? Then what are we going to do about the 
Southern Alliance?)

The Patriarch: “The charity of the Spirit shines down upon the world. Behold, to the South, the heretic 
army. We have kindly permitted them to exist above, but yet they align with the Demons to disrupt our 
holy mission. They are not our opponents, anymore than they are an irksome pest. 50,000 Children of 
Light is more than enough to exterminate that force.”

Murmuring

“Really, exterminate them?”

The Strategist: “What!”

The Patriarch: “Behold. To the north, the City of the Gate. The City of Evil. A city inhabited by 
pernicious demons who do not give praise to the Spirit, the spring from which corruption and 
pestilence flows. They obscure the light of the Spirit, and are the source of the blackness which 
blankets this world. 50,000 Children of Light is more than enough to exterminate that city.”

Eterminate? Are we all attacking? Amidst that cannon fire……

The Strategist: “Isn’t that the entire army! What about reserves!?”

“We still want to go home, to hell with fighting these heretics……”

“But, killing humans…… that’s not……”

“What about the nobility……. How far do they want us to go……”

The Patriarch: “Let me announce this now. This is a Holy War. This is a sacred war to take back the 
Holy Relic of the Spirit of Light. —- To demonstrate your bravery in this war is to do the highest duty 
to the Spirit of Light. Those who would dare to show mercy to our enemies will all be branded as 
heretics! As the Patriarch of the Holy Church of Light I issue this proclamation in the name of the 
Spirit. We will exterminate all heretics and infidels! Those who are unable to do so, are as much 
heretics in themselves! Know that we will not hesitate to exterminate the blight of heresy, like rotten 
wheat, we will cut you away at the source.”



“If we don’t kill them…… we are heretics……”

“I’m hungry…… just a bit more.”

“If I become a heretic, it’s not just me, my daughter, my wife…… my father, my mother will become 
heretics too……”

The Strategist: (This power…… He’s able to terrify an entire crowd of peasants with just a few words. 
Truly, this is a man of gravitas.)

The Patriarch: “Raise your swords! Raise your muskets! Today is a day of offering! Plunder and kill all 
the heretics! Destroy their homes! Attack and exterminate them! Stories of this day will be told for an 
eternity! Children of Light! With the blessing of the Spirit! All is as the Spirit wills it!”

“……. All is as the Spirit wills it! All is as the Spirit wills it!”

“Plunder and destroy, take it all!”

“All is as the Spirit wills it! …… All is as the Spirit wills it!”

The Patriarch: “Advance my Children! Happiness is just before you!”

 

——- The City of the Gate, the Southern Side, the Urban Battle

Boom! Boom! Boom!

Spearman of Light: “All is as the Spirit wills it!”

Musketeer of Light: “All is as the Spirit wills it! A, ahhhh! They’re here! The Demons are here! Attack!
Attack!”

Swordsman of Light: “Let’s go! Advance!”

Spearman of Light: “Attack!”

Noble Bannerman: “What.”

Noble Cavalryman: “The serfs. They’ve finally joined the fray. Noblemen with me, let’s take this road 
to the back.”

Noble Bannerman: “!”

Noble Cavalryman: “Listen up! This is their homeground, proceed with caution!”

Boom! Boom! Boom!

Musketeer of Light: “All is as the Spirit wills it! Death to the heretics……”

Spearman of Light: “I just want to go home. As long as the Demons exist, we can’t return.”

Swordsman of Light: “Food, give me food!”

Boom! Boom!



Scout: “There are about 1,200 mixed infantry with muskets nearby.”

The Disciple Engineer: “! They’re here. This is it then.”

Giant Builder: “…… Yes.”

Mercenary Bowman: “It’s us first.”

The Disciple Engineer: “Yes. Have the archers in the walls prepare. Lure them in and then fire at will! 
Use the high ground to fire at them from above.”

Mercenary Bowman: “Understood!”

The Disciple Engineer: “Are the catapults ready?”

Pale Builder: “Ready!”

The Disciple Engineer: “Listen up, this is not mercy, but there is no need to slaughter them. In this 
battle, rendering them unable to fight is sufficient. It I actually better. The enemy has many soldiers. If 
we inflict injuries and casualties, then they will struggle to maintain their supply and treatment lines. 
Especially if we can inflict injuries on their nobility and their knights, these people of great importance 
to the Humans, then they will even have to redeploy units just to guard them. If we combine all these 
considerations, we can drive out a force five times our size.”

Giant Builder: “Understood.”

Mercenary Bowman: “Archers form up!”

Human Builder: “Catapults ready!”

Pale Builder: “Use the flaming rocks.”

The Disciple Engineer: “Your target is the avenue. The front row are the nobility! Wait. The East 
Fortress Base Commander has just engaged them. Not yet! Not yet! Believe in the defences we have 
constructed. This tower will not fall so easily. Calm down. The bridges we have built, the walls we 
have constructed, are not so weak. Calm down! —— Now! Fire!”

Arrows whistling

Musketeer of Light: “What!? Where? Agh!”

Muskets firing

Spearman of Light: “Stop firing! If you just fire wildly you’ll hit us!”

Swordsman of Light: “Where. The tower!? They’re in the tower!”

Spearman of Light: “Damn Demons!”

The Disciple Engineer: “Second wave make ready! Inform the front line! Barricade off the Avenue of 
Birds and the Avenue of Sand, push down the houses!”

Giant Builder: “Yes!”

 



—– The City of the Gate, the Holy Crusaders

“Attack! Attack!”

“We are the Children of Light! The spears which will destroy the heretics!”

Musketeer of Light: “All is as the Spirit wills it! All is as the Spirit wills it!”

Spearman of Light: “Agghhh! Ahhh!”

Musketeer of Light: “The enemy!”

Spearman of Light: “Traitors of the South! Attack! The cowardly heretics are no match for our 
muskets.”

Musketeer of Light: “That’s right. We are protected by the Patriarch himself. That’s right. If that’s not 
right, then. Why are these heretics……. Agh!”

Spearman of Light: “Ahhh!”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “Just what is with this chaos!”

The Strategist: “Your Imperial Excellency.”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “Just what is going on, what has that man done!?”

The Strategist: “He has declared a Holy War! Then he split the serfs into two units and has thrown our 
entire force at both the City of the Gate and the Southern Alliance.”

The Holy Imperial General: “What a fool.”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “!”

The Strategist: “They are little more than a disorganized rabble right now. They still have combat 
ability, but morale is so disturbed that they would break and rout with ease. How is that any different?”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “Just what is going on. The commander of the Southern Alliance will 
surely see through the disorganization of our Army. At this rate.”

Boom!

The Holy Imperial General: “They are close!”

The Crown Prince Marshal: (At this rate, commands will be impossible, and this army of tens of 
thousands will crumble! I don’t understand why he would disintegrate the command structure in an 
unfamiliar environment like this. It’s true that I was already beginning to question whether we can 
continue to control this army. But this rabble exceeds anything I expected. Does he intend to 
exterminate the Central Kingdoms!)

The Holy Imperial General: “This is an emergency! Your Imperial Excellency!”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “Enough! Let’s go. 800 cavalry follow me! We have to instill some 
discipline into the vanguard of 20,000 at the head of this mob.”

The Holy Imperial General: “Yes!”



The Crown Prince Marshal: “Strategist! Stabilise the rear lines.”

The Strategist: “Yes!”

The Crown Prince Marshal: (The Patriarch……. This chaos comes from up high. Your pride, your 
arrogance, and your complete ignorance. Do you intend to extinguish the dreams of the Central 
Kingdoms, and the illustrious history of the Church!? As expected, it was madness to birth a dragon 
with two heads. —- One must be chopped off. Otherwise, our only recourse is to return to the surface.)

Boom!

Musketeer of Light: “Attack! Attack!”

Spearman of Light: “Don’t run! Southerners! Because you came, because you betrayed us, we have 
been starving everyday! You monopolized all the food, and you are preventing us from going home!”

The Holy Imperial General: “It would appear their sharpshooters are engaging us outside the range of 
our muskets.”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “The serfs can hardly stand the heat of the battlefield. We have no choice it
seems.”

The Holy Imperial General: “Stop damn it! Do you hear me! We are the guards of the Crown Prince 
Marshal! Form up! Form up!”

“Aghhh! Give it here! No! It’s mine! It’s mine!”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “What is going on!?”

“Give it! It’s mine!”

“This cart too!”

“It’s raisins! This one has raisins!”

“This has water and ale!?”

Scout: “My lord! The enemy has begun to retreat! They have withdrawn rapidly to a fallback line, and”

The Holy Imperial General: “What is it! Report!”

Scout: “The enemy has left behind several tens of wagons with bread andfood!”

The Holy Imperial General: “!? Is it poisoned! Make them stop!”

Scout: “It’s impossible! Almost all the soldiers are fighting for a bight, it has been such a long siege 
that they are all at their physical and psychological limits.”

“It’s bread! Here too! Here too! That’s mine!”

“We can live! We can live on this a few more days!”

Scout: “The frontline has degenerated into a mob squabbling over the food. It is impossible to restore 
any order right now.”



The Holy Imperial General: “What……”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “……”

The Holy Imperial General: “Just what scheme do these Southeners have!”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “They……”

Scout: “That’s…… A man who claims to be the Lone Winter King has reached the frontlines.”

The Holy Imperial General: “What is happening.”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “That man stopped the war and formed the Southern Alliance, distributed 
food to the hungry, and even proliferated the use of vaccinations. And yet here he is risking his life, for 
what……”

“Yeahhh! The Southern Alliance!”

“This is a gift from the Lone Winter King of the Southern Alliance!”

The Crown Prince Marshal: (……. All the way here, all the way to the Demon World! — Is he 
recruiting colonists!? Lone Winter King! Until this battle you have not once crossed spears with us! Do
you intend to show the same false kindness you showed to the nobility before! Why do you deny 
yourself! You were born a King, you had the people under your control and a crown of gold upon your 
head, you were destined from birth to be a leader of men! Why did you do something so disruptive to 
the preordained way of things, something only that so called Scholar would do. Why do you besmirch 
your own future with your own hands! I do not understand you! You are a King too, you are like us, a 
man of power. Why do you not understand the way of the world!! Look at this mob! If you give them 
bread, they crawl over it and squabble over the scraps in the mud, if you give them wine, they drink as 
if tomorrow does not exist. Everything you give to them is wasted with no semblance of discipline. 
And you are considering giving to people such as this privileges like freedom and power!? Answer me, 
Lone Winter King! You! You! What do you see on this battlefield! Just how depraved do you want this 
world to become before you will be satisfied! Answer me! Lone Winter King!!”

The Holy Imperial General: “Your Imperial Excellency……”

Scout: “The Southern Alliance has retreated half a mile.”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “!”

The Holy Imperial General: (This is bad. The entire command structure has collapsed. Now it is 
snowballing like an avalanche. Rumours and sentiment will spread like a fire on a plain of dry grass. 
The Holy Crusaders have been destroyed.)

The Holy Imperial General: “Your Imperial Excellency! Now! Only now!You must take control. 
Stabilise the lines. At the very least, redistribute the black powder—-”

Rumble! Rumble!

Scout: “What is that!?”

The Crown Prince Marshal: “Wh, what!?”


