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        Eliza Kaldia, who reincarnated as a noble girl villainess in a fantasy otome game, was stuck in a world that seemed far from her image of how noble girls should be living, as the fated events of the game were still far off while she remained a child. In the first place, it was suspect if she could even live to make it to the school setting of the game. Due to changes in the situation of the neighboring country which never appeared in the original game, the world became nothing like the flowery school life from the game. It was a world where even young girls had to take up weapons. How did it turn out this way…
      


      
        

      


      
        I don’t have any cheat-like abilities. I can’t use magic. My sense of ethics might have become a little twisted due to being reincarnated.
      

    

  


  
    

  


  
    Original Story can be found here: Link
  


  Chapter 70 – Two Viewpoints


  (This chapter returns to Eliza’s point of view.)


  I believe that games, books, manga, anime, TV shows, movies, all these things created solely for entertainment purposes are basically so that we can obtain some sort of catharsis. As an example, in my previous life, due to my younger sister’s recommendation, I tried a certain otome game.


  Helping other people from the heroine’s perspective, improving your character by raising your level and stats, and enjoying the drama between the characters.


  You can romance handsome, high-spec boys, or even, during that process defeat your love rivals.


  With it, you obtain a sense of superiority and satisfaction.


  In a medieval European fantasy setting, made of fluffy images, the heroine is able to meet male capture targets filled with various female ideals, although this was all very lacking in realism. Once again, this must purely be for entertainment purposes, as the characters’ archetypes were rather exaggerated and very shallow.


  The otome game was quite detailed, and it felt deeper than most stories. Just like the original meaning of the word catharsis, it might have been intended to purify the emotions of pity and fear through art.


  However, all I know is that it wasn’t the case for me.


  The heroine was someone that had come from the neighboring country, to go to noble school and look for a husband candidate from among the students, and she would romance them, that was the story.


  It didn’t depict anything about the brutality and filthiness of human beings, there was nothing in it obstructing people from obtaining catharsis.


  I looked around at the earth which was stained with blood. Dead bodies which were unrecognizable, were piled up like garbage.


  Military forces between countries had fought here. Humans had caused so much death and destruction.


  Why had they fought, why were so many lives sacrificed, the dead would obtain nothing.


  There was nothing such as celebration wine to be seen around here.


  This was another side to the game world where the heroine was the neighboring country’s archduke’s daughter and had come to noble school to have fun and find romance. This type of scene had never appeared in the game, yet there were indeed pools of blood everywhere.


  There’s no such reason like people attempting to obtain catharsis here, there was only people killing each other, and dying. Or, there’s no story-like qualities here, only people fighting with all their strength.


  People aren’t very principled, it’s a world where people attack others based on their feelings and desires.


  Even though I know that, still, this world is nothing like the game settings at all, only the stage is the same while a war began, I got the ridiculous idea wondering if this was reality at all.


  I was simply scared.


  Is this world real or fake? Am I just dreaming?


  Indeed, my feelings of memories of a past life were fading.


  Why did I kill people for, I wonder. Why do people die, I wonder.


  Are people’s deaths meaningless, I wonder.


  I wonder if I would have been happier had I not recalled my past life’s memories. If I didn’t know the game’s story from my past life’s memories, would this war have not started, I wonder.


  Even if I think about it, I have no answers. That’s all I understand.


  I just keep telling myself that it’s probably for the best that I don’t understand anything.


  Is this world just a game world from my previous life, I wonder.


  Or, is this reality with breathing, living people, I wonder.


  I can’t decide if this is reality or not, even though technically this isn’t supposed to be something that I can just leave undecided.


  That’s why, maybe I have no choice but to accept, that I can’t make a choice between the two.


  Chapter 71 – Rite Of Passage


  In any society, it seems that there’s various different rites of passage.



  I’m at the head temple of the Ar Xia church, the Great Shrine of Misorua, which basically surrounds the royal palace here in the royal capital. I’ve been kneeling in the dark for some time, thinking about various things instead of the confession I’m supposed to be doing.


  In the Arxia Kingdom, this is a rite of passage for seven year olds, a turning point in one’s life. This is also the age at which one can be punished for one’s own crimes under the law. Meaning, I’m supposed to make an oath to follow the laws of Xia for the rest of my life, and I shall take the responsibility for being punished in accordance with the law if I break any laws.


  While commoner children can just go to wherever the closest church is and listen to a recitation of the contents of the Sacred Code, it’s different for nobles.


  I had to schedule a date beforehand with the Great Shrine of Misorua for the ritual, and perform a purification ceremony by myself in a dark room by confessing for half a day. After that, I have to recite a passage from the Sacred Code, and swear to protect and uphold the law in front of the god Misorua and the priests.


  At the same time, this ritual is also meant to formally induct me as a member of the Ar Xia church.


  Before seven, I’m only considered an interim member. Well, there’s a very high proportion of children that die before reaching seven, and children aren’t considered to know right from wrong here until they’re seven years old.


  Thanks to various detailed memories from my previous life, I felt like everything religion related seemed really shady, and I didn’t believe in it at all. Spending half a day shut inside a dark room, I found this confession thing to be rather ridiculous, and I merely remained here in silence.


  Whether or not the god Misorua exists, I don’t care either way at all. Even if I belong to the Ar Xia church, whether or not I really believe in what they preach isn’t important at all. What’s important is keeping up appearances and going along with society.


  Six months ago, when I kept sleeping constantly for an entire month, I kept dreaming about things from my previous life.


  I recalled many things that I had once forgotten. But, rather than feeling like it was something that happened to myself in the past, it felt more like I was reading a book with someone else as the protagonist, or maybe a ghost whispering information to me.


  I’m currently Eliza Kaldia from the Arxia Kingdom, not a young girl that used to live in Japan.


  In the darkness, although I took a pious pose of reflecting on my past sins, I mostly spent the time saying my farewells to and making a break from my past life.


  After the time allotted for confession finally finished, I looked around the main hall of the Great Shrine for a while. My guardian, Earl Terejia had come along with me to the Great Shrine, but he has his uses.


  We’re finally supposed to be able to invite a bishop that can hold church rituals to my domain. To keep track of the bishop’s movements, for the necessary paperwork, and the conditions that would need to be agreed on, this is where the earl comes in. By the way, although the term bishop reminded me of high-ranking clergymen from my past life, here in Arxia it just refers to a much more general educator. Bishops are responsible for teaching reading and writing.


  A priest guided me into the shrine’s main hall. When I entered, I was struck by the extravagance and magnificence of what was before me. There were exquisite stone sculptures of unrivaled craftsmanship on wooden pedestals and there was also two fountains of flowing water by the main platform. The ceiling had large panes of stained glass in flower shapes, giving the inside of the church an amazing array of colors.


  On top of the a main platform was an altar to honor the remains of St. Ahar, and even more surprisingly there was a spring coming from it. The water flowing from it was enclosed by a circle of stones, and a coffin was placed in the center.


  “It’s amazing, isn’t it.”


  The priest guiding me seemed to be quite proud of it all. I could only nod in agreement. Seeing such beautiful construction, I haven’t ever seen anything like this even in my previous life.


  I finally looked away from all the splendor, and started focusing on the priests here. The priest next to me watched me in silence. It feels like he might watch me like this for quite a while, to the point of boredom.


  Then, as I looked around at the fine details of the craftsmanship on the ceiling and floor, I heard a voice from behind me.


  “Oh my, aren’t you…… the Kaldia girl?”


  It was a voice that sounded neither young nor old, neither male or female, a very mysterious voice. It sounded familiar. When I turned around, it was a person dressed in white priestly garments.


  “Priest Faris-!”


  “It seems that you’re about to swear your oath. Although, you have quite a terrible expression for someone going through their purification ceremony and confession……”


  This is the priest that presided over my birthday celebration last spring, Faris had an ambiguous smile. Although I haven’t seen Faris in over a year, there’s no change in Faris’s appearance, and my cheek involuntarily twitched at this priest’s appearance.


  “……Well, I guess it’s because you have to shoulder such a terrible burden when you’re still so young.”


  Is something funny about all this, that you’re making snarky comments, and don’t touch my shoulder like that without permission.


  This enigmatic priest, I can’t tell what he or she is thinking at all, yet somehow Faris always seems like he or she can see straight into my heart, I felt extremely unsettled.


  “Head Priest-sama, please don’t tease Viscountess Kaldia so much……”


  The priest guiding me remonstrated Faris. Priest Faris shrugged lightly, and headed for the altar.


Chapter72 – Child's Game

When I finally woke up last year in autumn after a full month of sleeping, I had a lot of work to catch up on even though I was still recovering. Now that six months have passed since then, things have finally settled down.




Also, because of the battle at Fort Jugfena and me being asleep an entire month, the refugee acceptance plan has gone way off track. Originally, starting in summer, we were supposed to start by accepting 50 refugees in the first month. In the end, we were supposed to receive around 1200 new citizens, but because most of the refugees at Fort Jugfena had been killed, in the end Kaldia is only going to gain about 300 new citizens from the refugees.




Also, as for the Shiru tribe, they were much more in number than what I had assumed. At first I had heard that there would be about 40 of them, but even if there were three times that number, with 120 of them, integration should still be reasonably achievable.




However, in the end there had still been 300 of them hiding in the Bandishia Plateau that ended up joining me, a much larger number than expected. It’s quite impressive that so many of them were able to shake off such a large pursuing Densel force for over a month.




Together, it’s 600 new citizens, but it’s still only half the original number of new citizens that were supposed to have joined. They were supposed to help in constructing the new village as well, but with this I’m going to have to redo my plans from scratch.




After all, half of them are the Shiru tribe, who are nomadic, meaning they roam often and don’t stay in one location for very long, so they have very little knowledge in construction. And on top of that, they’re also not very well versed in agriculture and farming.




Having come west of the Bandishia Plateau to Kaldia, they’re going to have to adjust their lifestyles and construct homes for themselves. Usually it seems that they construct homes from the earth and stone rather than wood. Unfortunately, stone as a building material in Kaldia…… is almost nonexistent.




Since I don’t have the time or money, for now all I can do is supply wood as building materials. Also, I’m having clay prepared, to be made into bricks.




Although I also hope to attract people to immigrate to my domain, it’s only a slight hope, first I still have to work my way through this current problem.




What’s more, because the person in charge of overseeing the village construction was Kamil who passed away, there’s the issue of who to put in charge from now on. Finding someone from here that knows how to speak the Artolan language, so that mutual understanding can be easily achieved for everyone to work together, seems very difficult to do.




There had also been 30 soldiers originally helping with the village construction, but 20 had been recalled to go to Fort Jugfena’s battle and there were only 10 working there still. Although I had mentally prepared myself that this may happen, due to the casualties suffered in that battle, now we no longer have enough surplus troops to send soldiers to help aid the construction again.




In the end, I decided to move the village construction farther west, much closer to the area under my direct control in the Kaldia domain. It’s become that things are now moving ahead of schedule.




Also, just because I was asleep for a month doesn’t mean that there was no paperwork to be done during that time, after the battle I had to repeatedly go back and forth between Kaldia and the royal capital, with no time to rest because too much work had piled up.




– The above just took me about thirty minutes to explain to Ratoka who was glaring at me. Finally, he spoke up with a sulk.




“So, you’re saying you were so busy that you completely forgot about me.”




His voice, while calm, definitely sounded angry and cold. I feel like it might almost be better if he were screaming and yelling at me instead.




“No, it’s just that I had a lot of work to finish before I could meet up with you, that’s what I just explained.”




“Is that something you say to someone you’ve barely talked to and left alone for almost a year?”




While I haven’t talked to him much lately, his education has still been continuing, so his words have gotten more eloquent. His red eyes and even gestures are so similar to mine, it’s definitely caught my interest.




“……Even if you say I left you alone, I don’t have a use for you right now.”




When those words left my mouth, a vein started bulging on his forehead.




“Or maybe, could it be, you wanted attention from me even though I’m younger?”




“Do you want to get beaten up!!”




“Whoops, be careful not to let disrespectful words slip out there.”




As I watched Ratoka, also known as “Elise,” I couldn’t help but let out a laugh at his face turning red in anger and frustration. Being snarky towards him as a form of stress release, why did I develop this kind of habit, I wonder.




I dodged his fist that was aimed at my shoulder, and I felt a nostalgic feeling like I was in the barracks, exchanging banter with the soldiers.


Chapter73 – A Doll And A Secret Letter

“……What exactly is this?”




Maybe because I had been so stupefied, those words accidentally slipped out. I had just heard something so unexpected, that I just kept staring at Earl Terejia in a daze.




“You’ll have to play together with Elise-dono.”




Earl Terejia’s calm voice crushed my feelings of wanting to escape. Once again, I took a good look at what was in my hand.




It was an elaborate, beautifully made girl doll, but it was creepily deformed by an indescribable smile on it.




I wondered just how much gold it would take to make those golden clothes the doll was wearing in real life size, as I admired the excessiveness of the doll’s extravagant clothing. After all, the amount of frilliness on it was dreadful to behold.




This doll in my hand was a gift from the father of the noble girl currently staying here at my mansion, Elise’s father Baron Sherstok. The baron had even went to the trouble of gifting me a set of two dolls with different designs. This was the meaning behind Earl Terejia’s words just earlier, “you’ll have to play together with Elise-dono.”




Although Elise had come over to Kaldia in order to recuperate from her illness, in name she was also my guest and playmate. But up until now, we’ve never really played, and only visited each other. While Elise is indeed a bit sickly, it’s more of that I’ve simply been so busy that I haven’t been able to spare the time to accompany her.




However, Baron Sherstok wouldn’t know such a thing. The baron is one of those nobles without land of his own, so he basically has very little to do with high noble society, and he wouldn’t know how busy I am or that I have zero interest in dolls.




That said, giving a doll as a gift to his ten year old daughter Elise, this is a very common type of present. In the eyes of most people, I’m probably more of the odd one for not taking the time to play.




Knowing my personal preferences on dolls, Earl Terejia perfunctorily left the office. Left alone, I glanced again at the glittering, sparkly doll.




What do I do, with this. Am I supposed to play with it.




I held its head, and kept wondering what to do.




……In short, Elise is supposed to play with this, I wonder if I should find some playmates for her. I’d think that I don’t necessarily have to be the person playing with her.




While thinking about passing that role on to Ratoka, I started playing with the thick skirt on the doll. Without a doubt, the doll’s costume was overly extravagant, and the embroidery was so fine that I could barely see the stitches connecting the cloth together. A golden rose was sewn neatly into the top of the skirt, reflecting the sunlight prettily.




“……Mm,”




The more I looked at it, the more I felt like something was slightly off about the embroidery. I kept turning the doll around in my hands, and one part just seemed slightly different.




I flipped up the skirt and checked underneath, and as expected the same type of embroidery was underneath it as well. While I tilted my head and wondered just what it was about this embroidery that seemed strange, I suddenly realized that it seemed almost like it was in the shape of letters of the alphabet.




When I started trying to read it, although it was a bit difficult due to the tiny size and a lack of spaces, it seems that it was an actual message.









“I see, so it was a secret letter.”




Earl Terejia read the message that I wrote down for him on a piece of paper.




“It would seem that this rose is a sign to check for a hidden message. Since Elise usually doesn’t come out of her room while she’s recuperating from her illness here, it seems that Viscount Stadel must have developed these codes and hidden messages for her as a game.”




Elise’s uncle, Viscount Stadel, especially dotes on her as she used to be in such poor health that she couldn’t even get out of bed on some days. I had heard from Elise herself before that he always tried to think of fun things for her to do to escape the boredom of always being confined to bed, that didn’t require her to leave her room.




Since Viscount Stadel doesn’t have any children of his own, maybe he’s pouring out all his affection for his niece. Also, probably due to Elise’s weak body, maybe he’s become a little overprotective. That Elise could grow up so innocently in such an environment, I felt a strange sense of admiration.




“And, did you understand what was written there?”




“Yes. If I add in punctuation and spacing, it’s not so hard. It’s a warning about the movements of the northern nobles.”




At hearing about the northern nobles, Earl Terejia frowned slightly in annoyance.




“I hear that some extremist organizations have been gathering around the northern nobles’ leader, Marquis Nordsturm’s family lately.”




“How foolish. They’re trying to attack Kaldia politically, and make us return the money given to us for the refugees……”




The earl sighed deeply, seeming worn out.




If I think about it calmly, I can organize my emotions. I’m thankful to Viscount Stadel for the information, although I don’t welcome bad news. It’s just that right now, there’s a shortage of labor in Kaldia.




I recalled the malevolent gazes of the northern nobles last time I met them at the House of Lords, and the depressing atmosphere caused by them. While I haven’t verified the contents of this secret letter yet, I definitely believe that I can trust it.




Chapter74 – In A Horse-drawn Carriage

I’ve caught the attention of a troublesome opponent, I sighed mentally.




The Nordsturm family is a major noble family from the north, and their current family head is Marquis Nordsturm. Three generations ago, they had also been married to royalty, so they still have quite the connections in the royal capital as well.




Although they have a bad reputation from the fact that their power comes from the moneylending business, because of it very few nobles dare to go against them. What’s more, many of the northern nobles are related to the Nordsturms by being one of their branch families or through marriage in some way, so their influence in northern Arxia is even greater than that of the royal family.




At one time, the north had been treated as the least important part of Arxia. There was the Amon Nor Mountains forming a natural barrier with the eastern countries, and there was nothing but rough sea waves on the northern border, both of these geographical attributes contributed to making the north a formidable natural fortress.




It was a bad location for conducting trade on the seas. Although it’s possible to travel east to other countries farther down, a large section of the coastline bordering Arxia’s is controlled by Densel, or belongs to the Rindarl Union that opposes us. Their naval technologies weren’t very far advanced either.




The earth was frozen over in many places, and even what wasn’t frozen over was very poor land for raising crops, so it was overall a very poor region.




Because of that, the Nordsturm family has been the only noble family ever since Arxia was founded that’s ruled in the north. Because talented people would be placed in more important places to make use of their skills at governing, no aristocrats were ever sent to the north.




Of course, ruling over the vast north would be impossible for only the family head, so the Nordsturm family divided the northern lands among its own family members, and starting from about one hundred and twenty years ago, their current governing system is basically a group of lords that all report to the leader of the Nordsturm family.




For the Nordsturm family who has such power in the north to still have good relations with the royal family, it’s simply because of money. First of all, the Nordsturms are talented at making money in the north. Their most prosperous city is the city where the marquis currently resides, it’s a place where people and goods gather.




Next, the north helps with the country’s military spending every year even though it benefits them the least. They also have vast sums of money stored away, and they’ve recently started lending money to their neighboring domains, and simply the interest on the loans were already more than sufficient already to cover all the north’s expenses for governing their territory.




I remembered how Earl Terejia had taught me that a member of the royalty had gotten married to a Nordsturm as a political sacrificial pawn, in order to obtain part of the Nordsturm family’s wealth for the sake of the country.




There are two royal families in Arxia, meant to be as a measure for keeping the throne out of the reach of any other non-royal family. A daughter from the current royal family that isn’t on the throne, the Melloart family, had married a Nordsturm in exchange for one third of the Nordsturm family’s wealth being donated to the national treasury. Earl Terejia had told me that it was a story he heard from his older brother Marquis Rittergau who’s working in the royal palace as the prime minister of Arxia, so it must be true.




Their wealth had been reduced, and the Nordsturms also attracted the hostility of other nobles in Arxia with connections to the royalty. I want them to just take a break and ignore me, but it seems there’s no helping it.




In the first place, the reason why I attracted their attention was because half of the entire defense budget financed by the north was allotted to only three domains, which were Kaldia, Jugfena, and Genas, the eastern border domains. Any funds that were not used for the sake of defense were supposed to be properly returned to the House of Lords.




The northern nobles are taking it out on only Kaldia, meaning me, as Earl Einsbark who’s in charge of the Jugfena domain and Margrave Genas are too powerful for them to attack politically, so out of simple spite, or maybe picking on weaklings, they’re taking it out on me for being a financial beneficiary of their funds.




“I’m actually relieved to see that gloomy expression of yours finally returning.”




As the horse-drawn carriage clattered and shook, Earl Terejia who was sitting across from me said so with a snort from his nose. Claudia sitting next to him also nodded in agreement.




“At any rate, let’s settle this problem quickly. Jugfena and Genas have organized their own domains much faster and better than Kaldia, that’s because Earl Terejia has been deciding policy matters in my place up until now. For the Nordsturm family that isn’t well armed militarily, they would gain nothing from moving against all three of the Terejia, Genas, and Einsbark families at once.”




“The Nordsturm family should be aware of that as well. Still, saying something like moving against all three families, does this mean that you see a way to cooperate with the other families?”




What I’m concerned about right now is, the factions other than the Nordsturm family.




The Nordsturm family doesn’t actually have much power other than lots of money and the support of the northern nobles. That alone wouldn’t be a threat by itself. However, depending on who allies with whom, things could get a lot more troublesome. I think the problem lies in how the Nordsturm family utilizes their vast fortune.




“If the Nordsturms seriously attempted it, do you think they have enough power to overthrow the current government?”




Earl Terejia raised his eyebrows greatly at my question. Since the north regularly finances the other domains with their extra funds, decided through meetings at the House of Lords, it means they get more of a say in issues compared to the rest of the nobility. Meaning, they already control much of national policy.




By the way, the House of Lords only consists of domain lords with the rank of viscount or higher, and court aristocrats with the rank of earl or higher. Lower ranked nobles are supposed to be represented by nobles higher-ranking than they are. It’s like how I used to not attend meetings at the House of Lords, as Earl Terejia attended them for me on my behalf.




“I don’t think they would try something like that though, would the conservative northern nobles really rebel against a decision made by the House of Lords?”




I answered my own question, and the earl nodded in assent. Although the northern nobles are conservative in a different sense from the court aristocracy, I think that they wouldn’t want to take any risks that would end up lessening their influence.




Since the Nordsturm family currently seems to be gathering power right now, I definitely think it would be for the better if I think of something I can use against them first. It never hurts to be wary.




Earl Terejia unexpectedly looked out the window. While watching the scenery pass by, he was probably thinking about something. Our conversation ended as well when the earl looked away. Because there’s many things to be worried about, both of us are probably thinking about things regarding the northern nobles that we’re going to have to deal with someday.




However.




“……The Nordsturm family’s time may be unexpectedly ending soon, to be replaced by someone else.”




Earl Terejia suddenly said that out loud after a while. Is this some sort of prophecy, once again I confirmed to myself that the earl is quite terrifying.




Chapter75 – Townhouse

The rocky, clattering horse-drawn carriage took two days to finally arrive at its destination. In the outermost section of the nobles’ living quarters in the royal capital, separated from the commoners’ quarters by a single fence, we stopped at a timeworn small townhouse. It was much shorter than the two story mansion that I live in, and I barely even need to lift my head to look up.




“We’re here……”




A sigh slipped out from Earl Terejia. Then, he looked at me.




“You, is this really fine?”




“It’s just a place to stay at while we’re in the royal capital anyways.”




The earl shrugged, and looked back at the townhouse distastefully. This townhouse is the first thing that I’ve ever bought for myself in this life, meaning, it was also a bit small and narrow.









After the battle at Fort Jugfena, although dealing with the aftermath of that battle was finally over, I’m still quite busy and have to go between my domain and the royal capital quite often. Since the House of Lords has regular meetings in summer and autumn, it’s a bustling social season at the royal capital. Most nobles with their own domains also have mansions in the royal capital, and this could be a good opportunity to deepen my network of contacts.




Especially from mid-summer to autumn, there’s quite a lot of events that gather many people, such as social debuts for newcomers, dance balls, and church festivals.




Of course, although Earl Terejia is already a very experienced court aristocrat, I haven’t even reached adult age yet, let alone made my social debut, so it should still be about a decade before those social events have anything to do with me.




……Although that’s how it should have been, contrary to all that there was actually a mountain of invitations from various nobles piled up back home in the domain lord’s office. The reason was simply that everyone wanted to get acquainted with me to establish a useful contact for future negotiations.




Because of the four eastern dukedoms combining to become the Rindarl Union, and the unprovoked attack from Densel, we were on the highest level of alert against them. Of course, domestic attention was also on the eastern domains that bordered the enemy, the domains of Kaldia, Jugfena, and Genas.




The House of Lords was giving these three domains extra financial support, but now the system of payments to us was being re-organized, as some of the domain lords were now moving to have some of that money returned.




Since there was so much attention on our domains, it’s also opened up new market opportunities for Jugfena and Genas, as well as Kaldia, for being the country’s first line of defense. Due to all the military equipment and facilities that must be made, as well as the large number of goods that the new citizens would need, that’s why so many nobles have all sent me their invitations.




In short, every domain wants new trade opportunities.




Although it was a bit of a superfluous rule, in Arxia there’s a custom that children that haven’t reached adult age yet shouldn’t attend social events other than ones that they’re hosting, as a matter of etiquette. However, because I’m a domain lord before I’m a child, there’s a relentless number of invitations being sent my way. Usually, it would be the reverse, where someone is a child before they’re a noble.




……Because of my circumstances, I now have a full schedule of luncheon and evening meetings every day. It’s actually a bit hard on my body as I’m still quite young, but I won’t say a single word of complaint. I don’t have anyone to complain to anyways.




So that I don’t always have to stay at Earl Terejia’s place whenever I visit the royal capital, I bought this tiny house on the very outskirts of the noble area.




It does seem to be rather decayed, but well, because I don’t have to stay here for very long each time, it doesn’t matter. I don’t care about the outside, I’ve already had the interior fixed up.




I sank myself into a non brand name, cheap, yet still well made sofa, and I looked at the exposed red bricks and wood that seemed to give a feeling of warmth to the plaster walls, I think I like it.




“Elise, give me my schedule for tonight and tomorrow.”




“Uh, ……ah. Tonight, you’re organizing documents in the office. ……Tomorrow, during the day…… The tailor is coming over to take measurements. Tomorrow evening, um, you’re attending Margrave Molton’s party.”




When I pestered Ratoka who had been forced to stand beside me in maid attire, he read off my schedule he was holding to me in a fluster. Recently Bellway had been teaching him various things he needed to know to attend to me.




I mostly intended to make Ratoka into a personal maid, rather than a personal attendant, but if he knows how to do more things, that’s pretty convenient too. Although doing this does seem to have added to his dislike of me, but little by little, it feels like things have gotten more informal between us.




“The day after tomorrow it seems that you have a Sacred Code study session at the church. Also, there’s luggage to be organized in the office still, what should we do?”




“I’ll go after I’m done drinking my tea.”




“……Your tea you say, but what about your maid?”




“You’re so dense. That means you should go right now.”




“Ahh…… So that’s it.”




Ratoka nodded, although he still had an expression that didn’t quite seem convinced.




He turned around, and left while walking awkwardly, still unused to the heels and skirt he was wearing, and he passed by Claudia who was leaning against the wall next to the fireplace on his way out, sighing slightly at what he had to endure from me.




She met my gaze and didn’t even try to conceal that she was laughing, still giggling as she shrugged her shoulders lightly at me.




“……What is it.”




“Nothing, I just thought that you’re having quite a lot of fun with him.”




Claudia had continued to remain being my bodyguard, but since at the mansion I would have other guards as well, this is actually the first time that she’s seen me interacting with Ratoka.




“When Ellusia-dono is talking with him, you seem quite surprisingly lively. As expected, it must be because of something like you two being close in age?”




“Well…… I wonder. Also, it’s not Ellusia, it’s Eliza.”




“Mm, I got it wrong again. Sorry.”




Somehow, I don’t think it’s because that I’m close in age to him. What’s more, why is it that I treat only Ratoka so casually, I can’t even say for myself why that is.




“However, when I look at you like this, not only do you seem surprisingly lively, you also seem to be having fun, and even give off the impression of relaxing a little. How should I describe it……”




Claudia seemed lost for words, and began muttering to herself. It seems that she isn’t going to say anything else to me, so I turned towards the window to look outside.




On the other side of the window glass was the sky tinted a shade of red. It gets dark later here in the royal capital than in Kaldia, it would have been completely dark at this same time in Kaldia already.




What remained the same in the royal capital as Kaldia, was that the lights here were also candlelight as well. It’s too expensive to use anything else after sunset.




Just like I declared earlier, I headed to the office as well after finishing my cup of tea. That said, all I’m going to do, is organize what’s on the desk so that it’s more convenient for me to use, and I finished immediately.




When I looked back at Claudia I realized she was no longer talking to herself. She was looking directly at me with those sky blue eyes of hers, with a difficult to describe, somewhat wondrous expression on her face. I didn’t know what to say to that reaction of hers, so I couldn’t help but freeze up.




I just stayed like that and blinked several times.




“Ahh, that’s it! It feels like Eliza-dono is finally opening her heart, and calming down. When the person I’m supposed to be protecting isn’t wary, then I’m not wary either.”




Suddenly Claudia said that out loud with an extremely self-satisfied expression on her face, while I felt as if my chest was freezing over, even though I knew it was an illusion.




“……Eliza-dono, what’s that matter? It couldn’t be, did I get your name wrong again!?”




“……No, that’s not it.”




Even though my frozen muscles were protesting, I somehow managed to squeeze those words out of me. Her words had made me realize just what I was feeling, which really made me want to groan out loud.




Chapter76 – Apple Juice

“Hey, it’s been a long time, Viscountess Kaldia. Thank you for coming today.”




“Thank you very much for inviting me here as well, Lord Molton.”




I had great difficulty as I was currently struggling with wearing a formal dress for the first time, as I greeted tonight’s host, accompanied by Claudia who was dressed in maid attire. The beautiful margrave that I met last year was standing in the back of the dining hall, and after he saw me, he stumbled quite a bit over his words.




“It looks like you’re wearing a dress this time. It looks really good on you. While you looked quite cool and dignified in knightly attire before, you also really impress when you look feminine as well, and show off your strength.”




Margrave Molton gently gave his opinion of me in my dress. I’ve always worn knightly attire before when out in public, so this time I could definitely feel that I was the center of attention of all the nobles.




“And how should I interpret that?”




“I don’t mean anything bad by it. I’m not trying to insult you, I think it’s proof that you’re reliable.”




As typical of him, he was laughing happily, and his silver hair was shaking slightly. I feel a bit relieved that I can read his intentions so easily without any misunderstandings.




“How’s Earl Terejia been doing lately?”




“That’s…… He doesn’t seem to be feeling so well…… It’s just a little fatigue though.”




With his work as my regent combined with all these daily social events, and two full days of riding on a horse-drawn carriage definitely seems to be taking its toll on him. Even I think that he’s been overworking himself, but still there’s so much work that only he can do. We definitely need to hire more people, there’s no doubt about that.




Margrave Molton looked around at the table behind him, and took two wine glasses. Then, he poured a liquid that resembled white wine from a bottle.




When I took the glass he offered me, I saw that he was apparently offering me apple juice. I couldn’t help but look up at him, only to see the margrave smiling elegantly at me. Out of all the social events I’ve been invited to, attending so many that I’ve lost count, this is the first time that someone’s specially prepared a drink suitable for children – meaning me.




I definitely believe he’s praiseworthy. It’s not just that he has a son the same age as me, he treats me with kindness and without any prejudice, even though I’m the daughter of the Kaldia family.




My notorious father and family have left quite a dark stain on my name. They were considered apostates, the scourge of the nobility. Although it wasn’t a formal decision by the House of Lords or anything, the northern nobles and those in agreement with them definitely think so inside.




We toasted each other and gulped down the contents of our glasses. It was refreshingly sweet with just a tinge of sourness to it, it reminded me of the apple juice that I liked to drink as well in my previous life.




Margrave Molton pulled two chairs over for Claudia and I, and even served Claudia a glass of juice as well.




It’s still a bit early for dinner, but there are refreshments and snacks. People are also resting here from the dancing they’re doing in the hall.




Since the margrave pulled a chair over personally for me, it would be rude to decline to sit down. Claudia and I both sat down facing the margrave.




“……Come to think of it, I haven’t seen your personal attendant lately.”




He’s probably referring to all the times we’ve met before at other social events. The margrave looked at Claudia for a moment, then looked back at me.




He’s asking about Kamil. The moment I thought about him, I recalled the bloody figure of Kamil in the back of my mind.




The sound that was made as Claudia put her glass down next to me was tiny, but I heard it very clearly. Margrave Molton’s beautiful smile disappeared instantly at my next comment.




“He died at Jugfena.”




My voice was shivering as I said the words so directly. My lips were trembling ever so slightly.




“That’s, ……”




The margrave probably noticed my emotions. His voice sounded a bit strained as well.




“……My apologies. Sorry for bringing up something unpleasant.”




He said it in a simple tone of voice and his expression was full of compassion. He probably saw a child similar to his son in me.




I lifted my glass, and had another mouthful of juice. My throat had dried up without my realizing it, so I had a second helping, then a third.




Suddenly, I felt pity for the margrave as well. I wonder if he’s realized now that children as young as his son are dying in war. And if that’s the case, just how sorrowful that life can be.




“I shall pray that his kind soul obtains Misorua’s blessings.”




“……Thank you very much.”




The margrave quietly raised his glass. For a moment, without saying anything, he merely prayed for the well-being of my former personal attendant’s soul.









On my way back in the horse-drawn carriage, I merely looked out the window without saying anything. In my hands were some sweets wrapped up in decorative paper. Margrave Molton had given them to me as a present.




“……Are secret messages and codes typical for nobles, I wonder?”




“Are they?”




“No…… it’s nothing.”




I couldn’t help but ask Claudia a question, but only got a blank look in response, which made me realize that it was useless to ask her, so I fell silent.




The sweets were wrapped up in several layers of paper, and on the inside of the outermost layer, there was a message from Margrave Molton.




It’s a custom to not tear up beautiful wrapping paper, so that it can be used again at a later date as a letter or message card. I would have noticed it sooner or later, but because I have a habit of sending a thank you message to people for inviting me, I found it immediately.




The message was about people passing through Margrave Molton’s domain to go visit the northern domains. Some traveling church sisters were being strangely active, and were involving themselves with the northern nobles. Why did Margrave Molton tell me this, I wonder. Exactly what are these church sisters up to.




Since I had very little information to go off of, it’s a bit frustrating. I sighed and looked outside the window at the scenery again. Claudia sitting across from me was in such an excellent mood from having gotten to eat all sorts of sweets at Margrave Molton’s party, that she started humming.


Chapter 77 – New things









The next day, early in the morning, I was already riding my horse.









I’m riding east on a road leading out of the royal capital. Riding next to me was Paulo, as well as Ratoka who was dressed in girl’s clothing and wearing a veil, while behind me were Claudia and Bellway, sharing a horse together.









Last night, Paulo had rode a messenger horse to inform me about a bandit group’s invasion from the neighboring country.









They had been hiding themselves around the outskirts of the Monster Forest in the Jugfena domain, and they seem to have often invaded Margrave Genas’s domain, but there weren’t enough troops to guard the border against them.









Under a pincer attack from the troops of both the Jugfena and Genas domains, the only place they could escape to geographically, was unfortunately the Kaldia domain.









Thanks to Ergnade informing me of his plans beforehand, my troops were already spread out throughout Kaldia, and volunteers from the Shiru tribe were also on the lookout against the bandits as well. It’ll be good if we can capture them before any citizens are harmed……









I canceled the church activity that I was supposed to attend. The head priest was supposed to come as well, and I had really wanted to build some direct connections within the church, but there’s no helping it given the current circumstances. Hopefully I can make up for it if I return.









Even so, I won’t be able to return to the royal capital for quite some time. Also, Earl Terejia has been feeling rather under the weather with his body in bad condition lately.









At this time of year, many nobles gather in the royal capital. Marquis Nordstrom’s retinue is also here currently. During this time that I’m away from the capital, I don’t know what they’re going to say about me.









It’ll probably be something disadvantageous to me that can’t be confirmed immediately by third parties, though.














We passed by my original mansion, finally reaching the central portion of my domain deep into the night, where a new domain lord’s residence had been constructed. The supplies for constructing this new residence had mostly come from the surrounding mountains, as the Amon Nor mountains were directly east of here, and there was a river flowing down from them that provided water as well.









This river, the Sera River, runs parallel to a river that’s on our western border, the Rukter River. Upstream from here is Cyril village. Also, on the eastern side of the Sera River, is a flat region filled with lakes and plains.









“You’ve arrived, my lord.”









Just as I jumped off my horse, I heard the Artolan language from behind me. When I looked back, I saw a young man from the Shiru tribe running towards me, wearing a tunic with their unique designs.









“Ahh, I just got back. How are things in Kaldia, Teo?”









Teo – this young man named Teomer, was the person directly chosen by the Shiru tribe to be their representative in all things related to me. He also happens to be the leader of their young warriors, so of course, I’ve talked to him the most out of anyone from their tribe.









“Right now my forces are searching east of the Sera River for the bandits. I don’t believe they’ve crossed west of the river yet. The guys from the army are guarding the villages and the river. Those were Gunther’s orders.”









“I see. ……It’s easier to track them in the plains. But since we can’t find them, they might have left our domain already. Maybe just like when the Jugfena soldiers were chasing them, they crossed over into the Genas domain again. ……If only we could get into contact with the Genas domain’s army……”









I happened to glance at Bellway as I said that, but he shook his head.









“I sent a messenger pigeon out, but…… The reply I got from Margrave Genas’s wife was that ‘each domain should take care of its own problems.’”









Teo and I nodded without surprise at this. It’s very well known that Margrave Genas’s wife runs most of the internal affairs in the Genas domain, and that she hates Kaldia. Due to my late father’s insane hobbies, and the fact that I’ve inherited his looks and that the Kaldias have received the nickname of “the demon family,” Margrave Genas’s wife doesn’t hide her distaste for us at all. Her disgust at how the biggest victims of my parents’ insanity were Kaldia’s own citizens probably led to her attitude towards the entire Kaldia domain. Although I don’t know the details, there’s also rumors that her father and my grandfather had been archenemies as well.









“Teo, do you still have warriors available to move out right away at this moment?”









“……Ahh, half of them are still here, helping with the village’s construction.”









“Construction can wait until later. Summon all the remaining warriors here.”









Teo didn’t nod at me in acknowledgement. He stepped up to me, kneeled, and grabbed my shoulder. He probably didn’t hold back his strength at all, I could hear some grinding sounds coming from my tiny shoulder.









I gritted my teeth and bore the pain. I didn’t even allow my cheek muscles to twitch in the slightest. I met Teo’s sharp gaze directly as he spoke.









“I can’t agree to having the construction of our living quarters be delayed. Or are you saying, that the original citizens of your domain are more important than us, the newcomers? You’re the one who told us originally that you would treat us the same.”









Construction had already fallen far behind schedule. The original leader of the project, Kamil, has died. The refugee farmers that would have been numbers to help the construction have also been slaughtered, and the new construction overseer, me, had been out for some time. They’re using construction materials that they’re not used to, and getting used to living in an entirely new environment.









To him, finishing the construction for his tribe is critically important. I also knew beforehand how passionate he was about this.









Teomer is one of the leaders of the Shiru tribe. During his tribe’s long escape from the Denzer army, several of their leaders perished, so he had been chosen as one of their new leaders. Among his tribe’s eight leaders, he’s the only young one, but his age didn’t matter. Young and old, everyone in the Shiru tribe respected him, and pinned their hopes on him.









I put my own tiny hand on top of Teo’s hand on my shoulder.









“Teomer Terit, I’m also troubled by the fact that the construction of your tribe’s living quarters isn’t complete yet. ……But, I wasn’t in the royal capital to play around. It’ll be no problem to stop the construction temporarily.”









Teo blinked slowly. In his stone grey eyes, a flame seemed to be flickering.









“……You have some sort of measures in place?”









“I had a discussion with Lord Carson about hiring some carpenters. Next month, sixty carpenters will be arriving here, bringing their entire workshop. From furniture to more difficult things such as boats and bridges, they’ll be building those for us. They’re currently working on processing the wood to be used. I also asked them to prepare some spinning wheels and weaving machines.”









Indeed, I didn’t have the luxury of playing around in the royal capital at all. I don’t have the free time, or the right, to do such a thing. I continued speaking.









“I know. I presumptuously said that I’d accept your tribe, but my original citizens have negative feelings towards me. Even so, I have the duty to protect everyone, which is why I have to make use of your warriors. ……I may not be able to live the lifestyle of a warrior, but this is something I simply have to do out of my own pride.”









Teo’s hand on my shoulder completely loosened its grip. He looked straight into my eyes that were the color of blood. A blaze burned brightly in his eyes, feeling similar to when Earl Terejia was looking straight at me as if he could see through me. He could see himself reflected in my eyes.









Under the urging of Claudia behind me, he finally got up. Then, he bowed deeply towards me.









“……I apologize for my rudeness. As my lord has commanded, I’ll summon all of the warriors in the village here. Let’s search westward.”









“That’ll be helpful. ……Thank you.”


Chapter 78 – Search

The torchlight was flickering on this dark, moonless night. This year as well, there were a few phosphorescent moths flying about. From the tiny hill, their light was all I could see that was moving.









Teo had gathered the warriors, and we’ve already been searching for the bandits for half an hour. I borrowed a tent, and Ratoka went to sleep first in it. I’m getting sleepy as well, but since I’m still waiting on a report, I stood waiting outside the tent.









Suddenly, I heard a loud flapping sound from above me, and I lifted my head to look at the sky. It seems that Rashiok detected my return somehow, it was his wings causing the commotion. The huge draconis now currently hovering in front of me, had already grown to be as big as a horse. He’s still far from reaching maturity, but his body’s already grown.









Rashiok slowly lowered that beautiful body of his in front of me. He greeted me with a growl that meant he wanted to be spoiled, he must have not wanted to be left behind at my original mansion while I’m doing all these things here.









“Thank you for coming to see me, Rashiok. I guess I didn’t promise a time I would be back by.”









His ears bent back just like a dog’s would. As I carefully petted him so that I wouldn’t accidentally scrape off any of his scales, he closed his eyes and seemed to enjoy it.









“It seems that a bandit group from the Densel Dukedom has invaded us. ……It seems that our neighbors just won’t give us a break. If only they would take Earl Terejia’s age into consideration and let him rest.”









Although I was using sarcasm, just like a human would respond, Rashiok snorted at my comment.









Bandit groups. I slowly took over my time to think about them. They seem to be common in this world, and just a few years ago, they used to be a problem here in Kaldia as well. Well, most of them were pacified after my father died, with them becoming soldiers in the Kaldia army. Earl Terejia’s viewpoint was that they were more victims than aggressors due to my father’s despotic policies, and emphasized allowing them to make up for their crimes by joining the military. Some people still remain unaccounted for, but for now, there’s no major bandit problems in the kingdom of Arxia.









Most bandits, only turned to banditry because they had no other way of making a living. Most of them were originally farmers, and it was hunger and poverty that forced them into banditry. With the way that Kaldia had been, where people didn’t have money, food, or even clothes at times since my father had taken everything from his citizens, it was only natural that bandits would appear.









This time though, a bandit group has taken the trouble of crossing the border between countries to invade us. What’s more, the public peace and order is usually much better in Arxia than it is in Densel. At first, I thought that the bandits were invading for some strategic purpose, but it seems that they’ve only been pillaging and plundering.









If they have some sort of purpose in mind, I wouldn’t know. It would be nice if I could come up with some clever method to capture them.









– Some of the tools in the deepest part of my mansion’s dungeon, I wonder if I should make use of them.









I kept thinking about such matters while paying no attention to the flickering torchlight in front of me. A bandit group has invaded us from the neighboring country which we have bad relations with. The bandits passed through Jugfena without suffering any damage. I asked for cooperation from Genas, but was rejected. If I can just catch them, any information leaked about them as well as how I deal with them will be completely up to the discretion of Earl Terejia and I.









In other words, trying to get information out of them is also the capturer’s job. For the second time, I thought about the tools I had placed into the deepest part of the dungeon, a relic of my father’s twisted hobbies, but unfortunately it looks probable that I might be the very one to bring them out again. I can’t exactly sell them, and I had kept them thinking that maybe I would have them melted down and made into weapons as they were made of iron.









The memories of how to use them are still vividly etched into my mind, forced upon me as I was already self-aware with my reincarnated memories when I was one year old, without the ability yet to fully control my body.









I also gained the knowledge of how to toy with people’s lives and spirits. No matter how disgusting I find it, I was born into the Kaldia family after all.









Rashiok’s ears suddenly jumped up from their flattened state while I was stroking him, and he started watching the path to the hilltop I was on. After a little while, I saw some people riding up the hill on horseback. The person leading them was Gunther.









“My lord!”









Gunther and his subordinates got off their horses as they approached me, and kneeled. He chuckled a little at seeing Rashiok by my side, but his expression immediately got serious as he said “reporting in.”









“Gunther, what information do you have?”









“The Shiru warriors that were searching along the borders found evidence of track marks along our Genas border, from when the bandits crossed over. The closest places to where they entered are Charon village and Nezu village, and there’s a report from Nezu village that two girls living together there have been missing since earlier today.”









As expected, the bandit group has invaded us, making use of the border with Genas repeatedly. If they cross the border, my troops won’t be allowed to chase them. How impudent, they’re making use of our internal political conflicts to their advantage.









“Search for them. Have our most skilled trackers follow the trail for as far as possible. Take Rashiok along with you. Claudia and I shall go to Nezu village. Our first priority should be the safety of the missing two girls.”









“Understood. I’ll leave three soldiers here to help protect you.”









Without waiting for anything else, Gunther jumped onto his horse and rode off. I had already finished giving my orders, so I didn’t mind. The sound of his horse’s hooves soon faded. After I rubbed his head a bit, Rashiok took off into the night as well almost silently.









I had the three soldiers that Gunther left me ride by Claudia, and I got on my horse as well. I’ll just leave Ratoka here. I’m going to narrow the search area to the southeast part of my domain, and I also ordered all the Shiru warriors searching nearby to join me, as I headed for Nezu village.









Being nomads, the Shiru warriors are extremely skilled trackers. When hunting, it’s said that no prey can escape them once they’ve caught up. It all depends on luck now if they’re still currently here in Kaldia or if they’ve crossed back over to Genas. I’m going to have to leave the fate of my two missing citizens, well, up to fate.




Chapter 79 – Is Anger Supposed To Be Cold?

Now that I’ve reached Nezu village, I can finally rest a little. Although personally I would prefer to not go to sleep yet as my mind is still sharp, my young body is telling me that it’s tired. It’s getting late in the night as well, so it’ll be difficult to fight off the desire to sleep. I borrowed a room in one of the mayor’s houses, as he also happened to be the biggest landlord in Nezu village. I fell asleep almost instantly upon reaching my bed, but I woke up quickly the next morning as well, getting up together with dawn.









I changed out of my clothes that I hadn’t bothered getting out of last night, and wiped myself with a wet towel from a bucket provided for me last night. I used a cheap cotton cloth to clean my teeth.









When I finished and walked out of my room, Claudia was sitting there waiting for me, and she greeted me.









“Did you manage to get some rest, Ellusia-dono?”









“It’s Eliza, Claudia-dono. Good morning. I’m feeling fine, strangely not tired at all.”

“That’s good to hear, Eliza-dono.”









Claudia, who had spent the entire night guarding my room, sounded a little less energetic compared to normal. She hasn’t been resting enough ever since we left the royal capital as she’s been entirely focused on being my personal bodyguard. I’m really going to have to make her rest a lot after this commotion is over and taken care of. – In the first place, it’s a bit too much to ask her to be my only bodyguard. It was a bit easier when I was back at the mansion, but now that I’m currently out on the move, there’s a lot more things to deal with.









When I went downstairs, the mayor’s wife had already prepared breakfast for me. When everyone saw me, a small sound of lamentation broke the silence in the hall.









“Stop that.”









In front of something she didn’t want to see, the mayor’s wife put a quick stop to the lamenting. The mayor’s wife was a woman of more than 30 years old, but she wouldn’t even look directly at me. I properly thanked the mayor’s wife for hosting and feeding me, but she pitifully just kept trembling. Although she seemed like she was running as if to escape from me, I followed after her to the dining hall where breakfast had been prepared for me. There was no poison or anything unusual, just rye bread commonly found anywhere and egg soup, as well as some sausages. Since sausages are preserved food and the cattle industry hasn’t quite recovered yet in Kaldia, this is actually quite luxurious and they’re taking rather good care of me.









I don’t know whether to feel happy or pained. But in any case, if they treat me well, I’ll treat them kindly in turn.









“You seem – to be quite calm.”









“Hah?”









“No, Ena-dono…… Whoops, I mean, Eliza-dono, I can see for myself that you always worry yourself over your citizens.”









Ahh, how rare, Claudia noticed mid-sentence that she said my name wrong and corrected herself. Meaning, she thinks that I should be more worried, and more angry.









Indeed, that would be normal. I believe that as well.









I’m calmer than she believed I should be, due to the fact that all the Shiru warriors are on the move. My army and the Shiru warriors, will definitely catch the bandits and bring them before me. That’s what I believe – or in other words, I trust them. I have to.









“I believe Gunther and Teo will live up to my expectations.”









At my reply, Claudia blinked, then she smiled.














When I left the mayor’s house, waiting for me outside were Paulo and the three soldiers that Gunther left in charge of my protection yesterday.









“Good morning, my lord.”









“Morning. Anything to report?”









“Rashiok’s discovered their tracks. He’s currently following them.”









Paulo answered with a lively voice. He had only been a novice soldier in training just last year, but it feels like all the soldiers that returned from Fort Jugfena have really matured. Speaking of maturing, Rashiok is now the size of a horse, it’s getting difficult for me who’s still quite short to get on his back. Being the intelligent draconis he is, he’s using his other abilities to assist me.









……I stopped myself from getting lost in my thoughts and asked Paulo, “anything else?” He seemed to hesitate a little, before opening his mouth again.









“Also…… we discovered what we believe to be hair strands from the missing women.”









Women’s hair strands, eh. It seems that it was discovered on the side of the road. The rest can be left up to the imagination, the unfortunate plight of the women taken by the bandits. Since we’ve discovered their hair strands while tracking the bandits, it can mostly be confirmed that they’re responsible for kidnapping the women.









It feels like I’m starting to see red.









Last night I still had some doubts about what might have happened, but now it feels like some sort of anger is starting to flow up within me. It’s not irritation or rage, it feels like I’m boiling inside, but I don’t know what word to express it as other than anger.









“Eliza-dono, your eyes are getting really scary.”









At Claudia’s comment, I noticed that Paulo seemed to be getting really scared of me. I wonder just how frightening my face had been. I’m still only seven years old on the outside, I didn’t think I’d be able to leave that much of an impression. I rubbed my eyes, and Paulo appeared slightly relieved.









“Got it, tell everyone that they’re to pick up the pace and keep tracking the bandits.”









“Yes!”









Paulo replied energetically and I saw him off, then I turned to Claudia.









I took out some paper and charcoal wrapped in a bundle from the pouch under my belt, and began writing a simple letter.









“Claudia-dono, I’m relieving you temporarily from your duties as my bodyguard. I want you to take Elise (Ratoka) from Sera River back to my mansion, the Mansion of Golden Hills. Give this letter to him.”









Claudia’s eyes were following the charcoal as I finished writing my simple letter, with her lips moving as she read what I was writing. The memo to Ratoka simply asked him to bring out the whip from the deepest part of the dungeon and bring it to me, as well as making sure the real noble girl Elise didn’t find out about this. That whip has drank the blood of many people, it’s not something that a sickly girl recovering from an illness should be witnessing.









“In order for it to be not said that I’m the incarnation of my father, I’m going to have to consider how to use it.”









“I know you’re not like him.”




”Then, it’s fine.”









Claudia nodded slightly, gave some orders to the three soldiers remaining for my protection, then headed for the stables to get her horse.









I was still seeing red in my vision, and boiling inside. Even so, my head still mysteriously somehow remained as cool as ice. It was as if I managed to remain frozen solid within boiling water.









That’s why, I’m going to wait here. I’m going to wait for my soldiers, my citizens, my draconis to drag those bastards in front of me.




Chapter 80 – Protection

Two young women that didn’t seem twenty years old yet, were dragged in front of me while frantically crying and screaming by my soldiers, they weren’t able to say anything comprehensible.









“Thanks for your work, sorry but, could you guys get out of this room now?”









I realize very well that my voice sounds quite raspy. The soldiers saluted me, then dashed out of the room like they were escaping from me.









I suppose I had indeed only given my soldiers the order to bring the rescued women before me without going into much detail, so this situation can’t be helped. The women had been discovered together with the bandit scum that my soldiers recently captured, with plenty of signs of abuse. It would only be natural that they’d be scared of my soldiers and other such men as well right now, increasing their fear. I complimented myself on having the young women from the village prepare something beforehand a few hours ago. I had asked them to prepare a bucket of hot water to wash with and some clean cloths.









“Go ahead and wipe down your bodies. After that, have a meal. It’s simple, but feel free to eat as much as you like.”









“Yes, domain lord-sama.”









The village girl who seemed to have a stronger will looked me in the eyes as she replied. The other girl just nodded her head in fright.









Earlier today around noon, the bandit group had been discovered in a small cottage quite a ways north from Nezu village. Although the summer days are long, it’s already getting late as it’s dinnertime now.









The mayor’s wife had food prepared for us. When we learned about the discovery of the bandit group half an hour ago, we hurriedly contacted the Mansion of Golden Hills and had fruits, vegetables, and bread from there brought over. Ratoka, Claudia, and the three soldiers protecting me took turns in bringing foodstuffs over from the mansion, but Ratoka wasn’t able to hide his dislike of having to make the trip between the mansion and Nezu village twice. Even with a veil, his distaste was plain to see.









“……Don’t pout like that. I’ll even praise you.”









As I said so, I gave that awkward child three fruits known as a rockfruit. This fruit is similar to loquats from my original world. In Kaldia where no edible fruits or berries grow naturally, fruits are considered a luxury. Of course, I didn’t buy these, they were given to me recently as a gift when I was making social connections in the royal capital.









“Is this really fine?”




”I told you that I would praise you, didn’t I? Besides, it looked like you really wanted to try these in the royal capital.”









As my servant in training, Ratoka got to attend several parties and banquets together with me, but servants were only allowed to drink some water and tea, and were not permitted to touch the food for nobles. I know that this child has always had his sight fixed on this sweet-seeming fruit.









And so, Ratoka finally seemed to cheer up from his bad mood as he began eating, and I turned my sight back upon the two girls that were still weeping.









Both of them seemed to evoke a feeling of pity that would make one want to protect them. Although it was easy to infer from the fact that my army found several strands of their hair, parts of their hair was pulled out here and there. It was also easy to tell that they were subjected to violence, as there were multiple black and blue bruises on their bodies. There appeared to be sword injuries and even teeth marks on their arms and legs. Their clothes were tattered, torn almost completely to pieces around the breast area, and their skirts were quite torn up as well. While cleaning themselves up, it only made the injuries and damage even more painfully obvious to see. I think it’ll be the best for them if I help them get some new loose-fitting tunics, clothes typical to Kaldia citizens. If they wear something tight with buttons or a corset like what’s popular further inland in Arxia, I think that the clothes would only scrape against their injuries and constantly remind them of the pain. Since they’re now in front of their domain lord, I’ll help them regain their senses, and I shared the food transported here with them.









“Please eat. You’ll feel warmer after a meal.”









Helping them to clean their bodies, allowing them to eat their fill, having only women around them, that should help the two victimized women calm down. Their trembling finally eased as they looked around the room and saw that the only strangers were me and Ratoka, whom they believed to be a girl. At what I was about to do from now on, I started feeling a little melancholy. I need to ask them why the bandits had abducted them. I feel sorry for them that I’m going to be digging up their memories of the things that were probably done to them right after they’ve calmed down a little, but it’s my duty to do so.









“……Have you two calmed down a little?”









I can’t really do much else for the two of them emotionally, I merely stayed here in the same room as them all this time to get them used to my presence. I have a slight feeling of self-loathing right now, but I also simultaneously took out some charcoal and paper.









The two of them nodded nervously. They seemed like they were about to speak to me, but their mothers next to them shot me looks of disapproval. However, I ignored it and carried on.









“What violence those people did to you, anything they said to you, please try to remember it all as clearly as possible.”









I didn’t ask them if it would be alright to ask. This is information that I need to hear immediately.









The two young women instantly turned pale. It looked like they were trying their best to restrain themselves from crying again, as they relived their hellish memories.









At that moment, the charcoal in my hand broke.









I didn’t realize it until now, but it seems that I had been clenching it too tightly. As I took out a new piece of charcoal, I kept telling myself to calm down over and over.







Chapter 81 – Interrogation Time, Part 1

As for what I had done to the captured bandits, I had them gagged by stuffing cloths into their mouths, preventing them from biting their tongues to commit suicide, stripped naked to ensure that there were no hidden weapons on them, and also had their hands bound behind their backs and then threw them into that dark dungeon below my mansion.









It’s quite damp down there, it’s dark and cold with no sunlight whatsoever, it’s definitely a place that puts great stress on the human spirit.









When Ratoka was younger, he had spent three days down there, and he had emerged from it seeming quite haggard. Although he did recover his energy after just a few days.









……Come to think of it, Ratoka retrieved the whip for me from the dungeon with no problems. Although there are a few lights down there, for him to have slept just like normal in the dungeon, that child might actually be more bold than I thought.









The only thing I gave the bandits was one very large barrel of water, then I left them alone in the dungeon for two days. This way, they have to go to the bathroom right there, they’re starving, and they can’t even drink properly through the cloths in their mouths. It’s a method to increase the speed at which their spirits will break down.









On the morning of the third day, I brought a bandit who seemed like he might be one of their leaders out of the dungeon. The bandit probably wasn’t able to sleep properly, he looked haggard and pale as he stood in the interrogation room of the barracks. Since I haven’t given him anything to eat for two days, he’s probably feeling dizzy and nauseous as well.









“I’ll ask you this first. You have anything you want to say?”









He had been roughly washed by my soldiers, and was allowed to wear his original clothes again that have been inspected already, but his hair and beard were still filthy and unkempt.









“……I have a very good understanding now of how you barbaric and savage Arxian nobles treat their prisoners. It’s been quite a valuable experience.”









He’s got quite the iron will. He’s perceptive as well.









He went to the trouble of talking to me in the Arxian language, he didn’t look down on me for being a child, and he even noted that I was “Arxian nobility” on our first meeting.









“This dungeon was left behind by my late father, known for being the most cruel tyrant in all of Arxia. I couldn’t think of any place more appropriate for the cultured visitors from another country to relax and rest. I’m sure that you’re used to soft beds?”









I smiled at the irony. Although barbaric and savage are meant by him as insults to me, I don’t think of it as such. I don’t think anyone from Kaldia would think that to be much of an insult either.









The soldiers that were guarding the bandit all laughed in unison. Since they’re used to vulgar speech every day, they’re much more skilled at ways to insult people. In order to break the prisoners completely, I had to ban several behaviors, and I thought about stopping them, but it seems I was correct not to. The bandit’s face started turning slightly red at seeing everyone laugh at him.









“Oh? So even you guys have soft beds? Let me guess, the Arxian nobles and the commoners alike, you all sleep on stacks of straw?”









“Oh, so people in Densel must still sleep on stacks of straw. It seems that your culture must still be quite backwards, that must be really inconvenient. It was the right thing to do to have you guys sleep in the dungeon. After all, even the plain beds that commoners sleep in, are too good for you.”









At seeing my snickering, and being lost for words to counter me, the bandit could only curse me out in his native Ringwren language, “damned brat.”









My soldiers weren’t able to contain their laughter. Is it really that funny, I wonder. While I did order them to be “crass and vulgar” towards the prisoners, and they’ve followed my orders obediently…… Although I think they would have done so without orders anyways.









Well then, just with this trading of insults alone, I’ve found out quite a bit about this bandit.









Since I had quite a lot of knowledge about various languages forced into me by Mrs. Marshan, I was able to know that the bandit was cursing me in the Ringwren language. Although he has quite an accent, he’s also able to speak Arxian – this means that he’s had quite the social upbringing. The Ringwren language is what’s spoken in Densel and Planates. Despite the fact that he was cursing me, his pronunciation was very smooth, he’s definitely someone from the upper class of society.









And no matter what, he’s not saying words I’d expect a bandit to say. However, the information I received from Jugfena was that “a bandit group has invaded our country.” On what basis did Jugfena call this group a “bandit group,” I need to confirm it.









Well, I’ll organize the current information I have for now, and it’s about time to start the real interrogation, so I called out to Ratoka who was in the next room. Ratoka is wearing a veil today as well so that the soldiers don’t recognize him, but he probably has quite a distorted facial expression under that veil right now.









“Bring that item I had you prepare for me here.”









“Yes.”









Ratoka approached me, and uncoiled the whip in his hand for me. This whip has many chains and knots to it like a flail, and the knots seem specially designed to cause people to bleed more. I remember that my father gave this whip to my former older brother as a gift on his sixth birthday. I suppose that if my father were still alive, he’d be giving me things like these as gifts too.









Meanwhile, the bandit was looking at the whip with wide eyes of surprise. For the first time since entering this room, I saw his face twitch a little.









“I’m going to ask you some more questions now. I don’t mind if you answer them or not, but…… Well, there’s still eleven more people in the dungeon that can take your place. But, I’m not going to go get any of them until I’m finished with your interrogation.”









At hearing so, the bandit’s face started twitching more violently.









“If it gets to the last person, I wonder if he’ll be almost dead of hunger.”









My soldiers kept laughing crassly. I guess it was an effective follow-up blow, the bandit’s face turned completely pale. I see, is there someone he really cares about in there, or someone really important that he can’t allow to die in there, I wonder.









“You…… You wicked heretic!”









He started shouting at me in great anger.









I see, so I’m a heretic. Well then, I absolutely have to hear more about this.









It’s easier than I thought to get information from him, and I began to slightly feel like I may be enjoying this.




Chapter 82 – Interrogation Time, Part 2

“Alright, the first question may seem silly, but why did you guys come to Arxia?”









The bandit glared at me without saying anything. Well, I’m not going to waste words, I ordered the soldiers to force him to kneel, and began whipping him.









Sounds of pain began echoing throughout the interrogation room. Since his clothes are still on, that should mitigate some of the damage. Taking that into consideration, I whipped him another five times.









He was gritting his teeth to deal with the pain, and wouldn’t even moan. As I expected, he’s not a simple bandit. There’s no way that a normal bandit who only invaded Arxia to pillage and steal should have a strong enough will to withstand torture.









“Let me ask a different question. Where were you headed in Arxia?”









“……I’m not familiar with Arxian geography.”









I suppose he learned that he’ll suffer again if he keeps remaining silent, so he spat that out at me. I’m not impressed by his lie. I whipped him again.









Dark red spots began appearing on his linen shirt. They were shaped like earthworms, marks left by the whip. It seems that his skin is beginning to tear.









They’re able to skillfully make use of our internal borders, and escape from the Jugfena cavalry platoons, what a joke, saying he doesn’t know Arxian geography.









I switched the whip to my left hand, and continued whipping him with all my strength. The whip made a sharp cracking sound in the air with each swing that mingled with the dull thuds of it striking flesh. The metal chains on it kept causing injuries instantly, staining his shirt red wherever it landed.









He finally managed to moan something out. I saw several of my soldiers grimacing.









“Urgh, n, no…… North…… We were going north!”









“North?”









“Y, yes. Since the southern and eastern domains in Arxia are along the border and on guard against other countries, and have stronger standing armies, we were going north……”









Whatever his reason, it’s true that they were heading north. The Amon Nor mountains run all the way through the northern and eastern parts of Kaldia and Jugfena. Even in summer, it’s very difficult to traverse through that mountain range. As for the bandits’ tracks, ever since the last time they escaped from the Genas domain, they’ve been heading directly north and have been avoiding villages. They crossed into the central portion of Kaldia from Genas, which happens to be close to the Amon Nor mountains. It’s true that they were taking the shortest distance north.









– They sure do have a good understanding of Arxian geography, don’t they.









I begun whipping his legs rather than his back. His back seems quite swollen already. Pain from being whipped is different from other types of pain like being burned, the pain won’t fade easily, it will continue to hurt. People are quite weak to pain.









“Urgh…… Gah……!”









It must be humiliating for him to be tortured by a child. Every time I swung down the whip against his legs, he groaned.









“Why did you abduct those women?”









“To find…… the exact locations of the villages……”









“If that was all, you guys went quite overboard.”









They definitely didn’t need to do what they did to those women if it was only to find out the locations of the villages.









“……Some of the younger ones, they wanted to use them as sex slaves and have some fun…… Agh-!!!”









My whip just happened to connect against his heel just then. It seems that it managed to tear off some flesh, he raised his voice in agony. Maybe he experienced too much pain all at once, he ended up fainting. Pain aside, this is to be expected. I did have him starved for two days to aid in breaking down his spirit after all.









“Bring me some wine.”









I pointed to a random soldier and had him bring me some of the cheap, low-grade bottles of wine that I had prepared beforehand on a table alongside the wall to this room. There was a strange and heavy atmosphere in the room now after seeing my interrogation. The soldier gingerly handed me a bottle of wine with jerky motions.









I poured the wine onto the bandit’s back. The alcohol began soaking into his blood. The man screamed as he woke up again.









“The interrogation isn’t over yet. Before it ends, you’re not allowed to rest.”









When a person’s mind is in a haze, it makes it difficult to think clearly or come up with lies. Meaning, people under great duress are more likely to tell the truth once they can’t think straight anymore due to the pain.









I swung my whip again, and his screams continued.














It took four days for me to finish interrogating all the bandits. In order for them to not die before giving me all their precious information, I fed them just a little, but of course since I didn’t give them enough, they were tortured all the more by pangs of hunger.









By the time I got through half of them, I was swinging my whip noticeably less times, it seems that I was using some muscles I don’t normally use very much, I definitely felt some dull muscle pain from my arms.









Knowledge gained from my father on torture methods proved quite helpful, and I was able to draw out a lot of information from the bandits. Although I might learn more if I interrogate them more in a second session, for now I’ll just write down what I learned and send a report to Earl Terejia.









– As expected, they weren’t simply a group of bandits. Several of them seem to be highly educated. While Densel is indeed culturally behind Arxia, I can’t imagine that it’s so bad to where their nobles would stoop to being bandits. Meaning, there’s Densel nobility behind these bandits, or maybe something even higher. Taking into consideration that the first bandit I interrogated called me a “heretic,” there might be some sort of religious entity involved as well.









The religion that Densel believes in has a god named Revua at the top, with various lesser gods below Revua. So compared to the Ar Xia church in Arxia, they’re called the Revua church. I concluded that the first bandit may be a believer of the Revua church…… And thinking along those lines, isn’t there also quite a good chance that they may have disguised themselves as bandits and invaded Arxia for some religious purpose?









Also, I confirmed that their goal was to head “north.” I had already sent out warnings several days ago to various northern nobles about possible danger, even to the Nordsturms that I don’t get along with. Even though they’re opposing the decision of the Hall of Lords, and view me as an eyesore to be dealt with – the Nordsturms are an important noble family, that’s an unavoidable fact, and I’m sure even Earl Terejia would agree with me that I should send them a warning.









Well, I’m only extending them that courtesy assuming that they will at least band together internally against external enemies. It’s a different story if the Nordsturms have some sort of dealings with foreign organizations.









I have no evidence. But, I need to be vigilant.









I finished my report, locked the drawer to my desk, and stretched my back. I winced slightly at my own muscle pain.




Chapter 83 – Chatting With Ratoka

·

It happened right after I finished my second round of interrogations. A messenger pigeon came to us from the House of Lords in the royal capital. The message stated that the bandit group that successfully invaded Arxia have been declared national enemies to be on guard against, and that they were to be taken into custody by the royal army under direct command of the king.









“It’s fortunate that there’s still more than ten days before I have to take them to the royal army.”




“You do realize that they’re going to be taken into custody by the country?”









Ratoka was reacting to the news in the letter. I had just commented on it, and he was asking me why I thought it was lucky. I nodded, and began my explanation. Although I have a ton of work, it’s summer, and the cloying heat is a distraction. I felt like a little change of pace by chatting with Ratoka.









“Although they were captured in the end, they still managed to penetrate through our border domains and even reach further inland. That’s something that hasn’t happened since the great war in which the Artolas Kingdom was destroyed. Our defenses aren’t that light. At the very least, a simple ‘bandit group’ shouldn’t be able to penetrate so far inland.”









“……But, they did get that far.”









I emphasized that they weren’t a simple bandit group, and Ratoka lowered his eyes to look at the floor. It seems that he’s trying to organize the information he knows already with the hint I just gave him, despite his young age, he’s got quite a good brain that works fast. I have the habit of looking down whenever I’m thinking. It seems that he’s copied my habit.









“Mrs. Marshan taught me that information about Arxian internal affairs isn’t very well known outside our country, especially to a hostile country we don’t have a friendly relationship with like Densel.”









“That’s correct.”









“Commoners would have even less access to information about Arxia. The only place in Densel where they would even see Arxians is in the palace at their capital, where Arxian diplomats stay…… For that bandit group to know our borders in such detail, they may have a connection with the Densel palace. Come to think of it, some of them knew how to speak Arxian. Is there a noble mixed in amongst them……”









I nodded at each of his analyses of the information so far, when I suddenly realized that my lips were beginning to shape themselves into the form of a smile. The way this child thinks, while he did receive the same education as I did, he’s really so similar to me. Sharing information with him is a good way to confirm my own theories, it seems quite effective so far as Ratoka’s inferences overlap with mine, this is good. Now that I’ve noticed how smart he is, I’m going to make even more use of him in the future.









“Of course the House of Lords doesn’t know that these bandits are highly educated yet, those nobles are probably of course more concerned with the path the bandits took as they invaded us, feeling suspicious about it. They want to be on guard against the neighboring country, and not let any future invaders get anywhere close to them.”









“Yes, sooner or later our country would learn about us capturing the bandits. That’s why I spent so much energy interrogating the bandits so much.”









Before they were taken away from me, to where I wouldn’t be able to reach them anymore, I wanted to squeeze as much information as possible out of them first. Ratoka nodded, saying “I see.”









I fell silent, and pointed to the bottle of water on the desk. I’d gotten thirsty after all this chatting. Maybe an attitude of serving has been ingrained into him, Ratoka poured a glass of water for me almost unconsciously. This apple mint water has a distinctive cool, refreshing feeling, it completely wiped away the feeling of summer for me. I felt recharged instantly, and continued chatting.









“I suspect that there may be conspirators within our country aiding them. They knew too many details about our internal geography.”









“Conspirators, eh. Indeed, our diplomats should have no reason to teach the enemy about our geography. But, why is it that Arxia is going to all the trouble of taking custody of the bandits and moving them?”









As expected, when it comes to the way that nobles think, Ratoka hasn’t learned enough yet and he still can’t come up with the reason. He stopped thinking about it, and asked me directly and politely.









“If they’re in a dungeon in the royal capital, the nobles can easily go see the prisoners. Since nobles are used to having people at their beck and call, of course they’d want the prisoners within their reach. What’s more, if the Nordsturms are involved like I’m worried about, it’ll be the most inconvenient for them more than anyone if the bandits remain here as our prisoners.”









“But, isn’t it dangerous to just obediently hand the prisoners over then?”









“Who said we’re just going to obediently hand them over?”









Eh, Ratoka froze for a moment. Then, he hit his hand with his fist after two deep breaths. He has a look of absolute disgust.









“I see. You’re going to ‘kill’ some people, just like you did to me.”









“You should be watching your vocabulary and acting more feminine, ‘Elise.’”









As I thought, he really thinks in a similar fashion to me. Yes, even if it’s an order from the House of Lords, I see no reason to give them all of the bandits. After all, I had the full authority to question them until this letter arrived. Meaning, even if I accidentally killed one or two bandits during the interrogation process, that was a possibility.









“I’ve already decided who I’m going to have ‘killed.’ The first bandit I interrogated, and one other, that blonde-haired man. ……I have to take the rest of the bandits to the royal capital like they want. I’ll leave the preparations to you, Elise.”









I ended my chat with Ratoka there. Although I returned to my domain because of the bandit invasion, I can’t just keep them confined here indefinitely and stay here.









Like I promised Teo, I still need to finish the dealings with other nobles about getting tradesmen from their territories to come help in our construction. I had just really wanted to draft up a more organized system of government while I was back here in my domain. There’s still several urgent problems I need to resolve about the construction though, so I have to take care of that as well.









It’s the first time I’ve ever had to deal with the paperwork and procedures necessary for accepting so many new citizens, I’ve been incredibly busy with very little time to rest. As for the management work and rebuilding of my domain, I’m beginning to do more and more of it instead of Earl Terejia.









Honestly, that earl…… He’s already so elderly, and thinking about how I was still only seven, I almost wanted to cry a little.


Chapter 84 – A Proclamation And Confusion

·

I returned to the royal capital, gave the bandits over to the royal army, and headed for Earl Terejia’s villa. I went to hear about what happened in the royal capital while I was away, and to report on what happened in my domain, an exchange of information.









“Oh, you’ve returned?”









“Yes, Earl.”









“There’s no mistakes in the report from the two female victims from Nezu village?”









“The injuries on their bodies match what they say. The Shiru tribe members that helped in capturing the bandits can confirm this as well.”









It seems that Earl Terejia still isn’t feeling well, as the meeting was in his bedroom. Looking at the earl in his sleepwear more closely, I feel like he’s gotten a bit more gaunt since the last time I saw him. Even though I have grown a little as well, he used to always seem so big to me, and now looking at him he feels thin and small…… He even seems brittle.









“How is your body……”









“I’m just a little fatigued, it’s no problem. ……As expected, the years are catching up to me.”









Normally, the earl and I would just dispense with the pleasantries and get immediately to business and work. For me to be asking how he is, I wonder if it’s because I’m seeing how old he is, lying down in bed. – Well, it’s mutual, we both talk only about work. I don’t know if Earl Terejia sees me as his subordinate or his employer, but either way, asking him about how his body is or if he’s working too hard isn’t like me at all.









“Is anything going on in the royal capital?”









Well, I’ll cut to the chase with the topic of the earl’s body, and get to the main topic. Suddenly, the earl’s already strict-seeming face crinkled even further. Something major must have happened, my back felt stiff and tense.









“Several days ago, the royally-sponsored religious festival took place.”









“I know about that. If it wasn’t for the bandit group incident, I was supposed to have attended that originally.”









“It’s an important social event that you happened to miss. This religious festival is the largest event of the entire season. But back to the point, the king made an announcement during the festival.”









It was an unexpected topic, I couldn’t help but blink unconsciously. Because the king personally announced it to all his subjects, it must have been something that affects the entire country. Even so, the king shouldn’t have the power to decide national politics all by himself.









The king of Arxia has full authority for managing and governing over the country. But, there’s a limit to what any one person can do, and the governing system in Arxia is one where the king shares power with his lords. Recently in the House of Lords, there shouldn’t have been any topics that would require the king to directly make an announcement to the citizens.









“It’s about the princes.”









“……Ah, I see. If it’s a royal family matter, then the House of Lords would have no say in it.”









I finally got what was going on, and responded affirmatively. I’m still learning more about politics related to the church and royal family, so I wasn’t able to instantly connect all the dots this time.









Just recently, I had learned from Mrs. Marshan’s lectures that there’s two areas of politics where the House of Lords has no right to interfere in. One area is diplomacy with foreign countries, and the other is the affairs of the royal family. Diplomacy is the realm of the king, the archduke’s family, and the Upper House of Lords, while matters about the royal family themselves are jointly decided by the royal family, the church, and the Upper House of Lords.









“There’s currently several princes in the royal family, but do you know how many are in line for direct succession to the throne?”









“Yes. Queen Dionesia’s son Prince Albert, and Princess Evaris’s son Prince Alfred, just those two, right?”









When I asked if I was right, Earl Terejia nodded in confirmation like he was saying I did a good job at remembering.









“Are you still in the middle of your classes on current issues within the royal family?”









“Yes, that’s correct.”









“I’ll explain it simply for you, Queen Dionesia is the daughter of the duke of Planates Dukedom, while Princess Evaris is a princess from the Melloart family. Since the Queen and the Princess have roughly equal status within Arxia, it’s difficult to determine which prince shall become the crown prince.”




At the earl’s explanation, I thought back to the last time he taught me about politics. (TL note: Chapter 74, mentions the Arxian royalty.) With this much of an explanation, I can see where this is going.




“Then, was the announcement at the religious festival about the selection of a crown prince?”









“Correct. The crown prince was announced to be the second prince, Prince Alfred, son of Princess Evaris.”









“Prince Alfred? Not the first prince, Prince Albert?”




It was different from what I expected, so I asked again to make sure. Earl Terejia nodded, so it seems that I didn’t hear incorrectly. I hurriedly tried to recall as much as I can from what I learned about Arxian politics so far. According to Arxian law, there’s indeed no different in status between a queen and princess. But currently, there does exist a difference in status between queen and princess in reality.









Princess Evaris is from the Melloart family, which is one of two Arxian royal families. Together with the current family on the throne, the Teal family, they’re direct descendants of St. Ahar, and they are treated as the same status as the archduke’s family, without holding any positions other than that of family.









On the other hand, when Queen Dionesia married into Arxia from Planates for a political marriage, she didn’t have to relinquish her position in Planates. So she’s both a queen of Arxia, as well as the daughter of the duke of Planates.









What’s more, there’s also the matter of the order the princes were born in. Arxia isn’t a kingdom in which the eldest inheriting is absolute, but it’s a custom. Since Prince Albert’s mother is of such high status, and he’s the first prince, he should have been announced as the crown prince.









“Nobody doubted that Prince Albert would become the crown prince. Prince Albert is well known in the royal capital for being intelligent. Nothing’s lacking about him for him to not become the crown prince.”









“……Then how did this happen?”









“I don’t know. Because nobody knows, the royal capital is filled with tension and uncertainty at present.”









I see, I nodded, and began mentally organizing information. So the crown prince was decided upon as the second prince instead of the first, and the nobles that had supported the first prince to become king were probably quite shaken. ……No wait, just this alone shouldn’t be such a big incident. Thinking about it some more, I didn’t take into consideration the first prince’s mother’s background just earlier.









“Since we’re currently on guard against Rindarl, there’s quite a few nobles that feel animosity towards Planates……”









“That’s right. Currently, it wouldn’t be wise to provoke Planates though.”









Anyone should think that. Even if the king didn’t take that into consideration, the Upper House of Lords should have thought about it before making a hasty decision on the crown prince.









“Well, it’s useless even if we talk about it. All nobles like us can do is watch and see what happens.”









Although I’m still confused, what Earl Terejia is saying is correct. There’s nothing I can do about things related to what goes on in the royal palace or in the royal family.









“Well then, can you fill me in with more details on what you heard from those bandits?”









There’s more important things to take care of first, like things related to my domain. And so I stopped worrying about the royal succession, as I changed the topic.


Chapter 85 – Dispute At The House Of Lords




Just as I had heard from Earl Terejia, the announcement regarding the crown prince resulted in a huge commotion. It was the hottest topic of conversation on every street corner. Of course, this also became an agenda at the House of Lords.




“Has the royal palace given thought to the influence of Planates?”




“With the situation unstable in Rindarl, why are we provoking the friendlier Planates?”




“But if the Eastern countries unite into the Rindarl Union, they’ll become an even larger threat than the Densel Dukedom.”




“Rather, isn’t it dangerous to snub the Queen’s son, just because she’s from Planates?”




“In the first place, there isn’t even a need to decide on a crown prince in such a rush. Prince Albert doesn’t reach adulthood until another four years.”




It became really chaotic as soon as the discussions began. While the House of Lords can’t directly interfere with the royal family’s inheritance issue, it can still indirectly influence it through the Upper House of Lords. The nobles got heated up instantly and immediately directed their bickering towards one of the representatives in the Upper House of Lords, Royal Earl Edna. On just what basis was the second prince gaining the position of crown prince?




Royal Earl Edna answered everyone with a bit of confusion in his own voice.




“Regarding the decision for a crown prince, I myself only found out about it from the royal family two months ago. Prime Minister Rittergau and all of us noble representatives opposed the decision. However, the church and every member of the royal family, with the exception of the queen, approved of making Prince Alfred into the crown prince.”




“Unbelievable. The royal family should know better than anyone how excellent Prince Albert is. The Melloart family aside, for everyone in the Teal family to support Prince Alfred as well……”




The one who had just spoken on how unbelievable it was, was Margrave Genas. Since he’s the lord of one of the most geographically important domains in Arxia, his statement actually carries more weight than that of a lower-ranking representative in the Upper House of Lords such as Royal Earl Edna.




Faced with a rebuke that he himself agreed with, Royal Earl Edna seemed like a frog who was staring down a snake about to eat him. “Take it easy, relax,” Earl Einsbark aimed to defuse the situation. Not only is he the leader of one of the border domains consisting of our country’s line of defense as well as the commander of Fort Jugfena, he’s also from a branch of the royal family with slightly less influence. It seems like one of his roles is to mediate matters between the royal family and the nobles.




While glancing about at the dispute, Earl Terejia began quietly explaining the situation in Rindarl to me. Compared to the adult nobles, I have a glaring lack of overall knowledge, which is why Earl Terejia often gives me short lectures whenever we attend conferences at the House of Lords.




“It can be said that it’s currently a critical time in Rindarl right now. The four dukedoms are under pressure to unite into the Rindarl Union, doing away with the system of the four dukedoms that are remnants of the old Rindarl Kingdom. It means that the dukedoms will disappear and they may unite soon.”




“Well, the four dukedoms surround our entire eastern border. But, what’s been suppressing their unity into one country so far?”




“It’s been mostly just one matter. There is basically no difference in power amongst the four dukedoms. The matter of which among them would determine the central decisions, has been the biggest obstacle to them uniting.”




“They don’t have someone among them who is politically influential enough to become the leader of all four dukedoms?”




I think it’s quite interesting to learn about and deeply analyze political systems here. In my previous world, there was a different system where it was only considered natural that the king was all-powerful and could decide everything. In the case of Rindarl, where the four dukedoms are having difficulties truly coming to terms over who gets to be at the top, I’m sure that it’ll probably just result in having a figurehead leader.




“What will they do politically after they have created the Rindarl Union, I wonder.”




“Who knows…… Will they make use of the noble system and royal power, I wonder?”




“While that system can be quite flexible, it’ll probably also increase their own internal power struggles.”




“No matter the country’s political system, one of its biggest headaches has always been the matter of inheritance of power at the top. Just like Arxia currently,” the Earl suddenly chuckled. He still appeared to have a pale complexion. He’d recovered enough to get out of bed, but not fully. It seems that he was somewhat straining himself just by attending today’s scheduled meeting.




“If the Rindarl Union is close to being established, isn’t it definitely a bad idea to aggravate Planates right now?”




“It’s difficult to say. It’s indeed true that amongst the four dukedoms, Planates is the only one with a friendly trade agreement with us. However, Densel is clearly hostile, while we have almost zero contact with Giograd and Parmigran. So if our relationship with Planates worsens, it’ll almost be inevitable that relations with the Rindarl Union would become overwhelmingly bad.”




Nothing about this is difficult for me to understand. All the nobles that are currently opposing Second Prince Alfred from becoming the crown prince are probably worried for the same reason. Since Margrave Genas’ domain borders Planates, it’s only natural for him to be especially worried about this topic to the point of paranoia.




“But as some of the nobles were discussing earlier, the fact that her Royal Highness the Queen also retained her position as the daughter of the Duke of Planates has become a problem.”




However, the problems associated with First Prince Albert becoming our next king, I can’t infer them because my studies haven’t reached that point yet. While I tried to figure out the reason from what the Earl has told me so far, I couldn’t understand no matter how hard I thought about it. Well, it can’t be helped, I’ll ask the reason. As a fellow domain lord in charge of the eastern border’s defense, I’ll never be able to face Margrave Genas out of shame if I don’t learn why First Prince Albert wasn’t chosen.




“……So why, did they decide this?”




“Hmph. Well…… Succession rights for the Duke of Planates isn’t limited only to males in his direct family, any men that are his blood relatives can qualify. Although eldest sons do get priority.”




Rather than answering me directly, he gave me yet another response that would require me to consider the information and come up with the answer myself. That’s his usual manner of doing things. It seems that Earl Terejia strongly emphasizes training my logical reasoning ability.




Since the Queen never gave up her position as the daughter of the Duke of Planates, that means she never gave up inheritance rights there…… Right. That means, her son, Prince Albert can inherit in Planates as well……?




“Meaning, because her Royal Highness the Queen didn’t give up her position as the Planates Duke’s daughter, Prince Albert is also eligible to inherit, and can become the Duke of Planates. Is that it?”




“According to the law of Planates, that is correct.”




“I see. That could indeed be quite a problem.”




If Prince Albert becomes the crown prince, Arxia would almost certainly become controlled by Planates in the future. It would only be expected that even Planates would use Prince Albert to its own advantage.




There probably weren’t any issues when the Queen married into Arxia. However, there is now a looming presence known as the Rindarl Union that’s surfaced. It can definitely be quite dangerous for Arxia if the person who inherits the position and royal bloodline of King of Arxia also has close ties with enemies of Arxia.




I’ve finally figured it out. My head feels refreshed. Now that I have no more doubts and can see the political situation clearly, I suddenly felt really bored listening to the nobles bickering over the succession, without knowing the truth behind the matter.




As for what I think, what this all means, is that the royal family took the Rindarl situation into account when declaring a crown prince. After all, one of the first counter-arguments had been that neither prince was considered an adult yet, and there was no need to choose a crown prince so early.




“…………Mm,”




Then, suddenly, just like a flashback, a memory appeared from my sea of thoughts. It was a memory fragment that seemed like it was telling a story to me rather than actually belonging to me.




(The heroine of the otome game is Emilia Rindarl, daughter of the Archduke of the Rindarl Union. She came to the neighboring kingdom of Arxia with the hopes of getting married, which is why she entered the noble school here……)




– That’s right. That was the prologue to the otome game.




But even so, I won’t consider that to be a future set in stone. I also held a vague feeling of conviction that no matter how much the House of Lords disputed the choice of Second Prince Alfred as the crown prince, that they would not be able to overturn the decision.


Chapter 86 – Priest Faris




The season for social gatherings was finally nearing its end, it’s about time for the nobles to hire any staff they need from the capital and return to their domains.




After they return to their domains, the harvest season begins. As for us, since the refugees brought us pumpkins this year, and the egg-laying chickens we bought two years ago have been maintaining a steady production, the food available after this year’s harvest should be slightly grander than before.




Thanks to the women that survived the era of my father’s rule, we didn’t lose some of the traditional ways to make some egg dishes. To me, that’s a great relief. We’ve already lost some traditional recipes for meat and fish dishes due to a lack of supplies during that time. ……Thinking about it in reverse, I was able to take advantage of my family’s status when I was young, and a few recipes were preserved by us. As for killing my family, I have to believe that I did the right thing. However, I can’t deny that adding hemlock into that pot of soup that day was only an impulsive action at the time, due to me being tired of the situation I was in.




That’s why, I always have to check to ensure I’m doing the right thing. Otherwise I wouldn’t be able to remain mentally resilient and keep my spirit going. I won’t allow myself to abandon the role of domain lord just because my heart falters.




“-Oi, oi, are you listening?”




I was startled as someone tapped me on my shoulder, and I looked up to see Ratoka with a bewildered look on his face. I had been too lost in thinking about my own emotional baggage to notice my surroundings, so I blinked once to return myself to normal.




“……Are you not feeling well?”




“No, I just wasn’t paying attention because I was thinking about something.”




At seeing the look on that child’s face in front of me, I couldn’t help but laugh a little. Seeing me doing so, Ratoka furrowed his eyebrows slightly.




“Get it together. What if you get assassinated, what would happen to me?”




“I doubt that I would be assassinated here in the royal capital at least.”




“Hnn…… But, you never know who might be planning something!”




As for me, I don’t intend to go picking any fights, but until I’m able to fully rebuild my domain and make it into an iron defense as part of our country’s border, I suppose there will naturally be some danger. What’s more, there are also those that are angry at me simply because I received some of the country’s national defense budget.




In any case, I took another good look at Ratoka.




“……What is it?”




“Would you really be troubled if I died, I was wondering. One year ago, you were so energetic in saying that you’d kill me.”




“Y…… You! Is there no limit to how evil you can be!?”




With a sound of shock, Ratoka gave me a look of disgust. With the straight way he expresses his emotions, what a hot-blooded shonen protagonist he is. Also, I felt a sense of relief that I didn’t feel any killing intent from him anymore.




“My bad, it was a bit much for a joke.”




“Honestly. ……Ah, that’s right. To change the topic, I received a letter from the temple.”




“A letter?”




Ratoka brought out a letter for me, and upon closer inspection, it was sealed with a seal that I’ve never seen before. It’s different from the church’s seal which I’m familiar with, it was shaped in the form of the letter F instead – and only one person came to my mind, it had to be from that priest Faris.




When I checked the other side just to make sure, it was clearly addressed to Eliza Kaldia. It seems that there’s no mistake.




“Ratoka. Bring me a letter opener.”




A letter has arrived for me from a priest which I have no particular close relationship with. I sat down in a chair and wondered just what was in the letter, as I sat there staring at it as if it would help me see through it.




I rapped on Ratoka’s back when his shoulder drooped in fatigue as he gawked at the extravagant white temple adjacent to the royal palace.




“We’re going.”




“……That hurt you know!?”




When I put an end to his sulking with a sharp glare, I heard chuckling and guffawing sounds from Claudia who was a few steps behind me dressed in maid attire, as well as Gunther who was also acting as my bodyguard today.




I almost always take Ratoka and Claudia everywhere with me wherever I go these days, but I wonder just why Priest Faris specifically invited the three of them by name to come along with me.




“Why was it these three people……”




I muttered that to myself as I stepped into the dazzling marble temple. That priest especially had no reason to know about Ratoka. Just when and where did the priest learn about it, I wonder if Earl Terejia had informed Faris since they seem to be good friends.




“It’s said that Priest Faris has the god’s own eyes.”




Maybe she heard me muttering to myself, Claudia started chatting about all the information she’s heard in town as she’s much more caught up on local gossip than I am, on that priest I know nothing about.




“It seems that Faris-dono’s mother was from the Melloart royal family, while she herself was the daughter of a duke. There’s also a rumor that she used to be Earl Terejia’s fiancee, but that’s from a really long time ago.”




“……Hah?”




Faris is the daughter of a duke, and what’s more she used to be engaged to Earl Terejia when they were both much younger? That means that she’s probably within ten years of age to Earl Terejia. So she’s around seventy, give or take……?




“Yes, she has a rather strange background. You usually don’t see someone of such high status entering the church.”




“The degree to which it’s said her god’s eyes can see things, it’s impossible to do by the natural laws of the world. Maybe the church unexpectedly does actually have some sort of divine power.”




Since I was the only one among us who had ever met Priest Faris directly before, Ratoka and Claudia felt no sort of shock at all at the approximate real age of the priest we were about to meet.




Ratoka aside, if even Claudia doesn’t understand Priest Faris’s “god’s eyes,” this priest might really have some sort of mysterious power that I don’t comprehend. ……Well, there’re very few monks and priests that interact very often within noble social circles, so maybe even a lot of them actually have some sort of divine powers.




– But anyway, god’s eyes, eh.




I remembered back to my birthday celebration when I was six years old, to the scales that balanced my good and evil deeds that Priest Faris prepared for me. Even though absolutely nobody should have known about it, my deepest secret was exposed. The other two people there at that time, Kamil and Earl Terejia, also shouldn’t have known about it.




Even on the verge of death, Kamil didn’t seem to have known that I was the one who ended up inadvertently framing his father.




As for the Earl, I wonder if maybe he knew everything. When I think back on it, that parchment with the list of people that died which appeared on the scale could only have been prepared by him. Neither of us have ever discussed it, but I can infer from it that he must have been informed of the ceremony’s contents beforehand.




The remainder of the walk to the specified location inside the temple was done in silence. Although I do feel nervous about what Faris is going to say to me, about having my weakness in her grasp, strangely I didn’t feel the same sense of fear that I did last year.


Chapter 87 – Advice From The Elderly




Shanak Temple – this white temple standing adjacent to the royal palace gave this street of nobles an even more elegant and refined impression than the Grand Temple of Misorua just a little bit further down the street. Commoners also use the Grand Temple though, while this is the center of the street of nobles, so it’s mainly nobles, and in particular royals, that use Shanak Temple.









“That was fast. I thought you’d get lost.”









In the deepest part of the temple, there was a small church that usually wasn’t open to outsiders. Priest Faris who was waiting for us there, greeted us with the same inscrutable, androgynous voice that I remembered.









The temple has the most complex interior structure that I’ve ever seen. We didn’t get lost though, astonishingly enough because Claudia led the way.









“……Is it some sort of wild natural instinct?”









I heard Claudia chuckling slightly from beside me. Although I wasn’t exactly praising her just now.









“Yes, her instincts are excellent. Alright, come over here and relax. Today, I just wanted you to have a long talk with the elderly person that I am.”









A suspicious smile that I couldn’t read appeared on Priest Faris’s face, as she indicated towards a chair for me to sit in. Since Claudia is playing the role of my maid today, she pulled it forward for me, and I sat down. Claudia and Ratoka sat down on a sofa placed by the wall, and Faris finally stopped smiling that creepy smile of hers.









– I wonder if she’s tired? She’s expressionless, and I really can’t tell that Faris is around the same age as Earl Terejia. No wait, that’s only assuming that Claudia’s earlier story about Faris’s background was accurate.









“This is to be our third meeting now, young one?”









“Yes, that’s correct.”









Faris stared right into my eyes as I answered her without any hesitation. What is this, I couldn’t help but draw myself back a little. She seems even more evidently eerie than before. Faris squinted at me, as if she was probing the depths of my eyes for something in silence.









“……You’ve absorbed and synchronized fast. I can barely see her anymore. Has it accelerated?”









Faris suddenly muttered something under her breath.






“-Eh?”









It was so unexpected that I had no idea what she was talking about, but Faris ignored my reaction of surprise and continued as if she hadn’t muttered anything at all just now. It seemed like she’d returned to the state she was in the first time we met, with that composed smile of hers as she stared directly into my eyes. Then, the feeling I had earlier that she may be elderly suddenly vanished. Faris really does have an inscrutable gender and age, it gives her an otherworldly, mysterious feeling.









“How’s Siegmund been doing lately? I heard that he’s been getting quite a lot more wrinkles on his face recently.”









Faris started the conversation as if it was a perfectly ordinary one, and I felt myself expelling my breath that I was holding.









“He still hasn’t fully recovered yet. It would be nice if he would get healthy again.”









“Well, humans have limits, it’s only natural that they can’t win against old age. And he’s always been one to push himself unreasonably. Even though that’s not good for him.”









Faris seemed to chuckle from the back of her throat, and her lips curved slightly upwards in the faintest hint of a smile. I don’t know if the story about her once being Earl Terejia’s fiancee is true or not, but it definitely does seem that they have some sort of connection.









“Work is just piling up so much. I would really like for him to make a full recovery and return as well, but……”









“Well, how will it turn out, I wonder. ……We’ve already reached an age where it wouldn’t be strange for either of us to die at any moment.”









That seems to be a rather deep statement. I couldn’t help but take a deep breath at her use of the word “we.” I’m sure that Faris is prepared for death at any moment. Regardless of how mysteriously young she may look on the outside, she’s accepted her old age – along with death.









“Are you feeling tired?”









“No. However, I’m satisfied in life, I am. As for Siegmund, he worries over too many things.”









“If Earl Terejia suddenly passed away, I’m sure he would have many regrets.”









“I’ll bet.”









It’s nothing to laugh over, but it’s also nothing to get shaken over, this is just a solemn story, I think. Even though we’re talking about death, the atmosphere doesn’t seem all that heavy, I wonder if that’s thanks to Faris.









“……The gods will definitely bestow upon my soul the gift of eternal sleep. It will be a pleasure.”









Faris’s eyes once again seemed to probe into mine. Those words passed through my ear canals and reached my brain, without tugging on any emotions, and settled down within my heart.









“If…… Just hypothetically speaking. If your soul wasn’t allowed to rest after death, and was sent back to this world…… What does Faris-dono think of such a thing?”









Before I realized it, the question had already spilled from my mouth. Faris had a child’s look of innocence on her face for an instant, then the smile returned as if to brush away my question. It was a smile of loving kindness, while simultaneously being a smile of pity. It was a beautiful smile just like that of Saint Shanak’s, I was shocked inside that Faris could make such a smile as well.









“The god Misorua does not have the power to revive a soul for a second life. There’s no good luck, bad luck, or destiny, everything is all coincidence. Use your own power to carve your path in life, grab what you deserve, and struggle, that’s all. To your life’s utmost limits.”









These words from an elderly person, they’re so heavy. However, I did obediently calm down. I nodded, and Faris’s saint-like smile changed instantly again. Even though it was just the slight inscrutable smile again from earlier, the change in expression was so abrupt that it left me stunned for a short moment. From behind me, I heard Ratoka who had been silent until now moaning faintly.









“Well then, let’s cut to the chase and get to the main topic. I didn’t invite you here today to deepen your faith in the church, or to hear about how Siegmund has been doing recently.”









“Yes, of course.”









Probably neither of us have that much free time. There must be some sort of reason that she called me out here today, some sort of use she had for me.









“In every organization, when lots of people gather, there will be differences in opinion, and even factions that appear. The larger the organization, the more apparent the differences will become. Well, it’s said that factions appear whenever three or more people gather together.”









……Is she talking about the House of Lords, I wonder. There’s still some small ongoing conflicts about the matter of the crown prince. Strangely enough, she felt like Earl Terejia whenever he was teaching me something, so I couldn’t help but change my attitude and prepare myself to listen.









“It’s the same within the church.”









However, Faris’s statement was so earth shattering and shocking that I was left mouth wide agape and frozen solid.


Chapter 88 – Sincere Counsel

	

“Before the Kingdom of Arxia existed in this world, kings and their retainers would marry those from the church, while their children and relatives would be left to the land and the citizens.”




“……Really?”




“Indeed, it’s true. Long ago, the church was responsible for recording the history of countries. Nobody is allowed to tamper with history, we are in charge of protecting history and telling history truthfully as it occurred.”




As Faris nodded her head affirmatively, I thought back to Mrs. Marshan’s history lessons. The origin of nobles, was said to be from when the king recognized his greatest supporters. Thinking back on it, although the lessons were vague, the greatest supporters must have been the church, there’s probably no mistake.




But, considering the power of nobles versus the church today, I must say that it was at least a little hard to believe for a moment. The church is deep-rooted in Arxia, and it shares a common destiny with the country. However, their true power within Arxia is limited. As for their influence, it’s mostly in regards to their responsibilities as keepers of the “law.”




“Of course, it’s fine. The Sacred Code does not prohibit it. Order remains protected.”




However, this time I noticed Faris’s eyebrows becoming slightly furrowed for the first time. I’ve never seen this expression of hers before.




“Currently, there’s some foolish people within the church. They’re disturbing the order and creating chaos, and guiding the country to a path of destruction, and they harbor strong desires and greed even though they swore loyalty to Misorua, the god of Law and Order.”




Faris declared so in a strongly accusing tone of voice, then she moved her line of sight to behind me. When I followed her line of vision, I saw Ratoka sitting there frozen solid. I understood very clearly that Faris was looking at Ratoka in particular.




“……Is there something the matter with my servant?”




“Nothing in particular. However, I believe that your servant knows something about what I am currently discussing.”




Somehow Faris’s smile gave off a wretched feeling, and Ratoka seemed to shrivel up in fear.




“Faris-dono, my servant was born and raised in a village here in Kaldia. Even in the royal capital, this one never leaves my side. I doubt that this one is involved in any sort of plots regarding our country’s destruction.”




Even I find this difficult to believe, I don’t think there’s any reason for Faris to question Ratoka. However, as I covered for him, Ratoka’s complexion became even paler. Is it really just like Faris said, does he know something?




My palms began to sweat with impatience. This is bad, I need to calm down. I subtly took a deep breath, trying not to attract anyone’s attention.




“Of course, Viscountess Kaldia. I don’t believe that your servant is complicit in such a plot either. But, even so, this servant seems to know something about it?”




Faris didn’t stop looking directly at Ratoka at all, and in contrast to my impatience, her voice remained relaxed. Without a doubt, Faris seems to be fully confident of it. No, maybe I should say she’s somehow confirmed it already?




“In a place called Cyril village of Kaldia, there were some sisters doing supposed missionary work while spreading dangerous ideologies. It happened right in the domain you were born and raised in. Don’t you know something about this? ‘Elise-dono.’”




……Goosebumps are crawling on my skin. Just what and how much does this priest know? “Elise” as well as which village she came from, that’s information that I’ve kept as tightly under wraps as possible. Even if Earl Terejia has long associated with Faris, I doubt that he would tell Faris, a complete outsider to the Kaldia domain, about such things.




How did this priest know? Does having “god’s eyes” have anything to do with this?




“……Urk.”




Ratoka seemed to choke while trying to say something. He remained completely frozen solid while his eyes kept darting between me and Faris. He kept gulping and swallowing repeatedly. He kept shaking all over, but finally straightened himself out.




“- As for being born and raised in Kaldia, I believe that I should also be counted.”




Faris seemed slightly surprised, and returned her line of vision from Ratoka to me again. Her smile seems to have disappeared. I continued my words with a bit of a refreshed feeling.




“It seems that Faris-dono already knows something regarding this issue of sisters in Kaldia that have been spreading dangerous sentiments under the guise of doing missionary work. Just what additional information could a child of the same age as me provide to you on this matter?”




“……Mmm. It seems that you place quite a lot of trust in your servant, Viscountess Kaldia.”




“Indeed. This one is a citizen of my domain. How can I be a proper lord without putting trust in my own citizens?”




Faris blinked several times, then seemed to start grinning. Is that so, she nodded, and her shoulders shaking in laughter helped to dissipate the sense of her overwhelming pressure.




“What you say is quite right. However, I would sincerely advise you to not keep that one by your side.”




……Sincere advice, she says? With what she’s telling me, as well as the way she’s saying it, I feel both uncomfortable and skeptical. Even when I frowned slightly, Faris didn’t change her expression.




“It’ll become your weakness. If you can’t let go of that one, you need to keep a much closer eye on things.”




Her voice sounded almost lyrical. However, my stomach felt much, much heavier than before.




“……I’ll keep your words in mind.”




My words sounded like they were crawling along the ground. I have nothing brilliant to say, no comeback. Why is it that this priest is so good at riling me up?




“Don’t make such a scary face. Right now, you need to be even more cautious and vigilant than before.”




“What exactly does that mean?”




“The sisters that were in Cyril village before, seem to be having frequent dealings with the Nordsturms currently.”
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